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A heavy pounding on my front door woke me up. I checked my watch; it was a little after nine o’clock in the morning. Normally I wouldn’t still be in bed at this hour, but after the grocery store had cut my hours I was trying to sleep off my woes. Maybe in the long-shot hope that I’d wake up from this damn dream where everyone kept fucking me over nonstop.

With a groan, I rolled out of bed and went to greet the noisy visitor in my pajamas. There was no one outside when I got there. Instead, a sheet of paper had been taped to the door. As if announcing the dire warning to all my neighbors, letting them know about the penniless loser who lived in my apartment.

EVICTION NOTICE FOR STAN WOMACK, it said in big, bold type.

The date was a week from now.

Cool, I thought.

It wasn’t a surprise. Ms. Salazar—my dearly loved landlord—had warned me that she would have to take certain measures if the money wasn’t flowing. And here it was. The notification that I was going to be kicked to the street if I didn’t pony up.

I left the notice taped there.

All my life I’d kept my head above water. I believed I was doing everything right. The grocery store hadn’t cut my hours by a lot—thirty per week instead of the usual forty. But it had been enough to knock down a series of bigger and bigger dominoes.

And where they led to was probable homelessness.

I had already voiced my employment struggles to Ms. Salazar, but I decided to give it another shot anyhow. I marched across the apartment complex—mostly quiet and peaceful except for that asshole Randy revving up his black Camaro in the parking lot. The car was a forty-year-old piece of junk with a broken taillight and an exhaust pipe barely hanging off the ground. He’d installed new rims on it, and apparently thought his rusty muscle car was now a Ferrari, and he wanted the whole neighborhood to hear it purr.

When he turned off the engine and hopped out of the driver seat—covered in tattoos and black leather—I gave him my opinion: “Hey, can you cut that shit out? No one likes listening to that.”

Randy responded with his middle finger.

Whatever. It wasn’t like I’d be dealing with dickwads like Randy for much longer anyway.

At the clubhouse, I went inside and entered Ms. Salazar’s office. She was on the phone. When she noticed me, she gave me one of those hold-on-just-a-minute smiles. For a landlord, she’d been nice and courteous ever since I moved in. Every Christmas, she even knocked twenty percent off the monthly rent so the families in the apartment complex could have more money for the holidays. I figured she was nice because she was young; she hadn’t yet completed her metamorphosis into a predatory capitalist, trying to bleed everyone for every dollar they had. Maybe her mother or father owned the place, and she was sitting in the boss’s chair for the first time without any training wheels.

She was also hella cute. Short and stunningly curvy. Her red blouse was stretched tight around her chest. From her chin to where the blouse was buttoned was probably about a foot long, a narrow V-shaped swath of deliciously brown skin showing the tiniest hint of cleavage. And past there was almost another foot of her massive tits! Seriously, they probably touched her thighs when she was sitting down without a bra on. And the bottom half of her body was equally voluptuous, her hips—

Ms. Salazar cleared her throat. The phone was gone from her ear. “Mr. Womack, if this is about the eviction notice on your front door, allow me to be the first to say that I’m terribly sorry. But we can’t have people living here without paying their rent.”

“Can I get an extension?” I pleaded.

“You just had an extension.”

“Well, another one.”

She gave me a stern look like I was testing her patience. I knew I was, but these were desperate times. During her expression of disapproval, my gaze roamed to some of the pictures hanging up. One featured her on an expensive-looking yacht. Another at a snowy mountain resort. Plus an assortment taken at several Disney parks with people that looked like her family.

Be nice if some of that wealth trickled down, I thought.

“I’m sorry,” she repeated. “But there is a list of people who are very interested in renting your apartment, and they will pay on time.”

“I just had my appendix removed,” I explained. “And I’m still paying student loans.”

“Maybe try someplace cheaper,” she suggested.

“Where the hell’s that?”

Quite quickly I realized this was all pointless. She was being kind, when really I could stare into her pretty brown eyes and see her wanting to say: Get your broke ass out of here. And if I made too much of a scene, she might call security.

Her phone rang. She apologized again before cheerfully answering the call.

So. That was that.

I’d obviously used up all her generosity, and now I was just a mouse in her kitchen cupboard with a very large broom heading my way.

I left feeling absolutely dejected. It was depressing how having no money made people treat you like some kind of scourge on their personal lives. It wasn’t like I enjoyed being broke! The appendix story was a lie, but the student loans weren’t. In fact, as I was heading back to my apartment, I received an automated text message reminding me that the last payment was two months overdue. My head was spiraling. I couldn’t even make it across the property before I had to find a bench. I covered my face in my hands and suffered all those worst fears again, leeching my happiness and hope.

Would I have to beg to stay with someone else? Was there a couch in a garage somewhere out there with my name on it?

My parents wouldn’t want me back. My dad had even told me that I was on my own after I’d left for college. If I explained my financial troubles to them, they’d only be disappointed—in addition to demanding that I get another job and quit being so lazy.

During this soul-crushing introspection about the current state of my life, I received a call from a number I didn’t recognize. While answering it, I expected to be informed of some other bill I was overdue on. Maybe my health insurance.

Not quite.

“Mr. Womack,” the woman on the other end said. “This is Rebecca with Save-It Self Storage. How are you doing today?”

“Fine,” I muttered. Even my lies about feeling good sounded shitty. “Is this about my payments? I recently updated my credit card.”

“No, your payment information looks good. What I’m calling about is recent weather damage. Your apartment suffered a leak during the heavy rains last night.”

“Great,” I blurted, imagining all my boxed-away childhood stuff sitting in six inches of water. I’d been planning to sell some of that if my money situation didn’t improve. This felt like God had said fuck you to that strategy. Thanks a lot! “Is there much damage?”

“We haven’t looked inside. If you would like to come down and inspect the unit for yourself, we can then estimate the damage costs.”

“So, any damage to my stuff is covered, right?”

“Hm. Let’s see.” A keyboard clicked in the background. “Actually, Mr. Womack, your payment plan is the tier below full coverage for weather damage—”

I hung up on her.

Every cell in my body wanted to scream at the fucking universe. Today felt like a curse. Like someone out there had ordered a hex on my life. Maybe it was Ms. Salazar, practicing witchcraft. Maybe it was my neighbors. Maybe it was me, and I just didn’t know it.

I went ahead and drove to Save-It Self Storage since it was only a five-minute drive. While en route, I was wondering about the weather last night. Had it rained? There had been nothing in the forecast. And there were no puddles on the roads. Unless Save-It Self Storage was already inventing a lie to cover up a busted pipe in their sprinkler system.

Of course they would. And of course it would be me getting screwed over again.

I pulled through the security gate and drove through the small maze toward my storage unit: 153. Immediately, I noticed something wrong. A half-circle of damp pavement surrounded the shutter door, but that was hardly as bizarre as the shutter door itself. It was painted blue. The others—every goddamn storage unit in the whole facility—were red.

Why was mine suddenly a different color? I remembered it being red.

I parked beside it and got out, my shoes splashing down in the standing water. Up close, the blue color only filled me with more questions. Why would someone go through the trouble of painting my door? Or had the door been replaced? Had someone backed their vehicle into it, and had Save-It Self Storage installed a new door? If so, that was nice, but I thought I’d get some kind of notification about that.

Dreading what I’d find inside, I turned my key in the padlock and raised the shutters.

A tower of boxes began to lean out. I quickly hustled over to it and braced it with my whole body, but it wasn’t enough to prevent a spill; the top box in the stack tumbled off and smacked the ground. Several of my old childhood keepsakes, toys, and books exploded out.

“Fuck,” I uttered, shoving the other stacked boxes back inside until I was certain they were balanced well enough.

One of the spilled items at my feet was an old book I used to love. It was Adventures in Body Trading, with that familiar red SCHOLASTIC logo on its spine—which was worn and torn from my younger hands flipping the pages many times. It had been so long that I’d kind of forgotten the plot. But I did remember the main character gaining the power to take over other people’s bodies and using his new ability to improve his life. He took over his teacher’s body to give himself better grades, and he took over his coach’s body to sign himself up for the basketball team. Of course, his actions didn’t go unnoticed. Like all childhood stories, he learned a lesson in the end and stopped trying to cheat his way through life.

I reached down to grab it and return it to its rightful box. When my fingers made contact, I was hit with such a powerful static shock that I shrieked a little. I stumbled backward, nearly falling into my flooded storage unit.

The heck? I thought, seeing that the hairs on my arms were all standing stiff. Which then led my eyes over to my watch. The hour and minute hands were spiraling out of control, as if I were rapidly fast-forwarding through time. I shook and tapped it, but it kept on spinning.

“Huh,” I said, confused.

Must’ve been some shitty watch if static electricity could do that.

While wondering if I should touch the Adventures in Body Trading book again, my phone buzzed. I pulled it out, then opened the email app from where the notification had come from. My buddy—former buddy—Mike was officially announcing his wedding and sending out the invites. I was shocked I’d been considered at all, considering that his fiancée, Victoria, used to be my girlfriend back in college before she slept with him.

The pile of shit that was my life had been steaming for a while.

Cheating girlfriends. Terrible jobs. Overdue rent and college loans.

It never ended.

You were the first domino in this, I thought about Victoria, wondering if my life would have taken a much better trajectory if she’d never slept with Mike.

If only I could have made her stay.

Right then, I heard a sound like air rushing past my ears…

WHOOSH.
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Rain was suddenly falling over me. Loud, wet, pattering, splashing rain. I had such a strong sensation of vertigo that my arms flew out to catch myself; my hands touched a cool, water-slick enclosure of sorts. Even then, my mind was still trying to make sense of this. It believed I was still at the Save-It Self Storage lot, still in front of my flooded storage unit, caught underneath one of those tiny pop-up rain showers that must’ve dropped a monsoon on my personal things yesterday.

All that would’ve made crazy sense.

Compared to…

My eyes had to find their focus again—like I was turning the dial on a pair of binoculars. When my surroundings presented themselves clearly, I realized I wasn’t the world’s unluckiest man caught underneath a storm cloud the size of a Volkswagen Beetle. I was in a shower. A nice, spacious one. My mind reached for an explanation so far beyond plausibility that I started wondering if I had blacked out. I didn’t remember stepping into a shower, and this obviously wasn’t my shower. So whose fucking shower was it?

I reached for the knob, twisted it off.

The hand and arm were both much too slender. There was a glint on my ring finger. I brought it closer, and saw that there was a silver band wrapped around the digit—a very slender digit, belonging to a very feminine-looking hand. Like a horror movie actress following a trail of blood, my eyes followed the hand and the arm and the shoulder it was attached to.

Then I looked down and saw tits.

“AHHHHH!”

The pitch of my voice startled me. It was ear-piercingly high! I thought for sure I was having a dream as I cupped the soft, squishy mounds attached to my chest—as slick and damp as the rest of my tan, skinny body. My fingers sunk in; I flinched from the vivid sensation in my mind of these perky tits being squeezed.

Good God! I thought.

Those are boobs?

Those are boobs!

No, I knew what had happened. Somehow I’d stumbled out into the street and was flattened by a semi truck. Maybe I’d meant to. Just to finally end the trash fire that my life had become. And this was the coma I was stuck in, some kind of gender-swapped illusion from all the drugs the doctors were pumping into me.

Because how could it be real?

After thoroughly confirming how squishy and perky the new things on my chest were, I had a nervous look at everything else. Where to even begin? My hands slid along an hourglass waist, a slim-but-sexy pair of hips, and two gorgeous thighs that ended in two tiny feet with red-painted toenails.

Located in the middle of all that was a wet tuft of pubic hair.

I think I stared at it for five minutes straight, trying to convince myself that it didn’t mean what I thought it meant. But when I slipped a hand down there to possibly locate the whereabouts of my penis, I quickly yanked it away when the fingers happened upon the new details of my anatomy.

“What the fuck?” I uttered. And then again, because seriously, “What the fuck?”

While exiting the shower, I noticed something else that my exploring eyes had overlooked the first time: the watch on my wrist. It was the same basic Casio model that I’d had since high school, with the hands still spinning out of control. That gave me some relief. My body was totally different—and I mean totally. But I was still wearing that stupid watch.

What did it mean, though? I had no fucking clue.

My scrawny body felt unbalanced. I probably looked like a drunk walking to the mirror, constantly flailing my arms one way and then the other until I had some semblance of grace in keeping myself upright. The mirror was all fogged up. I took a swipe at it, and instantly tested out my new high notes again.

Victoria’s face stared back!

“AHHHHH!”

Feet came pounding rapidly toward my position. I clenched and recoiled when the door flew open, and my old buddy Mike filled the doorway.

When had he gotten so big? He was over a head taller!

Or, no, my new body was just that small.

“Vick? Is everything all right?” He glanced around the room, searching for the source of my distress. How could I have told him that it was me? The fact that I had somehow possessed his fiancée and it didn’t seem to be a dream?

I was so uncomfortable in Victoria’s body that I wanted to faint.

But good things never happened in my life, so of course I didn’t.

“Mike?” I whispered. I didn’t think he heard me.

His massive arms swooped around me. I was frozen stiff as he kissed me on the forehead. “Damn mice,” he huffed. “I thought we caught them all. Breakfast is ready downstairs.” He looked me in the eye, rubbed my arms, glanced at my chest, and then left.

“O-okay,” I stuttered.

My eyes were throbbing the way they do when blood’s rushing through my head.

I remembered that book. Adventures in Body Trading.

That would be some fucking coincidence that I had touched that book before I, myself, had inexplicably jumped into my old girlfriend’s body, who didn’t even live in town anymore. I kept thinking about how that book had zapped me, how it had caused my watch to freak out.

It was related. I didn’t know exactly how.

But come on. People didn’t just swap bodies for no reason!

If I was here, was Victoria in my body, just as confused as I was?

By now, I’d been standing long enough that the water on my skin had dripped itself off. I wrapped myself into a bathrobe that seemed about my size—besides being the fluffiest, pinkest bathrobe known to mankind. After cinching it around my impossibly tiny waist, I cautiously treaded out into new territory, beginning with the huge master bedroom that had a television larger than the one in my living room. There was a vanity—where Victoria would probably sit after one of her normal showers. I remembered her loving makeup. But as for me inside Victoria’s skin, I didn’t feel any attraction to it.

Overall, I still felt like myself. Mentally speaking. I didn’t want to get dressed in pretty clothes. I didn’t want to go swimming as Victoria loved to do. And I definitely did not want to make out with Mike. In fact, I was still reeling from his kiss on my forehead.

Ugh!

I ventured out into the hallway beyond, my feet taking tiny steps like they expected traps along the path ahead. There was nothing like that. The house that Mike and Victoria called home was large and luxuriously decorated. Soon enough, I came across windows that overlooked a backyard with a lakeside view. The day was beautiful, the birds were flocking, and something tugged in my gut from how visibly more successful and wealthy my former friend and girlfriend were. When they got up in the morning, they didn’t have to worry about getting evicted. Or paying student loans. Or constantly digging out of the quicksand that life seemed to dump on me every day.

“Wow,” I whispered, just admiring the view and kind of wondering what I’d do if I was permanently stuck in Victoria’s body. Certainly not worry about money, that’s what!

Hell, I was pretty sure I’d even let Mike fuck me every night if I could stay here.

I went on, going downstairs and following the smell of breakfast. Maybe it was just my imagination, but Victoria’s nose seemed more perceptive of food scents. It made me even hungrier.

Now walking a casual, balanced stroll, I found Mike in the kitchen, hustling around the stovetop, shoving bacon into his mouth, and shrugging on a sport coat. “Hey, honey,” he greeted me. “Gotta rush into the office this morning. Network crash.”

“Oh. Bummer,” I said.

He laughed at my word choice. “Yeah, bummer. Anyway, help yourself. I’ll be back this afternoon.” Then he strode over and kissed me on the lips, filling my mouth with his tongue and bacon grease. I was half as surprised by this one. I thought I was accepting how crazy I was, and just rolling with it.

I’d already touched my new pussy. Kissing a man was hardly as awful as that.

He pulled away, telling me how beautiful I was; I blushed in response.

And then I was alone.

What the hell, I thought, filling myself a plate—only after searching through five cabinets to find them. I sat down, stuffed my face with my fiancé’s home cooking, and belched my contentment with Victoria’s relatively tiny stomach taking on more food than it usually did.

Then I just started laughing.

Everything was insane. Nothing made sense. I had a goddamn vagina.

“You know, I could get used to this,” I said, wondering if my future hubby expected me to do the dishes in his absence. Was I that kind of fiancée to him? The sandwich-making, leg-spreading partner who worshiped the man of her house?

With a sigh, I slumped back. My robe flopped open, allowing one of my tits to poke out, capped with a mouthwatering pink nipple. In another life, I had sucked on that nipple. Now its nerve endings were wired to my brain. And I confirmed this by gently swirling my finger across it, pressing down just hard enough to feel it oppose this pressure as it elongated and thickened from the stimulation. This time, I didn’t shudder from panic but from a faint, ticklish warmth zapping around underneath the skin.

Whoa, I thought. Having my own pair of tits was still kind of a shock, but my opinion was improving!

I didn’t do much more than that. I just teased it. Sometimes I fancied sneaking a hand between my legs—as my body seemed to want, as that ticklish, zappy warmth spread outward from my breasts and into my abdomen and loins. But I didn’t. A part of me felt guilty for taking advantage of Victoria’s body, but not enough to stop me from fondling myself.

You should’ve stayed with me, I thought, picturing myself as talking to her mind right now. My life wouldn’t have gone to shit if you were there. I know it.

Really, I didn’t know it. But I wanted to believe it.

I started thinking about my original body again and where I’d last parked it: over in Save-It Self Storage, which must’ve been a good twenty miles away if Mike and Victoria lived where I thought they did.

And…

WHOOSH.

“Gah!” I blurted, finding myself in breezy sunlight next to a hatchback that I clearly remembered as my backfiring piece of shit. I immediately patted myself down, finding the usual bits and pieces: flat chest, short hair, familiar bulge in the crotch.

My male body was still standing where I’d left it, which was kind of surprising. Had Victoria and I not swapped bodies? Had I stolen her body but left mine here with no one at the controls? And if so, had Victoria been aware of what I was doing while inhabiting her skin?

It was a confusing revelation, at least.

I didn’t know what to think. Already I half believed it was some daydream, but I knew better than that. I looked down at Adventures in Body Trading laying on the damp pavement, experiencing a new protective urgency for my childhood book. I picked it up, put it in my car, and closed up the storage unit. If this book held the power that I thought it held—however that might be—then I was never going to let it out of my possession.

Was it just Victoria who I could take control of? That would be silly.

Could I hop into someone else’s body? Women and men? Young and old?

These questions and more ran through my mind while I drove back to my apartment.
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That night, I slept only intermittently. I had this fear of waking up in someone else’s body—perhaps a person I didn’t even know. With Victoria, it had been proven that I could easily and effortlessly pop right back into my own bones. But just because you run across four lanes of traffic and survive doesn’t mean you want to turn around and do it again.

I kept wondering if she knew I’d been in her body. What had she experienced? Had she been a helpless passenger, able to sense someone else talking with her mouth and walking with her legs but powerless to stop it? Had she known anything at all?

Neither Victoria nor Mike had messaged me.

Perhaps she had been totally unaware.

The chance that I had been unnoticed in assuming her identity gave me such a huge erection that I couldn’t help but jerk off like a horny madman. It must’ve been around three in the morning when this happened. I shot my load into the sheets, then kept masturbating until my arm and dick were sore. Believe it or not, it helped me achieve some shut-eye.

The following morning, while pondering all the ways I could potentially abuse my new superpower, I took my filthy sheets to the complex’s laundromat, checked my mail, and came back to find that eviction notice still taped to my front door.

For the first time, it dawned on me that this new ability of mine could very well be a solution to my financial troubles. If I jumped into my landlord’s body, maybe I could stealthily replace my payment information in my rent account with one of her credit cards. Ha! Or maybe I could zero it out entirely, make it so that I was living here at no cost.

Or go to an ATM, withdraw a few thousand bucks, and place it in my mailbox?

This all depended on her being unaware.

But what the hell else was I going to do? Utilizing my new magic gift seemed way more feasible than actually trying to come up with the cash before next week.

I was almost giddy as I went inside my apartment—to stow my male body out of sight while my mind was skipping around elsewhere.

Once inside, I focused on Ms. Salazar: the russet color of her beautiful Hispanic complexion, the black curls of hair that were typically draped over a shoulder, the curves of her voluptuous body stretching out her clothes.

My Hispanic complexion, my dark hair, my voluptuous body…

WHOOSH.

Stillness was replaced with rapid, back-and-forth movement. I instantly became aware of something ramming down my throat, causing me to gag. My instinct was to separate myself from whatever the fuck was inside my mouth. I didn’t want to spend my first moments inside my landlord’s body choking to death! I felt gravity pulling on the front of my body, like I was bent over. I tried pushing up; a counterforce pressed down on the back of my head.

“Gulck,” my throat piped as my gag reflex was momentarily triggered.

“Oh yeah,” a man’s voice moaned. “You sure can suck like nobody’s business.”

Reaching almost full cognizance, I pushed with all my strength. The resistance on the back of my skull gave way, and I sat up gasping for air.

There were so many details to take in: firstly, Ms. Salazar’s humongous tits were flopping around heavily on my chest, big brown areolas the size of small dinner plates. Secondly, I was in the passenger seat of a car that stank of cigarettes and had rock music playing from the radio. Thirdly, Randy was in the driver seat next to me.

His cock was out. I stared at it, reading the BEEFY tattoo printed down the erect shaft with so much disgust that I dry-heaved. It was crooked. It was also three different shades, like a corked sample of Neapolitan ice cream.

“What’s wrong, babe?” Randy asked, putting his arm around me. “Is it too much for you?”

His dick was covered in drool. My mouth was filled with a salty, sweaty flavor—in addition to my jaw feeling slightly dislocated.

Needless to say, I put two and two together very fast!

“Oh shit,” I groaned, barely suppressing the urge to vomit all over his dashboard.

HIM? I thought. REALLY? She’s banging HIM?

“Well?” Randy asked. “You gonna finish that suck ’nado or what? Because. I was hoping to see you swallow every last drop.”

Oh god, I thought, covering my mouth. My hand fumbled for the door handle like I was trapped in a room with an ugly, man-eating monster. When I finally yanked it, I about fell out of the passenger seat. “No thanks!” I hollered at him.

“You gonna call me?”

I just walked as fast as I could from his ugly Camaro, hoping nobody else was watching. I’d gone maybe twenty feet before I realized Ms. Salazar’s tits were still hanging out; I wrestled with them, tugging at the blue lacy bra underneath and shoving the massive mounds of flesh into each one, unable to get Randy’s gross dick out of my mind.

It had been in my mouth. My fucking mouth!

I had half a thought to abandon this stupid plan. It had already traumatized me.

On the way to the clubhouse, I began to feel a little better. Other than the fact I’d just participated in a blowjob and would forever remember the taste and texture of another man’s penis, I was pleased to see that my special powers didn’t just work on ex-girlfriends. Ms. Salazar’s body was a land of contrasts to not only my own male body, but to Victoria’s. Whereas Vick’s breasts had been mostly imperceptible on account of their small size and firmness, my landlord’s were unmistakably distracting. The bouncing alone! Jesus! They jiggled, jolted, jumped, and jerked around, rippling chaotically at what I considered to be standard walking speed. I fought the urge to strap them down with my hands.

Don’t bras prevent this? I thought.

Apparently Ms. Salazar’s didn’t. Not entirely.

My fat hips also had a mind of their own. Before, I could have never imagined actually feeling the difference between a male and female pelvis, but there absolutely was a distinct change to how my legs moved. The motion was less straight; they swung. Every step forward was kind of an arc. I tried forcing my joints to work more like how I remembered them, but it didn’t feel right. Ms. Salazar’s body didn’t like my attempts at manly intervention.

So many little details were different. At the steps, my body jiggled like Jell-O; at the door, I had to pull harder. I breathed a sigh of relief when I was finally inside.

Then, like with Victoria, I just started laughing.

Which, in my landlord’s body, came out more like a giggle.

“Oh God. I can’t believe this!”

I could do anything I wanted. Heck, I could take lewd photos—or videos—of my new body, then use them as blackmail. I could totally ruin this woman’s life if I wanted to.

Okay, let’s not play at being a psychopath just yet, I told myself.

I went inside her office and locked the door behind me. After closing all the blinds, I finally felt like I had achieved total privacy. So, of course, my eyes turned upon the colossal slope of my own tits filling out my tight-fitted white blouse. My hands rose to the fleshy orbs packed underneath, squeezing them gently from each side. Ms. Salazar’s hands were smaller than mine, but even Shaquille O'Neal’s hands wouldn’t have been able to wrap around these puppies! They seemed absolutely gargantuan. And their mass was impossible to ignore. Even supported, it felt like I was lugging around two bowling balls.

There was a consistent deep ache in my upper back.

I wondered if it was related.

“Okay,” I sighed, swinging myself over to Ms. Salazar’s desk in her small-heeled sandals. I dropped my big ass into her chair, grinning to myself as all that meaty flesh flattened underneath me like a pillow. I bounced a little, reveling in that cushion-like compression over and over.

If I had a dirtier mind, there were so many ways I could have fun with this body.

But I was just here to save myself from financial ruin.

My little and slightly chubby brown hand moused over to one of the spreadsheet documents on her computer’s desktop—it was titled, simply, TENANTS. Inside was a list of everyone who lived in the apartment complex, arranged by apartment numbers. So, I scrolled way down until I found mine. I’d taken a class on Microsoft Office in college, so I knew a fair amount of Excel knowledge. I could see that the cells were formatted with an equation for how much money was due, and there was a flag if so-and-so hadn’t made a payment on time—which, in this case, included me.

All I had to do was highlight the amount due and zero it out. Then I did the same for the monthly calculations.

Presto! Overdue rent gone.

“You’re a wizard, Stan,” I told myself amusingly.

It felt almost too easy. Then again, society wasn’t protected against those who could take over other people’s bodies, so I supposed it would feel pretty dang easy.

After I saved my changes to the spreadsheet, I relaxed in the chair for a long moment, taking in my successful body robbery and subsequent sabotage. A hand fell between my legs. I didn’t mean for it to. Ms. Salazar was wearing a pair of gray hip-hugging slacks that looked ready to burst at the seams from the curvy bulk they contained. And at the center was a smooth groin pinched off by her thick upper thighs. I spread them a little, then traced a finger along what they had been hiding.

Okay, maybe I DO have a dirty mind, I thought, feeling the subtle indentation of her slit underneath her slacks and panties. Near instantly the whole region was tingling. I gently stroked it, almost afraid to explore my landlord’s body further but oddly captivated by once again having a pussy after owning a penis all my life. It was so fascinatingly different, but mostly on the surface; inside, I felt a familiar warmth flourishing throughout my loins.

No, I didn’t have a cock, but yes, I was getting turned on.

I was grinning as I found what must’ve been Ms. Salazar’s clitoris. Fucking whoa! That little thing packed a punch! Forget the rest; that little bump became the focus of my attention as I stroked and rubbed it with increasing fervor.

Again, like with Victoria, I was overcome with guilt.

What if my landlord knew what I was doing right now? What if she was screaming for me to stop touching her body, yet I couldn’t hear her?

Granted, I was less concerned this time. My hand was down the front of my slacks and rubbing through my silk panties before it really started to hit that I was acting inappropriately.

With the willpower of my good conscience, I stopped.

“Damn,” I whispered, just now noticing how hard my nipples were. I could feel them turgidly stabbing into the bra. My body was so hot and tingly, needing more.

I reckoned playtime was finished.

With the job done and my rent made permanently free, I focused on my male body again.

And…

WHOOSH.

The transportation of my consciousness out of one body and into another actually seemed like something physical, like my mind was zooming across the apartment complex. When I awakened back in my male body, I had to catch myself on the sofa. It was like pulling a rubber band back and snapping it. There was a whiplash, as strange as it sounded.

My stomach was growling, so I figured I’d make an early lunch to celebrate.

Then came a knock on the door.

I immediately froze, thinking it was my landlord coming to accuse me of bodily theft. But how would she get to my apartment so quickly? I’d relinquished control only ten seconds ago!

Fearing the worst, I answered the door.

It was even weirder than what a body-swapping man could ever imagine.

Victoria was standing there. She gave me a shy wave while biting her bottom lip. “Hey, Stan,” she said. “I think I love you.” And she stepped forward and kissed me.
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I went stiff as our lips touched, questioning my sanity like a man who’s witnessed rabbits driving school buses. Her perfume flooded my nostrils. When she pulled away, her smile confirmed that her desires were not a joke. She looked me up and down like she wanted to pinch my ear, drag me into the bedroom, and bone until one of us passed out.

“Victoria?” I squeaked, nearly swallowing my tongue.

“Yeah,” she cooed. Her arm slipped around my waist. “I’m leaving Mike. It’s over between us.” She giggled like she pleasantly enjoyed spoiling their planned union.

“What about the wedding?” I asked. “You guys were sending out invitations.”

She wiggled her fingers at me, showing her distinct lack of a wedding band. “I haven’t told him yet. But I thought I should tell you first. I should’ve stayed with you, Stan.”

I should’ve stayed with you.

That phrase. I recognized it.

Yesterday—on my first outing with my new superpower—I had imagined telling her something almost exactly like that while inside her body. It wasn’t really intentional. The moment had seemed intimate in a way that two people in two separate bodies could never achieve, and I just blurted my true feelings.

Which made me wonder: Had I done this?

Had I planted the idea in her head for her to leave her fiancé?

There was one way to find out.

Right there in front of Victoria, I focused on leaping into her body. It was much easier on account of her proximity, and me being able to see her with my own two eyes rather than just my mind’s eye.

WHOOSH.

And then I was staring at myself.

Talk about a true out-of-body experience!

I looked pretty goofy. My body was slouched, making me think of a robot that was in a standby mode. My eyes were halfway closed, the pupils focused on nothing in particular. It really did look like an empty body with no one at the wheel, which was pretty damn freaky.

In Victoria’s body, I snapped my fingers and waved my hand in front of my male body’s face. There was no reaction. I even poked and prodded him, but he was totally unresponsive.

“God,” I said. “This is something else.”

What the hell was I doing?

Oh, right. An experiment.

Concentrating super duper hard, I gave my ex-girlfriend a new set of instructions: when you regain control, you will suddenly have an urge to pick your nose and suck the same finger. But only once. You will apologize and be, like, really embarrassed about it.

WHOOSH.

Victoria blinked and grabbed her head. She seemed perplexed, like maybe she had felt someone inside her mind, rearranging some of the furniture. But she didn’t accuse me of anything—or give me any reason to think she knew I’d been kicking around inside her brain.

Then she fucking did it.

She stuck her forefinger up her nostril, wiggled it around, then inserted the finger into her mouth like what a toddler would do.

And then she looked at me, horrified.

The finger popped out.

“Oh my God,” she said. “I just…” Her cheeks blushed a deep red. “I can’t believe I just did that! What the heck came over me? I’m so, so sorry that I just acted like a child.”

My mouth was open. She probably thought I was disgusted by her behavior—when really it was more the opposite.

Either way, the experiment confirmed my theory. I was the reason she had appeared on my doorstep. Because I had implanted the idea in her mind. Accidentally. Simultaneously, in my mind, a place crowded right now with lots of shouting and screaming, my conscience raised its hand and spoke to me: now you should tell her to go back to Mike, it said. You know the range of your powers. You shouldn’t use them like this.

Only a sick pervert would take advantage of people like this.

And I wasn’t one of those guys. Surely not, right?

WHOOSH.

Jumping into Victoria’s body always made me feel like I was falling down. We weren’t vastly different in height. Maybe like six or seven inches. But from her vantage point, everything was taller and bigger. I looked at myself again, in my half-dozed-off mannequin state. Again, I just cracked up.

That was the truth about having a real superpower: it was as unbelievable as it was hilarious. Maybe my sanity really was cracking, hopping around in different bodies like this. It was like the little kid on the roller coaster screaming for it to go faster, not knowing what would happen when it went too fast and jumped the track.

“Hm,” I sighed, admiring the modest tent in my own shorts. Smirking, I gave it a rub, my dainty fingers squeezing the shaft underneath. To my surprise, it actually started swelling!

So it turned out my male body wasn’t completely unresponsive while my mind was elsewhere! Just like my heart didn’t stop pumping while I was practically unconscious, having a hard-on was still very much possible. I massaged my groin until my dick was straining to be freed from the prison of cotton and khaki. Which I did. My slender hand yanked the zipper down, then fished inside for the culprit of that pronounced bulge. Firmly grasping my own cock with fingers that weren’t my own, I brought it into the light of freedom.

WHOOSH.

That return to my own body was made more disorienting by the different states of arousal. In Victoria, I’d been happily cozy; in myself, I was yearning with blood-pumping desire. Following a few seconds of getting my bearings straight again—necessary each time—I glanced down and saw my ex-girlfriend’s hand continuing to pump my naked cock. Not a beat had been missed apparently between me relinquishing control and her taking over. In fact, she immediately started stroking me faster and faster!

“You thought I was joking, huh?” she said through a grin.

“Clearly not,” I replied, wavering on my feet.

“You’re so hard.”

“Everything’s just so awesome right now.”

The front door was still open. Victoria shut it and led me to the sofa, all while keeping her hand busy. I was in a daze of pleasure as I sat down, my brain buzzing with godlike pride from how I was controlling everything. Then Victoria paused so she could remove her clothes.

WHOOSH.

I finished pulling the tank top off. Once more, my original male body had gone still, and kind of resembled a realistic sex doll the way it was completely motionless and displaying an impressively erect manhood. I took my sweet time with Victoria’s undressing—partly because women’s clothing was different enough that I took longer, but mostly because I enjoyed the slow, gradual unveiling of her sexy body.

She was horny too.

Not like me! But getting there.

Soon, I had added her skirt and shoes to the pile, and I was standing there in her panties and bra, just feeling myself up. Her pert little boobies were nothing like Ms. Salazar’s—and I was thankful for that. They filled my palms perfectly, like they were made to be fondled. I squeezed them through her black bra; my throat reverberated with a deep, long moan. God, her voice was even sexier through her own ears! There was no doubt my desires carried over from one body to the other, because I was hella turned on by my own tits and, well, every other beautiful, feminine quality she had that I didn’t. Like with my landlord, that sensation of my nipples hardening was unmissable. I tweaked them, exploring the limit between pain and pleasure as I felt my lips spread into a wide smile.

Then one hand left the nipple party and went southward, between my legs. There, I rubbed through Victoria’s panties, caressing that slit underneath. Keeping the bra and panties on calmed my conscience—although it was still plenty concerned about what the future held.

I was getting better and better at ignoring it. Like a heckler at a comedy show.

While buzzing with sexual anticipation, I beheld my male body on the sofa again. Then I slapped my own cheek. The head snapped sideways a little, but otherwise didn’t react.

“Lucky you,” I told him. “Yesterday morning, did you ever think you’d be fucking your former girlfriend again? After you stole her from the man she was engaged to?”

WHOOSH.

“Nope,” I said.

“What?” Victoria asked.

“Nothing.”

She put her knees on either side of my lap, then bent down for another kiss. There was no avoiding where this was heading. Had she been intending to fuck me while driving to my apartment? I couldn’t say for sure. But with me scrambling her brain around some more, sex was now the priority.

And how had she found my apartment anyway?

Maybe I’d left that tidbit of information in her brain too.

My hands attached to her hips as she grinded on my lap, trapping my raging erection between our pelvises and effectively snuggling it with her undulating motions. When my hand went between her legs, it was déjà vu; I again massaged her slit with all-new fingers, demonstrating my new knowledge of female pleasure by instantly focusing my efforts on her clitoris and rubbing hard and fast.

She embraced me, still thrusting her body. In my ear, I heard: “Do you want to fuck me like old times, Stan? You can even come inside me.”

I swore a blood vessel in my dick popped. Either that, or I was so fucking hard right now that the skin was literally being stretched to the point of pain.

WHOOSH.

I didn’t smell as good as she did. I probably could’ve used a shower, if I’d known she was going to pay me a surprise visit and then fuck my brains out. Too late now!

I peeled the panties aside. For the first time—maybe in all of history—I, a man, felt what it was like to have his own wet pussy. I rubbed its slick center; the texture was delightfully gooey, like a glaze of drool seeping out of it. I scooped out some with my fingertip, then brought the finger to my mouth and licked it off. It didn’t taste as good as it had before, back when Victoria and I were dating. I wondered if it was a biological thing. Maybe to men’s tongues pussy was more delicious than to women’s tongues.

For a few minutes, I fingered myself. Not very hard. Just teasing in my forefinger an inch or two, treating my stunned mind to the existence of a drenched hole between my legs. It was as fascinating as it was unbelievable, knowing that this body had all the proper components to give birth to a child. That freaked me the hell out.

But fingering myself? It wasn’t half bad.

Not as intensely enjoyable as a good, hard wank. But acceptably satisfying.

WHOOSH.

Back in the front-row seat, and just in time for the good part! Victoria poised her groin above my throbbing manhood. “It’s fun, isn’t it? Being back together? I didn’t realize how much I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” I told her, helping her position herself.

Then she squatted down, and I was inside her.

My head rolled back, feeling the warm, velvety interior of her tight, wet pussy completely sheathe my cock. It had been a long time since I’d been with a woman, and longer still since one as beautiful as Victoria had fucked me—since, well, Victoria actually. My financial troubles had been a constant dark cloud over my life. Now those troubles were evaporating. I was in control, in more ways than one.

This was my fucking comeback. Not only to score with the girl who had given me my first true taste of love, but to live comfortably.

Maybe even more than comfortably. What was the limit with a power like mine?

Victoria didn’t lollygag; she rode me vigorously from the get-go, throwing her nimble body up and down with no time to waste. I could still scarcely believe how happy and enthusiastic she was, having been effectively brainwashed to think she should come back into my arms. If I hadn’t known the full extent of my powers, would I have been convinced she did all this from her own volition? Hard to say. It certainly would’ve been a lucky break in my otherwise unlucky, shitty life!

“Yes, yes!” she squealed. “Oh, Stan!”

I wrapped her up, kissing her collarbone. She loved this. And as her initially manic pace diminished somewhat, I began thrusting up into her, squeezing her tightly as the sex-starved animal who looked just like me began to take control.

Romance was for lovers. We were just two horny people trying to get off.

Rather quickly, my balls began to tighten; I felt the impending orgasm preparing itself at the base of my cock.

Call me crazy, but I was curious about Victoria’s perspective in all this.

And then…

WHOOSH.

Immediately, the hardness in my loins became the fullness of something else inside me. My male body went limp underneath me, arms falling away. I looked like I had blacked out. My mouth was partly open, and there was drool oozing from the corner of my lips.

Astonishingly, the feeling of having a dick in my pussy wasn’t that unsettling. I chalked it up to my ex-girlfriend’s rampant horniness at the moment. Her skin was tingling, her lungs were burning, and her whole lower abdomen was throbbing with warmth. Grinning like an idiot, I followed her example, raising my body until only the very tip of my erection was still inside me, then let myself fall back down. That sensation of the erect shaft sliding into my snatch was unlike anything I had ever experienced in my life. It caused my whole body to tingle and tremble, triggering muscle spasms in my legs and toes.

“Oh God,” I moaned with Victoria’s voice.

I’m fucking myself, I thought.

Indeed I was. And it was pretty goddamn incredible.

I grabbed my male body’s idle shoulders as leverage. Then, I began to bounce myself up and down, taking it slow and careful at first before the desire to get my pussy properly pounded was all I cared about.

A woman’s arousal was certainly different. It wanted that cock inside me. It wanted a pair of strong hands to grip my waist, and a strong man to bend me over a chair and split me in half. While hopping up and down like a horny nympho, I kind of lost myself. I took my male body’s hands and pinned them against my waist, pretending they were lifting me up and slamming me back down.

I even tried concentrating on Victoria’s mind swapping into my body—if such a thing were possible. So this limp male body could do what it was designed to do.

That seemed to be beyond my capabilities.

Worth a shot, though.

“Oh fuck,” I squealed. “This is so amazing!”

Could I make myself have an orgasm, even though my body was unconscious?

I didn’t see why not!

More surprising, however, was when Victoria had an orgasm. I’d kind of sensed something was close; my whole body had been tingling and pulsating from head to toe. And then something just fucking exploded between my legs, and I collapsed against my male body, bucking and writhing uncontrollably while my pelvis went through spasm after spasm.

I was at a loss for thoughts after reaching climax in my ex-girlfriend’s body.

Still, my male body was left unsatisfied.

So, gosh dangit, I kept trying!

I danced my body on my erect pole, thrusting and twirling and just sort of swinging myself in every direction possible to find that magic button that would set my male body off. It was exhausting! But damn it still felt good from the female side of things. The orgasm hadn’t drained my sexual energy one bit, and I was still totally addicted to finding new sensations for how my cock and pussy could move against each other.

I went for it, panting hard.

“Come on, man!” I gasped, lunging Victoria’s body up and down with my waning stamina, repeatedly making my cock’s full length plunge into my soaked snatch.

Then my male body twitched.

“Yes!” I hollered. “Get you some!”

I collapsed on top of my sweaty male body as the first pulse from my dick shot a hot, thick rope of cum into Victoria’s pussy. My male voice even grunted a little. By now I was nearly spent; I merely just rested and relished the feeling of my own jizz shooting inside me, splatting into the deepest end of my vagina.

Was I insane for enjoying it?

Possibly. But things had been pretty insane for more than twenty-four hours now, ever since I had touched that damn book.

“Oh shit,” I sighed, after my cock had finished its biological duty and I was officially pumped full of cum. It came with a nice, satisfying warmth. I didn’t know if that was the semen itself or Victoria’s body rewarding her brain for having full intercourse with another man.

But I liked it.

It convinced me to not leave her skin just yet, and to enjoy the afterglow.

I felt like I had earned it after working twice as hard!
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I wasn’t aware I had dozed off until I came to after the fact. My heart jumped into my throat—just briefly—as I pulled off the person I had been sleeping on and recognized my own male face. It had not ceased being a little disturbing how I could stare at my own face without my eyes staring back at me, as was the rule of reflections.

I pinched my male cheek and gave it a jiggle. “Way to go, champ. Wish I’d felt that one. But it’d been pretty good from this point of view too.”

By now, my cock had gone completely limp; I only needed to lift Victoria’s body maybe an inch off myself before it fell out of me. After that, I remained mesmerized by the line of cum oozing out. Victoria’s pussy was perceptive enough that I could feel the globs of my own jizz still clumped inside. It made me wonder if all that came out on its own, or if women cleaned themselves out following a hot, horny round of sex.

I sat on the seat cushion next to my male body, thinking.

It had been over a full day. I’d gone from feeling hopeless about my future to feeling so much hope that it was trying to burst out of me. This power was a saving grace. And I knew I needed some deep introspection about what was morally permissible and what wasn’t. I could be rich. I could be famous. I could be anything I wanted to be, and I could fuck anyone while being anyone. It was seriously a godlike power.

But should I be taking over people’s lives?

On the other end of the spectrum, what was the point of having it if I never used it?

“Okay,” I uttered, sensing I should probably hand Victoria’s body back over and clean up.

You’re in love with me, I reminded her. But you should still have the wedding. People will be suspicious if you don’t. However, that doesn’t mean you won’t drop by and have wild sex with me every so often.

There. My conscience was a little better.

I focused on jumping back into my male self.

And…

Nothing happened.

“Huh?” I said, feeling a twinge in my gut as I observed my unresponsive body still sitting on the sofa in front of me.

It shouldn’t have been difficult. I was sitting right there.

So I tried again. I pictured my boring and unspectacular maleness, my flaccid and drained cock, my shitty life all wrapped into a rather average-looking and out-of-shape package. I even pinched my eyes shut, using all the tricks.

And still I remained in Victoria’s body.

That’s when I began to feel really afraid. Had I done something wrong? Had I spent too long in Victoria’s body, and now my power didn’t work anymore? That didn’t make a lot of sense, but this power hadn’t really made any sense from the beginning.

Hey, I’d enjoyed the sex, but I didn’t want to be my ex-girlfriend permanently!

I kept trying to hop out, but no amount of concentration changed the outcome.

Fortunately, before I slipped into total despair about a future filled with periods, dresses, and possibly marrying Mike, I saw the Casio watch on my wrist—my only true partner in these body-hopping journeys. Other than the time being off by a little over seven hours, the hands were moving at a normal speed.

My power had mysteriously stopped working, and now my wristwatch was functioning like a normal wristwatch again.

I couldn’t help but think the two were related.

The Adventures in Body Trading novel was on the dresser in my bedroom. I got up and went there immediately.

When I touched it, the worn pages delivered the same static shock.

And the hands on my Casio were spinning out of control again.

I focused on my old body and—

WHOOSH.

Back to normal!

I sat up with a start, feeling slightly nauseous from the combination of my anxiety and the sudden switch from standing up to sitting down. The sight of my limp, cum-covered dick came with the same amount of relief as a doctor telling me I didn’t have cancer.

Thank fucking God!

The power was finite, then. It had to be recharged every so often. I realized this all sounded ridiculous, but that’s how it seemed.

I wondered if the power in the book would last forever.

Victoria came out of my bedroom, looking unfazed by being half naked and having a spot of cum on the inside of her thigh. “Stan?” she said.

“Yeah?”

From the tone of her voice, I anticipated a talk. And that’s precisely what we got.

After getting dressed, Victoria confessed that she did enjoy our sex and wanted to continue seeing me, but she still loved Mike too. I was happy to hear it. I didn’t want to ruin their marriage for my selfish, horny reasons. What kind of monster would I be? Instead, I just wanted some action on the side. There was no reason to think that Victoria couldn’t be a loving wife while also dropping by every so often to fuck me.

Or let me fuck myself, as was the case today.

After she left, I felt satisfied with myself. My conscience was certain that I’d made a tolerable amount of changes.

Yet I still wondered how far I could go. What if I could twist the minds of all her friends and family and make it so that we were getting married instead? Hell, Mike could be my best man and believe that was the plan all along!

“You gotta settle down,” I told myself. “You’re not quite God.”

After a long, hot shower to cleanse my body—and maybe my soul too—I heard a lot of stomping upstairs. A family lived in the unit above mine. I didn’t know the mother’s name, but I knew she had a couple twins. From the sounds of yelling between children and one adult, I deduced some unruly behavior happening.

I conjured up a hazy picture of the toddler-aged son in my imagination…

WHOOSH.

Immediately, I was thrown into the middle of a crash-a-thon with two Tonka trucks, ramming them together on the hardwood floor. I pulled my hands away, operating the puny little fingers and marveling over how small and stubby my limbs were—and how humongous everything else was. Alongside me, a girl about the same age was stomping around in a puddle of what looked like orange juice, screeching out an irritating jumble of words that must’ve been some childhood song.

And there was a giant woman looming over both of us. Her relative size caused my jaw to drop.

“Sydney! Stop this yelling right now!” she screamed. “I’m trying to talk on the phone with very important people!”

“Na-na-na-na-na,” Sydney went on.

I had to take Mom’s side in this; my new sister was really fucking annoying!

Hey, I thought, pretending I was conversing with the young man who normally inhabited this dwarfed, diaper-wearing, juice-chugging body. You want to do what your mom tells you. You want to be nice to her. And you’re going to repay that kindness when you’re older. Maybe you don’t understand what I’m saying right now, but you will.

Then I hopped into Sydney and repeated my advice.

WHOOSH.

Afterward, I jumped back downstairs.

WHOOSH.

I sat on the sofa and listened. There were no more raised voices and temper tantrums. I wondered if the kids had taken my advice immediately, but they were obviously too young to know anything about kindness and empathy. In any case, the upstairs arguments sounded like they had been put to rest, and I felt like I had improved their mother’s life by doing so.

It made me feel pretty good, being an invisible savior.

Lots of people in this town—in the world—could use a helping hand. Maybe that was my purpose, instead of indoctrinating ex-girlfriends into having sex with me.

My conscience liked it. My dick, not so much.

While I was pondering what else I could do with my powers, my phone rang. It was the collection agency calling about my overdue student loans. Normally, I just let them leave a message, but my new body-hopping ability made me inclined to answer.

“Hello?” I said.

“Good afternoon,” a female voice said. “I’m Vanessa, calling about Stan Womack’s student loans. May I ask who is speaking?”

“This is Stan.”

“Yes, Mr. Womack, unfortunately I am calling today about a few overdue payments. If you have a moment, I’d like to talk about your options and what’s going to happen if—”

“What if you just erase it?” I calmly suggested. “Just highlight the number on the computer in front of you, and delete it entirely.”

There were a few seconds of silence before I heard giggling. “I’m sorry, Mr. Womack. I’m afraid I can’t just erase your debt that easily. I mean, I wish I could. I have debt myself. But I’m not able to just right-click delete on my computer. It’s all in a database somewhere.”

This would be my grandest trick yet. I didn’t even know where this lady was talking to me from. She might’ve been in India for all I knew, though she didn’t have a foreign accent. Nonetheless, I concentrated on her voice and imagined I could send my consciousness along the electromagnetic waves allowing us to have a conversation.

WHOOSH.

Next thing I knew, I was seated in a half-cubicle with a computer monitor in front of me. As my new eyes—behind glasses—regained focus, I saw my information listed in a file. My name. Address. Social security number. Current amount owed. My shackles to higher education’s ruthless debt collectors. There was a headset wrapped over my ear, and a little window telling me that I was on a live call, with a timer ticking up.

Something cramped in my stomach. My hand flew there. Just a reflex.

Only, it touched my belly way sooner than expected.

I looked down and saw why: either I was extremely fat in just the abdomen, or I was very pregnant.

“Oh,” I whispered, petrified for a few seconds, trying to validate this behemoth-looking bulge as an actual part of my body. I was never scared; I knew I could vacate this soon-to-be mom’s body with no repercussions whatsoever. Still, it kind of took my breath away inhabiting a body that was far along in the process of making a new life. I gently caressed it, perceiving its expansive size and weight, feeling all the strain it put on my internal organs.

I felt, for lack of a better word, stuffed. Like I’d eaten the whole buffet at Golden Corral.

It made me woozy.

I looked around. Yep, it was your average call center, station after station of people just like Vanessa contacting college graduates who were behind on their loan payments. I felt bad for all of them. Guys like me didn’t have money, and these people had to aggressively ask for it anyway—lest they lose their jobs.

Her purse was on the desk. I reached in and found her wallet, then pulled out her driver’s license. Her name was Vanessa Carpenter. I committed her home address to memory.

WHOOSH.

And now I was sitting on a toilet, bare ass on cold porcelain.

How appropriate that I was interrupting my landlord during her potty break. The flow into the bowl paused for a moment as I struggled with the slightly rearranged groin muscles controlling my bladder. But after some trial and error, I found the right combination that would release the warm liquid out of my body.

The stall echoed with a splashing noise. Success.

“Oh, you’re gonna hate me for this,” I giggled. Actually, she wouldn’t hate me at all; she wouldn’t even know why she was doing the things I told her to do. Though I kind of wished she would, just so she was aware that she wasn’t doing this from the goodness of her heart.

Once I’d finished pissing for her, I went ahead and transmitted my instructions.

Something strange is happening, I thought. You’re becoming a good person. I know, it’s unbelievable, especially to the people around you. First, you’re going to help Stan Womack by paying his student loans. Every last cent. Then you’re going to slash rent by fifty percent for everyone living in your apartments. You’re going to treat them like they’re family. You’re also going to stop sucking Randy’s dick and find someone else. Between you and me, he’s the wrong type. And lastly, you’re going to pay the loans for another woman, Vanessa Carpenter. I brought the address to mind.

“Got it, Ms. Salazar?” I said aloud in her voice. “Excellent.”


Epilogue

Passing the kitchen window, I couldn’t help but stop and admire the lake again. What a scenic view Mike and Victoria had. The house even came with a private pier, a small boathouse, and a little beach behind some trees. The price tag must’ve been north of a million, but now it was my home. I realized I didn’t have a swimsuit in my wardrobe. I ought to fix that.

“Hey, roommate,” Mike said as he came into the kitchen. “Whatcha think?”

I whistled. “It’s like a postcard.”

“Almost as beautiful as Lake Tahoe, huh?”

“Never been.”

“We’ll have to go sometime. My parents have a vacation home around there.”

I’d forgotten his folks were rich. They’d probably dumped a substantial deposit into Mike’s house, because I knew he wasn’t raking in millions from a telecommunications job. Lucky asshole. I wished my parents would just throw hundreds of thousands of dollars my way.

Although, now, I could make them do that. If they had that much.

Maybe I could convince Mike’s parents to give me a nice, hefty allowance. Just for being a good boy.

“So, what’s on your mind?” Mike asked me. “You like it here?”

I nodded. “Sure do. Thanks for inviting me to stay.”

He clapped a hand on my shoulder. “For a friend like you? Come on. You know you’re welcome to anything I have. Including my fiancée’s pussy.”

I laughed. “And I’m grateful.”

As if on cue, Victoria entered the kitchen wearing a summery-styled dress that swirled like a fluid around her hips. “You boys talking about me?”

Before I could reply, she came over and kissed me—fondling my junk while her tongue thrust into my mouth. Then she gave Mike an equal round of attention before wrapping an arm around his waist.

“Stan loved my pussy last night,” she said.

Mike: “So I heard. You two had the walls shaking.”

“It got wild,” I admitted.

“Hey, it’s no problem,” Mike said. “It gets me horny when you two go at it. I can’t wait to watch you two fuck during our honeymoon.”

“As long as I’m your best man,” I said.

“Who else?”

What a surreal conversation. Not only had I convinced Mike and Victoria to let me into their lives as a roommate and a romantic partner, he was practically cheering for me to fuck his future wife’s brains out. If that wasn’t some serious evidence of what my new power was capable of, I didn’t know what was.

I was still working up the courage to jump into Victoria’s body while she and Mike were having sex. I always did it for us when our orgasms came. But what would another man feel like? One who wasn’t lifeless on the bed? One who actually fucked me back?

It made me a little hard.

The doorbell rang right then.

“I got it,” I said, hustling to the front door and knowing who was going to be outside—because she’d messaged me an hour ago. Sure enough, Ms. Salazar was standing there.

“Hello, Stan,” she said through a smile. “It’s a gorgeous day, isn’t it?”

“That it is,” I agreed.

“I hope you’re—”

WHOOSH.

For some reason, you really want to tell me about Vanessa Carpenter, I thought.

WHOOSH.

“Um,” she said, interrupting herself. “Do you know a woman named Vanessa Carpenter? I don’t think you’ve ever mentioned her.”

“What a coincidence,” I said. “I do know her.”

“Well, then you’ll be happy to know that I took care of her student loans, like yours. She’s fully caught up and no longer has to deal with those awful debt collectors.”

“That’s terrific. Anything else?”

She tossed me her car keys, which belonged to the nice-looking Audi parked next to my shitty hatchback. “You’re all set! I hope you take good care of it.”

I handed her my keys. “Likewise.”

The voluptuous Ms. Salazar strutted to my ugly hatchback and slid into the driver seat. After a slow J-turn and a few backfires, she puttered away along the gravel trail.

I didn’t know if I’d ever see her again, now that I’d upgraded my digs. Certainly I could hop back into her body whenever the mood struck and get me a piece of those big-ass titties, but I wanted to believe I was turning a corner. There were more important things in this world than sex. Like hunger. And poverty. And fucking greedy landlords. I had a power that could chip away at all that. I could make billionaires give to the needy, make politicians deliver on what they promised. I could unite a country divided.

Then Victoria surprised me and grabbed my dick. “Hey,” she whispered into my ear. “Mike’s got a few errands to run. You wanna fuck my ass?”

Never mind. That higher-purpose stuff could wait.
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Max Wilkerson saw his new friend, Peyton, grabbing textbooks from his locker. He approached from behind, then scooped his sweaty armpit around the pudgy kid’s neck. “What’s going on, Tubbs?” Max teased, riffling through the kid’s belongings and pulling out a few Japanese comic books with half-naked women on the cover. “What is this? Hentai? Your pubes all over these?”

“Let me go,” Peyton whined.

But his puny struggling just made Max laugh, and he tightened his headlock more, making sure to moisturize the kid’s face with all that sweet-smelling perspiration from basketball practice. “Lame,” he said, flipping through the pages. “Where are the titties at?”

“It’s a manga,” Peyton huffed. “Not hentai.”

“No nudity? Damn, for a second there I thought you weren’t gay.” Max tossed the books back inside with all the other kid’s crap. Then he remained as he was, arm wrapped around Peyton’s neck, waiting for the little man to do something about it. But of course he didn’t do shit. The soy-drinking losers today were told they shouldn’t engage with bullies. Max just thought it was hilarious. He waved to passing friends, hugging his new pal.

“You done yet?” Peyton said quietly.

Max gave the kid’s pudgy tummy a slap. “Why? You don’t like being friends with me? Why you gotta hurt my feelings like that?”

Peyton stared at his shoes.

“Take some notes from your mom. We’re good friends. And she’s so fucking hot. You know, last night, while you were doing your homework, I snuck into your house and we made out.” Max inserted two fingers into his mouth, sucked them, and then showed Peyton the drool-covered digits. “That’s how wet she was.” He rubbed his slobber all over Peyton’s cheek. “Yeah. She loves me, man. And if you got a new baby brother next year, you’ll know why. I’m probably the reason she divorced your dad. Fresh meat, baby.”

There was a flash of anger across Peyton’s face, and for a moment Max thought Tubbs was going to physically retaliate.

Come at me, bro, he thought, wondering if he’d even feel the punch.

But Peyton didn’t do anything. It was kind of pathetic. If a doctor X-rayed him, there probably wouldn’t even be a spine. Just lard.

Max, on the other hand, loved his superior physicality and taunting losers like Peyton “Tubbs” Gilmore. It came with being on the distinguished end of the masculinity spectrum. Luck of life had given him muscles, sports talent, and the looks to bag whichever pussy he desired—probably even Peyton’s mom if he actually tried to, instead of lying to half his senior class about it. He just couldn’t resist flaunting his awesome manliness.

YOLO, right?

“Anyway,” Max sighed, patting Peyton’s man-boob. “Tell your mom I’ll catch her later. Remind her that I need some more of her panties to sniff.” He bellowed laughter as he removed his arm.

Right then, the school bells went off.

Not the single buzzer, but the tri-tone alert: bzz-bzz-bzz, bzz-bzz-bzz. The somewhat organized traffic of students in the hallway suddenly stopped. Anyone who was eighteen and male—Max included—was looking around. Distantly, a girl cheered happily, causing some of her friends to giggle. The guys, however, let out a few profanities.

Ah shit, Max thought. He knew exactly what the tri-tone bell was. The senior class had practiced the drill a few times, along with tornado warnings and school lockdowns.

It meant there was a confirmed case of FAP-19.

As Max looked around at the confusion and dread from some of his eighteen-year-old classmates, one of his friends, Angelo, ran up and clapped him on the shoulder. “What’s up, man?” Angelo asked, making a grab for Max’s chest and pinching a nipple. “Was it you? You growing some big, fat titties under there?”

Max shrugged him off. “Are they serious? It’s not a fucking drill?”

“Looks serious.”

“You heard who it is?”

“Hell if I know,” Angelo said. “Probably that baseball tournament with Logan Valley last weekend. I’ve heard half of their senior guys have gotten infected at some point. Big girl orgy over there. H.1.29 too.”

“Great,” Max groaned, imagining himself with uncontrollable urges to have sex with guys. He didn’t want to believe a virus could totally change someone’s sexual orientation, but he’d seen too many examples of heterosexual dudes suddenly having a hunger for cock.

“Hey, don’t worry,” Angelo laughed. “If you start turning boy-crazy, I’ll treat you right. We’ll cuddle under the stars and—”

Max elbowed him in the ribs.

Following their memorized instructions, the senior boys filed out through the back doors and toward the football field, where they were to spread out five yards apart and form as many rows as necessary. And any other guys who were between the ages of eighteen and thirty were to isolate out front—a few members of the faculty and teaching assistants mostly. The girls went on to their regularly scheduled classes, probably gossiping about which boys they would like to see in bras and skirts.

Please not me, Max thought, lining himself up on the field as they had practiced. While they waited, he was glancing around to see if anybody looked different. In the early stages, the symptoms were just hair, skin, and fingernails. Nobody appeared girlier so far. But it wasn’t just him scanning his classmates for patient zero; everybody was turning a suspicious eye toward the person next to them.

Max stealthily cupped his junk.

No shrinkage there. Yet.

Then the vice principal, Mrs. Callahan, came out, with the female nurses and a few other ladies in tow. As in all the drills, they were carrying the cheek-swab kits.

Max hated that stupid virus. Where had it come from, anyway? China? He had absolutely no desire to be a chick—unlike those perverts who secretly wore their sister’s panties, or whatever. They probably infected themselves intentionally, and their sick desires caused everyone else to get sick and want to wear panties too.

And if it really was H.1.29…

He tried to focus on his pure masculine straightness, to picture it as an integral part of his body, like a heart or a lung or some shit. He couldn’t live without those. And he couldn’t live without his sexual desire for chicks.

“I swear to God,” he said under his breath, “if this makes me want to suck dick, I’d sooner kill myself.”

Before the vice principal and her entourage had reached the field, a few boys were already shouting questions and demanding to know information. Max knew they wouldn’t reveal anything—mainly for the protection of whoever the first case was.

“Please stay calm,” Mrs. Callahan told them. “Ms. Ortega and Mrs. Poole will be going to each of you, one by one, and swabbing the inside of your mouth. Don’t argue with them. Just stand quietly, do as you’re told, and we’ll finish this as soon as possible.”

“Does this mean we get to go home early?” Max asked.

The vice principal glared at him for not keeping his mouth shut, but he thought it was a fair question.

Then she said, “Yes. After we have a sample from each of you, please head home and quarantine in place. We’ll be texting your parents and sending you an email with your test results.”

Max recalled that those emails should come within a few hours. By tonight, he’d know his fate for the next three months—and if that fate involved titties or not.

It honestly scared the hell out of him.

The hundred-or-so eighteen-year-old boys waited their turn. When the two nurses came along, Max opened his mouth and let them take his saliva. The process only lasted thirty seconds; they put the Q-tip in a baggie that already had his name written on it, then placed it with the other samples inside a small shoulder bag.

After that, he headed toward the parking lot.

Max knew he was only being paranoid as he rubbed his chest and chin. The former was still flat and muscular, the latter had stubble. But it was early. From what he remembered about how the virus worked, it took a day or two until the first symptoms showed up. So if he had been infected at any time this morning, he probably wouldn’t see the signs until this weekend—titty growth and smooth chin included.

It wasn’t just the girl part that terrified him. Or a potential new infatuation with cock.

Infected guys lost their muscle tone. So, even after three months of his girly phase, he’d have to work out extra hard to get his strength and athleticism back.

Approaching his truck, he heard a car stop behind him. He turned and unexpectedly saw Ms. Gilmore—Peyton’s mom—getting out of her brown sedan.

“Mr. Wilkerson!” she hollered. Although she was casually dressed in a blue tank top and jeans, she was hella fine looking. “Stop right there! I have had enough of your lies!”

“Ms. Gilmore? What’s this about?”

“It’s about you,” she growled, stabbing a finger at his nose and then whipping it away. She was fucking pissed. “My son and half a dozen other mothers have told me about this lie you’re spreading around school—that you and I have had sex? Is that it? They want me to tell the principal and have you get detention. But I’d rather confront you directly.” She put her hands on her hips. He didn’t want to say it, but this whole sassy attitude was sexy as hell.

For a second, his gaze went to her chest.

Then her right hand came out of nowhere and slapped him across the cheek.

“Ow!”

Ms. Gilmore slapped him again. “That’s for the lies. You should think about growing up, Mr. Wilkerson, and—why are you laughing?”

Max couldn’t help it. He envisioned her son in his mind, being such a huge pussy that he couldn’t even stand up for himself and needed his own mother to be his bodyguard. What a loser! He rubbed where his cheek stung, giggling.

“You might need to check on Peyton,” he said. “I was with him earlier. It looked like his man-boobs were bigger than normal. I don’t want to be the bearer of bad news, but he’s definitely going to need some bras if he’s infected.”

Ms. Gilmore raised her arm again. Max flinched. To her credit, she could slap pretty damn hard. But she didn’t swing this time. Only scowled at him.

He knew full and well what a huge asshole he was being right now. In her shoes or Peyton’s, he might’ve understood humility. But he wasn’t in their shoes. He was in his own shoes, and he was six-foot-five and almost two hundred pounds. Pushing people around was just so much goddamned fun. He hadn’t initially meant to take the lie this far, but now he was honestly curious how long he could keep it going. Maybe he’d compel Tubbs to snag him a pair of his mom’s panties, as proof to show Max’s friends.

Ms. Gilmore showed her finger again. “Mr. Wilkerson, I hope you get infected with FAP-19. It’s the only way you’re going to learn some manners. And you will learn some manners, you hear me? If your parents and the school won’t do anything to cut this nonsense, then I will make sure that virus will.”

“Even if I turn into a chick, what are you going to do?” Max asked. “I’m gonna be the brattiest bitch in this whole town.”

But she didn’t answer. Instead, she returned to her car and drove away.

Max stood there for a time, watching the other senior boys head to their vehicles. In a week, some of them wouldn’t be boys anymore. And he figured there’d be some empty chairs in his classes as most of them opted for virtual learning.

He desperately hoped his penis wouldn’t soon be shriveling away.

Not just for his sake, but for Ms. Gilmore too.

He didn’t want her to have that joy.
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While waiting for the doctor, Max stared at a few posters on the wall. All of them provided information about some aspect of the gender transformation process. One showed the timeline of breast development with labeled cutaways of the mammary glands; another depicted the formation of the vagina and vulva from the penis and scrotum. And a third had several grinning faces of infected boys. It said: SMILE! BEING A GIRL ISN’T THE END OF THE WORLD, and there was a small mirror.

He made his reflection smile like the other boys. But it was only sarcastic.

Shit, Max thought.

He’d been angry and frightened when the bad news appeared in his inbox. That kicked off the emotional roller coaster of the past eight days. Today, he was sore, mentally drained, and wishing either one of two things: that he could go back in time to last Thursday and skip school, or fast-forward his life by three months so his dick would grow back.

Twenty other guys had been infected, so he wasn’t alone.

But it sucked, though.

Even the little things. Like how his eyelashes were longer and thicker. He hadn’t read about that being a symptom, although he supposed most guys—him included—only cared about the major shit. His body had definitely undergone some major shit. Major shit that he didn’t think should be possible, yet had happened to him anyway.

Max stared at his face in the reflection, again noticing his hairless jawline and the subtle arch his eyebrows had attained due to his bloodstream being pumped with excessive amounts of female hormones. Oh, and those fucking eyelashes again.

I don’t see a woman, he thought confidently.

He couldn’t imagine anyone else seeing a woman either. Unless he was trying to be a cross-dresser. His face was too broad, his jaw too prominent. Even the slightly puffier lips weren’t offsetting the masculine bone structure.

Max tried to feel better.

Even though he had lost the luxury of aiming where he pissed.

The door opened. “Good afternoon, Maxine Wilkerson. I’m Dr. Burnside.”

“Whoa, there’s no Maxine here,” he answered in his new, feminine voice. He kept trying to clear his throat every time he talked. Never worked. “Just Max.”

“Max. My apologies. How are you feeling?”

Max turned and faced the mid-thirties brunette who had entered the small exam room and was wearing a doctor’s lab coat. With there being specialized physicians handling regional outbreaks of FAP-19, he imagined that Dr. Burnside had asked that question a hundred times already and heard every possible result, from happiness to cautious curiosity. He decided on a more blunt response.

“I really want my dick back, you know?”

Dr. Burnside flipped a page on her clipboard and scribbled something down. “Well, it’ll be a few months before that happens, Mr. Wilkerson. Which means you better get acquainted with what you presently have—and exercise the appropriate hygiene.”

“You mean wipe? Yeah, I wipe.”

“Front to back?”

“Does it make a difference?”

“If you don’t want a urinary tract infection,” she stated.

Max shrugged. “Whatever.”

“Have you downloaded the app?”

“I glanced at it.”

“Hm.”

Max tapped his fingertips together, watching as she wrote something down. Then he said, “Hey, uh, how long will this take? I really want to get back to fucking my friends. I bet you’re jealous that I can have unprotected sex, huh?”

The pen stopped. Dr. Burnside looked up at him, with a scowl that Max always seemed to provoke out of older women. “Mr. Wilkerson, this is a professional environment. I’m here to document your transformation and help you through this stressful time. Or do you think this is all a joke?”

“Kind of,” he said. “I mean, that’s how I’m going to act, isn’t it? After next week? I’ll be a cum-craving bimbo. Look, I’m just practicing so it doesn’t catch me by surprise.”

Her bitter stare persisted.

Max rolled his eyes.

All this shit was so stupid. First the metamorphosis, now the exam, then the loss of his heterosexuality in a week or so. He had no idea if it would be a sudden thing or a slow shift in his desires, making him view men with sexual interest. Today, they repulsed him. And hopefully they would repulse him tomorrow. And the next day. But he knew—and dreaded—a day was coming when he’d see a man a little differently.

It made him feel sick.

“Disrobe, Mr. Wilkerson. And please have a seat.”

With a sigh, Max peeled off his hospital gown, baring his changed body for Dr. Burnside. He tried not to look down as he swung himself into the much-reclined padded chair, which had articulating platforms for his feet. Once situated in that chair, it was pretty impossible to not look at his body, including his B-cup breasts—as measured by a nurse earlier—and the uninterrupted dark pubic hair between his legs, where no cock existed.

Due to how his legs were spread open, he felt vulnerable in a way he could hardly describe. As if Dr. Burnside were seeing a part of his body that no person had ever seen before. In a twisted way, that was kind of true.

She sat on a stool and turned on an overhead light. Then she snapped on gloves.

“What now?” Max asked. “You gonna check my uterus?”

“Boys don’t have uteri, Mr. Wilkerson.”

“I know. Just checking if you know.”

“I’ll be administering a penetrative examination of your vaginal canal. If this is your first time experiencing penetration, I advise you hold the armrests.”

Max snorted. “I think I can handle—”

Two fingers pushed inside him.

“—guuhhh!”

Involuntarily, Max clenched the armrests. The penetration of those fingers sent a deep shudder throughout his body, and he heard the whole chair rattling as he shook in the seat—legs, arms, torso, and all. Something in his mind screamed out as Dr. Burnside’s fingers entered a place that had never existed until recent days. His feet came off the little metal supports; his legs snapped around the doctor’s arm. She had to pry his legs back open, and this time she locked his feet down to keep him stable.

Oh God! he panicked.

It really was a hole. A really deep fucking fuck-hole!

He jolted some more, the sensations overwhelming his mind in a way that seemed to make his brain hurt. He realized he was craning his neck so hard that his head was nearly upside-down. After a few deep breaths, he focused on relaxing his muscles.

“Are you okay, Mr. Wilkerson?” Dr. Burnside asked.

“Oh, I’m just fine,” he lied. “Just freakin’ fine.”

The penetrative exam continued for another minute or so, with Max cringing and shivering repeatedly as an unfamiliar thickness stretched his inner walls open and slid deeper inside him. The scariest part was the vivid perception of it! He couldn’t just close his eyes and make it go away. No matter what he did, he always felt the doctor’s two fingers inside his new pussy, from tip to knuckle, squirming around and exploring the inverted membrane that had been his scrotum last week.

And then those fingers pulled out.

Max gasped like he had come up for air after deep-sea diving. He was suddenly sweating.

“You done fingering me?” he asked.

“All done,” Dr. Burnside said. “Your vagina is perfectly normal, even a little deeper than average.”

“Terrific.”

“You should have no complications for intercourse, when and if you desire to have it.”

“Nope. Never. Is that it?”

“One more thing,” she said, and she got up.

Max laid there, catching his breath. He felt extraordinarily violated in a way that only a straight guy with a new pussy could. His temples throbbed as he graphically recalled how deep those fingers had been inside him. No way was he ever going to let a man’s penis slide in there!

Then Dr. Burnside was wrapping some black little device around his left thigh. It had an elastic strap. He asked what it was.

“Your blood pressure is a little high,” she explained. “This will monitor it. If an alarm goes off, schedule an appointment right away. Understand?”

“Sure.” He had never seen something to read blood pressure strapped to a leg. But he had also never seen boys suddenly sprout tits and have their cocks turn into vaginas, until a couple years ago. He didn’t question it. “Now, am I free to go?”

“You are free to go.”

Max dressed and left the clinic, ignoring a couple other senior boys who were waiting in the lobby to have their physical exams completed. At home, he pulled up the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app on his phone. He’d been truthful with Dr. Burnside when he said he had glanced at it, but he’d done little else than input his information. The app was connected to a nationwide medical network, so the documents regarding his physical exam were already linked in his profile, as PDFs.

He touched the WHAT’S NEXT? button.

With his exam done, the app recommended links to basic feminine hygiene tutorials, beautification tips, and local clothing outlets that carried underwear and outerwear in his sizes.

That was all good and cool.

Instead, Max grabbed a pillow off his bed and screamed into it.

Fuck this girl shit, he thought. He wasn’t wearing a goddamn bra! Or panties! What the hell did this app think he was, a sissy? Besides, his tits weren’t that large. Sure, he had a pussy, but what was the advantage of lacy and silky shit over his conventional male briefs? It was like everyone who contracted this stupid-ass virus lost their minds. On Facebook, he was seeing guys he knew have fun with their new bodies. Even Angelo had polled his friends over which type of underwear he should wear as a chick, with the options being either THONGS, BOYSHORTS, or BRIEFS. The winner had been thongs, by a wide margin.

Max felt like he was the only sane person in school.

Why was everyone so eager to give up their masculinity?

He went over and stood in front of the mirror, observing himself in his varsity T-shirt and athletic shorts. The bagginess hid his changed body—except for the bumps of his unsupported titties. The hair on his legs and arms had thinned, and the aforementioned alterations to his face definitely made him look more androgynous, as did his naturally curly hair tied into a ponytail.

But he didn’t look like a chick.

Maybe like a very, very butch lesbian type, if he stretched his imagination. A butch lesbian on steroids.

Max played with his T-shirt, pulling it from behind and cinching it around his waist so that his slimmer figure was more visible. He tried cocking a hip out, like how a girl would. He looked ridiculous, of course. And it only cemented his opinion that nobody could make a girl out of him.

He heard the mailman go by.

Max stopped musing over his reflection and, with his boobies bouncing, went out to check the mail. He had just opened the mailbox when an abrupt, electric spasm went through his left leg. He yelled out in pain and lost his balance completely, falling down on the curb.

Another shock went through him.

“Ah!” he shrieked girlishly. “What the fuck?”

From a parked sedan across the street, Ms. Gilmore stepped out. She was holding something small and black in her hand and smiling like she’d won the Powerball. She came over and asked, “What’s wrong, Mr. Wilkerson? Are you shocked to see me?”

That blood pressure thing! Max realized. Clearly it wasn’t designed to measure his blood pressure at all! His hand went flying underneath his shorts. But when he tried to unclasp the device, it zapped his fingers. He tried again; same result.

Ms. Gilmore laughed. “It’s a canine shock collar, sweetie. And it has anti-bite technology. Which means you can’t remove it until I turn it off.”

Max shadowed his eyes as he looked up at Peyton’s mom. “What the hell? You made Dr. Burnside put that on?”

“We’re friends. I told her about the lies you’ve been spreading. She actually recommended it.” Ms. Gilmore, all smiles, bent over him. “Now you’re going to come with me.”

“Why?”

“Believe it or not, I have a job for you. I need someone who loves to lie.”
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Ms. Gilmore pulled her puttering sedan up to a nice little house on a corner lot. Max made no move to exit the vehicle until he was told to. He felt like a hostage as he followed Peyton’s mom to the front door and inside. Already he was working out how to swipe that damn remote. Despite his recent contraction of the FAP-19 virus, he was still bigger and stronger than Ms. Gilmore by a wide margin; he could easily overwhelm her if needed.

On the other hand, what the hell was he thinking?

He was seriously contemplating physical assault against a middle-aged woman.

Peyton was at school, thank God. Max never thought he could have felt humiliated in front of Tubbs, but a couple tits changed his perspective.

“You want something to drink, Mr. Wilkerson?” Ms. Gilmore asked, heading for the refrigerator.

Max leaned against a cabinet. “I dunno,” he said. “Are you gonna poison it?”

She laughed. “I don’t mean to come off as cruel—”

“Little late.”

Ms. Gilmore turned around with a Pure Leaf bottle of sweet tea in her hand. The fridge door thunked closed. “At least I can admit when I’m being cruel,” she hissed at him. Her eyes scanned his body. “You think you’re so big and tough. You probably thought all that manliness was immune to something like the FAP-19 virus, huh? I can only hope the next few months will knock you down a notch.”

Max frowned and crossed his arms over his chest. He didn’t let it show that doing so made his nipples hurt. “It’s just a few side effects. I didn’t change when I got the chickenpox.”

She smirked. “We’ll see. Sit down. We need to talk.”

He pulled out a chair at the kitchen table and plopped into the seat. There were ceramic salt and pepper shakers in the middle, one in the shape of a plump, male farmer and the other his plump housewife. He hated them.

Ms. Gilmore exhaled. “So. I gave you a sample of that shock collar earlier. I don’t intend to use it again while you cooperate. Can you cooperate, Mr. Wilkerson?”

Max studied the small remote in her hand, again imagining himself reaching across the table and yanking it away. He thought the physical assault might actually be forgivable since she had placed a shock collar around his leg without his permission. At least that’s what he would tell the police.

Instead, he shrugged. “I can cooperate.”

“Excellent.”

“One question: What am I cooperating for? You want me to be your maid or something?”

“No,” she said and cleared her throat. “I work for a major software company, Marmasoft. There’s a corporate gala next weekend. I’ve been working my butt off for fifteen years, barely scraping enough money to stay afloat.”

“The house is nice,” Max remarked.

“The house came in the divorce. But when it comes to Peyton’s college tuition this fall, I’m flat broke.” She looked at him with earnest, pleading eyes. “I want us to attend that gala next weekend, and I want you to get friendly with Marmasoft’s CEO and recommend my promotion to their corporate headquarters.”

Max burst into laughter. “You’re insane! Are you seriously—”

She held up the remote.

He bit his tongue, remembering the extreme pain—and also seeing that the dial for the INTENSITY was only at 3 out of 10. Still, he shook his head. “A gala? I don’t even work for your stupid company.”

“They don’t know the faces of all their employees. I’ll bring you as my guest.”

“I can’t do that.”

“You can’t confidently lie? You do that all the time.”

Max banged his fist against the table. He fucking hated the corner she had put him in, threatening him with pain to make him obey. He thought he was being a pussy, actually listening to her proposal and not walking out. But that collar had stung like hell.

How was that thing even legal? If it hurt for him, it surely hurt for dogs too.

After a few moments of angry silence, he asked: “I’d go as a girl?”

“Of course,” Ms. Gilmore said with a smile. “I want you to be charming.”

“Yeah, I’ll look like a sissy.”

“You’ll look like a woman. All infected boys do. And even if people think you’re really male, it’s perfectly acceptable for you, in your condition, to wear a dress.”

Max groaned. No it isn’t, he wanted to tell her. Again, her brainwashed opinions reminded him of how batshit crazy everyone was since the FAP-19 virus had invaded the country. He was a man; the changes to his body were symptoms. At the chromosomal level, he wasn’t female at all. He’d read that. Like, in an actual, official study or whatever.

The world had lost its collective mind when parents were encouraging guys his age to wear panties and dresses.

God.

“Well?” Ms. Gilmore asked. “Do we have a deal, Max?”

He glared at her.

“You do as I say for a week. We attend the gala. You spread the good word up the corporate ladder. Even if I don’t succeed in earning a promotion, I will still have that collar removed. And I will even forget that you’ve been spreading lies around school that we’ve had sex. It’s absolutely repulsive, but I’ll pretend I heard nothing.”

Max sighed. He supposed he’d had worse weeks in his eighteen-year-old life. Like when he’d caught a stomach flu that made him projectile vomit for a week straight. Or when he’d broken his ankle as a freshman. Those fucking sucked.

What Ms. Gilmore was asking of him wasn’t painful.

Physically, anyway.

But that fucking shock collar was.

So he reluctantly nodded. “Fine,” he said. “Whatever.”

She grinned. “Okay, then. And thank you.”

“I’m not doing it out of the kindness of my heart, lady.”

“Oh, I know. Now,” she said, standing. “Let’s go wax your legs.”

“W-what? Right now?”

With his stomach twisting itself into a knot, Max was led down the hall to the bathroom. Ms. Gilmore had already laid out a ladies’ waxing kit. He cringed at the feminine aesthetic, and the happy model running her hand along her smooth calf. He was instructed to sit on the toilet and hike his shorts. There was barely enough room for his long legs to stretch out; his toes easily touched the opposite wall.

Fucking hell, what did I agree to? Max kept asking himself.

He glanced at the shock collar again.

Right.

Ms. Gilmore examined the long legs of a basketball player. “Looks like this’ll require the whole box. You ready?”

Max faked a laugh.

She peeled off one of the waxing strips; it was less than a foot long, and not very wide. With some simple math, Max assumed she’d probably need twenty of those suckers just for one leg. She firmly pressed the adhesive side down, choosing his right thigh for the beginning of his hair removal.

He braced, and she yanked hard.

“Eeeeeyuhhh!” he shrieked. It sounded like a girl.

Later that afternoon, Max went home with legs that felt like they’d been viciously sunburned. Ms. Gilmore had given him lotion to soothe the pain—along with a razor for his armpits, women’s deodorant, and other feminine hygiene supplies that he was instructed to use between now and next Friday. In her words, she wanted him to remove that masculine stench from his body before he was all glammed up.

“Masculine stench,” he griped, chucking the bag with all the feminine shit onto his bed. “I’m a fucking man, dammit! Not a flowery-smelling girl!”

Gross, hairy vagina notwithstanding.

Since his metamorphosis, Max had opted for virtual learning to finish the semester, as did most other infected boys. It was the obvious choice. He didn’t want the attention in the hallway or in the locker room. Having tits like Tubbs was bad enough; having them seen by other people was worse. And that weekend was a rare time of reclusive behavior. He didn’t go outside, he didn’t talk to his friends, he didn’t leave his bedroom unless the necessities of thirst and hunger called him to the kitchen. His parents consoled him, but it just made him feel embarrassed to be going through this three-month phase.

Occasionally, he checked the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app for any reassuring news about his infection. There wasn’t any. Mostly it kept asking him to take a few online courses, like FLOWERING FEMININITY 101 and UNDERSTANDING THE FEMALE PLEASURE. The options were all tailored to the regional strain, and since he’d been infected with the H.1.29 variant, the app was just assuming he’d be taking a sexual interest in boys very soon.

It was like he had crossed into a different dimension.

Everything was so fucked!

His spirit improved somewhat the following week—when the denial of Ms. Gilmore’s proposal became unenthusiastic acceptance. On Wednesday, two days before the gala, he met with her again and rode downtown to a hair salon.

It was inevitable that his curly, mussy mane get a makeover.

But he had hoped that inevitable moment was infinitely farther into the future.

The salon had a cutesy, country-rock peculiarity to it: soft pink walls, shelves full of hair spray, and pictures of Dolly Parton with her big, blonde hairdo. The owner looked like she kept a candle-lit altar of Dolly Parton at home, and was pretty much the same age and had the same blonde hairstyle. Not quite as tittylicious, though.

“Joy,” Ms. Gilmore said, “meet Max.”

Max didn’t know how to present himself other than to stand absolutely still.

“Woo,” Joy rejoiced, gawking at his stature. “You’ve been fed on home-cooked meals and sports. Which was it?”

“Basketball,” Max said quietly.

Joy shared a laugh with Ms. Gilmore. “How cute. He’s still trying to talk manly.”

“I know,” Ms. Gilmore said. “Denial mode.”

Max rolled his eyes.

“What overhaul will it be?” Joy asked.

“We need a new style. Nothing too flashy.” She pulled out her phone and showed Joy what must’ve been photos, with her finger sliding repeatedly. Joy’s face cycled through many contemplative expressions, sometimes accompanied with soft little gasps as she and Ms. Gilmore whispered their opinions back and forth.

Max looked around, thankful that the salon was empty and hoping that no other customers came through the front door.

“Oh,” Joy cooed. “That’s perfect. His hair’s curlier, but that’ll make it cuter.”

“Max? What do you think?”

Ms. Gilmore turned her phone around. On it was a black-and-white photo of Audrey Hepburn with her cute pixie cut.

Max remembered the shock collar around his leg, and knew he didn’t have much say in the matter. He said, “It’s fine.”

Ms. Gilmore and Joy looked at each other and giggled again.

“Over yonder, young man,” Joy said, strutting over to a chair. “Put your butt in this seat, and I’ll make sure the boys want a second look at ya.”

Max said nothing and complied.

He didn’t speak up while the stylist snipped, washed, and predicted all the boys he would soon be attracting once he more resembled the fifties starlet. They’re both delusional, he kept thinking as more of his dark hair cluttered the ground. Audrey Hepburn! She was more than just a hairstyle; she had been dainty, pretty, and feminine. Qualities which came nowhere close to describing Max, who was still one-ninety on his bathroom scale even with the FAP-19 virus eating away his muscle tone.

It was incomprehensible. Him and femininity. That was like the North Pole and South Pole. Only a blind person might confuse the two.

Gradually, his new hairstyle took shape. It was similar to his old male hairstyle, except more voluminous, and the sides of his head weren’t shaved. Joy crafted all the little hairs with her comb and hair spray, giving him that carefully sculpted windswept look.

Then she tweezed his eyebrows. Not thinning them so much as shaping them. After that, she brushed out his eyelashes.

In the background, Ms. Gilmore clapped her hands together and looked proud.

“There,” Joy said, stepping back from her handiwork. “Pretty as a farmer’s daughter—who could easily beat up any man who feels her up inappropriately.”

Max couldn’t see this daughter she talked about. There were elements of her, bits and pieces. But all he saw was his broad face and large chin. The final result made him laugh.

“You’re both crazy,” he said.

Joy spun him around. Smiling, Ms. Gilmore held out her hand as if she were offering to help a lady stand up. “You’ll change your mind after we find you a dress, honey.”
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The big day arrived. Max hadn’t changed his mind.

Marmasoft’s corporate gala was being held at a fancy-ass hotel called Palace Suites. Colorful floodlights cast their glow on the front of the large, castle-like building. When they pulled up to the red carpet—there was actually a red carpet—Max took a deep breath and reached for the door handle.

It opened away from him. A young valet was standing there. “Good evening, ma’am.”

Ma’am? Get your eyes checked.

An awkward moment ensued when the valet, no doubt instructed to act chivalrous toward ladies or ladylike folks, offered his hand to help Max out of the car. Max took it, whisking himself out of the seat nearly too fast for stupid heels. He wobbled perilously for a couple seconds, spreading his huge arm and hand across the roof of the car to steady himself.

The valet just smiled.

“The drinks started early,” Max explained, before letting out a burp. “Thanks, kid.”

Ms. Gilmore came out with the keys; the young valet hopped in and motored off.

Max just felt comical. How she had convinced him to wear a red, shoulder-baring evening gown, he didn’t know. He tugged at the bodice, squirming his large torso inside the tight-fitting garment. Without any straps to hold it up, it kept feeling like it was sliding down every so often. Maybe he was just imagining it, having never worn such a stupid thing before.

Ms. Gilmore batted his hands away. “Manners,” she ordered. “Keep those hands down unless you’re touching up your lipstick.”

“Easy for you to say,” he said, observing Ms. Gilmore’s black dress, which had straps.

They began walking toward the hotel entrance, Max suffering the looks from men and women who all presumably worked for the software company. He knew why they were staring; he was clearly a man in drag, and his large frame stood out like a sore thumb. When they whispered among themselves, they were whispering about how fucking ridiculous he looked, and probably asking if security should get rid of him.

Ms. Gilmore walked with her arm hanging gently around his waist. “You’re doing great,” she whispered, like encouraging a toddler’s first steps. “Walk with your hips. Steady steps.”

“You’re gonna be so sorry you ever came up with this crazy idea,” Max laughed. “No one’s going to believe that I’m your boss.”

“Night’s young, honey.”

Max fidgeted with his clip-on pearl earrings. “Is this jewelry necessary?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And the fucking garter belt?”

“Not really. But I like seeing you squirm, tough guy.”

The gala was a very formal engagement. Besides feeling like a drag queen, Max had thought he was overdressed. That wasn’t the case at all; everyone around them was wearing expensive threads, the men in tuxedos and the women sparkling from head to toe. That nobody was pointing and ridiculing him improved his confidence. Slightly. If this were a high school dance, they would’ve been. A spotlight would’ve turned upon him, and an entire gymnasium would’ve roared with laughter.

These dudes and dudettes were respectful. Or they really thought he was a lady.

Like hell they do, he told himself.

They went inside, where the interior opened up grandly—much befitting the name, Palace Suites. There were chandeliers aplenty, soft music playing, waiters and waitresses serpentining through the crowd of guests, and an atrium packed with dinner tables.

Ms. Gilmore seized two glasses of champagne from a passing waitress. She handed one glass to Max. “Here. Loosen up a little. Your back muscles are so tense they’re going to rip through your dress.”

“Champagne? I’m eighteen, remember?”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she said with a smile.

Max took a sip. It was bubbly and strange, and kind of bitter. He’d sampled a few beers in his young, adult life—mostly from Angelo’s older brother. Champagne wasn’t like beer at all. But it wasn’t terrible. The second sip, now that his tongue knew what to anticipate, was more enjoyable.

“Come on,” Ms. Gilmore said. “Let’s head upstairs.”

“Lead the way.”

While following his gala partner, Max couldn’t help but observe some of the other ladies in attendance. How could he miss them? They were all decked out in such vibrant, eye-catching dresses, like celebrities for a movie premiere. They all laughed and smiled, drinking in the atmosphere, chatting with their dates, looking lovely and gorgeous at every possible second. He noticed their confident postures. Automatically, he tried to mimic the way their chests were thrust forward, how their hips swung and their dresses swished so elegantly. There was something very appealing about their behavior and how beautiful they all were.

Max wondered if they saw him as one of their own. Or if his big shoulders, thick neck, and large hands made him an outcast.

He figured he’d just smile anyway.

They were all smiling. It made him feel convincing.

Up on the second-floor balcony, Ms. Gilmore stopped near a banister that overlooked the atrium area. Hundreds of people swarmed around below.

“Well?” she asked. “You surviving?”

Max grimaced as he tugged his bodice again. “This built-in corset is pinching my tits. How can you stand it being so tight?”

“We must make sacrifices for beauty, honey. It gives you a great hourglass figure.”

“Cool,” Max said sarcastically, wondering if he had ever worried about how his figure looked once before tonight. “Where’s your boss?”

“I’m looking around. Haven’t seen him yet.”

Max took a moment to gather his thoughts. Everything in the past week, from finding out about his positive test result to accompanying Peyton’s mom to an extravagant gala as a lady, felt like a fever dream that showed no signs of ending. He was extremely glad that no one from school could see him in a strapless evening gown—or his eyelash extensions, lipstick, choker necklace, and lace panties underneath.

Somewhere inside him, the virus was still altering his cells. He was growing older, but that wasn’t what frightened him. What frightened him—what made him question his very identity as a man, even—was the unconscious way his eyes lingered on the men below, hoping they would glance up and see him looking down upon them. A couple did. And he would smile, because it seemed like something a lady would do if she was caught staring. It made him feel adventurous and naughty when they returned a smile.

When he realized what he was doing, Max closed his eyes and searched inside himself for his teenage heterosexuality. The energy that made him jerk off to porn stars getting dicked in the ass and cum all over their pretty faces.

Please, please, please, he pleaded to that dirty-minded spirit. Come back.

His body was sweating and tingling.

He didn’t want to feel attracted to men! That fucking virus was indoctrinating him with gay thoughts. In the mirror, he hadn’t seen a woman; in his mind, he wasn’t going to see a woman there either. Even if he had to constantly fight it.

Ms. Gilmore started shaking his shoulder. “Max. Look alive. Mr. Grabowski is coming this way.”

Max turned and saw the CEO of Marmasoft himself, Phil Grabowski, walking along and shaking hands with his employees and their guests. He was shorter in real life. And balder. Max felt his heart in his throat as he remembered what Ms. Gilmore had tasked him with.

“I’m counting on you, Max,” she said. “Please. For my son’s tuition. I want him to go to a really good school.”

“I don’t care what school Peyton goes to,” he retorted.

“Do you want to say that to my little black remote?”

Max gulped.

Mr. Grabowski was temporarily caught in a conversation; once free, he resumed en route to Max’s position. He could feel himself freezing up, all his imagined chats with the CEO vanishing from his mind. He shouldn’t have been nervous. It was all bullshit, wasn’t it? The virus, his outfit, this fucking mission to help Peyton “Tubbs” Gilmore enroll in a better school that would suit his gifted personality.

The CEO and Max locked eyes.

Max smiled, feeling the heat rise in his cheeks—further reddening them in addition to the blush that was already there.

Ms. Gilmore tried to push him forward.

But he resisted.

She tried again. And when he still didn’t budge, she went from push to shove.

Max stumbled forward. The leftover champagne flew out of his glass and landed on Mr. Grabowski’s suit and tie, splashing him right in the chest.

A threesome of gasps echoed.

Max pulled away, covering his mouth. “Oh, I’m so sorry—”

“It’s okay,” Mr. Grabowski said jovially. He reached inside his coat for a handkerchief and patted himself down. “I always come to these galas expecting some sort of flying liquids. Saves me the anguish when everyone gets tipsy toward midnight.” He nodded to Max. “Looks like you didn’t avoid it either.”

Max looked down and saw the dark stain on the front of his dress. He’d been so shocked by the recent turn of events that he hadn’t even felt the coolness of the champagne soaking through. “Crap,” he blurted. “Ugh. I just goofed that all up. I’m really, really sorry. Damn shoe snagged on the carpet, or something. I was going to…”

He glanced back at Ms. Gilmore, who was looking out over the atrium like their conversation was none of her business.

“…I was going to introduce myself,” Max went on, extending his hand. “I’m Max Wilkerson—er, Maxine Wilkerson, mostly, actually.”

“Phillip,” Mr. Grabowski said, shaking the hand. “But Phil mostly. Tell you what. Rather than embarrass ourselves with these ugly stains, let’s go up to my suite. I’ll get the hotel staff to wash our clothes. I’m sure you’d prefer that over an expensive laundry bill.”

“Oh, damn right. I mean, yeah. Thanks. You’re very kind.”

“This way.”

Max followed Phil. He glanced at Ms. Gilmore again, and this time she looked at him. She had wide eyes and was trying to not laugh. Sorry, she mouthed.

He shrugged. At no point in any plan had he expected to be invited to Phil’s private suite, but it presented him with a good opportunity to praise Ms. Gilmore. He’d just have to improvise a little bit. Amazingly, he felt fairly calm. That first interaction with the Marmasoft CEO—spill or not—had soothed his nerves greatly.

Now he had to keep that up.

They went into an elevator. Max clacked over to the corner opposite Phil, ignoring all the reflections of his dress-clad body. The doors closed.

“That is a very beautiful dress,” Phil complimented as the elevator bumped upward.

“Oh, thank you,” Max said. And then, smoothly, he added: “I don’t usually attend events like these. I much prefer relaxing in T-shirts.”

Phil laughed. “I’m an experienced couch potato. I’d rather be at home watching HBO. But it does feel nice to dress up.”

Max nodded. “It’s not bad. And everyone looks so nice. It makes you feel special.”

“We all should have moments to feel special. As if the world is pausing just to watch us pass. I bet you felt that way when you arrived.”

Max giggled. “Not really. I was just concentrating on trying not to trip over myself.”

The doors opened. Phil smiled and gestured. “Ladies first.”

They went down a hallway toward one of the suites; Phil flashed his keycard and opened the door. Again, Max got the right of way when entering the room. He wasn’t used to being on the receiving end of all these chivalrous actions. It made him think the world was spinning backwards, or something.

“You take the bathroom,” Phil instructed. “I’ll have someone come collect your dress, and I’ll make sure they treat it like a million bucks.”

“Thanks,” Max said, heading into the spacious, well-lit bathroom.

Once locked inside, he burst into nervous laughter at the sheer ridiculousness of the situation he had somehow found himself in. He was certain it wasn’t a fever dream now; instead, the whole gala must’ve been in on the joke. Just pretend he’s a pretty lady, Ms. Gilmore had probably told everyone in advance.

Unlikely. But it had that vibe.

Max turned to the mirror. The bathroom lighting gave his face a healthy glow, and even softened many of the hard edges he had been particularly observant of since this whole gender-swap ordeal. He knew it was only a trick: lighting to flatter the guests, make them look like movie stars. All expensive hotels had it. Still, he felt compelled to strike a pose and smile, his bare shoulders and bright dress shining as if a hundred cameras were going off.

There was an odd thrill to flaunting himself like a lady.

He couldn’t quite explain why—besides that the other women at the gala had been flaunting themselves prettily and femininely and having a good time.

His mind was trying to equate those two things.

One plus one equaled two.

Being a woman equaled fun.

Then he sighed and cursed himself. “It’s the fucking virus, man,” he muttered. “It chopped your dick off, remember?”

Max unzipped; the full breath afterward felt like the first he’d had in hours, as that compressive force around his large, masculine ribcage finally relented. He shimmied out of the stained dress, sending his boobs into a bouncing frenzy. Then he stepped out of it and folded it. There was a silk robe hanging up. He slipped it on, concealing his pink garter belt and panties. It was sized for real women, of course. On a six-foot-five behemoth, it looked like it was about to be shredded by the Incredible Hulk.

A knock came. Then a female voice: “Miss?”

Max opened the door and handed off his stained dress to the hotel maid. “Thanks,” he said.

When she stepped away, Phil came over, appearing cheerful in spite of his wardrobe change into an identical—but larger—robe. “So,” he said. “We have some time to kill. You like Seinfeld, Ms. Wilkerson?”
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In the Seinfeld episode, Kramer and George were trying to start a rickshaw business; they were interviewing homeless people as candidates for the job, and holding tryouts for who could be the best at pulling the cart. But the first homeless man ran away with it!

Phil laughed, and quickly it was contagious. Max giggled along with him as the man hoofed it down the street, taking his new cart along with him.

“No matter how old I get, it’s always funny,” Phil said. “And you say you’ve never watched Seinfeld?”

“Not once,” Max said.

“Of course not. A man’s enjoyment of Seinfeld shows his age, doesn’t it?”

“It’s not that old.”

“The first episode ran in 1989,” Phil explained.

“Okay, it’s a little old. But I may have to start watching it,” Max said, right as another comical scene happened, and they laughed again.

He and Phil were sitting up against the headboard, watching the TV. Some kind of Seinfeld marathon had been playing on a cable channel, and Phil had already been tuned in. Max didn’t normally watch cable, much less a thirty-year-old sitcom. But it was oddly relaxing. He no longer felt the overwhelming pressure of the gala, the burden on his shoulders to look and behave like a charming young woman on a night out. And he wasn’t wearing that stupid dress anymore. Seriously, it had probably bruised his torso.

Then Seinfeld cut to commercial. Phil asked, “You want more champagne?” as he got up and went over to the ice and bottle.

“Sure,” Max said. “If you trust I won’t spill it on you.”

“Would be a shame,” Phil said. “All our clothes stained. We’d have to get naked.”

Max giggled.

The CEO returned with the glass, half filled with the sparkling refreshment. They tinked glasses, and he slid back onto the bed. Max drank thoughtlessly, as comfortable with gulping down alcohol as he was with being mistaken for a mid-twenties, large-muscled woman.

“What do you do at my company?” Phil asked.

“I’m a floor supervisor,” Max said confidently, repeating some of the dialogue he and Ms. Gilmore had rehearsed earlier.

“You like it?”

“I do,” he said. “And it allows me to attend expensive parties like this one.”

“It’s a big show-off thing,” Phil groaned. “Fun-time for the shareholders, who will eat this city’s supply of caviar and fly back to their New York penthouses.”

“Not your cup of tea?”

Phil shook his head. “I try to avoid the publicity out there. Gives one a headache. But you probably think that’s crazy, avoiding all the fun like that.”

“No,” Max said, finding this conversation way different than the rehearsal. Now he was just speaking honest. “I get it, actually. I really didn’t want to be here either, but a friend…coerced me into coming along. It’s all just so overwhelming. The expectations placed on me.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“She wants me to be someone I’m not.”

Phil chuckled. “Like my wife. She insists I should travel to Milan and Tokyo, meet with potential partners, drive up profits. She is very business oriented. Probably wants to take over my company.”

“You might want to watch your back.”

“Or for suspicious powders in my drinks.”

They both laughed.

During this, Phil’s hand came over and laid on Max’s thigh—before it began rubbing back and forth. Max was dumbfounded by this. He wasn’t giving off the signals of sexual attraction, was he? Had he gotten so relaxed in this stupid bed and with these stupid Seinfeld episodes that he had been flirting with the Marmasoft CEO?

He felt blood rush to his nipples, and he wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad sign. Sweat prickled the back of his neck.

The plan was so fucking far gone now. He didn’t know what the hell he was doing or who he was trying to be.

Not himself, clearly.

“Mr. Grabowski,” Max started. That hand was still rubbing his thigh. “I wanted to talk to you about one of my…employees, who I think is very exceptional at her job, and…um…”

“Ms. Wilkerson, are you all right? You’re sweating and panting.”

The room seemed like it was spinning. Max shut his eyes, waves of warmth crashing through his body. Something in his mind was drawing his attention to how close Phil was right now, his wealth, his kindness. He felt like there was a gremlin playing with the wires up there, mixing them all around. There should have been zero attraction between the two of them. Like, fucking hell! Phil was not only a man, he was thirty years older!

That warmth in his body was throbbing intensely behind his tits and between his legs. It was making him tremble.

He had never felt this way before. There was no focused energy of a heart-pounding erection; the arousal was more spread out, zipping through his body, tickling him in a sense.

It actually felt kind of nice.

“Maxine?” Phil asked.

Max swallowed hard and looked over at the man next to him. He smiled. It’s what the women did, right? They just smiled and looked pretty. He hoped he was half as pretty as them.

“I’m okay,” Max said softly. “Just uh…excited.”

Of the fingers that gently clasped his robe and peeled it away, one of them bore a shiny wedding ring. But Phil didn’t seem considerate about his marriage in that moment, as he uncovered one of Max’s breasts, which supported a very turgid-looking nipple.

Goddammit, I HAVE been flirting with him! Max realized.

He didn’t know if he honestly wanted this, or if he was just too afraid to speak up.

Regardless, the fingers encircled that hard-as-fuck nipple and pinched it. Max inhaled sharply at the sensitivity, then slowly exhaled. The warmth in his loins ratcheted up. He could feel that baking heat inside his panties, like a bubble consuming the insides of his thighs and his female anatomy. It made his toes curl. If he’d had any body hair, every strand would’ve been standing stiff. Instead, he shivered as goose bumps covered him.

“Oh,” he breathed. “This isn’t what I expected.”

Phil withdrew his hand. “Goodness, I’m sorry,” he apologized. “I interpreted things all wrong. I thought…”

“No,” Max said. “No, I didn’t mean you. I meant me. My body. Um. How it feels.”

Phil was staring at him like he was talking nonsense for a mid-twenties woman.

“Never mind,” Max said. “I wouldn’t hate it if you kept going.”

“Are you sure?”

Max nodded, against all reason and logic he knew as a heterosexual man. “Please?”

Jesus tap-dancing Christ, now he was begging.

Phil’s hand returned to its nipple-stimulating assignment, pressing firmly around the stiff nub that had risen up a good quarter-inch. Max shuddered again, no longer resisting the female pleasure but welcoming it wholly. It was so wonderful and satisfying having his nipple played with; it made him writhe and moan softly. With Phil occupied, Max opened his robe a little more, letting the man see his garter belt and the pink silk tucked smoothly between his legs—underneath which a steady heat was continuing to surge.

“Mercy, you are beautiful,” Phil said, nearly gasping.

Max’s lipstick-coated lips stretched into an amused smile. “No one’s ever said that.”

“Perhaps they have never seen you so intimately.”

Not like this, Max thought.

Any concern for his male heterosexuality was fast vanishing. Max wouldn’t have described himself as attracted to Phil in that moment. He was gentle and sweet, but far too old and out of shape. It was more the treatment. To be in bed with the Marmasoft CEO meant that he was like all those other women out in the gala. He was elegant. He was charming. He was pretty. A trio of words he would’ve never used to describe himself before tonight.

Before that fucking FAP-19 virus.

Phil stroked Max’s chin. Max just smiled, feeling erotically adored and increasingly horny. So horny, in fact, that he eagerly returned the favor by reaching between the man’s legs and massaging his bulge. The hands-on attention caused it to swell rapidly, putting throbbing strain on the trousers. Soon, the stiff shaft was distinctly apparent, like a hard rod caught underneath the fabric and pushing for freedom.

Max giggled girlishly as he watched the pleasure on his partner’s face.

I know how to do THIS part, he thought.

Just never before on another man!

“It goes unsaid,” Phil said lowly, “that my wife should not know about this.”

“I’ll keep our secret,” Max told him.

“Thank you.”

With their affection out in the open, he turned toward the CEO, cuddling as best he could against the man’s shorter stature. As the stroking downstairs continued, Max leaned in for a short, quick kiss. Nothing wicked. In that heated moment, it just seemed appropriate, as if Max couldn’t stop mimicking how a real woman would be acting in this situation. Sure, he had the skeleton of a gorilla, but it didn’t seem to matter. He had the correct female body parts, the voice, the makeup, and a kind of emerging instinct that rewarded him with euphoric feelings as he continued this female act.

Was it an act? Again, it astounded him how an invisible virus could transform him so drastically. How it could subdue his male self with stupid hormones and chemicals, or whatever. He was supposed to be a man. He was the living, breathing stereotype of a testosterone-pumped alpha male who could bang any cheerleader he desired.

And now he was seducing an older man.

Fuck, though.

It did make him feel pretty dang good.

Max operated his fingers until he heard the metallic zip of a fly opening. After only the briefest hesitation, his large hand cupped the man’s erection. With one layer gone, he felt more of it: its heat, its pulsating thickness. And in feeling it, he understood Phil’s sexual needs. Slowly, steadily, Max began to properly jerk him off, reveling in how it firmly occupied the closed palm of his rhythmic hand.

He giggled again. He just couldn’t help it.

Gentlemanly, Phil returned the favor and rubbed between Max’s legs, massaging the impression of his somewhat swollen vulva.

After a time, he began to feel wet.

It was the weirdest sensation! To Max, being sexually aroused usually meant an outward extension of himself, like what was happening to Phil and the ongoing battle of cotton and bulge. But with a pussy, it was wildly different. That swell of heat and need was directed inward, up into the core of his loins. Along with it was a kind of ticklish dampness inside his vaginal canal, as his body prepared for what it had apparently deemed inevitable.

He felt a sharp chill from knowing that his altered anatomy could lubricate itself, to make sexual penetration easier. A couple years ago, he had never imagined experiencing this firsthand! Damn, it was bizarre.

So many things as a woman were bizarre. But none awful.

Phil licked his lips, letting out a few quick breaths.

Max smiled, enjoying how he was halfway straddling the man’s hip as they masturbated each other, sharing an intimate, lustful moment.

“Your hand is quite good,” Phil said softly.

“I’ve had practice,” Max said. He realized how that could be interpreted from a woman’s mouth. “Not that I’ve been with a lot of men, or anything.”

“A quick learner.”

Max nodded. Tonight, he most certainly was.

Phil reached for the bedside table and opened the drawer. He pulled out a condom. What a naughty man, Max thought, realizing that Phil had prepped his drawer with condoms in anticipation of a sexual encounter at the gala.

He fumbled with the wrapper until Max offered assistance.

“I swear these things give me more trouble now than twenty years ago,” Phil laughed.

Max had some trouble himself with his stick-on nails, but managed to rip it open.

Again this was wrong and weird: the condom wasn’t for him, it was for someone else, to avoid the possible, unwanted consequences of unprotected sex. Of course, Max wasn’t biologically capable of producing a child, but he didn’t say so. It would needlessly interrupt the moment, and he adored Phil for his consideration.

Max sat up and swung himself on top, putting one foot on the floor. Straddling Phil’s thighs, he peeled the man’s briefs back, giving that erection the freedom it craved. It was a respectable cock, all things considered: six or seven inches, thicker around the middle and bottom, as if it were designed to provide more pleasure the deeper it was inserted. Biting his lip, Max sheathed the cock in latex as he had done on himself a dozen times before.

Phil grunted as it snapped on. “If there were more ladies like you, men my age wouldn’t need pills. You’re so sexy.”

“Yeah?” Max said, feeling like his body was glowing.

Phil nodded. “Incredibly.”

Max never stopped to consider the logistics of how he should fuck another man. He saw the headboard in front of him and reached out for it. And he scooted forward until their crotches were in alignment. The final step was to pull his panties aside. When he did so, he felt how completely soaked they were from his juices leaking out. That was such a hot detail to him, that his pussy was so thoroughly wet all the way through!

A voice in his mind was quietly panicking about the enjoyment he had for his own wet pussy—and that he was about to use it for its intended, biological purpose.

But that voice was pretty easy to ignore.

Max raised his pelvis up six or seven inches, shifting himself forward until Phil’s manhood was directly underneath him. Then, very gently, he squatted down.

At first, he did not think Phil’s cock was going to enter him, as the two organs pressed together uncooperatively. He worried that his pussy wasn’t big enough. Dr. Burnside had claimed it was roomy on the inside, but he hadn’t confirmed that since her finger-happy inspection. But Phil just needed to hold his cock steady. When he had it secure and more rigidly positioned, Max lowered himself down.

This time, Phil’s hard-on had no problem pushing inside.

Max felt himself opening up down there, his new orifice stretching to accommodate the invading member. An unbelievably vivid sensation of fullness inched its way up toward his navel, spreading warmth to the farthest reaches of his trembling body.

“Oh fuck,” he panted upon sitting himself down and having the entirety of that phallic firmness occupying his vagina. He continued to shake and moan.

Being born male, there was just nothing that compared.

It was a vastly different experience!

So too was the act of intercourse—once intuitive to his gender and now a new skill altogether. Max began to roll his hips forward and backward, kind of like how he’d thrust if he still had a penis. It worked initially. And his lengthy, basketball-player physique began to pound into Phil’s groin in wavelike motions, rocking the whole bed. But he quickly realized that he wasn’t really fucking Phil; he was more undulating his cock back and forth with his vaginal muscles like a gearshift.

Therefore, he introduced a vertical element: pushing himself upward, then falling back down. It was clumsy at first. It was all clumsy. Even the noises his throat made didn’t sound at all feminine or sexy. He had all the elements, just not the right rhythm.

But he got better.

His hips rolled more fluidly, thrusting forward and down, then up and backward. Forward and down, up and backward. He imagined he was completing a circle. He focused on repeating that circle, faster and faster, until it began to feel more natural.

And then the moans didn’t have to be forced. They came all on their own.

“Oh!” he squealed. “Oh yes! Mmm!”

Look at me, he thought. A cowgirl pro!

Max loved workouts. And riding on top gave him that same satisfaction—and pleasure. Now having grasped the technique, he went harder and faster, lunging his hips into the thrust and slamming his body down as that thick cock repeatedly pumped inside him. He watched Phil’s eyes. The man’s face quickly became permanently contorted with pleasure, eyes tightly shut as he took one hell of a ride.

I hope he brags about me, Max thought.

God, that turned him on even more!

Not just being his one-night stand, but being a memory that he couldn’t forget. Being the reason why he got uncontrollably hard three months from now and had to go jerk off.

Being the benchmark. Being the fucking best.

As a boy, he always tried to be the best.

Why not as a girl too?

That drop-dead gorgeous babe who could get any man she wanted.

Not only did he succeed in making Phil blow his load, Max joined him in climax. With this whole having-a-pussy experience, he didn’t even know he was on the edge until he sent himself shooting over it. Screaming in ecstasy, he wrapped his long arms around Phil, humping and bucking with him, one orgasmic spasm after another. In their connected state, it seemed like Phil’s orgasm had entered Max’s body, exploding and shooting through his veins.

He didn’t want to let go.

He kept rocking and panting, clenching the man who had given him his first fuck as a woman—although Max knew the credit was more on himself for going full-on bull rider.

“Oh shit,” he sighed. “Oh my God.”

Max pulled back. Phil was completely still underneath, staring at the ceiling.

“Hey,” Max said, shaking him. “You okay?”

It was almost like he was…

Then Phil blinked and looked around confusedly, until he saw Max on top of him. “Oh,” he said. “I think I just blacked out there.”

Max laughed. “Must’ve been a really great orgasm.”

“Well, no one’s ever made me lose consciousness before.”

Max remained as he was, sitting on top with his partner’s much-spent cock deflating inside him. He was still tingling all over, the female orgasm making his skin feel like it was electrically charged. He suddenly remembered why he had met Phil Grabowski in the first place.

“This isn’t the best time,” Max began. “But. Um. I wanted to speak to you about one of your employees. Tiffany Gilmore. She’s been an enthusiastic and essential part of your company for fifteen years. I think she would fit in well at the corporate headquarters.”

“Tiffany Gilmore,” Phil repeated. Then: “Sure. Absolutely. I’ll look into it first thing tomorrow. Until then, I think I need to rest. And probably schedule an appointment with my chiropractor.”

Max giggled. And seeing no reason why he should leave just yet, he laid down beside Phil Grabowski until he was asleep too.


Epilogue

It was nine o’clock in the morning, and Max was flipping through the instruction manual of Ms. Gilmore’s Keurig coffeemaker. He had never drunk coffee before, and couldn’t say exactly why he wanted to try out the machine and pour himself a mug. He figured it was one of those side effects of FAP-19; he had noticed women like Ms. Gilmore drinking coffee, and that habit had been impressed upon him. Like the way he had started to clear his throat more softly, or keep his stick-on nails attached even though yesterday he’d been adamant about removing them as soon as they left the corporate gala. Now, he thought they added a colorful touch to his hands.

Footsteps approached.

Max spun around, automatically pinching his robe at the front so that his brisk movement didn’t flash one of his naked boobs.

Peyton was standing there. He hadn’t been infected in the outbreak.

Max completely froze, burning with embarrassment, as Ms. Gilmore’s chubby son took a long look at him. He had covered his chest, but not his pantyhose and garters, which he still had on from the night before.

“Max?” Peyton asked.

“Hey,” Max said, with a floppy hand gesture that he had intended to be a friendly wave. “Um. Uh…”

Peyton just stared at him, mouth open like a fish.

Max: “You want breakfast, or something? I saw waffles in the freezer. I can make waffles.”

“No, thanks. I’m gonna go hang out with some friends.”

“Oh. Okay, then.” He tried that wave again. “Have fun?”

But Peyton didn’t leave instantly. He continued to gawk. And then, sluggishly, he set his feet for the front door. But before he left, he said, “You look nice.”

“Thanks,” Max said, half laughing.

After hearing the front door open and close, he banged his fist against the countertop.

Dammit, he thought. He’s gonna tell all his nerdy friends what I look like now! Ugh!

But that didn’t bother him as much as he expected it to. Who cared anymore? Max liked his current appearance. And if Peyton knew what Max had done last night, he wouldn’t have minded that either. The enjoyment of his time with Mr. Grabowski trounced any embarrassment he could possibly feel from high school students knowing his secret.

In that regard, he actually felt older and more mature.

He turned his attention back to that silly coffeemaker.

Then, suddenly, he was zapped painfully in the leg. He gave out a high-pitched shriek as he collapsed to the floor, howling in agony.

Ms. Gilmore stood in his periphery. She looked pissed.

“You prick!” she yelled at him when the zapping stopped. “I told you to get me a promotion. And what did Mr. Grabowski do? He sent me an email, offering me a job for corporate secretary! I’m not a secretary, Max! I’m a software engineer! Or did you think I went to college for nothing? I will not be his personal desk-slave!”

“I did what you fucking asked!” Max pleaded. “I told him what a good employee you were. How was I supposed to know he’d pick you for secretary?”

This rationale didn’t assuage her. “You know, he sent me a job offer for you too. Because apparently they couldn’t find a Maxine Wilkerson in the system. You also got offered secretary.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “Max, what exactly did you do to get me a promotion? You didn’t tell me last night.”

He swallowed hard. “Well. Me and Phil, we, uh, sorta…slept together.”

Her expression was like she was waiting for a punch line. Or some indication that it was a sick joke. When it didn’t come, she stabbed her thumb into the remote again.

Max cried out as he was once more electrocuted.

“You slept with him? Is that what you think women do to get promotions, Max? They sleep with their bosses? I can’t believe you! And here I thought you would show some respect for once!”

“Ow! Stop zapping me! This thing fucking hurts!” He pulled himself up, shaking. “Check the salary for a corporate secretary.”

Ms. Gilmore pulled out her phone and opened her email. Her face completely changed. “Oh my God. A corporate secretary makes double what I make now? That’s outrageous! But…that’ll easily cover Peyton’s tuition.” She looked up at Max with a half-formed smile. “Okay. I’m sorry. I got a little heated.”

Max was just now catching his breath. “It’s cool,” he said. “You know, I probably deserve it anyway. For the huge asshole I’ve been.”

“Thanks for this. It really means a lot. I don’t prefer being a secretary, but those salary figures are hard to turn down. You and I can even work together. You can put some money toward your college tuition too—before your symptoms disappear.”

Max laughed. “I don’t think Phil’s gonna let me on when they find out I don’t actually work for the company.”

“Depends how good last night was,” Ms. Gilmore said. “Never know.”

Max was still reflecting on last night a lot. A night where he’d fucked another man and didn’t regret it. But did he want a job as a secretary? That was a huge leap. Not as huge a leap as last night, but still. His male ego was grappling with this new person he was—all from some stupid, sex-changing virus. It was a lot to take in, no matter if he was enjoying it or not.

“So,” he said. “You wanna take this shock collar off now?”

Ms. Gilmore smiled and said, “I’ll think about it.” She then walked away, waving that goddamned remote like she was threatening him to stay on her good side.
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Patrick laid on the horn.

Their dinner reservation was at six o’clock. They could still make it—if this parade of Pride Month hooligans hurried up. He had no idea so many gay people would flock to the streets in this average-sized college town. This intersection wasn’t even officially part of the parade; that was downtown. But there were so many people and festivities that the overflow was now blocking the designated detours.

He rapped on the horn again.

“Quit being rude,” Maddie said, from the passenger seat. “God, you’re so impatient. Just wait.”

“The steakhouse will give up our table if we’re late, and it’ll take twenty minutes to go around,” he said, looking for a lane through the crowd. “All they have to do is give way for five seconds, and we can go by. I mean, it’s a public road.” He glanced at the rear-view mirror. Other vehicles had queued up behind him, some in the very back pulling an illegal U-turn to find an alternate route. He was sure all those motorists would agree with him.

“You’re unbelievable. It’s a stupid dinner. Who cares? These people have been waiting all year to celebrate their sexual identities and orientations, and you just want to bite into a butchered cow. There are plenty of restaurants on this side of town too, you know.”

Patrick nudged the gear shifter into PARK. He hadn’t thought he was being insensitive with his comments. Honestly, he didn’t care who was out celebrating. It could have been the Fourth of July. Or even a damn anime convention. He just wished pedestrians would obey the traffic laws and consider the cars trying to cross.

However, his girlfriend’s body language was less than optimistic. She was fully leaned away from him, her head resting against the glass window.

Sometimes he forgot her older sister was gay and had gone through hell growing up.

Maybe he was overreacting.

He lightly petted her arm. She was totally unresponsive.

Great, he thought. There goes my chance of getting laid tonight.

They sat there for a few more minutes, watching the stream of people and their pride flags, girls arm-in-arm with other girls, guys trading kisses. They all did seem really happy to express themselves without fear of persecution.

Maddie perked up in the seat. “Let’s go join them.”

“Wha—?” Patrick half gasped.

“Yeah. Come on. There’ll be food and live music.” The idea had put a smile on her face.

“But...” He looked ahead at the parade again. “We’re not gay.”

“Jesus, Patrick. We can still mingle and show our support. It’s not like an exclusive club. They aren’t going to ask for your homosexual card. What are you, afraid of them?”

“I mean, if it was Straight Pride, I wouldn’t mind, but—”

Maddie unlocked the door and stepped out.

Patrick remained in the driver’s seat, stunned and speechless. His girlfriend spun around and poked her head inside. “I’m going. You can call me when you’re more respectful of the queer community. Until then, enjoy your steak. You know, I don’t even like steak.” And she slammed the passenger door shut and strolled up toward the crowd of people. Someone was handing out little free rainbow flags. Maddie took one and joined in, and disappeared into the throng.

Patrick still didn’t know what he had said that was so offensive. Straight Pride? In his mind, that only seemed fair that heterosexual people could have their own month to rejoice in their straightness. Major goals of the queer community were their strives for equality in public spaces, in marriage rights, in careers, and to have all the opportunities that everyone else had—which he totally sympathized with and supported. But having two different months for two different prides seemed perfectly equal and fair too.

Which made Maddie’s harsh reaction all the more confusing.

“Dammit,” he sighed, flicking on the blinker and carefully pulling a three-point turn on the one-way street. While driving back to the college, he canceled his reservation at the steakhouse.

The conversation kept running through his mind during the drive. Irritated, Patrick realized he should’ve just kept his mouth shut. They could’ve had steak. They could’ve had sex. And all he’d had to do was keep his opinions—his correct opinions, nonetheless—to himself. Maybe he’d try calling Maddie in a couple days, tell her he had come to his senses. Maybe he’d even accompany her to some of the Pride Month festivities, if it put her in the mood.

He pulled into the North Harbor University parking lot. Several of the halls, since the first of June, had been flying rainbow flags too. He also saw the stickers in cars, in windows, and even behind a plane that flew overhead—apparently part of the downtown hoopla.

Yay for them, he thought, frustrated.

North Harbor wasn’t particularly prestigious; it was a small step up from a community college. It didn’t even have its own football team. Patrick proceeded into his three-story residence hall, swiping his ID for the door and taking the stairs up. He’d left in high spirits for he and Maddie’s date, and now he was just in a grouchy mood.

But he couldn’t even make it to his dorm room.

The fire alarm went off.

Patrick—and an upsurge of other confused and irritated male students—filed down the stairwell and went outside. There was no smoke or fire that he could see from the front of the building, which led him to assume it was just a test. Every damn month they would test the shit. It had gotten to be annoying, especially when it was in the middle of the night.

“Hey, where’s the girl?” Charlie asked. He was Patrick’s neighbor, and possibly the result of cross-breeding humans with giraffes. He had the longest neck Patrick had ever seen.

They stood in the grass among other clusters of boys who were all equally pissed off.

“The date’s off,” Patrick grumbled.

“Shit. No action tonight, huh?”

Patrick nodded. No action tonight.

“Hey, check this out.” Charlie pulled out his phone and showed Patrick a picture. The subject was a woman. A very naked and very endowed woman on a bed, with her legs spread open. “Damn fire alarm interrupted me from that.”

Patrick whistled approvingly.

Charlie showed him his gleaming fingers. “I was knuckle deep in that. Wanna sniff? Or a taste?”

“Uh, no thanks, man.”

A curly-haired RA came out and apologized for the inconvenience. Surprise, surprise, there were no fire trucks or ambulances blaring in the distance. But Patrick did notice something unusual: the RA was wearing a facemask. The various groups of boys began murmuring to themselves. Charlie, too, acknowledged the RA’s appearance with a few whispered curse words.

Patrick knew there was only one reason the RA would be wearing a facemask—and why, after he had instructed everyone to exercise social distance, he came around spraying their hands with sanitizer.

The virus. FAP-19. It had come to North Harbor.

This was part of the protocol. The university had sent out emails way back at the beginning of the semester outlining the procedure for handling an outbreak. They’d sound the fire alarms to get everyone outside, and then a team would go through and spray down the rooms. The two dudes assigned to that task, who rolled up in a van, were decked out in full-body gear and looked like pest control.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Charlie said next to Patrick. “My brother got hit with that stuff in California. The H.1.29 strand, right? Anyway, there were pictures of him on Facebook with a boyfriend. Like, he was for sure sucking that dick while he was infected.”

“Maybe it’s just the original virus,” Patrick suggested, feeling the same sentiment. He also did not want to find himself suddenly aroused by men, as was the case with victims of the H.1.29 variant. That version of the virus literally altered your brain chemistry for a few months, which was scary as shit.

But even the original—even just growing breasts and losing his manhood—was frightening enough.

A few of the students were beginning to shout questions. FAP-19 was a recurrent theme. Masks were handed out, which they were instructed to put on before returning indoors.

At the end of the sidewalk, Patrick spied an older blonde woman performing cheek swabs.

He looked at his fingernails. They did seem longer, protruding past his fingertips. But, while it was cause for slight concern, he didn’t monitor his fingernail growth enough to know whether or not they were longer than they’d been this morning. Amusingly, when he glanced over at Charlie, he was also inspecting his fingernails.

Is his hair longer too?

The blonde woman worked her way down the line, storing each Q-tip into a little Ziploc baggie, stuffing the baggies into a larger bag slung over her shoulder. When it was Patrick’s turn, he asked her if it was indeed the virus that every college-aged boy across America feared.

She said, “One boy from this dormitory was infected. Open a little wider.” Swab. “Now the college is trying to determine who he received it from, and how widespread this thing is. Hopefully it’ll be an isolated incident, and you won’t have anything to worry about.” That last part was said with a little smile, like she secretly fancied some of the male population of North Harbor University being thrust into female puberty against their wills.

In Patrick’s experience, from browsing online, girls almost universally enjoyed their brothers, boyfriends, or husbands changing sex—mostly to constantly humiliate them or prove that being a chick wasn’t so easy.

He wondered what Maddie’s reaction to this would be.

She’d probably say he had it coming.

“When does the dick shrinkage start?” Charlie asked as some of his cheek tissue joined the woman’s growing collection. “I wanna get the maximum use out of it before things go south, you know? I mean, I really don’t want a vagina. Er, no offense.”

“Mr. Jackson, information about the FAP-19 virus was emailed to all students earlier this year. You ought to know that penile shrinkage begins soon after contraction, and continues for the entire first week. But hopefully this is just excessive precaution.”

Charlie groaned.

They had to wait outside for nearly an hour until an all-clear was given. Patrick didn’t like the restriction of information. So, one boy was confirmed to have been infected. Who? From which floor? That last question was important because those FAP-19 viral particles loved clinging to handles and knobs, he’d read. And North Harbor had floor-by-floor communal restrooms. Even with a sex-changing virus rampaging across the United States, dudes had barely improved their hygiene. Whichever floor patient zero was from, for sure everyone on it was doomed.

Patrick and everybody else tramped inside, rumors swirling. From the chitchat, he presumed nobody here had been infected before. He heard boys openly express their worries for having to put on bras, to wear panties, and for the reactions of their moms and sisters and girlfriends. The general consensus was that becoming a girl was embarrassing. It probably shouldn’t have been. But guys were raised to feel pride in their masculinity, and losing it was like having a leg chopped off.

Back in his dorm room, he found everything layered with a faint moisture—the disinfectant. He stripped off his clothes and observed his naked body in the mirror. If he was already infected with FAP-19, the symptoms were thus far invisible. He figured the swab results would come back tomorrow via email.

Speaking of, he’d already received an announcement from the college administration regarding the dormitory. There were several bullet points: everyone was to stay inside their rooms, everyone would transition to an online class schedule for the upcoming week, and everyone would be delivered meals while the contagious phase of the infection passed.

Patrick took a deep breath.

He sure hoped his dick was still intact by next weekend.

Or else he’d have to spend the next three months remembering to put the toilet seat down.

God, please no.
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“Mr. Mills, let’s go ahead and have you strip. We’ll get the worst business out of the way.” Dr. Jong, the university’s physician, only smiled pleasantly as doctors did, but Patrick thought he saw a smile that said something else: Yes, it’s horrible, isn’t it? I’m going to poke and prod everything, and there’s nothing you can do.

He gulped.

His NORTH HARBOR U sweatshirt—a baggy concealer—came off first. Ever since the first changes to his chest, he’d been more careful in dressing and undressing himself. The friction alone was a painful hazard. And he wasn’t a fan of how his arms rising and falling caused other things to rise and fall.

Next he moved down to his sweatpants, thinking Dr. Jong surely didn’t want to see every little detail of his metamorphosis. Everyone who came into this exam room was anatomically identical., right?

Hadn’t she seen enough already?

Patrick held his breath as he collected his pants and underwear and joined them with his sweatshirt on the countertop. With his body hair so drastically thinned out, he was chilly. He crossed his arms while his gaze happened upon a poster on the opposite wall.

It read: ALL UNIVERSITY STUDENTS RECEIVE A FREE MAMMOGRAM, above a picture of a woman having her breasts screened.

He realized the woman might have actually been an infected man.

These days, who could tell?

And should he be getting a mammogram? Was it that important?

His nipples were erect. He positioned his arms higher to cover them.

“Right here, Mr. Mills,” Dr. Jong instructed, patting the cushion of a complicated-looking chair that was the centerpiece of the exam room. “Have a seat, please.”

Patrick half slid and half climbed into the thing. His mind drew a comparison to a pilot’s seat in an airliner and a dentist’s chair, but even sturdier and bulkier. The seatback was reclined. His bare feet, assisted by Dr. Jong, went into little articulating platforms that were intentionally designed to spread and keep his legs apart.

Another articulating arm flipped down from above, with a mirror and light.

Ah, Jesus, Patrick thought, catching an unwanted glimpse in the reflection. He squeezed his eyes shut. Oh God. I’d much rather be getting my teeth drilled!

Dr. Jong: “Are you okay, Mr. Mills?”

“Yeah,” he squeaked. “Fine.” Even mostly composed, his higher-pitched voice made him sound like a scared little kid.

“Just relax in the chair,” she said, trying to soothe his nerves. Snap went a latex glove. “I guarantee that none of this is going to hurt.”

Maybe not physically.

Psychologically, it was torturous!

The antiseptic smell was making him dizzy. His face was flushed. He was sweating—despite having been cold enough just a minute ago to shiver. Above all, he just hated that he had been infected with FAP-19, and he couldn’t believe that North Harbor would suffer an outbreak. Usually it was those bigger cities and states. The New Yorks, the Californias, the Floridas. Not smaller towns!

He imagined biological women had to get checked out pretty often. Surely they weren’t scared of this.

He was still a man. Underneath.

Patrick willed his eyes open.

Dr. Jong was sitting on a stool between his legs. The little mirror above his groin captured all the ugly details: in place of his manhood was a pinkish slit, like a deep crease. He’d maintained a shaved crotch before the transformation, so the hair was still sparse enough that nothing was hidden from view.

He sighed.

Look at it, his subconscious thought. That’s yours now.

The female version of himself, seemingly, had very puffy outer lips. And it was these lips that Dr. Jong peeled back slightly when her hand entered the reflected view. Patrick inhaled so suddenly and deeply that it caused his perky breasts to jiggle.

Dr. Jong: “What I’m doing is I’m checking your vulva for signs of bleeding. Sometimes, during the metamorphosis, the skin will lag in development, and the tissue will be so thin that basic activities can rupture it—even walking.”

Patrick nodded, and winced again. “Okay.”

Her V-formed fingers moved down the fold, exposing the deeply pink interior. Although he hadn’t seen many vaginas in his short lifetime, it looked very similar to Maddie’s. He’d had his mouth buried in pussies like that. He’d had his dick inside pussies like that.

Dr. Jong: “Now I’m checking inside.”

Patrick tensed.

In the mirror, he observed one of the physician’s fingers inserting itself into his new cavity. That pressure—what might be called a fullness—was sharply unpleasant, and his feet shook as the entire digit slipped easily inside him. The hinges on the articulating arms rattled.

“Is that n-normal?” he blurted. “Should it go that deep?”

“Your depth is very normal for an adult woman,” Dr. Jong assured him.

Patrick let out a massive breath when the finger withdrew. The good news was that there was no blood on her latex glove, and his vagina was fully developed.

Afterward, he stood up and allowed Dr. Jong to measure him by wrapping string around his chest, waist, and hips. She typed this information into a tablet, along with his height and weight.

Once dressed, he was unable to remove the images from his mind of his vagina fitting another person’s forefinger. Like the exterior appearance was humiliating enough, but knowing that there was a hole down there was even worse. Fortunately, it seemed the sensations from that hole were pretty unremarkable if he wasn’t getting penetrated, to the point that he couldn’t really feel it at all after the invasive examination.

He sat down—this time in a very normal-looking chair. Dr. Jong stood opposite him, tablet in hand.

“It’s standard procedure that we go through some questions,” she said. “Short answers are fine. Ready?”

“Uh, sure.” He’d already filled out a medical questionnaire in the lobby. They were thorough with this FAP-19 shit!

“Have you experienced any pain during your metamorphosis?”

“No.”

“Have you participated in sexual intercourse in the past week?”

“No.”

“Any mood changes?”

“Does anxiety count?”

“Anxiety about your bodily changes?”

“Yeah.”

She nodded once, tapped the screen, moved on.

“What was your sexual orientation before the changes?”

“Straight.”

“Have you noticed any differences?”

“No.” His heart skipped a beat. “But this is the original strain, right? It’s not H.1.29.”

“Correct. But there is always the possibility that a new mutation occurs. We have to be on our toes for that. Do your parents know that you’re infected?”

“My mom does.”

“Are you in a relationship?”

“Um.”

Dr. Jong looked up from the tablet.

Patrick said, “Maybe. I’m not sure.”

“Hmm.”

She droned on with more questions, and he answered with yes-and-no answers. The topics mostly concerned his behavior and how he was adjusting, like a psychological evaluation. He got the feeling, by Dr. Jong’s flat tone, that she had already performed several of these evaluations—and had several more to go.

Patrick still hadn’t called Maddie since the day she left the car. He had meant to give it a few days, for the wound of their disagreement to heal over. But then FAP-19 had reared its ugly head, and now he was having to study female hygiene—in an email sent out by the university. It also told him where free condoms were available, where he could seek counseling, and that Skinner Hall was handing out free clothes to any transformed student.

So, it was fair to say that his relationship with Maddie was on the back burner.

She might be able to help him adjust.

By putting him in frilly panties.

Ugh.

Once the examination was finished, he was given a little card with his measurements on it.

HEIGHT: 5 FOOT 11

CHEST: 36 INCHES, B-CUP

WAIST: 31 INCHES

HIPS: 38 INCHES

Patrick was glad that FAP-19 didn’t alter his bone structure; he got to keep his height and masculine frame. But he didn’t look too masculine with his ponytail-tied hair, smooth face, and those bumps underneath the NORTH HARBOR U logo.

He walked across the campus to Skinner Hall.

The university hadn’t publicly released a tally of the infection numbers, but Patrick suspected it was a few dozen. He saw a few other abnormally tall girls with broad shoulders and thick necks on the way. They carried themselves like him: hunched over, short steps, baggy clothes. Some he spotted were adventurous enough to wear tanks tops and skinny jeans, and he wasn’t honestly sure if they were infected guys or not—except for a leggy brunette who was wearing a yellow wristband, signaling to the world that under normal circumstances she had a penis.

He reached Skinner Hall and went inside. Signs pointed to a classroom where several long tables had been pushed together, and on them were sacks and sacks full of clothes with tags tied through the plastic loops. A few college girls were volunteering. He gave his little card to a redhead, who then gathered up a few bags with clothes that would fit his dimensions, and condensed everything into a larger cloth bag.

“Where do these clothes come from?” Patrick asked.

“About half are donated from students and teachers, and the university bought the other half,” she told him. “I threw in a few old shirts that I don’t wear anymore.”

He braced himself when the bag came to his hands. Peering inside, he saw a wide assortment of unfamiliar garments and colors. Still new in the package were some brief-style panties—Hanes multi-packs, very basic. He eyed a Victoria’s Secret bra, unworn and tagged. There was a three-pack of sports bras. The outerwear included a couple jeans, a couple shorts, and tank tops and camisoles and T-shirts. Pretty much the whole spectrum.

Patrick pulled out some pink booty shorts that had BEACH BUNNY printed across the back. “Donations, huh?”

The redhead smiled. “Now those would look cute on you.”

He tossed it back in with the rest and left.

Patrick had no desire to wear women’s clothes—although he regretfully supposed that they would be more comfortable. At the very least he needed the support, as evidenced by the endless bouncing of his chest as he walked back to the dormitory, and the resultant chafing from having his sensitive nipples rubbing up against the thick fleece unprotected.

God, they were never still!

They weren’t just fat and jiggly. They were springy.

He returned to his room, locked the door, and breathed out heavily. A part of him had been holding out hope that this was FAP-19 Light; there was some inflammation, some dick loss, a changed voice, but ultimately it wouldn’t be impacting him for more than a few days.

Nope. Three whole months.

With his immediate schedule wide open, Patrick figured he should go ahead and test the deep end. He stripped down naked and dumped the bag’s contents onto his bed. After tearing the Hanes pack open, he took a brief—a genderless black color—and worked it on as he would any other pair of underwear. The material, he noticed right away, was thinner and clingier, and very clearly hugged his hips. Even though he didn’t have much of a female figure, they were surprisingly comfortable. The front left no space for any extra equipment, and it was smoothly contoured to his mons pubis and everything below. He lightly rubbed there, feeling the impression of his female mound.

Shiver.

Next he eyed the Victoria’s Secret bra.

“Fuck that,” he whispered, opting for the stretchier, less-complicated sports bra.

He tugged it over his head and slipped his arms through. After wrapping it across his chest, additional adjusting was required so that his breasts weren’t pinched or uncomfortably smashed against his ribcage. The whole garment was snug and constrictive, but his new assets didn’t feel cramped. Rather, they felt controlled. He bounced on his toes a few times to test this, and saw that their movement was greatly diminished.

Finally! They weren’t annoying for once! Bras really helped.

Clad in his new underwear, Patrick realized that he might actually survive this damn virus. But he definitely wasn’t going into full chick mode. The real girls could keep their skirts and dresses and makeup.

He was still a dude.

The boobs and the vagina didn’t change that.
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It was ten past four when Patrick’s phone buzzed. He saw the name, and considered letting his voicemail handle it instead. But on the final ring he answered it.

The caller breathed into the microphone, hesitating. “Patrick?” Maddie said. “Your voice…”

“Yeah,” he said. Now nine days into his infection, he had stopped trying to force his voice deeper. He still sounded like a girl if he did, albeit husky. Damn virus. “That’s only part of it, unfortunately.”

“I saw the news. A few girls over here have boyfriends who have been infected. They said the worst of it was in your building.”

“I’d believe it.”

“Are you doing all right?”

Patrick sighed. After their argument last weekend, he had been tossing this conversation in his mind each night, planning out his apology and every word he should say. And then FAP-19 had turned everything upside-down. And some other things inside-out.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m coping. I mean, it’s not all that bad. It didn’t hurt or anything, and, you know, all the major pieces are still pretty much the same.”

Maddie giggled. “Yes, Patrick. Girls aren’t space aliens.”

He laughed. “But I did get probed during the physical exam.” He shivered from just remembering it.

“So they went full OB-GYN on you?”

“Uh. There was a finger involved.”

“Can I come over? If you’re comfortable being seen right now.”

“Sure,” he said, and he felt elated to potentially have Maddie’s company no matter his personal appearance—although perhaps his getup of a sports bra and sweatpants was slightly insufficient to be having guests over. “Promise you won’t scream.”

“I can’t promise that,” Maddie joked. “Especially if you’re tremendously pretty.”

“Oh you definitely won’t scream then.”

After they hung up, Patrick had about ten minutes to make himself more presentable. The charity bag was on his dresser. He went rummaging around inside it, throwing garments every which way to retrieve a pair of jeans. Not having put on a pair of women’s jeans yet, he was a little nervous about the task. He took off his sweats, started with the denim. Just as he predicted: their skintight nature was a real nuisance, especially around his thighs and hips. He was reminded of which regions of his body now jiggled as he hopped and tugged and thrust his pale and slightly fattened legs into the holes.

Jesus, he thought. Why are they designed like this?

He remembered that he liked looking at chicks in tight jeans.

Finally, success! He zipped and buttoned them, and admired the fit. The hip-hugging denim left no question about his absence of a manhood; likewise, they were as tight as a glove over his hips and butt, advertising that his flat crotch came with the appropriate thickness elsewhere. The legs had that artificially distressed look, and near his ankles were glitter.

He cursed them for being so girly.

But they had been free.

Maddie had once shown him how costly a good pair of women’s jeans were. He’d about had a damn heart attack.

He picked out a T-shirt next. It had a faded graphic for Disneyland, and had shorter sleeves and a more-revealing neckline than what he was accustomed to. Also, the bottom didn’t reach entirely over his navel. On a biological woman it would have. But men’s skeletons were longer on average in the torso.

A knock came.

Jeez, was that ten minutes already?

With butterflies in his stomach, Patrick answered the door. Maddie’s reaction was quite like he had anticipated: her jaw instantly dropped, and her eyes did the full swing from top to bottom to top. She covered her mouth as her gaze jumped to the sites of most-severe changes, such as his crotch, chest, and hair.

Then, to his total shock, she swooped forward and hugged him.

Patrick’s relief that maybe their relationship was back on track was second to the sensation of their boobs touching, and how extremely weird that was.

“Hey,” she said, pulling apart. She took a deep breath. “Okay. My boyfriend’s a girl for the next three months. Accepted.”

“You sound as nervous as me.”

“I am nervous! And your voice is so adorable.” She rubbed a finger across his smooth chin. “No scratchy stubble anymore. I can see the benefits already outweigh the cons.”

Patrick welcomed his girlfriend inside, and they sat on his mattress and caught up on his metamorphosis. Other than their brief chat over the phone beforehand, she didn’t inquire about his more intimate alterations. Maybe his new sex was clearly obvious, or maybe she just thought it was impolite. With FAP-19 so widespread across the United States, everyone knew that infected boys gained all the female sex characteristics. Nobody needed to ask.

“Look, I understand if you won’t, but my sister’s in town.” Maddie laid a hand on his thigh. “And she asked if we’d have dinner with her and her fiancée.”

Dinner, Patrick considered, swallowing hard. Dinner means going out beyond the college campus.

“Do they…?”

“Oh, they know,” Maddie said. “I told them that you were infected. They were eager to see you. And it’ll be like a double date for us girls.”

Patrick shrugged. “Okay.”

Her eyes brightened. “Yeah?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“Great!” Then her eyes flicked down to his chest, and she frowned. “Disneyland’s cool and all. But we need to find you something else if we’re going out.”

Confused, Patrick also looked down at himself. “What’s wrong with Disneyland?”

In short order, he had brought Maddie into the know about the university’s handouts, and immediately she was sifting, folding, and storing the articles of clothing into his dresser and closet—while scolding him for not doing this sooner, otherwise they’d have wrinkles. A dress was picked out. It was white, with a floral pattern. Patrick instantly wanted to refuse. But after the Pride Month disagreement, he knew he was on a tightrope. So he agreed. He went into the bathroom to privately change. When he came out, Maddie had returned from her car with a pair of open-toed sandals.

Patrick let out a wimpy grunt. “Actually, this feels ridiculous,” he said, inspecting himself. After twenty years of being a man, all he could see when looking down was his man shape pushing out the dress. His hips and chest had very obviously acquired womanly curvature, but his waist wasn’t particularly thin. And while his skin was soft and smooth, he still had big hands and feet. The virus was pretty remarkable, but it wasn’t magic.

Maddie helped smooth out the dress. It had built-in support, negating the need of a bra. “You look fine.”

“I’m stocky.”

“So? Women come in all shapes and sizes, Patrick.”

He sighed nervously.

“Hey,” she said. “If anyone calls you a man, we’ll go home. Deal?”

“Fine. Deal.”

Maddie played with his ponytail, but ultimately left it as it was, expressing a desire to get him a proper hairstyle when time permitted. Even after she’d helped him get the sandals on and finished his outfit, Patrick still felt half naked. The top of the dress was like a tank top, sure, but the bottom allowed air to circulate against his groin. There was something so unnatural about that, like he was leaving off some integral piece of clothing. And the fabric was terrifyingly thin and loose around his legs. Unbidden, an image of Marilyn Monroe entered his mind, with her dress billowing upward as she stood on a grate.

What if that happened?

The nervousness increased tenfold as they left the dormitory and took a GO-EZ to North Harbor’s quaint downtown district. He kept his head down for the whole ride, feeling totally exposed to the passing world and imagining people pointing and laughing. At the drop-off point, Maddie slid out first and helped him out. They went into the pub-style restaurant—advertised as LGBTQ+ FRIENDLY on the window—with Maddie’s arm around his waist.

He realized he was swaying and wobbling, and her arm was not just a friendly gesture but also a subtle way of keeping him heading along a straight path.

Waiters and customers smiled at him.

Oh God, they knew!

His vision was blurring. His head was throbbing. Sweat was running between his breasts, tickling his sternum.

Only an insane person would have agreed to this!

He was steered over to where Megan and Sydney were already seated—Megan being the older sister, Sydney being the older sister’s short-haired African-American fiancée. Patrick forced himself to smile as he was thrown into the roulette of hugging and kissing cheeks. He felt like he was going to vomit, and he worried about which restroom he should go into if such an emergency were to happen.

“She’s so pretty!” Sydney said to Maddie. She had one of those wash-off tattoos on her left cheek. It was a rainbow flag, for Pride Month. “I’m not convinced that boys don’t make better girls.”

“I think my boy is still using male pronouns,” Maddie said harmlessly.

“Oh, I’m sorry! Dangit, misgendered right off the bat.”

“It’s all good!”

Sydney handed Patrick a little red bag. “A gift for the new lady in the group.”

He hadn’t been expecting anything at all, and received the bag with clumsy hands and a softly muttered “Thanks.” As they took their places at the picnic-styled table, he pulled out the contents and found a yellow wristband. That would come in handy. There was also a makeup gift set, a little bottle of perfume, and a gift card to a local salon.

Patrick had never received anything like this. He didn’t know how to react other than to bashfully smile.

As their drinks and appetizers came, the jitters of being out in public began to slightly simmer down. Their dinner companions used the male pronouns, but no one was calling him a man—not even the waiter, who referred to them as ladies when taking their orders. Still, Patrick couldn’t shake off the disconnect from reality. He felt like he was in someone else’s body, in someone else’s clothes, participating in something he had no training or experience in.

Frequently he wanted to scratch his chest to alleviate the itches that the sweat was causing. But how the hell did women do that discreetly?

Also, his legs wanted to splay automatically, as was tradition in these situations.

And he needed to fart.

Ugh.

Megan: “So, Patrick. How’s the transition?”

“Uh,” he croaked. Very unladylike. “It’s fine.” His girlfriend’s arm came slinging around his waist. She was smiling like she was proud of him. “It’s my first time in a dress.”

They toasted to that.

Sydney: “Yay? Nay?”

Patrick seesawed his hand.

“Same, man. My parents always wanted me in dresses when we went to church. By high school I was sick of them. When our wedding comes along, I’m leaving the dress for Megan over here.”

Megan: “I still say we should flip a coin.”

“Uh-huh, and you’d use a coin with two heads, like you’re going to when you decide who’s gonna pay the meal.”

Megan laughed guiltily. She crunched on a guacamole-loaded nacho. “Have you been downtown for any of the festivities, Patrick? They had a bangin’ concert last night.”

Patrick cleared his throat. “No. I mean, uh, would it be appropriate if I was celebrating? I don’t want to be out of place, er—I don’t want people to think I’m part of that community. No offense.”

Maddie smacked his thigh under the table. Megan and Sydney shared a look and both smiled. Then Sydney said, “You wouldn’t be out of place, honey. Especially now. The queer community embraces infected boys. And you and Maddie look totally cute together.”

“Really?” he said, surprised to hear this.

Sydney nodded. “Because the overall message doesn’t come down to your specific gender or appearance. It’s that love transcends gender. FAP-19 actually reinforces that message. So do you two.”

Patrick looked at his girlfriend, who, despite his recent conversational detour, was grinning at him. Huh, he thought, wondering if he was technically a lesbian now, being anatomically female with a girlfriend. On the other hand, he didn’t want to apply those labels to himself incorrectly. He still saw himself as a guy, and the womanhood aspects were just temporary symptoms of a virus, not permanent changes.

But for the first time all night, he felt more comfortable in his changed skin. Sydney and Megan clearly accepted him for who he was. No one pointed. No one laughed. And no one at all called him a man.

Through their main courses and a round of martinis, he opened up more about his crash-course introduction to womanhood, and he learned that his preference for sports bras wasn’t uncommon at all, and that his new friends often dealt with uncomfortable clothes for the sake of looking pretty—the ugly side of fashion. Patrick couldn’t fathom that. To him, fashion was a loose T-shirt and pants, and depending on the occasion he would substitute those for a slightly nicer T-shirt and slightly nicer pants.

His brain hurt at trying to comprehend all the options girls had.

Hell, the options he had now.

With dessert on the way, Maddie told him that she had to go touch up her makeup, and she nudged him to follow.

He looked at her funny.

She whispered into his ear: “That means I have to take a piss. And so do you.”

“Oh,” he blurted, a little too loudly.

They excused themselves and hurried off to the ladies’ room. Patrick was immediately filled with apprehension as he entered a place where his presence was typically outlawed. Other women paid him no mind. Maddie took a stall. So did he. In the middle of relieving himself, and hearing the echo of his girlfriend doing the exact same thing, he started snickering. All at once, the situation had become so unbelievable to be funny.

He wiped, flushed. Outside the stall, Maddie was waiting on him.

“You take forever, girlfriend,” she said in jest.

“You’ve done this longer than I have,” Patrick explained. “You have the process more streamlined.”

They washed their hands side-by-side. Maddie begged him to add a little lip gloss to his lips, but Patrick was adamant against makeup.

He remembered Sydney’s gift bag. It was a thoughtful gesture. But he couldn’t picture himself using those products.

When they were alone in the restroom, Maddie asked, “Are you holding up?”

“Yeah,” Patrick admitted. “Like, Jesus, I just followed you in here and no one’s complaining about it.”

She tilted her head. “Is it weird? You had a full bladder, and this is where the toilets are.”

“You know what I mean.”

She grinned. And then she said, “I know it’s not easy. And I’m sorry if it felt like I thrust you into this.”

Patrick shook his head. “Don’t be. You know, I don’t even mind the dress anymore.” He grasped the loose fabric and tugged it playfully, to make it twirl.

“So, you want to borrow some of my dresses then?”

“Let’s not go that far.”

Arm in arm, they returned to their table and chatted for another hour.

Later that evening, Patrick was back in his dorm room—and comfortably lounging in his dress, despite being alone—when his phone rang. His mood dropped as he answered it.

The caller said, “This is the father of Patrick Mills. Can I talk to him?”

“It is me, Dad.”

“Excuse me?”

“This is Patrick,” he clarified. “There was an outbreak of FAP-19 on campus. This is my new voice.”

“You sound like a girl.”

“It matches the body.”

His father groaned, and Patrick knew he was in for a short speech. “These liberal colleges,” his father went on. “That’s where this damn virus originated, you know that? From all the gay people sodomizing each other. Now it’s infecting everybody else. You’re not turning gay too, are you, Patrick? You need to pray it away if you are. God will help you resist it.”

Patrick rolled his eyes to the Evangelical preaching. “No, Dad. That’s a different strain. I caught the one that only changes your body. No gay in me.”

“That’s good. Thank the Lord. And I don’t want you acting like some girl because you look like one, you hear? That’s all it is now. Boys becoming girls, boys dressing like girls. And all these queer festivals. Does North Harbor have those?”

“Yes.”

“God almighty.”

Patrick had always ignored his father’s religious lectures, but tonight the words stung a little more personally. The kind of people his father was talking about included Megan and Sydney. They weren’t evil. They had both been incredibly nice and caring, and had helped Patrick feel more comfortable inside his changed skin. So had the university. He could never fully relate to the struggles and hardships of being gay or transgender, but he thought he sympathized with that community a little more now.

Still, he resisted the urge to backtalk.

Following the dire warnings of Jesus’ second coming and Devil-worshiping rhetoric, his father said, “Just promise me you won’t start acting gay and wearing dresses, Patrick.”

Patrick looked down at himself, smirking at the irony. “I promise.”

“You just survive this thing. And avoid those gay people. They’ll twist your mind with love and being carefree, when it’s actually all sin.”

“Uh-huh.”

After the call was finished, Patrick flopped backward on the bed.

He wished the FAP-19 virus infected people older than thirty. There were a few people out there who could use the change in perspective.
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Maddie flapped the gift card eagerly as they strolled through the shopping mall. Patrick, alongside his girlfriend, no longer minded a gentle swish of a soft dress around his smooth thighs. And such a short time ago he’d been agreeing with Sydney that dresses weren’t included in his undeveloped and unfeminine fashion sense! Now Maddie and he were both wearing them more often than not. Frankly, he saw them as lazy solutions; he could just throw a dress over his shoulders and be ready to go.

Guys sorely missed that luxury.

“Ah-ha,” Maddie announced, spotting Marie’s Salon—for which the gift card covered thirty dollars of a haircut. A lit-up sign in the window read WE DO THE ’DO. “Let’s get your mussy mane under control, missy. I’ll do the talking.”

Patrick agreed that he needed some hair maintenance. The virus had made his grow past his shoulders. “Don’t go too wild on it,” he said.

“Where’s the fun in that?” she answered, with a sly grin.

And Patrick knew he had no idea what he’d look like in an hour from now.

He removed the rubber band that had imposed some control over his long locks for the past three weeks. Right away, he noticed the different atmosphere inside Marie’s Salon compared to, say, a Great Clips. There was a thick essence of hair spray lingering inside the small establishment, and the radio was tuned to Shania Twain.

Like with women’s restrooms, he felt sore-thumbish.

When Maddie had said she was going to do the talking, she’d meant absolutely zero intervention. For that she pulled out a sleep mask, which he suspected she had swiped from one of her parents.

Patrick moaned. “Seriously? Why? Are you giving me a Mohawk?”

“Well, I have a few ideas you might complain about.”

As if he needed to be more scared.

Maddie’s instructions to the stylist were passed at whisper level, leaving Patrick completely out of the loop in regard to the mutilation forthcoming. Before he could put on the padded sleep mask, clippers were used to shear off the sides.

An undercut? he thought, his lap filling with the long, cut-off tresses. Well that’s not too bad. I like undercuts. Even Maddie had rocked one for a while.

Then the sleep mask went on.

For the next thirty minutes he was left in the dark. Literally. Patrick could only guess at what horror would be revealed to him as he was blindly escorted to a sink and had his surviving mop rinsed under a faucet. The stylist was rigorous, massaging deeply into his scalp. Next an oily substance was applied. Some kind of conditioner? He had no idea. Then he was once again taken to a new chair, where a heavy fabric was laid around his neck and on his shoulders. The stylist began tying his hair into separate sections that laid in different directions. Then she was rubbing a slimy substance along his hairline, then more brushing, then more rubbing. Then gloved hands were meticulously rubbing that goop through the rest of his strands, which involved a lot of folding and twisting and intertwining.

Oh God, she’s DYING my hair, Patrick guessed. He’d never had his hair dyed before, but what other process could this be?

Yet the sleep mask remained on.

Maddie was right; he would’ve objected to this. And he fought to not speak out against it. By now, it was already too late anyway.

He tried to imagine himself as blonde. Or with red hair. It scared him that either was a likely possibility.

Then he had to sit for a while. After a stretch of time that seemed to last about thirty minutes, he was brought back over to the sink and given another rinse.

“You’re going to love this, Patrick,” Maddie said. “It looks so freaking good!”

“You heard me when I told you not to go wild, right?” he said.

“I’m sorry. But it is pretty wild.”

After a blow-dry, it was time for the grand reveal.

Maddie removed the sleep mask, and…

In the mirror, his formerly dark hair was a bright, cotton candy shade of pink.

“Wha—?” he gasped, flinching back. He was so gobsmacked that he couldn’t even speak, and any effort was a breathy one-syllable sound of dismay.

“Promise me you won’t say anything bad about it.”

“But…”

His girlfriend’s stern look made him shrivel inside. And Patrick wished the rest of him would follow suit, that he’d shrivel away into nothing. As a girl, he’d done his best to blend in. This was not blending in. This was like having a spotlight shined on him at all times.

But he didn’t complain.

The gift card didn’t quite cover the full expense, but Maddie paid the remaining fee. Then they left as they had entered, except Patrick was hunched over and looking for a store that sold baseball caps. But more than those were the reflective glass windows, and repeated reminders that he was walking through a busy shopping mall with pink hair. And not having had such long and free-hanging hair before, he kept fiddling with it and brushing it out of his eyes.

All this just entertained Maddie, who seemed to be enjoying his discomfort.

I went from being a man to being a Barbie doll.

They picked up a bite to eat before resuming. Patrick hadn’t come to the shopping mall for a flashy hairstyle; on the more practical side of things, he needed a larger bra. FAP-19, and its chaotic fluctuation of hormones, had caused him to put on about fifteen pounds since contraction—in addition to the five years in age he’d gained. The person who actually knew all about the bra business was his girlfriend, who was a 34B.

His breasts had grown larger than hers.

What a world.

They found a little store and beelined for the intimates—where men’s panties and bras were on sale alongside the women’s. Shortly, they were inside a change room and stripping down to try on a few choice bras.

Patrick still couldn’t believe his nude reflection. It was extra unbelievable when he and his girlfriend stood side-by-side, and there was no telling him apart from her sex-wise. They both had little landing strips of dark pubic hair. They both had perky breasts. The main differences were in their skin complexions—he was pale, she was tan—and their physiques. Patrick was a good six inches taller and broader in the shoulders and chest, and his upper body was proportionally larger than Maddie’s. However, despite being slimmer, she was curvier than he was and possessed the traditional hourglass figure.

Yet the estrogen was still flowing in Patrick’s veins, and would continue to do so.

Those fifteen pounds hadn’t gone to his gut, like they would have on a man. They’d been stored in his chest, hips, butt, and thighs instead. The latter now rubbed together.

The excess pudge on his flanks had even formed two fleshy love handles.

Taking a leopard-print 36C bra, he skillfully and habitually slung the straps over his shoulders and leaned forward, settling his somewhat pendulous mammaries into the padded holsters. With two weeks of experience in wearing women’s clothing, bra hooks had become a cinch. He fastened them together, repositioned the straps, adjusted the cups, and did a swinging-and-twisting shimmy to make the cooperation of cotton and flesh more comfortable.

During this, Maddie struck a palm to his backside. Patrick let out a yelp as the hand then enthusiastically shook one of his buttocks, causing it, the other, and his thighs to ripple and quake. “Putting on a little weight there, Fat Butt?”

“Don’t remind me,” he said, blushing from having his plump tush fondled. “I think it’s the freshman fifteen, but a year delayed.”

“It looks good,” she said, hands-on exploring the other new curves of his lower body. It was either that or the fact that they were both half naked which made Patrick’s nipples suddenly stand at attention inside his bra. “You filled out. No more skinny boy butt.”

“Finally,” he joked. “Now I can twerk.”

Maddie giggled before giving his rump another energetic shake.

Patrick quite liked the bra. And again reality became a little discordant in that small change room: he had breasts, he was trying on a bra, he liked how the bra absorbed and reduced the jolts and vibrations to his sensitized flesh. His male ego panicked for a moment. But it went back into hibernation when Patrick glanced down at his flat crotch and reminded that region of his brain that bras were a practical necessity now.

It’ll come back, he told it. Don’t worry.

He imagined his male ego whimpering like a wounded animal.

Maddie, who had been trying on panties herself, had been wearing a leopard-print thong. With some mix-and-match inspiration, she handed it off to Patrick, who swiftly put it on. Being in his girlfriend’s size, the undergarment pinched everywhere, but he felt an unmanly yet pleasant satisfaction from his bra and panties sharing a similar design. Maddie told him he could wear it the rest of the day.

And again he noticed that: how the virus had made wearing his girlfriend’s underwear a totally normal thing.

He wondered if he would have enjoyed putting on her panties as a man, or if this was strictly a fun and acceptable experience because they were the same sex. Honestly he didn’t know, but he did know that silk panties—even thongs—were pretty darn comfy!

Their final purchases included three new 36C bras for Patrick, a larger pair of jeans, and an assortment of panties in a half-and-half mix of their sizes.

The cashier of the store, a six-foot-tall blonde, was wearing one of those yellow wristbands. She pointed at Patrick’s wristband, and the two of them shared a laugh. He was briefly embarrassed to have another guy ring up his panty collection, but the cashier had embraced womanhood even more than he had. Her huge breasts were barely contained in a crop top, and the high-arching waistband of her own thong was exposed on her hips, even forming a small whale tail above her low-riding jeans.

“Be careful,” she cautioned, as she bagged the items. “Once you start wearing women’s underwear, you might not go back.”

“Oh I’m definitely hiding his male briefs before he returns to normal,” Maddie laughed, hugging Patrick as if he were her student in all things pink and girly.

He just smiled and blushed fiercely.

Afterward, the cashier put out her fist and told him to have fun. He fist-bumped her.

Leaving the store, all Patrick could think about was how the virus was redefining masculinity and femininity before his eyes. That cashier had been such a babe—one his younger, single self would have spat out terrible pick-up lines toward. And yet the fist bump was such a man gesture, not a woman gesture.

Each day he was noticing this blend of behaviors. But as strange as the world was becoming, these observations made Patrick feel more normal.

Because normal was expanding into an infinitely long spectrum.

And abnormal was slowly dying out.

Farther on, they turned into a Spencer’s and browsed through the trendy merchandise. Inevitably they wound up along the back wall, with all the naughtier gifts that included lingerie and sex toys. Patrick felt a tingle as he scoped out some of the bodysuits and babydolls on display, wondering if he should feel an attraction or a curiosity to wearing some of them.

The downside of lingerie was that it was expensive—pretty much like everything else about women’s apparel.

Maddie whistled softly. He turned and saw her holding one of the sex toys. It was a strap-on dildo. Her huge grin said her mind had already been made up.

“Just like old times?” she said, handing him the box.

Right, Patrick thought amusingly, eyeing the six-inch silicone dildo that was intended to go over a woman’s crotch. Since the infection, he hadn’t found the mood for intimacy. Things were so hectic right now, and his mind was a whirl with dealing with the metamorphosis, shopping for new clothes, and handling himself as a member of the female sex out in public.

But today, unlike other days, hadn’t felt so stressful. He was enjoying himself.

So what if he had a vagina? Or boobs? Or pink hair? No one had treated him as any less of a person—especially Maddie, who was perhaps having the most fun out of both of them.

He shrugged and said, “Okay.”

She teasingly bit her finger. “I’ve never done anything like that.”

Patrick echoed the same. Though he figured that was obvious.

They paid and took their new possessions to his dorm room.
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They were lying on Patrick’s bed. Ten minutes ago they’d kissed, and Maddie had taken the initiative with caressing one of his bra-bound breasts. Patrick had reciprocated. But there was no rush; neither one of them was in a scramble to jump to the next, more-passionate step in lovemaking. Patrick, the changed man in all this, found it quite erotic to just be at his girlfriend’s side and feel electrified by her presence, as seemed to be the case of feminine arousal. Once he had even tried to mimic her lip-biting technique, and had received a minute-long lesson—and learned that lips hardly had anything to do with looking sexy. The trick was in the eyes.

“There you go!” Maddie congratulated him, when he had mastered the technique.

“Rawr,” Patrick said softly, clawing the air.

She giggled. “Settle down, Catwoman.”

The word spawned a fantasy of Maddie or himself in full-body latex, and he was not displeased from the warmth that blossomed in his loins as a result.

His hand slipped along the contour of her body; hers roamed over his hip and around to his butt. The flimsy barrier of his dress had already been displaced, and there was plenty of smooth, plump flesh to massage.

Patrick kind of missed having a hard-on in this situation. But he also kind of didn’t. An erection would’ve caused him to be insistent and demanding of pleasure, and the testosterone would’ve clouded his brain and made him see his girlfriend as a tool of relief. However, with estrogen pumping through his body, he saw himself as her equal.

Slow and steady was fine. Slow and steady was good.

The heat in his loins, while less intensive and focused, had a mind-buzzing quality. He shivered as it spiked briefly, and goose bumps raced up his arms.

Across from him, Maddie just smiled. “How’s it going?”

His exhale almost counted as a moan. “Something’s going.”

“Yeah?” she cooed. “Are you ready for me to touch you down there?”

He hesitated, then nodded.

Patrick lifted his upper leg slightly as his girlfriend’s hand slipped down in front, and entered that narrow valley of thigh-flesh and tingly groin. His teeth clenched suddenly as her fingertips grazed—just grazed—over his panty-covered female sex. Woo-oah! he thought. That whole region was unexpectedly sensitive! Her fingers pulled back. Like a reflex his lower body thrust toward his partner, as if it desperately sought the stimulation.

The hand returned, and rubbed him gently, sometimes with a touch that was as soft as a feather just tickling across the surface of his pussy. He bucked.

“Ah,” he let out, squeezing his eyes shut and focusing on the sensations.

As a man, he’d always gone hard and rough with girls.

Jesus! He’d been doing it wrong!

Once his brain registered that, yes, Maddie was caressing his pussy—and yes, it felt pretty damn amazing from someone who only knew sex through the lens of owning a cock—he reciprocated, slipping his hand up underneath her dress and mirroring her style and rhythm. The cotton of her panties was already damp. They’d barely done anything.

Then Patrick sensed the moisture in his own underwear, the material clinging wetly to his female mound as the fingers continued to work forward and backyard.

He was damp too!

But rather than shudder from sexual dysmorphia, he thought it was the hottest thing. He shifted closer and locked lips with Maddie again, and they traded tongues. Their mutual masturbation clicked a mode in his mind, and immediately he was rolling to get on top of her and about tearing his dress in half to get it off. He cast the hindrance aside. While grinding—and still getting fingered—he unlatched the bra and joined that with the growing pile of discarded clothes. His unrestrained boobs bounced freely and squished into Maddie’s chest.

Goddamn his nipples were stiff! And so warm.

And his groin…

His whole body!

Maddie situated herself lower and took a nipple into her mouth. Patrick gasped from having a tongue and lips excite that tight knob of nerve endings. Her hands wrapped around and slapped both sides of his ass simultaneously, and then clenched so firmly that he felt her fingernails digging in. He resumed grinding his body atop her, almost simulating how they would have intercourse. But tonight he had an increasingly wet pussy.

He was so hot. And so needing?

The signals were a little confusing, but never terrible.

Patrick helped his girlfriend out of her dress and bra, and he sucked on one of her nipples for a time as she ran a hand through his hair. Maybe it was his imagination, but he swore that nub swelled when she started playing with his pink mane. Following that, they both convulsed with laughter as they engaged in an erotic variation of fencing with their hard nipples.

Having lesbian sex was new for both of them!

Then they stopped and looked each other in the eyes.

“You wanna try it?” she asked, panting with desire.

“Okay.”

She nodded approvingly.

Patrick sat up and fetched the already-open box from the corner of the mattress. He disentangled the black harness and draped it around his hips and stretched it beneath his undercarriage, and latched all three elements tightly like he would a belt. All together, it resembled a jock strap. The dildo was a separate piece. With a flutter of nervousness, he snapped the flesh-colored instrument to the front.

His mind seemed to glitch. It recognized his cock, of mostly proper length and position—but when he touched it, he felt nothing other than its cool, rubbery texture.

Patrick had to close his eyes and collect himself.

God, this is bizarre! he thought, as he gave his new add-on a few strokes. All the sensations—or lack thereof—were inherently wrong on every level. It made him lightheaded.

Maddie noticed something was off. “You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah. It’s just, uh…”

“Like a flaw in the Matrix?”

He smiled. “That’s one way to put it.”

“I know where else you can put it.”

She arranged herself into the supine position, splaying her legs slightly. Her sex gleamed from the wetness—and the hair too was darker and slickly disordered. Patrick crawled to his girlfriend, his new attachment bobbing along the way. Getting his arms underneath her, he hoisted her lower body a bit. The energy was there; his loins were raring for hard-pounding satisfaction. But it was deeper. It was inside him. That male-like, penetrative urgency did not spawn into existence from simply having a fake cock jutting out from his groin.

Regardless, Patrick brought his girlfriend’s moist slit in line with the sex toy, and soon he was introducing the silicone cockhead to her warm, tight entrance. With a gentle push, the skin-colored dildo slipped inside.

Maddie’s throat released a long exhale from the penetration. “Ah,” she breathed. “Yeah. That feels pretty good.”

When he was three-fourths of the way inside her, Patrick paused.

He still couldn’t feel a thing. It was so unnerving. An important ingredient of sexual intercourse, he knew, was the perception, but nothing about the warmth, texture, or tightness of his girlfriend’s pussy entered his brain.

Ignoring the numbness, he began thrusting into her, hoping that the motions would bring back the feeling of excitement. For a minute he was fully invested. And despite his new physical appearance, he hadn’t lost the muscle memory. He held Maddie close and pounded the fake cock into her pussy, charging in with long, deep thrusts. The violence set his breasts into a bouncing, slapping frenzy, which he found highly erotic.

“Mm! Mm! Mm!” Maddie squealed, on the same frequency as the dildo plunging inside her. “Yeah! Oh, Patrick!”

But still the pleasure was absent on his end. And the entertainment of Maddie’s cries didn’t fulfill him.

He tried to soldier on. He really tried.

“W-wait,” he sighed, stopping. They were making love, but according to his brain their bodies weren’t even in contact. “I can’t do this.”

Maddie lifted her head up. “Okay,” she said, stroking his arm. “That’s all right. Is it the lack of sensation?”

He nodded. “My mind is just confused. Everything was great before.” He bent down and kissed her sweaty navel. “I’m sorry. I don’t know. It’s just frustrating on my end.”

Patrick pulled out and relaxed on his knees, ashamed and humiliated. Being a man was easy. But there was more to replace than just a missing cock. And as a result of trying to be the man in bed, that ticklish heat in his loins had completely vacated.

Maddie sat up. “Well,” she said quietly. “We could try it the other way.”

His eyes jumped up to hers. “The other…?”

She began to nod, and he could tell she was fighting to not smile hugely.

No way I would enjoy that, Patrick knew. But right as this conviction entered his mind, warmth returned to his crotch so suddenly that it caused him to tremble.

Right?

Maddie’s self-control was losing out against that smile; it now stretched across her face. “Maybe I’m more suited for having the cock now. Hand it over.”

Patrick was nervous all over again as he detached himself from the harness and passed the entire contraption to his girlfriend, who enthusiastically began strapping it to her smaller hips. During this phase, they swapped positions. He lied himself down and she took his place. And when she had successfully donned the strap-on dildo, his gaze fell upon that new erection jutting out from her groin—which, in fact, looked substantially larger than six inches on her smaller frame.

He worried about what he had just agreed to.

Grinning giddily, she bunny-hopped closer and postured herself between his spread-open thighs. Then she licked her hand and rubbed his pussy. Lubrication, he realized. Though he hardly needed it! Ever since they’d changed roles, his pussy had acted like it had a burst pipe; the wetness was all through him, preparing him.

Patrick was starting to hyperventilate. This went against everything he had learned and liked as a man.

Taking a cue from him, Maddie slotted her hands underneath his butt and raised him up slightly. Her initial forward thrust was very gentle, and she narrated precisely when he was going to feel something entering his new orifice. Still, the firm intrusion was unlike anything he had ever felt. She pushed maybe an inch in, and his head rolled back and turned nearly upside-down.

“Patrick?” she asked in a concerned voice. “You okay?”

“Uh-huh,” he replied, with his mouth hanging open so far that his jaw hurt. “Ahhh-ohh-ah. Mm! Yeah, uh—oh fuck.”

“Is that a good ‘oh fuck’ or a bad ‘oh fuck?’”

“I’m n-not sure yet.”

But he didn’t tell her to stop.

Like with the physical exam two weeks ago, the interior of his pussy was devoid of sensation—until there was something inside it. That change was sharp. And scarily overwhelming. Because the first inch had opened his mind to how empty he was down there, despite not feeling any noteworthy emptiness a minute ago. And a battle waged in his mind between how being penetrated by a cock was received by his male ego versus the sudden desire to get that full six inches inside him because dammit it felt pretty fucking amazing!

His head gradually turned forward again. Every muscle in his body was tense as the tip of Maddie’s silicone cock pushed deeper. He felt it stretching him out, he felt it sliding against his slippery walls. The whole process mesmerized him.

Then the base touched his vulva, and he perceived all six inches inside his pussy.

He cackled maniacally. “Oh my God.”

Maddie laughed. “I think we have a new believer.”

Patrick wiped the drool off his chin.

His girlfriend started gentle. He remembered it wasn’t just him enjoying sex from a new perspective; she was a complete novice too, being tasked with using the cock. But they explored this new territory together. There was so much to revel in, from the direct contact of the penetration itself to the way her soft pounding rocked his whole body. He’d forgotten about his tits! In the middle of this cautious intercourse, he reached up and held them, and pinched his stiff nipples as the vibrations caused the flesh to quake back and forth.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this, he thought. Maybe that was the fault of his upbringing: believing that sex should be simple, and he should never open himself up to new things.

“You really didn’t like this?” Maddie asked, her abdomen sexily flexing as her pelvic thrusts shook the bed. “This is fun.”

“Maybe you should be the man in the relationship,” Patrick suggested.

“Why not? At least for three more months.” Her motions intensified. “So I can fuck my hot girlfriend.”

He moaned as her cock repeatedly bottomed out inside him.

Following a trial of the missionary position, Patrick rolled to his side. Maddie gave his curvy rump a smack as she slotted herself right back inside, shoving those six inches easily into his wet pussy. The platform created by his hip gave her the leverage to go faster.

He couldn’t believe how good this felt, being fucked by a cock—an imitation of one, at least. As his moans increased, so did his lover’s pace. Before long their sex was audible, with Maddie’s abdomen clapping into Patrick’s backside. He loved feeling that energy ripple across his ass and thighs, those hard-pounding blows throwing him forward as her cock filled him again and again.

Her fervor only intensified his deep-burning arousal.

“Yeah! Yeah!” he hollered. “Fuck that pussy! Oh my God.”

From there, Patrick transitioned to his hands and knees—with Maddie never pulling out. Her hands automatically located his new love handles and grabbed them. He was all smiles as she resumed with hardly a delay, hurling her scrawny body so recklessly and forcefully into his groin that the mattress was shifting off the frame. Patrick buried his face into the pillows to muffle his squeals, but even still they echoed throughout the room.

His girlfriend’s arms encircled his torso. He heard her panting. They were both worn out and not accustomed to receiving a workout like this. From then on, her thrusts changed: they were slower, but more powerful. She gave herself these long wind-ups before driving that cock as deep as she could get it.

The repeated fullness and crash of their bodies was nearly enough.

He craved more.

He imagined his girlfriend implanting him with her seed.

An incredible and bone-tingling warmth surged from the core of his body, and suddenly Patrick was convulsing and writhing as his eyes rolled backward into their sockets. An orgasm? An orgasm! Maddie gave him one more mighty thrust before she collapsed on top of him, and together they fell flat on the mattress, with Patrick humping and trembling through one massive climax that lasted ten times as long as the male counterpart.

“Oh fuck,” he said, when his mind started to clear. He had screamed into the pillow so much that his voice was hoarse. He turned his head, and Maddie’s mouth met his.

The contentment after was unreal. He was drained, but only physically; mentally he was still surfing on a wave of euphoria that seemed to have no end. He begged for his girlfriend to not climb off just yet. He wanted that cock to stay inside him while he discovered just how long the afterglow lasted.

She snuggled against his back. “I had so much fun. It was so different. And I loved watching you get off because of me fucking you.”

“Well, I loved getting off,” he said.

She giggled. “Now what? Can I have the cock in the relationship?”

Patrick didn’t say anything just yet. He wondered about their sex life going forward. Tonight had proven that he quite liked getting fucked, and Maddie enjoyed being the dominant lover. Whether or not that was a result of FAP-19, he had no idea. But having a pussy sure made it pleasurable.

“I don’t even want it right now,” he laughed.

“Good,” she said. “Because I still have to teach you how to suck it.”


Epilogue

The parade route was packed on that perfect June Saturday, as North Harbor’s residents came out in droves to give Pride Month a celebratory sendoff. Patrick, now nearing a month since his encounter with the FAP-19 virus, did not feel out of place among the hundreds of lesbian, gay, transgender, and nonbinary couples in attendance—and in fact some girls he saw were wearing the yellow wristband, like him, enjoying the sunny afternoon with their partners or friends.

He was happy for them. He was happy for everyone. The atmosphere around him, with the music and smiles, was vivaciously positive. He had never experienced anything like it.

This was a place of no judgment. Only pride.

A few weekends ago, he had been ignorant of what this month and the recognition meant. That was no longer the case, as he held Maddie’s hand and walked among the downtown festivities. His outfit—first accidentally and then intentionally, once his girlfriend had noticed it—resembled what Misty had worn in the Pokémon TV series, with the denim shorts, yellow crop top, and red suspenders. Maddie wore a green sundress and waved her little rainbow flag.

“Where’d all these people come from?” she said at one point, astonished at the crowd size. “It’s like the whole town is here.”

“I know,” Patrick agreed. “The carnival doesn’t even bring this many.”

They met up with Megan and Sydney later on and went to a concert, performed in a park where the hillside acted as a natural amphitheater. Patrick’s appearance—especially his pink hair—received compliments all around. They spent most of the day hanging out and having fun, checking out the venues and chatting with friends and complete strangers who came up and acknowledged the yellow wristband. Not once was his presence rejected.

Around five o’clock, the foursome stopped at a bar that was offering discounts to the parade-goers. Patrick sat on the end with the other three girls alongside, who brought him into discussions about the nuisances of women’s clothing, which restrooms were cleaner, and the cheap brands he should avoid when shopping for a purse.

“I don’t think I’m getting a purse,” Patrick argued.

“Come on,” Sydney begged him. “You ain’t got room in those tiny shorts.” Slurring her words slightly, she began numbering off what he should be carrying around. “You got your phone, your billfold, your makeup, your keys, some breath mints, sunglasses, pepper spray. Um. Oh, your phone.”

“You already mentioned phone,” Megan said, who pushed away her fiancée’s full shot glass. “And everyone knows a purse is where you carry snacks.” To demonstrate this, she pulled out a bag of peanuts from her own.

Patrick laughed. “Okay. You might be winning me over.”

Megan nodded. “Or at least a cute fanny pack for those hips of yours.”

During their conversations, his phone buzzed. Patrick looked at the caller’s name, and debated not answering. But he knew, from prior experience, that letting it go to voicemail would only enrage the person further. Reluctantly, he turned away from the group and answered it.

“Patrick?” his father’s voice said. “What’s that noise?”

Patrick stuck a finger into his other ear. “I’m in a bar. There’s a lot of people.”

“We need to talk.”

“About what?”

“About what I’m seeing on Facebook, son.”

Oh crap, he thought, squeezing his eyes shut. Patrick himself barely touched his Facebook account, but his girlfriend was the complete opposite. He could already imagine the pictures of them together, with his name tagged. He’d never changed the settings to stop that stuff from appearing in his friends’ and family’s feeds.

“Is this you with pink hair?” his father asked angrily. “Are you serious, Patrick?”

“Dad, it’s just hair—”

“You look like a damn lesbian. Is that what you want, son? And these dresses. I told you not to wear a dress like those other boys. I bet you’re wearing panties too, huh? Are you turning queer?”

Patrick didn’t want to backtalk. It was his father, after all.

“I’m disappointed in you. You should’ve kept God in your heart and resisted this. Now I have to deal with everyone seeing my son dressed up like some transsexual on the internet. You know how humiliating that is?”

He tried to hold it in.

But this time he couldn’t.

“Good!” Patrick blurted into the phone. He was so mad that his temples were throbbing. “And you know what? I fucking love wearing dresses! And I love my pink hair too! And most of all I love my girlfriend. So, you want to call me a lesbian? I’ll happily be a lesbian if it pisses you off!”

“Son—”

“I’m surrounded by a bunch of gay people right now, Dad! They’re the happiest and nicest people I’ve ever met—way more than you! Don’t talk to me again until you respect them, and me too!”

He hung up.

Patrick was stunned for a few seconds as he caught his breath, his mind reliving every harshly uttered word that had boiled up from his deepest feelings. His eyes were wet. He wiped them as he spun around and faced three wildly different expressions: Maddie’s gaping mouth, Sydney’s wide eyes, and Megan’s smile.

Then Megan slammed her palm against the bartop and said, “That was awesome! Hey, bartender! Give him a beer! It’s on me!”

Patrick started laughing as a cold pint was delivered in front of him.

A long while and many drinks after, and while Sydney and Megan had excused themselves and gone to the restroom, he was staring at an empty glass when he felt a hand fall upon his. He looked over and saw Maddie with a gentle smile.

“Hey,” she said softly. “Are you okay?”

Patrick nodded. “But I guess I won’t be getting any more Christmas presents from that side of my family.”

“It sounded pretty heated.”

He smirked. “Yeah. He called me a lesbian. How horrible, right?”

Maddie giggled. A moment passed where nothing was said, and yet Patrick saw so much in those big, dark eyes. Then she said, “I’m proud of you.”

“I think I’m proud of me too.”

“Well, it is Pride Month, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

She leaned over and kissed him. They were still kissing when Sydney and Megan returned, and Megan told them to get a room.
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Andy had never felt lucky in his whole life. Until he received a call back from Glynn Pharmaceuticals on the last day of October. An automated female voice imparted an address and a time in the afternoon. It conflicted with Calculus, but he eagerly skipped the class.

If this trial worked, his college attendance wouldn’t even matter.

Nor homework and tests.

He’d be as smart as the professors. Maybe even smarter.

The opportunity had arisen a month ago, when Andy had seen the notice board in his dormitory. Usually it was a place to announce part-time jobs, weather alerts, unique internships for university students, or for someone to offer overpriced tutoring. But one day, there’d been a pink leaflet halfway submerged in the mess of papers and advertisements.

It said: DRUG TRIALS SEEKING MOTIVATED VOLUNTEERS! UNIVERSITY PROGRAM PROMISES TO BOOST INTELLIGENCE WITH A SIMPLE PILL!

Just a pill? Andy had thought at the time, holding the leaflet in his hand as he recalled that Bradley Cooper movie—which had ended not so well for the protagonist.

He had thought such things were science fiction, but evidently not!

The listed phone number was a match for the phone number of the college’s health department and their division of human trials, so it was perfectly legitimate. And it wasn’t the first time the college had sought volunteers for some kind of experimental medicine. Up until the appearance of this pink leaflet—which first introduced Andy to the health department’s partnership with Glynn Pharmaceuticals—there’d been an advertisement for pills promising weight loss. He hadn’t heard about any results from those trials, but he couldn’t imagine the administration would submit students to something possibly harmful.

A magical smart pill was just what he needed, though.

He was riding the edge of flunking Calculus, and most of his other classes were no better. His parents, who had both been academically exceptional, weren’t pleased.

The motivation had simply been to improve his grades. But the waiting after calling the phone number and putting his name into the automated system had made him envision so many more possibilities, as if a simple pill could transform him into the next Einstein.

Then, a month later, he was officially in the clinical trial.

Andy drove to the address—a lot on the outskirts of the university’s future expansion zone, where the ground was barren and sporadic development had begun for new lecture and residence halls. The building was totally nondescript; it didn’t have a name over the door, writing on the windows, or a sign to distinguish it as anything other than a tiny office building. He parked and went inside, anticipating the bare minimum of a waiting room and a receptionist to greet.

There was a waiting room. However, there wasn’t a receptionist.

What the hell? Andy thought, checking the email he’d received, believing he’d overlooked a few crucial instructions about his meeting with Glynn Pharmaceuticals. Nope; it only told him to arrive at this address at this time and wait patiently.

So, he did.

He waited in a chair in an empty lobby, never hearing a sound or another car pulling up. The place reminded him of every dentist office and clinic he’d ever been in, all with their perimeter seating and magazines to pass the time, and maybe a TV tuned to one of the network news channels or a nature channel.

This place just had the chairs. No entertainment.

After twenty minutes, the room’s only interior door opened. It startled Andy when a man suddenly appeared, middle-aged with a white lab coat.

“Mr. Andy Greaves,” he said with a professional smile. “Good afternoon. Hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long. I’m Dr. Kessler. Do you want to be smart?”

Andy stood up and chuckled. “Doesn’t everyone?”

They shook hands.

Dr. Kessler: “You’d think so, but I’ve seen a few studies point to an even split in public opinion. Some people see intelligence as a burden—and, anyway, I’m digressing. Just snap your fingers if that happens again. You want to be smart, and that’s the important thing this afternoon, isn’t it?”

Andy shrugged. “I hope it works.”

“Well, I promise you won’t be taking a placebo,” Dr. Kessler laughed. “Come on. Let’s head into the room I have set up. Overall, this should take about an hour of your time.”

“Sounds good.”

They chatted some more as Andy was escorted into what looked like a patient’s room, where a bed and TV were set up. Dr. Kessler explained that the lack of personnel—such as a receptionist, or even nurses—was due to budget cuts within Glynn Pharmaceuticals, and the future of the company was a little bleak. But he promised that the smart pill—which he dubbed XB-112—would immediately turn the company back around after a few more positive trials.

“So, it works?” Andy asked as he had blood drawn while sitting on the bed.

“Oh yes,” Dr. Kessler said enthusiastically. “They’ve been administering this pill to chimpanzees since July. Within a week, one of them was driving a car better than half the motorists in this country. I think he could’ve easily passed a driver’s test. Could you believe that? A monkey with a license to drive?”

“Does it just work on mammals?” Andy asked, imagining a chimpanzee and its family riding along in a minivan down the highway. It was pretty comical.

“To be determined. The rules for these clinical trials are very strict. Rats and monkeys are typically how these things go. If you ask me, I wouldn’t like another species competing with us for intelligence. You go too far down that road, and you wind up in Planet of the Apes territory, right?”

Andy snickered. “Yeah. I guess so.”

After Dr. Kessler took the blood sample, he left Andy with a questionnaire and said he’d be back in about thirty minutes. Andy could barely control his nerves after the door closed.

Holy shit, he kept thinking. It’s actually going to work! If the pill had shown positive results in rats and primates, wasn’t there a high chance it would achieve the same results in humans? He thought so. He believed so. Finally, no more stupid studying. No more feeling lesser than his college peers, or fighting anxiety when he couldn’t get his mind to fully understand some topic. After today, he was going to crush his coursework and do better, academically, than his parents. Maybe even his professors.

Today was a new start.

His pen constantly trembled as he went through the questionnaire. It was a hodgepodge of inquiries, ranging from how he personally felt about his level of intelligence to how often he was having sex. There were the usual medical questions too: if he was allergic to certain substances, if his family had a history of disease or disorders, and so forth. Standard stuff. What wasn’t so standard was the fill-in-the-blank section. Andy had to write down all kinds of information, including what his favorite movie was, his favorite food, and even the favorite qualities he liked in a sexual partner.

He didn’t feel like any of this specifically pertained to XB-112. Dr. Kessler and his employer were probably just being thorough, maybe in case there were side effects.

Andy wondered about that.

What was the worst-case scenario? Would XB-112 just be a dud? Or could it potentially harm his brain somehow?

Surely the university wouldn’t have collaborated with Glynn Pharmaceuticals if there was a small chance—even a microscopic chance—that undergrads’ brains might turn into mush.

Right?

Dr. Kessler returned right on time. Andy handed him the questionnaire, all completed, but the doctor barely looked at it.

“Good news, Mr. Greaves,” he said, holding out a capsule that looked like a box for a wedding ring, as if he were about to propose—without the dropping-to-a-knee part. “The blood test went through without a hitch. You have been cleared for our human trials.” And he opened the box on its clamshell hinge to reveal a single pink pill.

Andy stared at it, momentarily hypnotized by his lucky turn of events and the medicine itself, half thinking he was in the middle of a prank.

But when he reached for it, no television crew popped out of hiding.

He clamped it between his forefinger and thumb, almost certain he could feel the power resonating inside that tiny capsule.

“Whoa,” he whispered.

Dr. Kessler held out a bottle of water. “Amazing, isn’t it? A real miracle drug that could help you achieve an entirely new human experience, smaller than a beetle.”

“Just one?”

The doctor nodded. “Just one. The effects should last around two weeks. If this first trial accomplishes everything we have set out to do, then we’ll get you started on a regimen. How’s that sound, Mr. Greaves? When this is all said and done, you’re looking at a free lifetime supply.”

Andy smiled excitedly. “That’d be awesome.”

He took the water and, after a long pause to consider this paradigm shift in his young life, swallowed the pill. He felt a tingle throughout his body, maybe unrelated. Besides that, XB-112 went down smoothly.

Dr. Kessler clapped him on the shoulder. “Thank you for participating in this trial, Mr. Greaves. We look forward to monitoring your progress. But, if you start feeling the need to turn reclusive and write out the formula for faster-than-light travel, we understand.”

“I just want to ace my college classes,” Andy said reasonably. “I don’t want to change the world just yet. Baby steps, I guess.”

“Of course.”

Andy and Dr. Kessler agreed to future appointments. All in all, he was pretty lenient about organizing things around Andy’s college schedule. The clinical trial for XB-112 didn’t pay out any money, but it did pay out three college credits. As he was heading out, he received a couple more emails about his agreement with Glynn Pharmaceuticals and the agreed-upon schedule.

Then he sat in his car for a couple minutes, sweating and wondering if his mild combination of a headache and dizziness were the outcome of the pink pill digesting in his stomach, the contents flooding into his bloodstream and into his brain—though he was mostly certain that such effects shouldn’t be happening so fast.

When would he notice any difference?

In class? Doing homework?

He had so many questions about how this special pill was going to alter his brain, but he’d been too nervous to consider them until after the fact.

During this introspection about the upcoming changes to his intelligence, Andy got a text from his girlfriend, Simone. They had planned to study together tonight. More often than not, concentrating on school—even in the company of his girlfriend—felt like a chore. But not today. Today, he was excited to bump brains with her over their shared classes.

He laughed at the thought of educating her for once.

At her dormitory, he surprised himself by hugging her as soon as she opened the door, and he let out a sigh of relief like he’d come home from a war abroad.

A war against stupidity, he thought.

“Whoa. Okay,” Simone said, temporarily taken aback as her roommate looked on quizzically in the background. “It’s good to see you too.”

Andy lost track of his emotions. Before long, the embrace had provoked a certain reaction in the front of his pants, and his mind was quickly discarding all thoughts of studying and picturing other ways they could spend their time together this evening.

Simone felt it too. “You know,” she said out of earshot from her roommate. “Miranda has a class in about thirty minutes. We could…”

He didn’t say anything. He just nodded.

“But until then…”

Andy let go, then used Simone as a shield to discreetly adjust himself.

He wondered why he was so horny all of a sudden. Was it due to the prospect of being smart? Did that sexually arouse him? Or was it a side effect? He had skipped over reading most of those, figuring they were like every other drug. Drowsiness and mood swings, or whatever.

If it was XB-112 making him aroused, he didn’t see any problem with that.

It was like a two-for-one special!
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Andy saw that the recent exam results had been posted online; he browsed to his Calculus grades, convinced he was going to find a triple-digit number. His first ever.

Instead, it was fifty-two. Fifty-two. A big, fat F.

“What?” he gasped, reloading the page. It was a silly thing to do. He knew webpages usually didn’t glitch like that, and yet he had felt a glimmer of hope that maybe the letters had loaded incorrectly. Nope. At second glance, it was still the same failing grade as before.

How? he asked himself.

He had aced that damn test. He remembered finishing the problems faster than anyone else, handing it to the professor, and walking out of the lecture hall with a smug, satisfied feeling. Instead, it was his worst score of the semester. Immediately, he was writing an angry email in his head that accused the professor of pulling some kind of dirty trick.

That pill, XB-112, was supposed to make him smarter. Not dumber!

Andy’s headache was acting up. The flunking grade definitely had something to do with it, but also it was the computer itself. This past week, he’d been having fits of anxiety every time he had to interact with an electronic device, whether it be his computer, phone, or even the damn elevator. As someone who’d been born and raised on computers and video games, it wasn’t something he was used to. He had this feeling of electronics being delicate and complex, and he didn’t want to, like, mess anything up.

The insides of computers were really complicated.

Andy held his head in his hands, his mind teetering on the edge of a mental breakdown.

What a shitty week, he thought, recalling that his girlfriend, Simone, had broken up with him on Monday. And now this terrible test score.

This wasn’t what he had seen a couple weeks ago, when he had anticipated how Dr. Kessler’s smart pill was going to drastically improve his life.

Smart Pill? Bullshit. More like dumb pill.

That did it. If a loss of intelligence was a side effect of XB-112, then Andy figured he should alert Glynn Pharmaceuticals and Dr. Kessler about it. He got in his car and drove to the clinic—although the trip took five minutes longer than it should after he turned off on the wrong street and had to backtrack a couple blocks. As before, the nondescript building had all the look of being disused, and there was no other car in the parking lot. And this time, the front door wouldn’t budge.

“Hello?” Andy yelled. “Dr. Kessler?” He rapped his fist until his knuckles ached, but there was no answer. The clinic was locked down.

Gosh darnit! What the hell, man?

He returned to his car, scratching at his chest.

Speaking of this week from hell, he was also suffering from an allergic reaction. For the last few days, his chest had been visibly swollen. Another side effect? He didn’t know for sure, but his best guess was that one of his shirts may have been contaminated with something. Some kind of chemical, or whatever, from its last wash. The whole region of his chest across his pectoral muscles was inflamed and extremely sensitive. Even just sitting back down in his car made him wince.

He ran his hands through his hair, then mentally added himself a note that his mane was in need of a haircut.

“Well. Crap,” he sighed.

He tried Dr. Kessler’s phone number. Straight to voicemail.

Andy didn’t want to be dragging his feet on this; he needed to speak with the doctor right this instant about these darn side effects. Like, they weren’t terminal, or anything, but cumulatively they were pretty dang annoying. So, while conquering the new fear of his own phone and its dizzying amount of apps and software, he searched for Dr. Kessler’s name on the internet and found a home address.

That’d do.

He input the destination into Google Maps and followed it.

Thirty minutes later, he was parked outside a sizable mansion that overlooked the city from a hilltop.

Phew, Andy thought, captivated by the doctor’s house. Big Pharma pays out!

He exited his car and tapped the intercom. “Hello?” he said, trying the different buttons, knowing he’d get the right one through the guarantee of chance. “Dr. Kessler? Are you in there? I need to see you!”

The speaker then cracked to life. “Who is it? Can I help you?”

“It’s Andy. The volunteer. For the pill.”

“Andy! Yes, it’s nice to talk with you again. But may I ask what you’re doing at my house? Our appointment isn’t until next week.”

Andy rubbed his throat. That was sore too. “I’m experiencing, uh, like, some side effects. The pill didn’t do what was advertised. At all. I kinda need to see you.”

“Sure,” Dr. Kessler said. “I’ll get the gate.”

The black iron bars began to roll out of the way. Andy got back into his car and drove up the driveway. Dr. Kessler had already come out to greet him as he parked. All the driving had provoked Andy’s anxiety again. Maybe it wasn’t just electronics, although his vehicle certainly had electrical components. It was beginning to seem like any task that required his full concentration also induced panic.

Why the heck would he feel that way? He’d never had an accident since earning his driver’s license, never even come close to crashing.

In any case, he was relieved to be on his own two feet again—despite a rather persistent headache that was fueled by apparently everything, including sunlight and walking.

“How’re the studies?” Dr. Kessler asked in his receptive mood. He was dressed like he’d recently been out golfing. “I haven’t been watching the news to see if you’ve reinvented quantum mechanics yet.”

Andy laughed. He did like the doctor’s humor.

But this was serious.

“I’m not any smarter,” he said. “I’m dumber. I had a Calculus test this week, and I got my worst grade ever on it. And I left that test thinking I had done perfectly. Knowing that makes me feel like I’m too dumb to even know I’m dumb.” His headache worsened at that moment; he clutched his head and groaned. “And I have, like, this migraine too.”

“Oh dear,” Dr. Kessler said.

“Yeah.”

“Why don’t you come inside? I’ll have a look at you.”

Andy barely saw any of the spacious living room as he dumped himself on the expansive sofa and began fanning his face with his T-shirt. He was frightened by the possibility that something was seriously wrong with his brain and body—all from XB-112—but worrying about it was making him sweat profusely and almost hyperventilate. He focused on staying calm. He didn’t need to think so hard about everything all the time. He told himself that everything would work out in the end. It always did. Why did he have to worry so much?

Dr. Kessler returned with a glass of water. After relaxing and cooling himself down, Andy explained everything he was experiencing from the clinical trial: his slumping academic performance, the itchiness across his chest, the soreness of his body, and even his ex-girlfriend. Simone had nothing to do with XB-112—in fact, she didn’t even know about it—but Andy thought he should emphasize how crappy his life was right now.

If there was any improvement, it was that he was constantly horny.

He kind of wanted to go jerk off right now. Masturbating helped him forget that his life was swirling down the toilet.

After Andy’s confession of apparent side effects, Dr. Kessler sat back in his chair, rubbing his chin. His mind looked distant for a moment. Then he said, “I was concerned about this.”

“What? That it wouldn’t work?” Andy asked.

“Mr. Greaves, your blood test returned a few interesting details. Normally, I would have declared you an unsuitable volunteer for the XB-112 trial, but Glynn Pharmaceuticals is pushing hard for human test results, and the number of college students to sign up for our trials has been underwhelming.” Dr. Kessler sat forward. “I had a karyotype performed. It basically gives me more detailed information about your chromosomes. Are you aware that you have Klinefelter syndrome, Mr. Greaves?”

Klinefelter syndrome? Andy thought. He had never heard of it before. Whatever it was, it didn’t sound like something good! His headache started to flare up again.

“What is that?” he asked.

Dr. Kessler: “Simply, you have an additional X chromosome. In most circumstances, this is harmless. You might be more sexually inactive than most guys, you might be taller, you might have less muscle development. The symptoms usually do not have a severe impact on your quality of life. However, the interaction of this syndrome with experimental drugs is completely unpredictable—and the reason why you should’ve been excluded from this trial. I’m sorry.”

Andy nodded, trying to wrap his head around this bombshell announcement. Klinefelter syndrome was harmless. That was good. But he remembered learning that sometimes mixing two harmless things could make a harmful product.

He blurted out, “Am I dying?”

“No,” Dr. Kessler said. “There is no evidence of that.”

“Then, like, what’s happening? I wanted to be smarter. Not less smart.”

“I don’t know. And there is no way I can flush XB-112 out of your system. It’s currently inside your brain. The best we can do is wait and see what it does.”

Andy didn’t trust Dr. Kessler a whole lot right now. The man had intentionally overlooked a genetic disorder just to push him an experimental drug—a drug which was doing the opposite of what it had been advertised to do. On the other hand, Andy didn’t know any other medical professionals who could help him, and definitely no one else who knew about XB-112.

He moaned as he folded over, resting his head against his knees.

Again, all this worrying was causing his head to spin out of control. A constant whirlwind of anxiety. The solution, once more, was to blank his mind. To stop worrying. But if he didn’t worry, how would he know the severity of what he was getting himself into?

Dr. Kessler spoke again: “I would like you to stay here, Mr. Greaves—or Andy, if you prefer, since we are probably long past formalities now. That way, I can keep you under constant observation in a controlled environment. You can sleep in a guest room, and go to college if you wish. But if these symptoms worsen, you may want to skip your college courses entirely.” He gave another apology about these unusual circumstances and for the rash decisions of his employer.

Andy just nodded. “Okay,” he said. “Do you know, like, when I can get back to being normal?”

“Unfortunately, I’m not sure,” Dr. Kessler said. “We’ll have to wait and see how this develops. All of this is uncharted to my medical understanding. I cannot know how your Klinefelter syndrome will react to XB-112.”

For the rest of the afternoon, Dr. Kessler made up one of the guest rooms for Andy, who was feeling depressed for having his hopes of super-intelligence dashed. But quickly the needs of his body soon voiced a greater importance over the concerns of his mind, as he whipped his cock out at the first chance of privacy and jerked off.

He felt sick doing it.

Masturbating when his brain was, like, decomposing or something.

But it was so amazing! His cock was more sensitive than ever—although perhaps a bit smaller than he remembered it. However, in the height of pleasuring himself, it made no difference. He came huge into a Kleenex, shooting his load so powerfully that the sheer force of it tore through and creamed his hand.

His erection diminished as his thoughts of naked women disappeared.

But then something bizarre happened.

He thought of Dr. Kessler. Not as a medical professional, but as the handsome, mid-thirties blond man that he was, who could’ve easily smoked up the screen on one of those midday soap operas with his majestic manliness.

Andy had never imagined a man in a sexual manner.

Yet, when he did, his hard-on instantly returned.

Thus began the next round.
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“Oh! Ohhh-yuh!” Andy squealed, pumping his puny cock—which was not so puny in sensitivity—with his thumb and forefinger, accomplishing his third orgasm of the morning. He humped the corner of the bathroom countertop, ejaculating across the glossy white surface. Continuing a recent trend, his output was meager and clear-colored; the sudden, single burst was like a sneeze from his loins. Nevertheless, he was shaking all over from the climax as it vibrated his bones and engulfed his brain in buzzing bliss.

Then he bent over and greedily licked up his mess.

Today marked the fifteenth day since he had swallowed XB-112—past the point when the pill’s effects were supposed to have lessened, according to Dr. Kessler’s original estimates. But that wasn’t happening. The changes were still going full steam ahead.

And what wild changes they were.

Andy stood up straight after cleaning the countertop with his tongue, moaning as the tingles of his recent orgasm still circulated around his nipples and groin. He gave a lazy toss to his shoulder-length hair, which was blonde at the roots and changing color faster than the hair was growing—which was already, like, super-duper fast. He needed a wash. On the other hand, he liked its messy appearance. It made him look like he’d just been fucked.

He giggled.

It was easy to crack himself up, to laugh at the silliest things. But laughter was good medicine. If he wasn’t laughing, he was worrying about why his hair was long and blonde. Why his face looked downright cute. Why his lips were fuller and, like, the perfect lips to wrap around a juicy, hard cock. And, of course, why he had tits.

Andy grasped the soft, squishy mounds that now hung from his chest, rolling them around erotically in his palms as he continued to murmur softly.

Yeah, they were titties. Not some allergic reaction like he’d thought.

Early on, he’d been embarrassed by them. Silly! Now he was starting to love them. They were his emotional support boobies, always there to make him feel better. Like right now, as he was starting to lose sight of the man he was and seeing more of the woman he was becoming.

Don’t worry about it, he told himself, fondling his wonderful breasts. Shh, don’t worry. It’s okay. You’re still breathing. Ain’t nothing hurting you.

All this touching was keeping him perpetually hard down below, never mind that he came minutes ago. His sex drive was just ridiculous these days!

Andy wondered if he should masturbate again.

No; Dr. Kessler wanted him downstairs.

Dr. Kessler. What a hunk.

Andy scarcely pleasured himself without dreaming of the sexy man who shared the house with him. His body was a pile of fireworks, and Dr. Kessler was the spark. Mmm, what he wouldn’t do to suck that man’s cock dry and spread his ass cheeks for a rough anal fuck! The fantasy made Andy rub his naked body, from his tapered waist down to his wide, flaring hips. His penis, a two-inch-long nub at this point, yearned for attention.

Then the excitement quickly turned into depression.

Shit, he thought, experiencing another existential dilemma about his transformed reflection, his new desires, and whatever, like, stupid things that stupid pill was doing to his brain and flesh.

Every day he half hoped the changes stopped, and every day he was half excited by his boobies continuing to grow, his voice getting higher, and his ass getting bigger.

He could sound like a total slut if he wanted to.

“I just want to fuck,” he said, experimenting with the pitch. The higher notes made him tingle. “I just want to fuck,” he repeated, throwing on his oversized T-shirt and wiggling his tush into a very soggy pair of boxer shorts on account of his frequent and uncontrollable nightly emissions. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he sang, exiting the bathroom and going downstairs.

Did he have any college classes today? Calculus?

The thought of homework and studying made him feel anxious, as did pretty much everything else about college.

Except handsome college studs.

Andy, again, had very little control over his imagination as it spun him a picture of some orgy, eight or ten naked guys surrounding him, dicks out. He was shivering and rubbing his nipples as he came into the living room and again saw the piece of paper taped up. NO SEXUAL THOUGHTS BEYOND THIS POINT, it said.

Okay, he thought, hesitating just a moment to picture himself with eight or ten loads of cum on his face before walking past the sign and banishing the image from his mind.

If Dr. Kessler gets horny from me acting professional, then that’s what I’ll be!

The doctor was waiting in the living room. Since the day Andy had moved in, Dr. Kessler had scheduled daily interviews to probe—heh, probe!—Andy’s evolving mind. Every day was harder. Andy knew he was losing the fight against this bimbo who was gradually replacing everything that he was, but he still had a glimmer of hope that maybe everything was reversible.

The only question was: would he voluntarily choose to turn back to normal, or would Dr. Kessler have to, like, tie him down. Forcefully. And make him swallow.

Dr. Kessler: “Good morning, Andy! How are you doing today?”

“Swell,” Andy chirped, following it with a giggle. Several parts of him were swelling lately, not the least of which being the big, curvy butt that he plopped down into the sofa. “What’s on the agenda today, mister doctor?”

“I’m going to examine your personality,” he said. To accomplish this, he was going to use several sheets of ink-blotted paper in his lap—part of something called a Roar Shack test. “Are you ready?”

“How hard do I need to concentrate?” Andy asked, feeling anxious at the mention of a test. If he never did a test again in his life, he’d be extremely happy.

“Not hard at all. Just blurt whatever comes to mind.”

“Okay.”

Dr. Kessler showed the first image.

Andy tried to interpret the vague image, remembering the sign that told him to have no sexual thoughts, but unable to see the ink-blotted pattern as anything but sexual.

He winced. “I can’t say.”

“It’s whatever comes to mind,” Dr. Kessler said.

“But the sign told me not to think about that.”

“Ignore the sign for now.”

Andy forced his answer out: “Two women, like, rubbing their crotches together. What is it called? Scissoring?”

Dr. Kessler didn’t say anything. He simply turned the first Roar Shack picture over and held up the second one.

Andy: “A wife giving her husband a real sloppy blowjob.”

Then the third image.

Andy: “Same couple, but missionary. Sex, I mean.”

Then the fourth image.

Andy: “Now they’re doing anal.”

Then the fifth image.

Andy raised his hand, a gesture to halt the test. He covered his face, frustrated that he was giving all sex-related answers, and how Dr. Kessler must’ve been feeling about that. Did he think it was kinky? Or sick and twisted? Andy felt a little sick and twisted himself, with his brain seeming to have only one frequency now.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Like, I’m really trying. But it’s all just sex to me.”

“Try giving an answer that doesn’t involve sex,” Dr. Kessler suggested.

Try. Andy shuddered at the word. He was on the brink of tears as he stared at the fifth image, trying to make his brain see something other than erotic imagery. He sat there for a full minute, squinting and tilting his head slightly.

Then: “Um. Two elephants?”

Dr. Kessler raised the sixth image.

Andy: “Now the two elephants are having sex.”

He completed the test feeling like he hadn’t passed at all, but apparently it was one of those tests that wasn’t graded. Still, he felt crappy for the rest of the morning and afternoon, knowing that he was succumbing to the pill’s dumbing effects. Trying to look at his email didn’t just give him a headache anymore; it made his body ache all over, like the task itself was physically harmful.

But when sex filled his mind, nothing hurt. He felt great. No aches. Just a throbbing anticipation all throughout his body and a fantastic warmth making his nipples stiff and his tiny cock erect. It dribbled pre-cum constantly, staining his boxers and turning the insides of his thighs slick.

Those thoughts of sex were why, late that afternoon, he went into the downstairs bathroom while Dr. Kessler was taking a shower.

For Andy, trying to act like his former self was painful.

Why should he hurt? Why should he worry?

He didn’t have to.

When Dr. Kessler came out of the shower and reached for the towel, his dripping-wet body froze mid-grab. Andy was standing in the puddle of his own clothes, masturbating his tiny-yet-turgid cock over the doctor’s nude, athletic body. His arousal spiraled around inside his feminized form like something alive, swimming from his cock to his tits and back, and leaving him restless all over as he pondered his intentions.

“Andy,” the doctor said, his gaze falling upon Andy’s nudity. “Is there something I can help you with?”

“Yes,” Andy blurted. Then he said, “I’m sorry,” half apologetically and half moaning it out because words required too much concentration right this darn moment. His brain only had the energy for one particular thing—a thing which he was presently staring at and drooling over. “Cock,” he muttered. In the middle of his rampant arousal, it was the only word his vocal cords remembered how to produce. “Cuh-ock. Cuh-ock!” He loved wrapping his lips around that word. Tasting its thick syllable.

Dr. Kessler stepped fully from the shower, his manhood springing to erect life. “Andy,” he said dreamily. “Would this make you feel better?”

Andy nodded as if hypnotized.

That was the moment he first tasted another man’s cock. Although it hadn’t been a fantasy of his only a couple weeks ago, it was a dream come true today. He happily strutted toward the initiator of his sex-filled lifestyle and dumb-downed personality, dropped to his knees, and—almost in a religious way, savoring each one independently—wrapped his fingers around the hard shaft presented to him. A smile stretched across his face and stayed that way as he stroked it, first carefully then quickly, feeling the most basic and incredible joy like he was a kid whose mom had taken him to the world’s largest toy store.

And what a toy this was!

Andy couldn’t stop giggling—except when he guided Dr. Kessler’s manhood into his mouth. He never worried about any of this. He felt like he was going along with a flow, like an energy was coursing through his body and taking him along for a ride of sexual discovery. The timidness left him swiftly. After a minute of exploring the doctor’s hard cock with his lips and tongue, Andy was bobbing his head back and forth, drowning it in his saliva while, down between his own legs, he was dribbling everywhere.

Cock, he thought, like it was a cure to a disease he didn’t even know he had.

He felt amazingly content and obedient while sucking dick. Not all of it was selfish, either; he wanted Dr. Kessler to enjoy every second of this, and so Andy worked hard and fast, devouring the full length of the doctor’s turgid manhood with every forward thrust of his mouth, until he was going so fast that he was making himself dizzy and gagging repeatedly as the head of it clogged his throat over and over.

“This is fascinating,” Dr. Kessler said. He said some other words. All unimportant.

Another word entered Andy’s mind. Cum. Cock and cum. His new favorite things, and probably, like, the two most important things in the universe. Cum was responsible for life. And cocks were, like, its delivery system. And tasty!

The doctor’s orgasm surprised Andy. His eyes went huge as the first jet of semen splashed into the back of his throat, warm and salty. Like it was an instinct, he stuffed the entire dick into his mouth and gulped down its creamy gift, swallowing every time there was another spurt. He loved every second of it.

It just might have been the best day of his life.
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Andy was delighted when his tits grew large enough to provide tit-fucks to his favorite man in the whole wide world. On one Saturday morning, he was doing exactly that. The doctor-patient relationship was almost dead; now they were just lovers. One handsome man and one exceptionally horny Andy, whose life was turning into a never-ending sexual tale of passion and pleasure: The Great Adventures of Hard Cock.

“Yes! Yes!” he squealed, humping Dr. Kessler’s—Jason’s—erect manhood until a white eruption splattered his cleavage with a warm, gooey frosting. “Oh! I love it when you come hard, baby! Mm. Like, that’s all, like, everyone should be doing. Having sex endlessly.”

Jason laughed in agreement. “And then nobody would get anything done.”

“So what?”

Andy took his time with eating his partner’s cum, scooping it up little by little, as if it were an appetizer to hold him over until sperm-lunch and jizz-supper. He couldn’t say, like, why he enjoyed the taste of semen so much. Maybe because it came from a man’s body? Everything about a man was delicious, he had discovered. And now that he was having sex all day and all night, he frequently regretted not fucking men before this whole mix-up with that dumb pill.

What was it called?

XB-69? Something like that.

He flattened himself, heavy breasts and all, over Jason’s torso and stroked the man’s hair. “You’re getting shaggy,” he remarked. “I like guys shaggy. Makes them, like, look naughty. Like bad guys in movies.”

Jason stroked Andy’s shoulder. “I still want to change you back,” he said. “I can see you’re enjoying this, but this isn’t who you really are.”

Andy found this hilarious, and he was giggling. “You’re a dummy.”

“I’m a dummy?”

“Yeah. Like, I’m your personal pet who just wants, like, constant sex. And you still want to turn me back into some boring man again.”

Jason’s expression remained serious. “Don’t you want to change back?”

Such questions clouded Andy’s simple mind. He didn’t like them. He sensed a part of himself that wanted The Great Adventures of Hard Cock to conclude on a happy note and transport him back to the real world—a world where he was a struggling male college student who was the disappointment of his parents and working too hard for no reward. That part of him tried to think all the time. To this new Andy, thinking only caused headaches.

He saw life as a river.

He could swim to shore. Or he could keep letting the current take him along.

It was fun so far. What if it got even better?

“Roll over,” Jason instructed.

With a naughty smirk and giggle, Andy followed his lover’s command and flipped on his back. Suddenly, the doctor’s fingers were probing—heh—around Andy’s nether region, sliding along his genitalia. If Jason was searching for a penis, he was going to be sorely disappointed! Andy hadn’t had a penis in several days, and was sitting down to pee like a real, pink-and-pretty woman who could have babies. But he wasn’t complete yet. His girl-parts were still in the process of forming; as it was now, there was a slit, but it wasn’t as deep as the real thing. Jason’s fingers went there, penetrating Andy slightly.

Andy’s eyelids fluttered as he breathed in sharply. The sensation of a fingertip entering this new orifice was out of this world. And while the hole wasn’t yet ready, he was impatient to the point of wanting to fuck Jason even if he injured himself doing so.

His hips began to undulate. “Yeah,” he cooed. “Like, my pussy’s going to be so perfect when it’s ready. You can shoot all your cum in there. I don’t care if you knock me up. I’ll have, like, so many babies for you.”

Jason: “Do you want to be a mother?”

Andy bit his lip. “I want whatever makes you happy. Because that makes me happy. A happy man is, like, the secret of a woman’s happiness, or something.”

“Did a famous person say that?”

“Yeah. Probably Einstein.”

They spent the rest of that lazy morning kissing and cuddling. Andy preferred this less-busy lifestyle. He didn’t like drama. He didn’t like stress. Anything that brought him either had been removed from his daily schedule. About the only thing left was sex. And, like, his basic needs: eating, drinking, using the toilet, and taking the occasional shower. If he could’ve satisfied the nutritional needs of his body purely from consuming semen, he would’ve done so.

Alas, his life wasn’t perfect.

But it was pretty dang close.

Jason had to work that weekend afternoon. He drank his coffee at the table while Andy drank his semen following a romantic, wifely blowjob. He loved everything about being a servant to Dr. Kessler’s cock. He loved tasting it, stroking it, talking to it. He gave it more attention than, like, anybody else in his social circle. Though, really, ever since the changes brought on by that pill, Andy’s social circle had been reduced to one person.

Which made Jason’s cock practically his best friend!

He wanted to befriend more cocks. More cocks meant more cum. More cum meant more happy times! More orgasms! In his old life, he’d had a few male friends. Gosh, if they saw him now, with his fat titties and big round ass, they’d totally want to bang him.

That afternoon, after some furious masturbating with his tiny manhood—now really a clitty—Andy decided he was going to talk to his former friends and see if he could arrange some kinky encounters. He was giggling just thinking about their reactions, and getting hornier still imagining the sizes of their cocks.

But there was a small complication.

Talking to his old friends required the use of his phone.

He hated his phone. It scared him.

Just gathering up the courage to get his fingers around it took fifteen minutes. And when he finally did hold it in his hands, he freaked out and flung it onto the bed. Afterward, he paced around the room trying not to hyperventilate.

“It’s okay,” he told himself, nervously walking in circles as his heart pumped, like, a billion miles per hour. “You can handle it. It won’t hurt you. You won’t hurt it. You’ve, like, used so many phones before. What’s wrong with you?”

Technology frightened him. Especially something like a phone, which required the coordination of his eyes and hands, and that dreadful concentration. Andy hadn’t concentrated on anything in a few weeks. Not so coincidentally, those few weeks had been the best in his young life, filled with sex and discovery and delicious cum. What if, like, he hurt his brain trying to think too hard? Brains didn’t last forever. And they were, like, pretty delicate. Squishy things. He could get brain strain.

Andy realized his excuses were starting to be ridiculous. Still, the fact remained that he wanted nothing to do with his phone.

Yet, that’s where the boys were.

Groaning, he trotted across the room and—after a deep breath—scooped up the device. His fingers trembled as he unlocked it with his password and stared confusedly at the colorful icons for a moment, feeling the beginning of a headache from all the bright colors.

After weeks of not using it, there were many notifications. He glanced at them.

One was from Facebook about his ex-girlfriend.

Simone? he thought. He’d almost completely forgotten about her. And why not? Firstly, she’d been the one to dump him. Secondly, she didn’t have a penis. She was currently near the bottom of the list of important things in Andy’s life—which was really just DR. KESSLER’S COCK rewritten a hundred times over.

He launched the Facebook app.

Simone was the first person he saw.

Only, it wasn’t quite Simone.

The most recent post from his African-American ex-girlfriend showed her on a sunny beach, definitely not anywhere around here. Several things stood out. For one, she had blonde hair. As long as Andy had known her, Simone had never changed her hair once. Could be she just dyed it. Mixed things up. Andy loved his blonde hair, so he completely understood. But also she had ginormous tits. Like, that wasn’t correct! His former girlfriend had been an A-cup, max. These suckers in the photo—testing the limits of a very skimpy bikini top—were the size of watermelons. She was flanked by two, dreamy beach hunks. Andy could only envy her taste in guys, because he was salivating over their washboard abs.

The top reply was from Simone’s mother, asking what the hell Simone had done to herself and calling for her to come home. Simone’s reply to that was total defiance. Comparing the two messages, Andy thought some of the words were misspelled, but he wasn’t certain who was misspelling them.

He dropped his phone and sat down on the mattress.

Oh crap, he thought, having a moment of clarity about his life, his changed sex, and the side effects of that pill—XB-112, not XB-69—for the first time in weeks. Simone’s transformation was very similar to his own. The blonde hair, the big tits, the apparent strong attraction toward men.

Andy retraced his memories.

He’d taken the pill on the same day he and his then-girlfriend had boned. And now her body was changing like his was changing.

That wasn’t just coincidence, was it?

But Andy couldn’t understand how the pill in his body could have, like, created a sexually transmissible disease, or whatever, if that’s what had happened.

God, his head hurt. He was remembering why he didn’t use his brain much anymore. It was physically painful to think about these things, to search for the clues in his memory to solve some kind of mystery. He had to stop, blank his mind, and relax for a few minutes, curing his stress with happy memories of sucking cock. Simone had been pretty good with her mouth. She was probably even better now! It made him horny to imagine himself in Simone’s place, two cocks and two handsome men to please him. Like, two cocks made so much sense. Jason’s single cock could hardly keep up with Andy’s sexual appetite.

He looked at his phone again, pushing himself to investigate this further despite the pangs in his temples. Simone had tagged her snacks in the photo. Andy tapped the first one—a guy named Trey. Again, it was the most recent post that caught Andy’s attention. In it, Trey was asking his friends if they knew how to treat swelling.

“Oh no,” Andy said, setting his phone aside again.

Somehow, his condition was spreading to other people. He couldn’t understand why, and didn’t want to unless he, like, wanted his brain to explode. But clearly Dr. Kessler was in danger too. If this disease, or whatever, was passed through bodily fluids, then Andy knew the only man in his life might be next in line to, like, transform into a dumb, sexy girl.

Tears welled in his eyes as he mourned what might happen to the doctor’s cock—the single most wonderful thing in Andy’s life currently. As a side effect of their sex, he had potentially set events in motion for it to vanish.

In the middle of this depressive mental episode, Andy heard a lawn mower start up outside the house.

Oh, thank God, he thought. Cock time! He hurried his fat booty downstairs, stripping his clothes off along the way. He opened the door and greeted the Hispanic man behind the lawn mower with his curvy nudity.

The man turned off the engine and stared at Andy with his mouth partially open.

“Cock!” Andy yelled desperately. “Cock!” He acted out a blowjob, using his tongue to mimic the way a penis poked the inside of his cheek. Then, he imitated a tit-fuck with his closed fist and forearm, followed by pretending to get pounded up against the wall. “Give cock!”

The man looked around like he feared getting caught, but he wasn’t discouraged. He came toward Andy while unzipping his pants.

Yes! Andy thought, clapping. He was desperate for fresh sperm in any of his holes.

What had he been worrying about again?
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Andy looped his arm around Jason and gave his neck several kisses. Over the shoulder, Andy watched the doctor’s hand scribble out a sentence on a piece of paper. Maybe it was a sentence; it was long and flowing. But to Andy, the words were blurry. His eyes couldn’t be bothered to focus. Or, like, read. It was too much effort. And it always gave him a headache anyway, so why even try when he knew it was pointless and he’d only become upset?

He giggled as he ran his hands through Jason’s hair. “So blonde! Like you dipped it in honey.”

Then Jason tossed his pen aside and rubbed his eyes. “Why’s it feel like this?” he said. His question cracked between male and female voice pitches.

“Why’s what feel like what?” Andy asked.

“I can’t write. I can’t think. Concentrating on anything makes it feel like something is stabbing my brain.”

“Then don’t concentrate,” Andy said simply.

It worked for him! His life now totally lacked any concentration whatsoever. He didn’t even bother putting on clothes anymore, because that required an annoying amount of coordination and effort. A lack of concentration had become his lifestyle.

Jason laughed. “I’m a doctor. Unfortunately, doctors need to concentrate. Especially when there’s a new contagious disease going around.”

Andy thought that was all uninteresting. His hands reached around and fondled the doctor’s boobies—small things, presently. Not the fat melons that Andy was proud to flaunt. Much more interesting were Jason’s erect nipples. Andy rolled his hands over them and pinched them, playing with them as if they were his own, which were also very hard.

“So, like,” he started, then having a total brain freeze for a moment. “Like, what’s the stuff you’re writing? Is it about me?”

“A little,” Jason said. “I’m documenting the changes and my mental clarity, but the latter is struggling right now.”

Andy giggled. “Is it me?”

“You, and this…sludge that’s, like, filling the spaces of my brain. Everything is slower. I feel lethargic. Before, I could’ve written down my thoughts in ten minutes, but now it’s been half an hour and I’m fighting to come up with the next word.”

Andy didn’t like hearing the frustration in the doctor’s voice. He also hadn’t liked knowing that Jason, his sweet man, was going to be losing his cock in the near future. He had cried over that news. But now Jason would be getting his very own pretty pussy, so Andy was less torn up about his sex-changing lover than he’d been before!

He’d never been with a woman since his own transformation.

The thought of lesbian sex made him, like, so wet.

Not as wet as cocks did. But wet enough!

“There’s nothing you can do,” Andy cooed into the man’s ear. “It’s, like, really fun. You’ll see. You’ll love sex—like me. And guys.” He giggled. “Also like me. You’ll want to swallow so much cum, and fuck so many cocks, and just, like, live and breathe everything about cocks. It’s way better than who I used to be.”

Jason laughed. “You make it sound wonderful, but the evidence that a contagious mutagen is attacking our species’ intelligence is very alarming. Have you remembered who you came into contact with? You said it was a woman. A college student.”

Andy put his thinking cap on for half a second. “Nope,” he said. He knew he probably could recall the woman if he tried, but he didn’t want to. He preferred having his mind completely blank. He saw a mind as, like, a warehouse. People stored useless things in them. If Andy’s was empty, then that was more room for thoughts and fantasies about hard, juicy cocks!

Speaking of.

Andy unzipped Jason’s shorts, fetching the treasure inside. The doctor’s manhood was a measly three inches long currently—and shrinking significantly each day. But, functionally speaking, it was still a complete-working cock. Whatever Jason had been fretting over didn’t matter; a few strokes made him fully hard. He relaxed in the chair, unwinding from all his mental exertion and allowing Andy’s pumping hands to take over.

“Yes,” he whispered. “Like, take my advice. Just let go. You’ll be, like, the happiest person in the whole world when you stop working so hard.”

Jason closed his eyes and groaned. “I can’t.”

“You will. Trust me.”

Andy couldn’t have known how much of a fight Jason put up against his changing brain, but his body submitted to the effects even faster than Andy’s had. One of Jason’s theories was that the virus worked more quickly than the original pill, but it was only an observation. And over the following days, the doctor’s attempts to document and, like, do all the things a doctor would were impeded by his frequent headaches. Andy had told him that would happen! He should’ve listened! But the good doctor was still resisting the sexy, cock-hungry girl that was growing inside him, like a caterpillar becoming a beautiful butterfly.

Jason’s final attempt to evaluate his altered mind came with a Roar Shack test.

Andy received the honors.

They sat as they had during Andy’s test—only this time it was Andy presenting the ink-blotted patterns for the doctor’s interpretation.

He held up the first.

Jason: “Um.” He squinted at the image, even sticking his tongue out partially, which Andy found hilarious. The doctor’s hair was long and nearly platinum blonde, and his T-shirt did little to conceal the size of his developing boobies.

“Cock,” Andy whispered helpfully.

Jason ignored him. He looked distressed, as if he didn’t like what he was thinking about. Andy knew he shouldn’t have been thinking in the first place.

Then Jason said, “Women swan-diving. And maybe a man too. All naked.”

Andy flipped to the next image.

Jason: “A woman—no, a man. Like, with large muscles. Lifting weights. But he’s also naked.”

Andy liked this trend so far. He flipped to the third image.

Jason: “A pregnant woman. Surrounded by three men. All naked. Maybe they’re, like, her husbands? And they take turns impregnating her, so she’s always, like, pregnant.”

Then the fourth.

Jason: “A mechanic working on a car. Naked. But I can’t pay the bill, so he’s got his huge cock out, and God I just want to suck all that semen out and—” He covered his eyes and let out a stream of curses. “This can’t be happening to me, this can’t be happening to me,” he whined on. “I can’t be attracted to men. I, like, don’t want to have sex with them, and be some mindless slut! I’m a doctor, goddammit!”

Andy looked at the ink-blot for himself as Jason cried. He didn’t see the mechanic. Rather, to him, the dark pattern resembled a cluster of cocks, like flowers in a flowerbed. And to fertilize them all, Andy had to suck each cock individually and drink their delicious semen.

He got wet imagining cocks growing out of the ground like flowers.

How fun that would be!

The Roar Shack test was the last time Jason had a negative emotional reaction toward his transformation. Andy kept giving him advice, telling him to not worry. Worrying was an evil feeling. So was concentration. The less Jason did of either, the happier he’d be. And happier he became when he wasn’t, like, thinking all the time.

Thinking was bad.

Sucking cock? Good.

Fingering yourself? Good.

Talking like a bimbo? Good.

They woke up one morning with Jason’s phone alarm going off. Rather than, like, messing around with it and potentially getting brain strain—and whatever else those electronic wavelengths did—he got up, grabbed his beeping phone, and tossed it out the window. Afterward, he sighed and stood with the sunlight at his back, the rays splashing the profile of his curvy female body in yellow radiance.

Andy was giggling. “What was that noise?”

Jason shook his head. “Like a meeting or something. I probably made it weeks ago.”

“You don’t need a stupid phone anyway. You’ll feel happier now that it’s gone.”

“I already do,” Jason said. He waddled and jiggled his way back to the mattress, and lied down beside Andy. “Like, I feel…so free. Having a job took up so much time of my life. And being, like, a doctor. The world’s got plenty of doctors. More free time means more time to have sex.”

“Which is way more fun.”

Jason giggled. “Yeah. But…” His forehead wrinkled like he was doing something evil.

He was thinking.

Andy snapped his fingers. “Don’t.”

“But what if this virus changes every man? Like, I don’t want the world to be dumb. The world needs men. You know, to make babies. And to have cocks, so we can suck them. The more men that change, the less cum there is in the world.”

Andy hadn’t considered that. And for a moment he felt distressed by this realization. But he didn’t worry. Jason’s theory of this world without men was overblown and, like, not realistic at all. Andy had seen movies; there were always smart people out there to figure out how to stop a contagious virus. It would all work out in the end.

There would always be men.

Hot, horny men with huge cocks to fuck women like him and Jason.

Andy felt special. Gifted, even. Other people were so boring, so busy with their lives. They were the dumb ones, he realized. Using their brains and bodies for anything other than sex. Like, that was a huge waste of potential! Instead of enjoying their erogenous zones, they’d rather cover themselves up, work really hard, and accomplish nothing but exhaustion.

During this moment of appreciation for his changes and new life, one of his hands found its way over to Jason’s tit. With the fingers spread out, they could almost wrap halfway around the large, soft boob—but not quite. He gave it a gentle shake, feeling the nipple beginning to stab his palm underneath as it became excited.

Jason stared at him, his cute face and button nose like an angel’s.

Andy stared back.

They both started giggling.

“Thank you,” Jason said.

“But, like, I’ve barely fondled you,” Andy said, swinging a leg over and cuddling his sex-changed lover. He couldn’t get enough of how curvy and jiggly their bodies were.

“No. Like, for showing me how to be happy.” Jason stroked Andy’s long, blonde hair.

“That’s what I’m good at,” Andy said.

Jason moaned. “I really want to make men happy. So many men. Like, as many men as, like, the population of Switzerland, or something.”

Andy’s eyes widened. “That would be so much cum. You could fill a swimming pool.”

Jason giggled. “I think cum’s better when it comes directly from a hard cock.”

“Me too.”

One of Jason’s arms moved in between their close-wrapped bodies; then a hand was rubbing around Andy’s crotch, touching his slick folds and probing—heh—the wet entrance of his snatch. He was a woman now. So was Jason. That meant they could get fucked. They could get their holes pounded, and their pussies full of cum, and they could be the fun-loving dumb sluts that every guy wanted, always horny for cock and never wearing clothes.

It was Andy’s dream to be a total sex slave. But also there was, like, a problem with that. If he kept having sex with guys, he’d keep causing them to transform into hot blonde babes.

He supposed he couldn’t let himself get too attached.

But then he’d also have competition, with more horny sluts walking around.

Ugh. He was worrying again. Stupid him.

Andy and Jason fingered each other, panting and moaning as their sopping-wet cunts received that penetrative satisfaction—initially one finger and then four, when the need to really pound themselves and stretch themselves open became impossible to ignore. There was nothing subtle about their desires. They both wanted it hard. They both wanted it rough. And soon, Andy was grinding on top of his partner, bouncing and squealing as he formed his four fingers into an imperfect phallic shape and fucked Jason that way.

Jason moaned so much he got the hiccups.

It was, like, so adorable!

Everything about the doctor’s body was built for sex now: his musical voice that was perfect for squealing, his massive tits that were the best things in the world to snuggle, and obviously his tight pussy. Once in his mid-thirties, he now looked about the same age as the college co-eds in Andy’s former classes. But bustier. And so sexier. Andy loved sucking on the good doctor’s fabulously large titties, licking the nipples and feeling his partner writhe underneath him, the pleasure impossible to contain.

And he enjoyed being in Jason’s position—when the roles were reversed. Andy wasn’t, like, an official lesbian, but if he couldn’t have a well-endowed man in his bed he was perfectly happy with a well-endowed woman instead. He fondled Jason’s fat, womanly ass, moaning as his titties were treated to a lengthy, sensual suck.

He giggled a lot. He couldn’t help it!

It was a bimbo thing to do. But he loved the sound of his own voice and enjoyed life. When he giggled, he was happy. And, like, he wanted Jason to know he was happy.

And when Jason giggled, Andy often giggled back.

It was like a secret bimbo language!

Soon, Andy was not content with only his fingers having all the fun. With the doctor sprawled across the mattress, he moved southward, planting kisses down his partner’s athletic stomach, lingering and licking his belly button and in between the abdominal muscles. Andy was somewhat envious of the doctor’s fitness. It was simple, really: more muscles meant more stamina in the bedroom, which meant longer sex. He easily imagined Dr. Kessler being suitable on top, riding a man like a bull. Gosh, he’d love to see that!

But the distractions vanished when Andy’s face reached the destination of this journey: Jason’s very wet pussy. Andy felt warm and fuzzy just being in its presence, admiring the slick outer folds and the delicious pink entrance that invited any man’s cock—and would surely invite dozens, or even hundreds before the year was out. But, like, Andy felt privileged to be the first, even if he only had a tongue.

“Pussy,” he purred, his mind locked on a single word again. He licked those glistening lips, delicately tracking his tongue up each side of the hole itself. “Pussy,” he moaned again, savoring the taste of his partner’s wetness and then latching his mouth over Jason’s clit.

Hands grabbed the back of his head and pressed him tighter against the doctor’s new crotch.

Pussy! Oh, sweet pussy! Not cock, but still good!

Andy munched until Jason was starting to squirm—then he munched and licked and made all kinds of chewing and sucking motions with his lips, giving that wonderful clit a whole buffet of stimulation. Like, it was so good! Making Jason tremble and cry out in pleasure. And, in a way, wasn’t a clitoris pretty much the same as a cock anyway? But obviously smaller! It made Andy increasingly horny to think he was sucking Jason’s cock.

All it lacked was a thick, tasty reward!

“Yes!” Jason moaned. “Lick. Mm, lick!”

Andy withdrew his face briefly to catch his breath. “Pussy,” he murmured.

“Lick.”

“Pussy.”

“Lick more!”

Andy did so. That one morning, he spent more time eating pussy than at any point in his life previously—even with Simone. And when his tongue needed a break from the action, his fingers were happy to fill in. There was so much juice! Like when Andy had still had a cock—rest in peace—and it was constantly dribbling. Jason’s pussy was pretty much the same. Just, like, a river of juice. Andy hoped it was nutritious. He was swallowing a lot!

He remembered that their bodily fluids apparently carried a virus now. What if, like, consuming it made his tits grow? Or his ass bigger? Or his hair blonder?

Or what if it made him even hornier and more desperate for sex?

Now Andy was trying to swallow as much as he could, seeing Jason’s pussy as, like, a fountain of youth and beauty.

Eventually, he replaced Jason on the mattress and allowed the good doctor a turn at Andy’s own folds. The combination of fingers and tongue—and Jason’s persistent moaning, even while he wasn’t the one having his pussy treated to a superb massage, inside and out—made Andy have several orgasms in succession. It became a cycle. He’d hit climax, squirt out more juice for his partner to lick up, then tremble and writhe toward another one as Jason kept improving his technique and, like, just going all out.

It wasn’t just the direct pleasure that got Andy off.

Well, it was.

But also this lifestyle. That his purpose in life had been shrunken down, reduced to only his sexual needs. It seemed basic and easy, but it wasn’t! Like, there were so many ways to have sex, and with so many people. Jason was just the beginning.

“Ohh! Lick!”

Andy knew he had to have more. More pussies. More cocks.

“Yes!”

More, more, more!

Even if sex caused more people to turn into total sluts like him. He’d walk the Earth, turning everyone into sluts, if, like, that’s what it took to satisfy himself.

“Yes!”

Afterward, tired and still shuddering, Andy and Jason relaxed on a very soggy section of mattress, panting in their own sweat and juices.

Then Jason blurted: “I need a man. A cock.”

Andy giggled. “Me too.”

“Where can we get one?”

“Oh,” he said, continuing to fondle his huge tits. After all, idle hands were the devil’s workshop! “Like, I know the perfect place.”


Epilogue

“Cock! Cock! Cock!” Andy sang, riding his college stud like a rodeo queen until the orgasm filled his horny pussy with a mega-load of cum. His own followed—finally, like, able to. Lately, he couldn’t climax unless there was fresh semen in his body, whether inside his pussy, mouth, or asshole. Boys had become necessary to achieve full pleasure!

And what pleasure it was! He writhed and shook as if he were having an orgasmic exorcism, the pleasure cleansing his mind of his old life, replacing his already dwindled intelligence with an even more desperate need to suck, fuck, and be the bimboest bimbo to ever bimbo!

He wrapped up his partner, still humping like mad, coaxing every last drop of cum out of that perfect penis.

Cock, he thought in relief.

Cock, he thought in prelude of the next one. And the next.

And the, like, billion out there, and the billion loads of cum waiting to come out.

Next to him, Jason reached orgasm at the same time, moaning out a symphony as he too satisfied his unquenchable desires with a hot injection of young semen.

Afterward, Andy kissed the dazed college boy underneath him. “Thanks for the ride,” he said before hopping off and licking the boy’s cock clean.

Andy and Jason walked down the dormitory hallway, naked and holding hands. They were both messier than a used condom; their faces and breasts and, like, just about everything was sticky and crusty with cum. They’d started their adventure about two hours ago. Between them, they’d fucked a lot of cocks. Maybe a dozen. Maybe fifty, maybe even a hundred! Trying to count all the cocks he’d fucked tonight required concentration, and Andy hated the effort it took to concentrate. It gave him a headache, and it made him feel sick. On the other hand, acting like a mindless sex zombie made him feel, like, a goddess.

Worship me with your cocks and your cum, he thought, stopping at the next closed door.

Jason knocked. They waited, but there was no answer.

“No cocks here,” Jason whined.

“No cum here,” Andy whined.

During their quest to find more young guys to have sex with, some kind of buzzer went off in the hallway. Then a voice was talking through a PA system: “Students of Enterprise University, this is a campus announcement. All students are to remain in their dormitories until further notice due to health-related guidance. I emphasize, this is a full campus lockdown for your own safety. We are investigating the spread of a virus around the campus. Health officials are telling me that it’s something called a bimbo strain.”

Andy and Jason knocked on the next door. This one opened and revealed a scrawny, zit-faced boy with thick glasses.

Andy wrapped his arms over his next meal, thrust his cum-stained body forward, and asked: “Hey, can we suck your cock?”

Cock, cock, cock…
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After a six-hour drive, the Doyle residence was a beautiful sight. Cole had always been jealous. His best friend Shane lived in a nicer neighborhood with a bigger house and a backyard swimming pool. It had a big, sprawling attic where they used to spend the winter weekends pretending it was a private fort, exclusive to ten-year-olds. Shane’s dad had gotten pissed when Shane tried to have his birthday party up there.

That was a decade ago. Jesus. Where had the time gone?

Shane pulled his Golf up toward the garage, and thus their long and tiring journey across the dullest stretch of American Midwest was finally done. They both sighed together—then they both laughed. The two of them climbed out. Shane let out a jubilant, wolfish howl to announce his homecoming to the entire street. It matched his shirt, which featured a collage of three wolves with images of his head pasted on, baying at the full moon.

The guy couldn’t look more like a virgin if he tried.

“Ah!” Shane cried, wiggling his whole body like a fish flopping. “Finally. I’m so glad to be home.” He had dark circles around his eyes, and looked like a zombie.

Symptoms of finals week. Half the campus had looked the same, Cole recalled. Hell, he probably did too. That shit was rough.

But now they had three months to relax and do absolutely fucking nothing.

Hands on his hips, Shane stared up at their luggage on the roof rack. “You wanna get it off now?” he asked.

Cole waved his hand. “Leave it. I’m exhausted.”

“Tomorrow. Yeah. Good call.”

As they both began heading toward the house, Cole noticed action in the backyard. An old, clunky eighties-style stereo was blaring music; next to it, Shane’s mom, Abbie, was doing jumping jacks. She was dressed in a dirt-colored tank top and green pants, and looked like a soldier in boot camp. Oh right, Cole remembered. Shane’s mom was a retired army sergeant. She’d been absent most of the time Cole was visiting during he and Shane’s teenage years. She must’ve been in her mid-forties, but she was still stunningly attractive—and possessed a rather substantial rack, which was the primary focus of Cole’s gaze as he observed the woman exercising.

The music and the outfit gave him strong Rambo vibes. With maybe a little bit of Sarah Connor from Terminator 2.

Cole waved. “Hey, Ms. Doyle!”

She didn’t even look at him.

He noticed other changes to the backyard: gone was the swimming pool, replaced with what appeared to be some kind of boot camp obstacle course, with low-hanging barbed wire over a sand pit, a climbing net, and two rows of laid-flat truck tires. There were other workout paraphernalia too, such as a punching bag and dumbbells.

Cole resumed walking with Shane. “Damn. What’s with your mom?”

“Don’t worry about her,” Shane said. “She does this every afternoon. If you interrupt her, she’ll be pissed. Believe me.”

“Is she training for something?”

“I dunno. I think she just likes to stay in shape. She left the military, but the military didn’t fully leave her, if you get my meaning.”

“Right.”

Being away at college had made Cole forget about some of Shane’s personal life. His parents were divorced. Might have been something to do with Vasquez over there preparing for a war with the xenomorphs. Did she even care that her son was back home after his first year at college? Was she even concerned about his grades?

Cole’s parents had demanded to know every test score and have conversations with him every weekend, like they wanted to make sure he was surviving out on his own.

Honestly, he wouldn’t have minded having a mom like Ms. Doyle, who would leave him completely alone.

They went inside and cooled off. Neither one of them had a summer schedule planned, other than to take it easy and cherish the time away from professors and homework due dates until August rolled around again. During that late afternoon while they hung out in Shane’s bedroom, played video games, and went back outside to fuck around on Shane’s skateboard—and realize that two semesters without practice had made them prone to busting their asses—Cole never spoke to Ms. Doyle once, and whenever they saw each other her mind seemed to be elsewhere. She always had a completely blank expression.

Does she have mental issues? Cole wondered. Like PTSD? He didn’t want to bring it up to Shane. But Cole knew that a soldier returning from war wasn’t always the same person who left. And Ms. Doyle had been in the army for over ten years, serving in the Middle East.

Maybe those tours had messed with her head.

He still had faint memories of her when he was younger, and she would bake cookies for them while he and Shane played outside.

As a college student, he missed those days.

They ordered Domino's for supper. Later on, after they gorged through an entire fifteen-inch pizza, Shane went into the bathroom. While emptying his bladder, he rubbed his chest. His nipples were sore and tender, and noticeably inflamed. He didn’t really think much of it. After finals week, parts of his body hurt that he didn’t even know could hurt.

He yawned twice.

It would probably take him another week to sleep off the exhaustion.

While washing his hands, his phone beeped. There was a text from his mom. He spent the next couple minutes catching up, confirming his safe arrival at Shane’s house, and giving his general review of the final exams. Typical parental concerns.

Unless you were Ms. Doyle.

Then Cole’s mother asked him if he’d heard about the outbreak.

“Outbreak?” he said aloud, confused. “Huh? What outbreak?”

He loaded up his bookmarked university webpage. The top headline was: FINALS WEEK SEES FAP-19 SURGE. Cole’s heart instantly pounded so hard that it felt like someone had stabbed him. He scrolled down the article with his thumb. A couple boys had been diagnosed with FAP-19 in one of the freshman dormitories—the one next to his, actually. And while everyone was heading home for the summer, it was suggested that more people had been infected than were currently known about, and the students were advised to practice social distancing in case they were still contagious.

Involuntarily, Cole was rubbing his chest again, circling his fingertips around the firm knots of underlying tissue that had caused his nipples and the surrounding skin to protrude slightly. And they were still sore and sensitive on top of that.

The firmness, the swelling, the sensitivity—those were all signs of breast development. Every male college student had been sent an email during freshman orientation.

Oh great, Cole thought. He really didn’t want to turn into a girl. That shit lasted for three months! In other words, the whole summer.

He put the phone down and examined himself for other changes. His hair and nails were both longer—more support of a certain viral infection. But the most damning evidence was when he raised his shirt. The tile floor by his feet became littered with the chest hair that just fell out. He lifted the hem a little higher, and saw the visible plumpness of his areolas and how that deep, pinkish skin encompassed a wider, puffier area.

He snapped his shirt back down.

If there was anyone in his family who might be a preview for what Cole could look like within a week’s time, it was his twin sister, Courtney. The boob fairy had been quite generous to her, though during high school she’d been embarrassed to be larger than most of her classmates. It was the same story throughout his whole family: his mother, his grandmother, and his aunts were all well-endowed, which was a consistent theme he really didn’t like thinking about.

He wondered if that same boob fairy had his name in her little fairy pocket.

“Shit,” he sighed. “Fantastic.”

In a couple days he wouldn’t be able to hide the symptoms.

He convinced himself to tell Shane. To get it over with.

Returning to the bedroom across the hall, Cole found his best friend cleaning up their mess of plates and an empty pizza box. He wasted no time: “Hey, did you see the article on the college’s webpage?”

“What article?” Shane said, not turning around.

“There was an outbreak of FAP-19 on campus during finals week.”

That got him to face Cole. “You’re fucking with me.”

“Nope.”

Shane checked himself over: feeling his hair, looking at his fingernails, touching his chest. He even peeked inside his shorts with Cole standing right there. It was kind of funny. The metamorphosis resulting from FAP-19 was only temporary, and pretty harmless. Yet boys were so terrified of losing their manhoods that they took the news like a cancer diagnosis.

But Shane looked fairly normal. And he said as much.

“What about you?” he asked.

Cole raised his shirt, showing his friend the already in-progress effects of accelerated female puberty. They had seen each other shirtless countless times, so Shane knew right away that Cole’s areolas were not supposed to be the size of half-dollars, or distended.

Shane’s eyes widened. “Whoa. Hey, stay away from me, man!”

Cole put his shirt back down. “Relax. It’s not contagious once the changes start. Didn’t you read that email they sent out?”

“I just kind of glanced over it. But you’re serious? You’re really infected?”

“I think so.”

Both of them were silent for a moment. It pissed Cole off that his best friend didn’t seem to be infected. That wasn’t fair! They’d had a few exams together, and had just finished a six-hour car ride. That virus should’ve been hopscotching back and forth.

Shane had the better house and better white blood cells, apparently.

“Now what?” he asked.

Cole shrugged.

He slept on the downstairs couch that night. All the gender-changing worries gave him a strange-ass dream. In it, he and Shane were back in high school and trying to arrange for prom dates. The day had arrived, and still Shane was without a lady to accompany him. Cole yanked off his clothes and revealed that Shane already had a prom date, because Cole was really a girl—and somehow, absurdly, wearing a sparkling dress, which had been underneath his regular male attire. The two went and danced together, and in the middle of a song they tried to kiss. But then Shane’s mom had showed up and pushed Cole away.

He woke up right after his imaginary version of Ms. Doyle had accused him of being a slut.

A slut? Cole thought, rubbing his forehead.

Dream logic was stupid.

There was sunlight in the house. He sat up—and immediately knew those viral particles had continued their onslaught on his flesh overnight. Two small mounds pushed out the front of his T-shirt. They were by no means huge, but their presence was startling nonetheless. He gently put his hand over one, feeling the firm roundness of his developing mammary tissue. Yow, they were tender! The nipple was a hard little knob at the peak, jutting into the cotton. He winced as he stood, experiencing an uncomfortable bounce where never a bounce had existed before.

Elsewhere, Cole’s hair now hung over his ears, while the hair on his arms and legs had all but vanished, leaving behind a light-colored peach fuzz.

Ugh, he thought.

He went ahead and downloaded the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION on his phone. When he launched the app for the first time, a warning message greeted him: THE H.1.29 VARIANT OF FAP-19 IS PREVALENT IN YOUR REGION. CLICK HERE TO READ MORE.

The H.1.29 variant. Even better! That version of FAP-19 supposedly turned dudes gay. Or else it was just an internet rumor. Because how was that possible?

Cole had been heterosexual his whole life. He thought about his desires, picturing a naked babe and focusing on her tits and ass. Blood rushed to his groin.

Yep, still straight!

He couldn’t fathom his sexual orientation changing like his flesh. That just didn’t seem possible, especially from a damn virus.

There were footsteps behind him. Then a chuckle.

“H.1.29?” Shane’s voice said. “Dude, you can be my girlfriend for the summer.”

Cole resisted the urge to punch him.
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Cole looked with dread at the perilous flight of stairs separating himself from the parking lot. With two hands securing the volatile masses on his chest, he took the descent one step at a time, wincing as every impact and vibration sent a consequent and distressing ripple through the week-old orbs. God, they were handfuls! Literally and figuratively. He cursed physics for being such a pain in the ass, and an actual pain in his shoulders.

A passing nurse cocked an eyebrow at him.

“Sorry,” he said, his cheeks reddening. “Not used to them.”

The federally mandated exam was finished. His head was a whirlwind of emotions right now, knowing that he had the complete biological appearance of a mid-twenties woman. There was something horrifying about how an invisible agent in his bloodstream could cause such drastic and alarming side effects. For instance, a week ago he’d had a perfectly functional and normal-sized penis. Today, a physician had used her finger to penetrate the hole that had replaced his manhood. He was still reeling from that.

On some level it was embarrassing.

He knew it shouldn’t have been. Becoming female did not mean he was becoming a lesser human being. But losing a part of himself that he’d possessed his entire life was difficult to accept. There hadn’t even been any pain! Just day-by-day shrinkage, until it wasn’t there anymore. Christ almighty.

And the parts he’d gained were their own struggle.

He had his family’s genetics to thank for that.

Cole stepped lightly over to Shane’s waiting Golf and swung himself down into the passenger seat. His chest was slightly delayed into coming to a complete stop.

He just sighed and brushed hair out of his eyes.

“How’d it go?” Shane asked.

Cole shrugged. “She checked out the plumbing down there.”

“And?”

“And I have a perfectly normal vagina.”

“Ouch.”

“Yep.”

Shane’s attitude had definitely changed during Cole’s metamorphosis. He kept his distance more and cursed less. At first Cole had thought Shane believed he was radioactive or something, but now he thought his best friend’s behavior was a result of his own apparent gender. Boys acted differently around girls than they did boys. That was true everywhere. And even though Cole wasn’t actually female, his appearance and voice tricked Shane’s mind anyhow.

As if he needed more reinforcement that his body had mutated.

Cole looked over at his friend in the driver’s seat, the engine idling. Shane was staring directly at his tits. For a few seconds, neither one of them moved or said anything.

Then Cole cleared his throat.

“Huh? Oh. Shit, uh, sorry.” Shane knocked the gear stick backward and reversed out of the parking spot. “I’m just not, you know, used to your body looking that way.”

“Same,” Cole sighed.

“They’re pretty huge, man.”

“Let’s end the conversation there, man.”

“Okay, affirmative.”

It didn’t stop Shane from stealing a few glances on the trip back. Cole figured it was unavoidable. He’d certainly been guilty of rudely staring at girls with huge racks before.

Maybe the universe was teaching him a lesson.

Shane had to run a few errands, so he dropped Cole off at the house. After being fully exposed, having his new genitals touched, and suffering his friend’s dirty-minded gaze, he was relieved to have some alone-time. He went upstairs and took a hot shower. Lathering himself, he never allowed his eyes to wander. He just soaped his body, rinsed, and toweled off.

Everything was more tolerable if he didn’t think about it.

Now if he could just keep that state of mind for three more months…

Not likely. While redressing, Cole was reminded of the burden his already-sore shoulders had to deal with, as he thrust himself into the T-shirt. He thought it was just the way he was sleeping, but the physician had said otherwise. Apparently having large breasts—and so quickly developed—put strain on his upper back muscles.

She’d taken measurements. He needed a 34DD bra.

Eventually.

And there were also the psychologically effects of H.1.29, which she had warned him about. During the second week of infection—now, or soon enough—he’d go through an impressionable phase and feel a strong desire to look and act more like the women around him.

Truthfully, it sounded like a bunch of nonsense.

Exiting the bathroom, Cole heard music. He went over to a window and gazed down into the backyard. No surprise, Ms. Doyle was still in her military mindset, throwing feet and fists at a well-abused punching bag. A large sweat patch darkened the front of her tank top, the clingy material halfway outlining her impressive, jiggling breasts.

Cole noticed the straps of a bra underneath. He also guesstimated that he and Shane’s mom were about the same size now. Ironically.

Look at her, he thought, strangely mesmerized by such an athletic and fierce mid-forties woman going to town on that punching bag. She doesn’t seem to be in any discomfort.

Was that due to the bra?

He realized he was going to have to choose between his male pride and his aching body.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Pretty much half the population wore bras, didn’t they? Knowing that, and seeing that Ms. Doyle evoked such a tough, ass-beating attitude all while wearing the proper support, Cole felt less embarrassed about feminine undergarments.

He went looking for the master bedroom.

If there was any answer to Ms. Doyle’s distant personality and military obsession, it wasn’t in her private room. It was fairly drab and devoid of decorations. There were pictures of herself and some army friends on a nightstand, but that was about it. The vanity table looked untouched. The impression of the room was strongly utilitarian.

Cole went over to the dresser and opened the top drawer. Inside were the undergarments he sought—more specifically Ms. Doyle’s assortment of basic-colored bras. He lifted a white one out and checked the tag.

34DD.

They were the same size.

His eyes scanned across the panties. Should he wear panties too? He could not come up with a reason why women’s underwear would be functionally advantageous, other than they’d probably fit his crotch better. For a second, his mind was stuck in a loop of arguments for and against the option.

He knew Ms. Doyle wore panties.

But why does that matter? Cole wondered. This fixation on Shane’s mom all of a sudden was getting really weird.

Behind him, the door’s hinges squeaked.

Cole spun around and saw the sweaty Ms. Doyle standing by the doorway. His whole body flinched, and his arms flew up like he’d just been caught trespassing by the police. The bra launched out of his limp hand and smacked the curtains. The curtains—only supported by one of those twist-and-extend rods—came swinging down and collapsed on the vanity mirror, knocking it over and spilling a heap of cosmetics on the floor. It was a tremendously loud racket.

He looked at the damage. Then looked back at Ms. Doyle.

She looked at him. Then looked at the bra that had become a destructive projectile.

“Uh,” his voice squeaked. “I’m sorry, Ms. Doyle. This looks bad.”

“You’re very clumsy,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Y-yeah,” he chuckled. “I’ll pick that up.” He began to take a step toward the mess.

“Leave it. Why are you perusing my underwear drawer, Cole?”

He had thought his situation—and need—would have been obvious. His unsupported breasts were very much riding large and prominent on his ribcage. But even FAP-19 had not been a conversation starter between he and Ms. Doyle this past week. Stealing one of her bras, however, was a conversation starter apparently.

“Well,” he began. “I kinda need a bra. And, um, I was just thinking how convenient it was that we were the same size, so…”

“Okay,” she said.

“O-okay?”

“But you need to take your clothes off before you can wear my underwear.”

Right, he thought, compelled by her sharp tone to begin stripping on the spot. He admired how direct and serious she was—from her many years in the army, undoubtedly. There was no bullshit. And as a sergeant, she’d probably ordered women and men around with that same voice, women and men who were sworn to be obedient.

He wondered how it would feel to have that authority and respect.

Cole was not as embarrassed as he thought he would be removing his clothes. Piece by piece, he revealed his transformed body to Ms. Doyle. Again, it was one of those subconscious things: he and her were more anatomically alike now. On the flip side, he could no longer imagine himself sharing a locker room with Shane, or any other guy. That’d be weird.

“You’ve changed a lot,” she stated.

“Yep.”

“I do agree that you need a bra.”

“I’m sorry. I probably should’ve asked first.”

He noticed how straight her back was, how confident it made her seem. He tried to correct his natural slouch to imitate this. It made his spine ache.

She said, “Here. Instead of potentially leaving another path of destruction in my bedroom, take mine. I’m going to have a bath anyway.” And with a totally straight face, she grabbed the bottom hem of her sweaty tank top with both hands and removed the garment in one clean swoop. Uncontrollably, Cole’s gaze settled on her vast, tan cleavage.

And when, without a moment’s hesitation, she began to undo her bra, his jaw dropped.

Her natural breasts flopped out, settling a good many inches farther down her torso. For a middle-aged woman some sag was to be expected, yet their elongated teardrop shape was a lovely and attractive sight. Cole couldn’t decide which he found more alluring: her large boobs, or her sweat-gleaming abdominal muscles. There was not an ounce of flab on her body.

Once she had taken off her pants, he saw that her lower body was just as fit and muscular.

In moments, he was staring at a completely nude Ms. Doyle, who had a nicely trimmed strip of pubic hair below her six-pack. The absence of clothing had not altered her demeanor in any way, nor did the presence of her son’s equally naked and feminized friend.

Cole’s head was spinning. He doubted Ms. Doyle would allow him to see her beautiful naked body had he not been female himself.

She handed him her beige, brief-style panties. In taking them, he felt how drenched they were, with her heavy perspiration. It was like handling a wet dishrag as he nervously yet thoughtlessly pulled them up his legs. Although Cole had gained some mass in his hip region, he did not possess Ms. Doyle’s childbearing physique. Regardless, the elastic nature of the material kept them nice and snug to his relatively boyish figure. He shivered as the warm, damp fabric adhered to his own female mound.

He took the bra next, thinking he should be weirded out by this.

It was almost like he was in a trance.

Putting on the bra was easier said than done. Cole struggled with the hooks, but received no assistance from his donor. Finally he had it. Again, Ms. Doyle’s ample output of sweat had soaked into the cups. In adjusting them, all Cole felt was that moist squishiness compressing around his tits and pushing them higher and closer together. The effect was that he now had cleavage like Ms. Doyle.

He hadn’t wanted cleavage…

On the other hand, that he had the capability of producing cleavage like Shane’s mom was strangely satisfying. He remembered how erotic the sight of her bra-held tits had been.

He wondered if she found his cleavage equally arousing.

He wondered if Shane would.

Without saying another word, Ms. Doyle walked away and into the master bedroom’s connected bathroom. Seconds later, the shower turned on.

Cole put his clothes back on and returned downstairs, noting the reduction in jiggling as he walked down the steps. Damn, bras were pretty useful!

Then he stood at the bottom of the stairway in utter disbelief.

Shouldn’t this be kind of gross? he wondered, feeling those sweaty and soiled undergarments wrapped around his body. A clean bra and panties would’ve served the same purpose.

Unless the super-serious Ms. Doyle was playing a practical joke. But she hadn’t been laughing or smiling.

He thought about asking for a clean pair.

Maybe a clean pair was a privilege he hadn’t earned yet.

The brush with Ms. Doyle turned out to be the only such encounter of the day. They never spoke again. And the matter of wearing her undergarments remained a secret from Shane, who never mentioned the bra—if he was even observant enough to notice the higher and rounder profile of Cole’s breasts under his T-shirt. With Shane’s constant ogling, a detail like that probably wouldn’t escape his notice.

Maybe he was learning politeness, with his best friend turning into a girl.

That night, Cole lay on the couch mulling over the day’s events: his inexplicable fascination with Ms. Doyle, her unwashed intimates hugging the altered contours of his sex-changed body, and what he should expect come tomorrow and the days beyond. But primarily he thought about Shane’s mom. This fixation was the virus, wasn’t it? According to the physician—and additional reading through the app—H.1.29 would give him a desire to emulate the women around him. At first it sounded stupid. It still did. But Cole couldn’t deny the weird yet tingly buzz he felt for wearing Ms. Doyle’s undergarments.

She was so strong. So sexy. But not like in a way he was attracted to. Or maybe he still was a little bit?

It was more like envy, or something.

The more he pictured himself with Ms. Doyle’s powerful physique, wearing her clothes, having her strict and no-nonsense attitude—in essence, becoming her—the more aroused he became. This arousal was different than before he’d been infected; it was sharply concentrated around his nipples at first, and he felt them swelling and extending inside Ms. Doyle’s bra, to the point where the material began to feel cramped. This electric excitement then shot down to his groin. Before he could stop himself, he was rubbing between his legs.

Gosh that’s weird, he thought, his fingers grazing against the nub that had once been his cock, and was now a fraction of the size but wholly intact in regard to sensitivity. His crotch was so different that he couldn’t confidently say he had any purpose or strategy in massaging his new anatomy, but it felt pretty dang good doing so!

His body suddenly felt like it had a charge. And masturbating was the only way to eliminate the built-up energy.

A pleasant heat spread throughout his loins.

Cole didn’t try to achieve orgasm. He went at a steady pace, fantasizing about Ms. Doyle and adding a little more dampness to his borrowed panties.

Soon he had drifted off with a slight smile on his face.
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Eleven o’clock in the morning. Shane was away at a job interview. Cole was standing on the fringe of the backyard, watching Ms. Doyle effortlessly curl a fifty-pound dumbbell. How her muscles flexed entranced him. Her mouth too, rhythmically gulping down and expelling air with each smooth flex. Even the way the sweat beaded on her tan body was mesmerizing.

Every detail was its own obsession, and together they made Cole completely hypnotized.

He’d begun arranging his shoulder-length hair into a ponytail like hers. Duh. It was easier to manage when it wasn’t always falling into his eyes! Also, first consciously and now subconsciously, he was standing with a straighter spine, thrusting his chest out. An unfortunate side effect was that his tits appeared larger, but he felt more formidable and courageous by copycatting Ms. Doyle’s posture.

He really wanted to work out too.

But she was always out here, and he was afraid to ask permission.

She’s just Shane’s mom, he reminded himself. He had never in his life been intimidated by her, and he kept thinking that he shouldn’t be, that he was being silly and delusional.

Something was different now, though.

The way he perceived her was different.

Whatever the FAP-19 virus was doing to his mind, it half worried him and half thrilled him.

After twenty reps—Cole had been counting—Ms. Doyle placed the dumbbell down and wiped her face with a towel. She saw her one spectator, but didn’t say anything. Then after squirting water into her mouth, she motioned for him to come over.

Timidly, Cole approached the woman who was unwillingly becoming his idol.

“Hey,” she said, catching her breath and resting her elbows on her knees. The pose greatly accentuated her sweaty cleavage, stretching out her soaked sports bra. “You doing all right, Cole?”

“Hello,” he said. “And yes, ma’am.”

She squinted disapprovingly. “Don’t call me ma’am.”

“Sorry, ma—er, Ms. Doyle.”

Her eyes scanned over his body, as if inspecting his changes. He made sure to keep himself steady and straight, like a soldier awaiting orders. He couldn’t decide if this behavior was preposterous or completely normal. His mind was in another vortex being this close to Ms. Doyle. He smelled her sweat and deodorant.

He wished his body smelled exactly like hers.

She asked, “How long do your symptoms last?”

“Three months.”

“The whole summer?”

He nodded.

“I didn’t realize you’d be joining the female ranks for that long,” she said. “Congratulations.”

“Thanks.”

“Why are you watching me, Cole?”

A shiver went through him, so powerful that even his boobs jiggled slightly. His gaze wandered away from hers. He tried to keep his voice from shaking. “I have the deepest respect for you, Ms. Doyle,” he began. “And…”

“And?”

He swallowed hard. “And, I’m deeply fascinated by you.”

“Is that so?” she asked. Her expression did not change from this admission.

“Yeah.”

Ms. Doyle sighed. And Cole thought, Great, I’ve already disappointed her, and now she’s going to think I lost my mind. A songbird chirped in the distance. She glanced around the backyard, her glorious body fixed to that bench and so wonderfully carved and cut with perfection. Cole felt a deep longing to look as pretty as her when he was in his mid-forties. Even in his mid-twenties, he still had some work to do to attain a sexy body like that.

He wondered which brand made the best-fitting sports bras. He needed a dresser of his own, and a drawer filled with panties and bras that perfectly fit his changed body.

Ms. Doyle stood up. “Let’s go inside, Cole,” she ordered in her serious tone. “You’re going to take a shower.”

“Okay.” Then, a bit stupidly, he said, “I do probably need a shower.”

They went back toward the house—which was itself a brief lesson. Cole found himself uncontrollably studying the woman’s gait and doing his best to mimic it, which involved rotating his hips more. He didn’t have a female pelvis, so the movement was sort of unnatural. But if he focused, he could get his butt swinging like hers. It put a smile on his face to do this. Anything he could do to act like Ms. Doyle, even the tiniest action, filled him with almost a euphoria, like an orgasmic high. And maybe this obsession did arouse him a little bit.

But it was also more. It felt like an instinct. Something deeply ingrained into his mind.

Upstairs, he shut himself in the bathroom. He was still wearing the same bra and panties that Ms. Doyle had given him two days ago. On the one hand, he fully realized how unsanitary it was to wear already-worn undergarments for two additional days. On the other hand, he was too scared to ask Ms. Doyle for any more of her clothes. He took them off, and laid everything on the countertop before hopping into the shower.

It took all his willpower to not masturbate. Ever since a couple nights ago, and discovering his new sense of arousal, that warmth in his loins had never fully dissipated. He rubbed there—but only to cleanse himself. After, he maneuvered his naked-and-jiggling body out of the enclosure and grabbed a towel, which he hoped was one that Ms. Doyle frequently used.

The bathroom door was ajar. A new pile of clothes sat on the countertop.

Cole dried off and went over to inspect. The garments included a black bra and black panties—both fresh. There was also a tan-colored tank top and camo-patterned cargo pants. Nervous and exhilarated in equal measure, he slipped on the bra first, situating his heavy breasts comfortably into the thickly padded cups, which once again pushed and lifted them higher on his ribcage, creating a distracting line of deep cleavage. Then the panties went on, followed by the outerwear.

He felt like he was going to pass out when he looked into the mirror. Everything about his outfit reminded him of Ms. Doyle, including the impressive swell of his tits pushing out the tank top, which was so snug that the outline of his bra was visible underneath. He fiddled with and tugged at the top, which rode slightly high on his taller torso, exposing his navel. The pants, meanwhile, were somewhat loose in the seat, but otherwise fit pretty well.

He liked what he saw. He really did.

Never had he felt so satisfied with putting on someone else’s clothes. It was a strange feeling, but wonderful.

Ms. Doyle came in. She looked at his new outfit, but said nothing. Her phone was in her hand. “I’ve been reading up on this H.1.29 strain,” she said. “I thought you were joking.”

“No,” he said. “It changes me, like, mentally too.”

She was scrolling through something. Maybe medical advisories. Information about FAP-19 was practically everywhere, so boys and their parents could easily get educated.

“Hm,” she said. Then more reading.

He patiently waited, with many envious glances toward her perfect female form.

Her piercingly green eyes then looked at him. “I’m the one? That makes sense. I’m the only woman you’ve been seeing regularly.”

He nodded.

“Tell me what you want, Cole.”

What I want? he thought. Oh Jesus. The list in his head was the length of a short novel; he tried to narrow it down as his body started to tremble again. “I have this overpowering desire to be you, Ms. Doyle,” he admitted. The rest spilled out. “I want to wear your clothes, I want to be fit like you, I want to look as sexy as you. I want to curl your dumbbells without breaking a sweat. And when I do sweat, I want that patch down the front, so it clings to my breasts. And sweat beading down my sexy abdomen. Ah…” He started panting.

She raised an eyebrow. “So, this is pretty serious.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you have feelings toward my son?”

Shane? Honestly, Cole wasn’t sure. He remembered that H.1.29 was supposed to fuck with his sexual orientation, but so far he hadn’t felt any overwhelming impulses to throw himself into his best friend’s arms—or suck his dick. He was glad for that. But his mindset could easily change overnight, and tomorrow he might be dreamily thinking of sharing Shane’s bed.

Ugh.

He told Ms. Doyle that he did not have feelings for her son.

She leaned against the countertop and crossed her arms. “This is very interesting,” she said. “And a part of me is flattered that you idolize me. But you can’t be me by simply wearing my clothes and copycatting my mannerisms. Do you know how hard I work for this body?”

Cole’s eyes traced along her biceps. “I can’t imagine,” he said quietly.

“What about my military experience? I was in the army for twelve years. I’m gonna guess you’ve never been through any basic training.”

He shook his head.

It took no effort at all for her to talk down to him. God, he loved that!

“So how can you be me?” she asked. “This thing only lasts three months. No one can become me in that short amount of time.”

She was completely right. How stupid was he? In three months, he would turn back to normal, and feel immensely idiotic for having these feelings.

Her hand clapped on his shoulder. She had a tight grip. “But I don’t want to disappoint you, Cole. From what I was reading, it said you boys should get all the support you need. Let me get my clippers.” And she left the bathroom.

Clippers? Cole wondered. For what?

Ms. Doyle returned a minute later, handling the hair-cutting device. She plugged it into the wall outlet. “You can’t go through boot camp with hair that long,” she told him, tossing it with her fingers. Cole found the whole situation extremely erotic, even at the possible expense of his mane. He continued to shiver. “Take one last look.”

He did. And after a moment of his mind flip-flopping between regret and enthusiasm for Ms. Doyle’s choice to shave his head, she turned on the clippers and dragged it across his scalp. Long tresses of his brown hair began tumbling to the floor around his feet.

Cole watched every stroke of her hand—and every subsequent bundle of hair that disconnected from his head and fell away. It only took a couple minutes, and after that she was touching up the corners and behind his ears.

He had expected the drastic haircut to make him look masculine, but he really didn’t. FAP-19, besides the obvious bodily mutations, had subtly feminized his face: his cheeks were rounder, his lips were a tad fuller, and his eyebrows were thinner. And with a perfectly smooth chin, he was hard-pressed to find any definitive masculine feature. If anything, he looked astonishingly androgynous with a buzz cut.

Only above the neck, though; below the neck, he wasn’t fooling anyone.

Ms. Doyle brushed off his shoulders and stood back. “There,” she said. “Now you look more like a young private. Are you ready for your training?”

Cole nodded, without knowing what training he should expect.

“Good. Be in the backyard tomorrow at oh-six-hundred. We’ll get you started.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, like a reflex.

This time, she didn’t correct him.

When Shane returned home after his job interview, he was dumbfounded over Cole’s appearance. After comments were said about the new hairstyle, the boy’s gaze once again drifted to—and extensively lingered on—Cole’s chest. Today, though, Cole was tired of being looked at like some bubbly college girl with a huge rack.

“Up here,” he snapped at his best friend. “Boobs don’t have eyes.”

“Oh, uh, yeah,” Shane said, loosening his necktie. “Sorry, man. What’s on the agenda today? You wanna hit up the park and watch the joggers?”

“That sounds immature,” Cole said firmly. “I think I’m going to start working out. I really need to get in shape.”

“Dude, you’ve never worked out.”

“I’m older now. I’m gonna have flab if I don’t do something.”

Shane had a look like this didn’t make any sense.

But to Cole it made perfect sense. He couldn’t be lethargic and wish for his body to gain all the attributes of Ms. Doyle’s. He had to achieve them through hard work and determination.

First: a few push-ups.
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At six o’clock on the dot, Cole was outside and prepared to be Ms. Doyle’s loyal soldier or student—whichever was in store for him. Now eleven days into his metamorphosis and fully immersed in his own limitless admiration and attraction toward Shane’s mom, he would do just about anything to become her. It was so bizarre. He’d gone from being a male college freshman with no fantasies of becoming a woman to hoping his 34DD tits looked as spectacular in his tank top as Ms. Doyle’s did in hers.

He knew he wasn’t being himself lately.

But the desires were always there. He couldn’t simply turn them off, and he was tired of trying. It was like the virus had rewritten his brain.

Ms. Doyle, clad in her usual workout getup, dropped one of her bras on the bench before him. “This is a bra,” she asserted, pacing like a drill instructor. “Cole Burdett, you have realized your bosom necessitates the use of a bra, or is that not the case?”

“It is the case, ma’am,” he answered. “My breasts are rather large and heavy.”

She turned on her heel, paced the opposite direction. “How fast do you think you can put one on, Mr. Burdett?”

“I’m not sure. I’ve never tried a speed-run.”

“After over thirty years of putting on bras, I can put mine on in under five seconds. Since you’re inexperienced, I will give you six seconds. Now strip.”

Cole removed all his clothes and placed them on the bench. The backyard was surrounded by trees, so he wasn’t too worried of any neighbor spying on him. And even if there were houses behind the Doyle residence with windows overlooking the backyard, he would’ve obeyed Ms. Doyle anyway.

He stood perfectly still in the moist grass, the morning breeze tickling his nipples.

She held out a stopwatch. “Go!”

Cole snatched the bra. The first arm was easy. But his quickness in trying to get it on had totally twisted the entire undergarment, and he spun around trying to get his hand on the other strap, flailing without success.

Ms. Doyle: “Stop! Place the bra down.”

He obeyed and waited a few more seconds.

“Go!”

Cole grabbed both straps simultaneously and sort of flicked his hands through the holes; he pulled one strap up his arm, then the other, failing to align the cups with his breasts but not caring at the moment. Then he struggled with the hooks in the back, fumbling to attach them.

Dammit, he thought. Come on!

Ms. Doyle: “Stop. You need to do better than that.”

Again and again, Cole battled the bra, trying to improve his time. With each attempt, he became familiarized with the undergarment and worked on being more efficient. Soon he was whipping it on his shoulders and getting his tits settled into the cups with no effort at all. It was just the dang hooks! If he was lucky enough to get one latched, the other never seemed to go through. Then he’d have to take the whole thing off and start from scratch.

After maybe fifty attempts, he had a perfect run. The straps snapped over his shoulders, his breasts went into the cups perfectly, and he pushed the hooks through the proper holes on the first try. He withdrew his hands just as Ms. Doyle announced that time was up.

She circled around him for an inspection. “Not bad,” she said. “You have mastered the simple bra. I expect you to wear one while your symptoms persist. Is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Put on the rest of your clothes. Start doing jumping jacks.”

No problem, he thought.

Cole redressed. Not having performed jumping jacks since middle school gym class, it took him a few seconds to find the right rhythm. What gym class in middle school had not had was that repeated and violent shift of mass on his ribcage, as his breasts were thrown in a chaotic fit from his body jumping up and down. The bra actually did wonders: he felt that envelop of cushion restraining them, preventing them from flopping around wildly. Although they still did move quite a bit. It was immensely distracting.

Ms. Doyle opened a bottle of water and splashed his chest.

Cole immediately stopped and winced from the ice-cold liquid soaking through to his nipples.

“Did I say you could stop?” Ms. Doyle said.

“Sorry!” Cole apologized, resuming the exercise with the front of his tank top and bra cold and wet.

“Being me means keeping your composure,” she instructed, walking around him. “Even when everything works against us, when everything fails, we don’t break down and cry.” She poured the rest of the water out over his shoulders, letting it cascade across his chest and further soak his layers. Cole gritted his teeth as another ice-cold chill surrounded his sensitive tits.

He was quickly getting winded. His muscles had weakened since becoming infected, as was true of all guys who contracted the FAP-19 virus—plus he wasn’t in great shape to begin in. After a few minutes of giving his all to impress Ms. Doyle, he was audibly huffing and puffing and feeling the energy drain out of him.

A couple reps later, he had to stop.

“I’m sorry,” he panted. “Oh God, I feel like I’m about to die.”

“That’s pitiful,” Ms. Doyle said.

From that day forward, Cole was no longer spending the summer with Shane; he was staying with Ms. Doyle. At six o’clock every morning, he was outside ready for his boot camp, subjecting himself to rounds of rigorous exercise that always left him completely exhausted. Nevertheless, despite the pains of physical exertion, he stayed eager and willing to give it his best shot, and put his muscles through the ringer—in the hopes of, one day, having an athletic physique like his instructor. In his mind, there was no better motivation.

Ms. Doyle was absolutely perfect.

If it were possible, he would have faked his own death just to become her identical twin.

But to what end? To become more attractive to men? The days were going by, yet he wasn’t feeling sexually drawn to men as the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION suggested he would. Maybe a change in sexual orientation wasn’t always a guarantee.

Along with the exercise, composure was a common theme too. One day, Ms. Doyle tasked him with riding a bike into town and picking up a small batch of supplies from the nearest convenience store. She made him go braless—with the straps of his tank top snipped away so that they were hanging on by mere threads. Fortunately, for the first leg of his errand, his tank top remained intact. But on the return trip, the fabric could no longer survive the never-ending strain of his large breasts. The straps separated, effectively turning the tank top into a sweaty tube top. With the bumps in the road and constant pedaling, it was inevitable that Cole’s breasts would jiggle themselves loose. And they did. For half of the journey home, he was topless. Cars honked, men watering their yards gave him long stares, and some asshole in a Jeep drove alongside him just to snap photos.

But Cole was afraid to cover himself up, in case Ms. Doyle was watching him from somewhere.

Once he had returned with his purchases safely, she asked him if he had been embarrassed.

“Well, yeah,” he said. “I was like half naked.”

“But you’re a man,” she pointed out. “Aren’t men allowed to be topless?”

“I’m not really a man currently, ma’am.”

“Then you’re ashamed to have breasts?”

“No. I like my breasts.”

“Because they’re as big as mine?”

He nodded. By now, she knew exactly how his mind was functioning.

In no time a week had passed. Ms. Doyle had softened her drill instructor tone after the first few days, and she and Cole began to exercise together. Six o’clock became the start time for their morning jogs, and he would meet her by the curb clad in a sports bra and leggings, and they’d do laps around the neighborhood block—or, rather, he’d finish one lap, take a break, then do another when she came around again, and repeat.

She was so much better at everything. But envy was his incentive. He pushed hard, imagining the payoff three months from now when his physique began to match Ms. Doyle’s.

With her stereo blasting some kickass eighties rock 'n' roll, they also took turns on her obstacle course. Cole discovered entirely new ways to abuse his body while crawling under the barbed wire, swinging across some jungle gym bars, and climbing the net—the latter he could never accomplish. Wore out, he’d sit on the sidelines and watch Ms. Doyle, who was twenty years older than he was, breeze through the whole course in under a minute.

He couldn’t mimic that.

But dammit he wanted too!

Along the way, Cole’s body continued to undergo metamorphosis, albeit gradually; his still-expanding breasts were starting to feel more unpleasantly squeezed by Ms. Doyle’s 34DD bras, and the little blood-tester he’d received from the clinic showed his age as twenty-seven years old. This statistic was another cause for mixed opinions. He liked being youthful, but also being older—and therefore closer to Ms. Doyle in age—would have been exciting too.

One evening, they were relaxing in the backyard underneath the stars, occupying a couple of lounge chairs. A twelve-pack of Corona lay between them. Ms. Doyle was working on her third bottle, chugging it back in huge swallows. Cole was still on his first, sipping. He’d drank beer a few times in college, but consuming alcohol in the presence of Shane’s mom made him a little more self-conscious about his true age—regardless that his physical appearance matched that of a woman plenty old enough to be enjoying booze.

Without warning, his older drinking partner started giggling.

It was the first time he’d heard Ms. Doyle laugh, or even seen her smile.

“You know, I really can’t believe it,” she said, laughing some more. “My son’s best friend changed into a girl, and now he wants to be me.” The empty bottle dropped to the ground and clanged against the others. “If there was a mad scientist out there who could swap our bodies, I think I might actually do it. What about you, Cole?”

He looked at her, imagining himself in possession of her middle-aged female body, and genetically being Shane’s mom. “Of course,” he said. “You’re like the most amazing person on planet Earth.”

“That’s sweet, but I know that’s just the virus talking.”

Cole didn’t feel that way at all. But she was probably right.

“You’d have periods,” she said.

“I know.”

“You could also get pregnant.”

His heart skipped a beat. He hadn’t even considered that! His belly inflating huge and round? His breasts filling with milk? A tingle went through him as Ms. Doyle’s reminder opened up an entirely new can of wonders, and he was saddened that such a biological accomplishment wasn’t possible for him—nor this fantastical brain transplant she spoke of.

His hand rubbed along his flat midsection.

I know that’s just FAP-19, he thought. I know I don’t want to really be pregnant.

But sometimes it was so hard to tell what were authentic desires and what were consequences of the virus’s psychological influence.

“Oops,” Ms. Doyle said. “I just triggered something didn’t I? Those maternal instincts? I read about the virus doing that too. It’s crazy how little changes to your brain can make you an entirely different person, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” he said distantly.

“One of my friends’ sons got infected, and he went to prom all dressed up. His cute photos were all over Facebook.” She sighed. “I wish Shane would have gone to prom.”

Cole saw a meteor streak overhead, burning up in the upper atmosphere.

Ms. Doyle: “Has it hit yet?”

“Has what hit?”

“The switcher-roo,” she said. “When you start turning boy-crazy. Are you going to hook up with my son?”

Cole barely talked to Shane anymore. And he had been asking himself that same question too; the H.1.29 variant was supposed to alter his sexual orientation. But if that was going to happen, it was running a little late! Picturing his best friend, he did not feel any kind of intimate draw, to him or to any boy. And penises? They didn’t seem all that exciting, never mind that he was sexually compatible down below and his bra held a couple marvels that any heterosexual dude out there would be craving to get his hands on.

The only person he was attracted to was Ms. Doyle. Envy was a big part of it.

But he suspected not all of that attraction was envy.

Cole felt his nipples stiffening as he looked over at Shane’s mom, slumped back in the chair like him. As a nineteen-year-old guy, he didn’t have a chance. But he hadn’t been nineteen years old or a guy for a couple weeks now.

Ms. Doyle stared back at him. The alcohol in her bloodstream had given her a dopey little smile. It made her look ten years younger, and not at all like the hard-ass veteran.

“If you need my permission,” she said, “I’d be happy if you and Shane dated. You two have been close since childhood. And I always joked I would put his girlfriends through boot camp to see if they survived. You still have some work to do. But you’re the only girl he’s ever brought home.”

“I don’t think I’m interested in Shane,” Cole admitted.

There was a moment when their eyes locked, and he felt his mind cracking open like a book, laying out everything he felt right then. Given how unusual this summer had been so far, a reveal that Ms. Doyle could actually read his mind wouldn’t have been so unbelievable.

“Hm,” she said. Then she motioned her hand. “Come over here. Sit on my lap.”

Cole pivoted himself up and walked the two steps over to where the retired army sergeant was lounging. He held his breath the whole way—including when he carefully turned and put his slightly larger and curvier rear on her thigh. Her long, laid-out body had him completely enraptured, as his eyes tracked up from the snug, fabric-formed impression of her pubic mound, across her narrow waist, up to the prominent bulges of her breasts—each capped with a hard little bump, like his.

He shivered. The evening was warm and humid, but he was covered in goose bumps.

She stared up at him for a time. Then she said, “What do you want, Cole?”

That was an extremely loaded question, and he wasn’t confident he could answer it truthfully. His gaze roamed her body again. The tightness in his bra increased; the heat built in his loins. “Um,” he started, breathing faster now. “Well…”

One of Ms. Doyle’s eyebrows lifted slightly.

He gulped. “I think I just want you, ma’am.”

She smirked. “Is that right, private? You’ve got the hots for your drill instructor?”

He nodded.

“I think that’s against the rules.”

“I’m sorry—”

She clenched her fingers around a bundle of his tank top, yanked; he quickly found himself on top of her, their mash-up of breasts like a warm pillow between their bodies. His gaze darted from her lips to her eyes and back again. He had never been so close to her.

Ms. Doyle looked at him similarly. Then she said, “But fuck the rules, right?”

Cole had begun to nod in agreement, but then he was being kissed. Aggressive was her style. Her tongue slipped into his mouth with no warning at all, and the hand that had grabbed his tank top was now holding the back of his head, as if to keep him from pulling away.

He did not doubt she had the strength to overpower him.

But he had no thoughts of escaping this.

Fumbling with inexperience and jitters, his hands clumsily bumped around her chest until he had remembered how to operate his fingers and squeeze them; one set of five surrounded a large, heavy breast and sank in, fondling the warm and pliable mound of flesh. Ms. Doyle reciprocated more passionately, dipping her hand down the front of his tank top and massaging his tit directly. It took his breath away as her palm rolled across his sensitive nipple in a cyclic motion, every turn in her wrist making it harder and stiffer.

“Je-eesh,” he gasped, when her tongue came out. “Mm!”

His partner grinned. “Now they just became a lot more fun, didn’t they?”

He nodded, his mind in a pleasurable daze as he became aware of these new, wonderful erections on his chest. Before long, that lone nipple was so fat and turgid that she could easily pinch it—and she did, to delightful results.

Playing the student and copycat, Cole returned the favor, unveiling Ms. Doyle’s less-firm but equally spectacular boobs and putting his hand to work on that nipple. It was erotic to feel his own nipple erect from a tiny nub to a thick, pulsing little hard-on; it was erotic to feel hers do the exact same thing, and to know that their erogenous zones were very similar now on account of his sex change.

He continued to disbelieve this was happening.

Ms. Doyle, meanwhile, just smiled. She was in full control. She was always in full control, and Cole was just a passenger to his new lover, his body, and his desires.

“You do make a good-looking woman,” she said. “And you’ll look even better squirming.”

The two of them shifted positions, with Ms. Doyle providing Cole space to lie on his side next to her. Enough foreplay; the hand attentively involved in demonstrating what pleasures his new female nipples were capable of then dipped along his abdomen and slid between his legs. Another gasp came out when her fingers rubbed his pussy. Even with the buffer of two layers, the contact was enough to make his knees shake. Very perceptively, his mind followed those digits along the center of his slit, then back again, bumping over his clitoris.

He shook from head to toe.

Ms. Doyle giggled. “You’ll never want to change back.”

“Is it like this for you too?” he asked, as her hand took another journey across his crotch.

“If I’m in the mood.”

He guessed he was in the mood, then! Because it felt amazing. The tingly heat of arousal was quickly exploding throughout his loins. There were ripples to it; there were bursts. It was almost organic in nature, having an ebb and flow that all depended on how and where the hand touched him. It was so much more dynamic and vivid to his senses than male arousal.

Ms. Doyle couldn’t wait any longer, and neither could he. The hand retreated far enough to slip beneath his shorts, before returning to the damp heat blooming between his legs. The realization that he was wet—and had that functionality—nearly short-circuited Cole’s brain. And the glitches in his mind escalated when one of her fingers turned upward, and entered the new opening that had taken the place of his manhood.

The pleasure changed again. It flashed hotly in his lower navel, and swirled all throughout his body. His bones shuddered as he was penetrated by another person for the second time in his life—but this time wanting it.

“My, you are a complete girl down there,” she said.

“Mm-hmm!” he moaned, biting hard into his bottom lip.

“I find that so hot.”

That exploratory finger began to pump in and out of him. Cole couldn’t believe how satisfying it was to have something inside his pussy. This pleasure counteracted everything he had known and experienced as a man. Past the familiarization phase, he was wanting more: faster, harder. Without a word said, Ms. Doyle pushed a second finger inside him and began moving her hand quicker, and again he wondered if she was reading his mind.

It was uncanny!

I’m getting my pussy fingered, he kept thinking, and it’s fucking awesome!

Further into their lesbian make-out, more clothing was shed. One of the hottest moments for Cole was sucking on one of Ms. Doyle’s nipples, tweaking his own nipples, and having his pussy fingered. The spectrum of pleasure was so diverse! And even when he wasn’t getting fingered, the skin-tingling buzz of his new, altered libido kept him horny as hell.

Soon Cole was showing his teacher some equal love and rubbing the moist patch in her panties. A curiosity overcame him. With one hand carrying Ms. Doyle’s scent, he sent his other hand to his own crotch, rubbed it around, and then smelled both hands.

“What are you doing?” she laughed.

“Seeing how we compare,” he explained.

“Let me.”

Cole held his hands out, and she took whiffs from both.

“They’re pretty close,” she said, then smelling them again. “Yours has a stronger musk to it, but it definitely smells like a woman.” Following this observation, she sucked on the fingers that were damp with his juices.

The transition into passionate lovemaking was not instant, and Cole wasn’t aware of how hot and heavy he and Ms. Doyle were getting until he was unthinkingly grinding against her and proving he’d learned a thing or two about a woman’s body, as he rhythmically thrust his fingers into her extremely wet snatch. Based on the volume of her moans, she preferred being penetrated; he, on the other hand, was a sucker for having his clit furiously rubbed. Perhaps because it contained the same nerve endings that had once been inside his cock?

It was one theory. But he wasn’t too concerned about it.

During a pause in the action—and a mutual savoring of their flavors—Ms. Doyle instructed Cole to lie back. He relaxed in the lounge chair while she swung herself around, putting her thighs on his shoulders and backing her gleaming pussy right up to his chin. He gazed into her delectably pink folds while something wet and energetic began to flick along his own pussy.

Oh my God, this is so fucking hot, he thought, his mind dancing as her intoxicating scent filled his nostrils. He bent forward and did as she did.

During their sixty-nining was when Cole first sensed that his body’s culmination of pleasure was building up to something. As a man, an orgasm was pretty dang obvious. But as a woman, that finish line didn’t feel like a finish line necessarily. He wanted an orgasm, but it wasn’t the overwhelming incentive it usually was.

Ms. Doyle was an animal with her tongue, thrashing it across his slit. When she wasn’t giving him oral, she was going berserk with her fingers.

Cole could hardly stand it.

He’d maintained a level of mental clarity throughout all this, but the nerve endings from his former cock were firing off like crazy!

The warmth continued to surge down there, concentrating in and around his loins.

Fuck, he thought. How long does it take?

Not much longer, it turned out.

The right combination of Ms. Doyle’s tongue assaulting his clit and her fingers fucking him sent him over the edge. He convulsed underneath, being bombarded with pleasure that went to every extremity. Not long after, it was his partner’s turn; the once-mythical tripwire of female climax was pulled, and she writhed on top of him as he eagerly lapped her pussy to give her the same intensity he had felt.

“Fuck!” she whooped. “Mm! Oh!”

The afterglow was unlike anything Cole had ever felt. His mind baked in euphoria, and he had a stupid smile on his face like when he’d once eaten an edible. Though being a woman was far better than marijuana, based on his brief experience of both.

Ms. Doyle turned back around and cuddled up next to him. Both of their bodies were slick with sweat, and she was trembling as much as he was.

Together they watched the stars.

“So,” she said after a while. “How was it?”

“Uh,” he said. “I wish I could’ve been born this way.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

More silence. Her index finger lightly traced circles around his belly button.

Then she said, “My son needs to know about us. You want the honors?”

“Know what?” he said, confused. “That we just had sex?”

“No. That we’re in a relationship, Cole.” A little of her sharp tone came through. “Or are you planning on dumping me after all that?”

A relationship? he wondered. That word blind-sided him. This morning, any kind of intimacy with Ms. Doyle had been utter fantasy. Now they’d just had sex—incredible sex—and she was throwing out the R-word.

But a relationship meant having more sex, didn’t it?

How could he reject that?

The notion of telling Shane, however, nearly made Cole burst into laughter. He had already made plans to spend most of the summer with his best friend, and perhaps visit home in late July and introduce his temporary female self to his folks. But while he was crashing with the Doyles, things were going to get weird.

Being friends with Shane while sleeping with his mom—it was like a porn plot.

It might be a little challenging.

But definitely worth it.


Epilogue

Bright and early at six in the morning, Cole was waiting in the backyard with Abbie, their bodies equally attired in tan-colored tank tops and cargo pants. Although the FAP-19 virus had entered his life a few weeks ago, he still couldn’t stop glancing down at his impressive cleavage. Or Abbie’s! His nipples hardened just from comparing their two racks—and confirming, for the millionth time, that his tits were larger now.

But he was still lacking muscles like hers. He had many workouts and sweaty days ahead until he could be as fit and toned as she was.

Abbie looked at her watch again. “He’s running late.”

“You set the alarms?” Cole asked.

“All three. And I put the notes on his desk.”

At five past six, a pajama-wearing Shane strolled around the side of the house, rubbing his eyes. His body swayed like he was still exhausted.

“Mom?” he said tiredly as he approached them. “Cole? What’s going on?”

“Well,” Abbie started, “Cole and I have an announcement we’d like to make. And we need your full attention.”

“Couldn’t it wait, Mom? It’s early. I was up past midnight playing video games.”

“Well, that’s hardly my fault,” she snapped. “You should think about having a responsible bedtime.”

He groaned.

Cole was enjoying all this. It was like there was an invisible line in the grass, separating the lazy college boys from the more-mature women. He’d been on Shane’s side before—another lazy slacker. But this side, with Abbie, was so much more fun.

“What’s the news?” Shane asked.

Abbie audibly took a breath. “Honey, Cole and I are officially dating.”

For a moment, Shane’s face was entirely blank, as if this announcement didn’t register fully. His eyes darted from Cole to his mother and back again. “B-but. What? Cole, you’re dating my mom? Is this a joke?”

“Nope,” Cole said. “It’s serious.”

Abbie: “Your best friend and I have feelings for each other, Shane. I thought we should come forward now, and fully explain what’s going on before you have questions later.”

Shane stared at Cole. “So, are you gonna be my second mom or something?”

“Slow down, we’re not getting married,” Cole laughed. “You’ll be fine.”

“And there’s something else,” Abbie said. “Shane, don’t think for a minute I haven’t noticed that weight you gained in college. It concerns me. I’d like you to start exercising with us.”

“That’s an order,” Cole added. “Let’s see some jumping jacks.”

Shane had an expression like they were both crazy, and then he was laughing and shaking his head. “I just want to go back to sleep. You’re both being weird.”

Cole and Abbie looked at each other. Simultaneously, they grabbed the whistles hanging from their necks and blew into them.

Abbie: “Get it in gear! Come on! Jump! Jump!”

Cole: “I want to see movement in those hands and feet!”

Persuaded by the two authoritative voices yelling at him, Shane started doing jumping jacks on the spot.

Abbie: “Up! Up! I’m seeing some slack!”

Cole: “Sloths move faster than that!”
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Joe crested the hill doing eighty when he spotted something unimaginable up ahead on the country road: a woman, naked, with green skin, standing on the blacktop like a deer lost in the headlights. He stomped the brake pedal with both feet. In a screeching and steering-wheel-clenching slide, he fishtailed into the oncoming lane—the road was empty, thank God—and blew past the woman, nearly winging her with the side mirror. His pickup came to a stop halfway pointed at the ditch and a potato field.

He stared straight ahead as a cloud of tire smoke floated past.

What the fuck? he thought, panting.

Around these parts, the occasional sighting of Bigfoot wasn’t unheard of. There was never any substantial evidence of course, just the one tall tale of some old man living in the woods, seeing creatures in the middle of the night.

This was broad daylight. And not a hallucination.

Joe looked into his rear-view mirror, watching as the green-skinned woman approached his vehicle. He thought about gunning the engine and tearing ass back into town. As small as Lazy Bend was, he’d still feel safer around its gun-loving residents.

But he remained parked, feeling both terrified and stunned.

The woman who had nearly become roadkill appeared outside his passenger window. Her green skin was the shade of unripe avocados, but she was still definitely a woman—she had breasts, humanlike breasts, and they weren’t small either! Their nipples were a mix of brown and pink. Long, sharp nails scratched at the glass, and two huge eyes stared at him.

He stared back. She had bottom canines like small tusks protruding from her mouth. Her nose was slightly upturned and displayed a golden ring pierced through the septum. Other rings dangled from her pointed ears.

Joe wondered if she was a woman in costume, perhaps hitchhiking to that comic-book convention in Boise next weekend.

If that were so, she—or someone she knew—was a Hollywood makeup artist who knew how to flawlessly hide a pinkie. She only had four fingers per hand.

Her index fingernail tapped on the glass.

Joe stabbed the button. She flinched away like she hadn’t expected the window to roll down. She watched it retract into the door.

He waited for her to say something first.

Then he asked, “C-can I help you? Are you lost?”

She looked at him and said, “Which realm is this?”

“Realm? Uh. It’s Idaho. You’re a couple miles outside Lazy Bend.”

“Idaho,” she repeated, slowly as if she were sounding it out. “Which allegiance is your realm—this Idaho?”

“Uh. Republican, I guess?”

She nodded, though it didn’t seem to be the answer she was seeking. She gazed out toward the horizon. Every twist of her head caused her jewelry to jingle. “Stranger, I’m looking for my friend,” she explained. “Her name is Shula. I am Vhala. Have you seen another orc pass through here? She entered your realm when the moon was full, and has not returned since. I come to Idaho in search. I will plead to your Republican king, if I must.”

Joe was starting to smile. This is a dream, he thought. A green woman in search of an orc, and who was apparently an orc herself? Like from Warcraft?

He pinched his arm.

That shit still hurt, though.

He noticed a glint in his rear-view mirror: the chrome of a semi rolling up over the hill. Figuring that Lazy Bend didn’t need another creature sighting to spook the locals, he unlocked the door and reached over to pull the handle. Then he motioned for Vhala to get in. The orc-woman—whose youthful physique brought to mind an attractive college girl—slid in and slammed the door shut.

The semi blew past, blaring its horn. The whole pickup rocked.

There was something else Joe hadn’t realized until now—and which his eyes were totally fixated on. His otherworldly passenger had a cock. It laid between her legs, a fat rod jutting from a dense and barbaric mess of dark pubic hair, which was so thick that there was a trail of it running to her belly button. More tufts of hair showed under her armpits. The hair on her scalp was braided like cornrows.

A mixture of scents entered his nostrils: muggy woods, an overgrown swamp, and a musk like deer attractant.

Vhala smelled of the raw wilderness.

He introduced himself.

“Is this your chariot?” she asked, tentatively touching the torn upholstery and running her fingers along the dusty dashboard. She picked up an old Conway Twitty CD and sniffed it.

“It’s a GMC,” Joe explained. “It used to be my dad’s, actually. He gave it to me.”

“You must be wealthy,” Vhala said, putting the CD back. “And your father must trust you if he lets you travel the roads alone. In my realm, it is very dangerous for females.”

Females? Joe wondered. He didn’t follow up on it. Really, he was still trying to accept that there was an orc sitting in his truck—an orc with both a nice set of tits and an impressive cock.

“Where is your horse?” she asked, looking out over the hood.

“Horse? Oh. Our horses are under the hood there.” He pointed. “In the front.”

“Are they miniature?”

“It’s the power of the horse, but without the horse itself.”

“Oh,” she said, nodding. Then she whispered: “Sorcery.”

“Technology,” he corrected.

“Is it different?”

Joe shrugged. He realized that explaining the fundamentals of human culture would take all afternoon, and he was still parked on the wrong side of a country highway.

“I need to get gas first—it’s, uh, food for the horses,” he said. “Then I guess I can take you home, and then maybe we can look for your friend?”

“Okay,” Vhala said hesitantly.

“But first, can you…” Joe started, then remembered that his new hitchhiker barely grasped was an automobile was. He reached across, snagged the seatbelt latch from the door, and gave her a respectful berth when stretching it around her torso and into the buckle. Vhala raised an eyebrow like she didn’t understand the purpose of it, but she said nothing.

She was fiddling with it as he operated the gear lever and got back up to speed.

For the remainder of the drive into Lazy Bend, he learned that Vhala’s friend, Shula, had ventured into the Idaho realm in search of an abandoned castle. Joe didn’t know of any castles around Lazy Bend, or anywhere in Idaho for that matter. That was more of a European thing. And this gateway between realms was allegedly in the forest outside Vhala’s and Shula’s hometown. Vhala had warned her friend not to go; it was too dangerous.

Now they were both here, somehow, in the Gem State. Vhala confessed that she didn’t even know how to get back to her realm.

“She’s a good hunter,” Vhala said, about Shula. “She has no fear. She would survive.”

“Do they have guns in your realm?” Joe asked, turning at Lazy Bend’s only stoplight and pulling into the Sinclair gas station.

“What are guns?”

He sighed worriedly. “She might find it tough here.” He pulled into a parking spot and grabbed the sunshade. “You’re gonna have to get down and hide. I’ll put this over you.”

She snorted at this. “I am not afraid of humans. And I don’t see many.”

“They have sorcery that would easily kill you. Trust me.”

Reluctantly, Vhala crouched herself down on the floorboard. Joe unfolded the sunshade and spread it out on top of her. Her huge eyes watched him as he exited the vehicle. Inside the Sinclair, he gathered up his usual armful of Monster Energy drinks, pork rinds, and Skittles. One of his old classmates, Ralph, was manning the register. Joe dumped everything down and put twenty dollars on a pump.

“How’s it hanging?” Ralph said. With his shaggy hair, the guy was almost a dead ringer for Keanu Reeves in the Bill & Ted movies.

Joe was thinking about the stranger in his truck, how she had tits and a cock. Wasn’t there a word for that? Not transsexual. Not shemale. Something else.

“Dude?” Ralph said.

“Oh. Sorry. My brain is everywhere today.”

He swiped his debit card.

Heading out, he passed two ISP officers—their cruiser was parked next to his truck. He nodded respectfully, knowing that they were unknowingly within ten feet of a person with no legal identification or birth certificate, or human DNA whatsoever.

After filling up his gas tank, he almost ran the red light getting out of there.

“Okay, you’re safe,” he announced to Vhala, removing the sunshade. She got back up and situated herself on the passenger side of the bench seat again. When Joe reminded her of the seatbelt, she successfully buckled it herself. “I don’t know how we’re going to find your friend, though. I mean, this realm is kind of large. It’s not just Idaho. There’s Montana and Washington, for instance.”

“She would stay close,” Vhala said confidently. “We’ll find her.”

On the way back home, Joe stole more looks at his realm-crossing rider. Vhala was not completely naked; there was a leather-like belt strapped around her waist, holding two holstered knives. Weapons? Or hunting tools? They might have been both. Either way, they were primitive, cut from stone like large arrowheads. She also wore a small satchel. Attached to it was something like a canteen, but like the knives it also wasn’t metal. In addition to those, she had on a necklace with a strange black jewel.

But more often than not he was glancing at her penis. She seemed to have no shame in being totally exposed.

Joe wondered if that was true of all the other orcs in her land, and if they were as well-endowed in the junk department has Vhala was. Compared to women here, her frame was pretty average. But her dick was easily six inches long, flaccid. It lay comfortably in the valley created by her legs, a thick log of foreskin and veins.

She caught him staring once.

His eyes snapped back to the road while his cheeks blushed.

“Have you never seen an orc, Joe from Idaho?” she asked.

“Nope,” he said. “N-never.”

When he glanced over again, she was smirking slightly.

“My mother worked in a tavern,” she said. “She could make anyone happy.”

“Yeah?”

Joe received a blessing when he reached home: his mom’s SUV wasn’t in the driveway. He pulled up, parked, and instructed Vhala to wait in the vehicle again. He’d been ruminating on an idea ever since the Sinclair gas station, and it involved his dad’s camping equipment. Sure enough, the Coleman tent was still in the garage. He gathered it up—along with its paraphernalia and a raincoat—and returned to the truck. The raincoat he gave to Vhala. It was a rural neighborhood, and the houses were pretty spread out, but he wasn’t taking any chances. It didn’t conceal her legs, but at a distance someone might think she was wearing green pants or something.

Then he escorted her out into the woods behind his backyard. After roughly a hundred feet, the terrain dipped into a lowland area that was well-enough hidden from the house. He located a level spot clear of vegetation and began setting up the tent.

Vhala took the raincoat off. “What is that?” she asked.

“It’s shelter,” he said, while assembling the frame and unraveling the canvas. “So you can stay out here.” Seeing as she was dressed like someone who lived a simple lifestyle, something like a tent was probably normal for her—although not one purchased from the Walmart clearance aisles.

“You are very generous.”

“It’s nothing.”

A hand touched his shoulder as he was driving the final spike into the dirt. He shivered, and turned to see her wide-and-curious eyes looking at his. A faint scar tracked from her left eyebrow through her left cheek. “I will tell my people about you.”

“Uh, thanks,” he said. “But really, it’s fine.”

She stood up. “Your house is large. You must have a big family.”

“The trailer house? It’s just me and my mom now, actually.”

After finishing with the tent, Joe stood up and inspected his work. It was rated to withstand heavy rain and strong winds, but the forecast was supposed to be clear, calm, and hot for the rest of the week anyway. Vhala’s eyes were on the trees. He saw her nostrils repeatedly flaring, like an animal’s; she was drinking in the scents, like a predator. Then she looked up at the treetops where songbirds chirped.

“Do I need to bring you food and water?” Joe asked.

“Listen,” she said. “There’s a stream nearby. And enough animals for a feast. In my land, the animals have learned to stay quiet whenever we are close. I will be fine.”

Joe did not hear a stream. Then again, he wasn’t a predator to anything other than the potato chips inside his mother’s kitchen pantry.

“I’ll check back tomorrow,” he said.

“Then we look for Shula,” Vhala said.

“Yeah. Then we’ll look for your friend.”
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Futa was the word Joe had been searching for—and what brought up countless lewd photos through Google’s search engine. The hentai with that keyword numbered in the millions. But it was just that: hentai, cartoons, fiction. Aside from the spectrum of gender dysphoria, no woman was born with a penis. Unless orc anatomy was different than human anatomy, in the realm that Vhala and her friend had been magically transported from.

Amusingly, some of the hentai artwork with futa subjects featured orcs with outrageously large cocks. He wondered what Vhala’s opinion of such pictures would have been.

Joe pocketed his phone when his mother entered the kitchen.

“Morning, honey,” she greeted him, with a ruffle to his short brown hair. She was freshly showered and wearing a bathrobe. “You’re up early on a Saturday.”

“Couldn’t sleep much,” he said, taking a swig of orange juice straight from the carton. Something caught his eye outside the backyard window.

His mother opened the refrigerator. “Any preferences for breakfast?”

Joe could have gone for reheated Pizza Hut or freshly made pancakes—and would have said so—but he was looking out at the small patch of mowed grass behind their little trailer house. Who else was up at nine o’clock on a weekend morning? Vhala, the futa orc. And in the middle of the backyard, she was pissing with that huge cock of hers, and wagging her body slightly to make the golden stream zig and zag as it splashed on the ground. Her mouth opened into a wide yawn, and her arms stretched over her head to reveal her hairy armpits.

“Uhhh-uh,” he croaked, accidentally swatting the orange juice carton and then catching it before it fell over.

“What was that, honey?” his mother asked.

“Something came up. Be right back. Actually, an omelet sounds good. With everything on it!”

Joe hustled out the back door and about threw himself into his inhuman guest. Shambling together, he pulled on her arm until they were past the tree line and safely heading into the woods—away from being detected.

“Let go of me!” Vhala growled.

A swift turn of her body was all it took; Joe was jabbed by her shoulder and thrown down into the dirty embankment. In a split-second, Vhala’s hand was clenched around the handle of her knife, but it stayed holstered for now. She was breathing so hard that she was softly snorting. Her nostrils were flared and her brow was furrowed.

“What are you doing?” she demanded to know.

“My mom was about to see you,” he explained. “You can’t just expose yourself like that.”

“Have you asked your mother about Shula? She might have information.” And with this declaration, Vhala began hiking back up the embankment.

“No-no-no,” Joe said, waving his arms. “You can’t.”

She stopped. “Why?”

“Because. Humans here don’t know that you exist. Like I said, they won’t act kindly.”

“But you know I exist. You are kind, Joe.”

“I’m pretty rare around these parts,” he said. “Maybe even unique.”

He got himself up and brushed himself off. They stood in silence for a moment. Somewhere down in the lowland he could hear a fire crackling. Again his gaze was repeatedly drawn to Vhala’s penis, the way it so conspicuously and shamelessly dangled between her thighs. Her testicles were slightly visible—a plump green pouch, partly concealed by thick shaft and dense hair, yet large enough on its own to make her flaccid cock curve outward at the middle.

“There’s something wrong with your field,” Vhala stated, heading back down the hill toward her makeshift campsite. “Your grass is very short.”

“My field?” Joe said, following her. “You mean the backyard?”

“Whatever you call it. It looks weak.”

“Everyone keeps their grass short around here,” he explained. “It’s how—it’s just what people do. Like tradition, I guess.”

“I was trying to help it.”

“By peeing on it?”

Vhala nodded. She gestured with her hand, like intaking food into her mouth. “Life goes into us, life comes out. I was giving it life.”

“Life. Yeah.” Joe scratched his head.

Some upgrades had appeared around her temporary living quarters since last evening, the most notable being a firepit—over which was a small cooked animal, probably a squirrel—in front of the camping tent. The scent of the roasting meat filled the whole area. Against a nearby tree leaned a spear, fashioned from a long branch. Maybe used to kill the squirrel.

Joe had initially felt some guilt for settling Vhala out in the wilderness when there was a perfectly usable and air-conditioned guest room in the trailer house. But now he saw that the futa orc was plenty comfortable out here.

Suddenly his belly growled.

The omelet was just a diversion tactic, he told it. Settle down.

Vhala heard it. “You are hungry,” she asserted, lifting the dead-and-sizzling squirrel off the flames. “Eat. Unless you do not eat meat in this strange land.”

He waved his hand. “I’m good. You have it.”

“I already ate. This was extra.”

Joe reluctantly took the spit. The squirrel carcass was speared from head to anus, skinned, and gutted. He didn’t have high hopes for a rodent-sized animal that had probably been alive within the last couple hours, but it was actually not terrible when he bit into it! A bit stringy, and still hot. But he’d certainly had worst breakfasts in his life—usually from the school cafeteria.

He sat on a rock and nibbled at it.

Vhala stood close by, watching him. Not just observing, but seeming to be mulling a question in her orc brain.

“I saw your mother arrive home in one of your people’s horseless chariots last night,” she said. “Your mother appeared to have breasts.”

Joe raised an eyebrow. “Yeah. She’s my mom. Women have breasts.”

“Only men have breasts,” Vhala argued.

He placed the nearly finished squirrel aside and regarded the futa orc’s bare chest, where two large and pert globes firmly hung off her ribcage, with brown and pinkish nipples erect. “You’re considered male?”

She nodded. “And you are not female? You do not answer to he?”

He cracked up. “No. I’m a dude—er, male, I mean. I have a penis. And I do answer to he.”

“But you do not have breasts, and you have facial hair.”

“Like all men. Unless they’re overweight. But those are called manboobs.”

Vhala rubbed her chin. “This is strange.”

“Extremely,” he agreed, trying to wrap his head around the mixed-up genders. Vhala was biologically male, but she used the pronouns that humans used for females. And male orcs were actually female—because they had female genitalia?—but used male pronouns?

In her world, did the male-looking females have children?

How bizarre.

“We are wasting time,” Vhala declared as she dumped dirt on the fire. “We need to be asking around and finding Shula. I hope she is unharmed.”

Asking around, Joe thought. Good grief, he hadn’t thought of that! He retrieved his phone, opened up Google, and input some basic parameters to reduce his search options strictly to the Lazy Bend Gazette—the town’s last remaining newspaper, published once per week. Oddball eyewitness accounts were common enough to have their own section, titled LOCAL SIGHTINGS. Joe typed in a few characteristics that might describe a wayward orc in the wrong realm.

There was one result from just the last week.

The title: GREEN DEMON?

Matthew Skotz, one of several old coots who would live in Lazy Bend until the day they died, claimed he had seen a green humanoid creature while out hunting last week. He defended his far-fetched statement by claiming he hadn’t touched meth in two years.

Vhala hovered nearby. Joe hadn’t even heard her come up behind him. Her gaze was glued to the screen.

“You possess true sorcery,” she said in a voice like a trance.

“I possess a crappy five-year-old iPhone,” he corrected her.

“It has words. Is there knowledge of Shula?”

“Maybe,” he sighed, slipping the phone back into his pocket. “A man who lives here might have seen something that resembles an orc.”

“Does he live in the castle?”

Joe shook his head. “I don’t know of any castle,” he told her. “This is a small town. My high school graduating class had like fifteen people. No one lives in a castle around here.”

“We should still ask him.”

“All right. Then I guess we will.”

Ten minutes after stuffing his face with an omelet, to go along with the squirrel meat digesting in his tummy, Joe and his new orc friend—once more concealing herself with careful use of the sunshade when need be—drove across town to the address of Matthew Skotz, which Joe had found online. The small white house was puny on its one-acre, overgrown lot. The gravel driveway was lined with trees on both sides. He parked, left the engine running for his passenger, and approached the little rickety house, which displayed many political signage and opinions shared by many of rural Idaho’s residents.

And if the signs weren’t enough, the white-haired Mr. Skotz wore a black T-shirt with HOME FIELD ADVANTAGE printed over a long list of historic battles between COLONISTS and INDIANS, FREEDOM FIGHTERS and BRITISH, and several wars. The losers were all crossed out.

At the bottom of this list was: PATRIOTS and SISSY LIBERALS, with an undeclared victor.

“Yeah?” he said. His bottom lip bulged with snuff, and he looked to be in his seventies.

“Sorry to bother you,” Joe said. “I was fascinated by your report of a creature you saw in the woods not far from here. Some kind of green demon?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Could you tell me where it was?”

“Yeah.” He lifted a thick, stubby finger and pointed across the road.

“Well, it just so happens that I’m really interested in this green demon thing. If that’s your property, may I go look for any evidence of it?”

He shrugged. Then he said, “Yeah.” Followed by: “I suppose.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Well, Joe thought while returning to his idling pickup, that went smoother than I expected.

He hopped back into the driver’s seat. Vhala’s face peered out from underneath the sunshade. She asked, “Did he tell you anything?”

“Just where she was sighted,” he said.

“Thank you.”

He reversed out of the driveway, went up the road about fifty yards, and turned into a gated-off dirt path that went into the woods. With the density of trees, he didn’t expect Mr. Skotz could see out his window and identify a naked orc lady, but Joe parked his pickup at an angle regardless to give Vhala that additional cover.

He shut the engine off, and they headed out into the backwoods where this encounter with a realm-hopping creature had supposedly taken place.

Joe’s father had taken him on hunting excursions once or twice—where Joe had learned absolutely nothing about tracking animals but everything about which parts of his adolescent body mosquitoes loved to feast on. He mainly remembered being bored out of his mind. Vhala, unlike his father, however, wasn’t trying to encourage him or teach him the masculine code. She led the way, her interest shifting from possible footprints in the soil to markings on the tree trunks to scents in the air. Sometimes she would stop for a couple minutes and just sniff the breeze. Fewer times, she would grab the handle of her knife but never pull it out.

He’d heard of wolves hanging around Lazy Bend. Maybe she smelled them.

The two-person search party combed over a few square miles of backwoods, but no evidence of Shula was ever found. Consequently, Vhala was beginning to grunt and express her displeasure by clawing the bark. Joe kept his distance during these outbursts.

When she had calmed down, he asked, “Is there anything at all?”

“She was here,” the futa orc replied. She took a drink from her canteen. “I am certain. Her foot-marks show her running. But the Idaho scents are different. I cannot know which way she traveled.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You have nothing to be sorry for.”

“It’s just a thing we humans like to say.”

After a while, they came upon a narrow stream—perhaps the same stream that ran behind Joe’s house on the other side of town. Vhala splashed water on herself. Farther upstream from her quick bath, she refilled her canteen.

He had not stopped being mesmerized by her large green tits and her green cock.

He wondered if he would tell anyone about Vhala someday.

On second thought, who the hell would believe him?

She returned from the stream, and was now holding that mysterious black rock that had been hanging from her neck. “Joe from Idaho,” she said, her wide eyes seeming ever more hopeless by the second. “Will you pray with me?”

“Pray?” To whom? God? He doubted the orc-people of her realm were devout Christians.

Vhala pushed down on his shoulder, and he dropped to his knees alongside her. She placed the strange black rock in his cupped palm, and enclosed her own palm over it, sealing it between a pale pink hand on the bottom and a green four-fingered hand on top.

It felt warm. Joe’s whole body tingled.

Following that, Vhala began to quietly utter words that did not sound like English. He was unsure if he should be memorizing them and following along. Instead, he remained quiet.

And maybe he was imagining things, but that rock seemed like it was starting to pulse…
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Joe’s eyes snapped open. Vhala’s greenish orc features spanned almost the entirety of his field of view, and he realized he was very close to her—lying down beside her, actually, as the background of backwoods was tilted on its side. He observed her closed eyes, her gently snoring nostrils, the razor-sharp canines that must have been excellent at gouging and tearing through meat. One of her arms was draped across him.

Did we fall asleep? he asked himself. His surroundings looked to be unchanged since when they had both held that black rock—which was, once again, wrapped around her neck and hanging against her collarbone.

The afternoon sun shone directly overhead.

Oddly, he had no memory of falling asleep. No memory of really anything since the prayer. But at least it didn’t appear he’d been out for too long.

He moved to get himself up. Then he hesitated. His eyes panned across Vhala’s silently snoozing body, lingering on her bare breasts, noticing that they were almost touching him. He felt his dick stir. No, he wanted to scold it. Stop, she’s not even human. He looked away—toward her unmoving cock, turned sideways and downward across her hairless and shapely thigh. Its girth made his heart skip. And for some reason, the front of his pants began to grow excessively cramped by his quickly swelling erection.

His gaze turned back up.

Vhala was staring back at him.

“Guh-ah,” he gasped. “Um. Shit.”

The futa orc blinked a few times. Then her head leaned closer, and she audibly sniffed the underside of his chin.

Joe felt like the front of his pants were about to rip open. He sent a hand down there to rearrange things while she was distracted.

“You smell different,” she declared.

“Oh. Okay,” he said nervously. “Did we fall asleep?”

“The prayer drained you, as it drained me.”

“Prayer did that?”

She nodded.

Huh, he thought, not wanting to know how that was possible.

Joe twisted away and got to his feet. As he was doing so, his phone buzzed: it was a schedule reminder about washing his mom’s SUV this afternoon. He groaned.

Vhala stood up much more deftly, barely making a sound. The whiffs of his neck didn’t satisfy her, apparently. While Joe was scrolling through his latest emails, she came over and sniffed him again. She sniffed his armpits, sniffed his chest, then put her face level with his crotch and sniffed there too.

He took a step backward. “Hey,” he said. “I get it. I need a shower.”

“It is not a human stench,” she said. “Your scent is very pleasant. You smell like an orc female, Joe from Idaho.”

Joe noticed, with both repulsion and curiosity, that Vhala’s usually limp-hanging cock was beginning to erect itself straight forward. Since she was facing him, it became like a throbbing pointer. The rapid swelling caused the foreskin to peel back, exposing a very engorged glans.

Her eyes suggested confusion, but her mouth was almost grinning.

“I-I need to go help my mom for a little while,” he said. “Do you want to ride with me?”

“I will keep searching,” she said. “Your dwelling is a short walk. I don’t need a chariot.”

“Okay.” He stole another glance at her very-erect orc prick before heading back to his pickup, mentally debating about what the hell had just happened.

I smell like a female orc? Gross!

Nonetheless, the visible reaction of Vhala’s sexual organ kept occupying his mind on the drive back. And like her, he was also dealing with a major hard-on; it was tucked in the leg of his jeans, throbbing incessantly against his thigh. He gave it a few intermittent rubs while trying to figure out how he and Vhala could become intimately involved with one another.

He was human. She was orc. They both had cocks.

There shouldn’t have been any erotic incentive there!

But his crotch said otherwise.

Joe parked behind his mom’s SUV and half sprinted into the house. “Hey, mom!” he hollered, jogging past the living room and toward his bedroom. She was watching a golf tournament. “Sorry, got caught doing something else! I’m gonna wash it!”

He stripped, took a quick shower, cleaning himself a little extra thoroughly to remove whatever scent Vhala’s nose was picking up.

When drying off, his fingers happened upon his ears. And he froze.

They were longer at the top, stretching to a well-defined point. Both of them!

His heart was racing again—and continued to race as he wiped down the mirror to see his reflection. Sure enough, his ears were visibly altered to look a little like an elf’s. Or an orc’s. He kept running his fingers across them, disbelieving and yet finding no proof that it was an illusion. When he clenched his teeth, the tops of his ears even wiggled a little.

And did they have a slightly green tint? Hard to tell.

But no human being had pointed ears like this! They had been perfectly normal this morning.

Joe felt a brief pain in his bottom gums. He peeled back his lower lip.

His bottom canines had elongated too. Both were more prominent, bulging slightly from the otherwise-even row of teeth. As a result, his jaw wouldn’t close all the way without his upper canines grinding behind the bottom ones.

No way, he thought, inspecting both changes repeatedly. No fucking way.

He couldn’t find anything else wrong with his body. Just the teeth and ears.

Joe suspected that Vhala might know what was happening to him. She was living proof of magic, after all, with her having crossed realms. To cope until then, he went into his bedroom and retrieved a beanie cap. The temperature outside was at least eighty degrees, but the questions about inappropriate attire were better than the attention his pointed ears might attract. He stretched the beanie cap over both of them, then went outside to get the hose.

While spraying down his mom’s SUV, the concerns kept coming back—no matter how many times he mentally pushed them away. What if Vhala’s presence in Idaho had broken reality somehow? He’d never watched Star Trek or anything, but he couldn’t imagine a portal between worlds being some kind of harmless phenomenon.

Every time he ran his tongue along his bottom teeth, those canines were larger.

Was he changing into an orc?

And while scrubbing with the sponge, he noticed that his fingernails were similarly in the process of mutating: a black color was creeping in around the edges, and the ends were sharper.

He recalled that Vhala’s fingernails were black.

Suddenly, a fast-flying edition of the weekly Lazy Bend Gazette smacked him on the arm and tumbled to the ground. Joe spotted the late-as-usual paperboy—a fourteen-year-old kid—riding away on a bicycle.

“What are you trying to do?” Joe hollered after him. “Hit me in the head?”

The paperboy pedaled away faster.

His mom was an avid reader, and wouldn’t want the newspaper sitting out on the driveway. He picked it up. The headlining article dealt with the Hague estate west of town, and the ongoing legal dispute between a distant relative who owned the title and a natural gas company wanting to bulldoze the hundred-year-old house and start drilling. These days, it was about the only major story in Lazy Bend, and had been going on for a couple years now.

Joe stared at the black-and-white image of the ancient, dilapidated mansion. The corners of the house were constructed like fat columns, topped with steeples. Nearly all the windows were boarded over.

He squinted.

An abandoned castle, he thought. According to humans, the Hague estate was far from being a castle, but maybe to orcs it was different. Even Vhala had referred to his trailer house as being on the large side. To her, what would the Hague estate look like?

Joe knew where the house was. He quickly finished up with his mom’s SUV, told her he was going out for a while, then hopped in his pickup and drove to the west side of town.

The long, dirt driveway wound through the woods for a quarter-mile before reaching the house itself. It was blocked off with a gate and a NO TRESPASSERS sign. Regardless, the warning hadn’t stopped a few trouble-making teenagers from tagging the old house with graffiti. He parked, got out, and hopped over the gate. A flock of dark-colored birds scattered from the porch awning. Once they were gone, the house could be heard creaking.

Joe thought about calling out. Instead, he strolled up the foot-beaten path that served as a walkway and climbed the stoop. There were more warning signs here, but the door was unlocked. He twisted the knob and shoved it open, swatting away cobwebs.

The interior was totally empty—except for a giant, dirty rug that spanned the length of the huge entrance area. Shafts of dusty light shone through cracks where the windows weren’t completely boarded over. There were no signs of movement, and no sounds whatsoever.

And yet Joe felt like he was being watched.

Footsteps rushed from behind him. Abruptly, his legs were kicked out and he was staring up at the deadly tip of an arrow aimed at the bridge of his nose.
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Joe gazed beyond the stony arrowhead—unwavering in its threat. Shula bore many resemblances to her other realm-crossing orc friend, including the same shade of leafy-green skin, large naked breasts, and an assortment of gold and silver jewelry. But where Vhala’s eyes were inquisitive, Shula’s were ferocious. Her jaw was clenched, with her tusks almost reaching her nose. One of them was chipped, perhaps the result of a fight or a hunt.

He kept his arms out. He dared not move.

“Human,” she said. Like a bitter greeting. “You are in my territory.”

That was debatable, legally speaking.

Quietly, Joe said, “I know Vhala. We met. She’s looking for you.”

Shula’s brow rose a fraction of an inch. “Humans are liars.”

“Not this human,” Joe insisted.

For about thirty additional seconds, neither one of them moved a muscle. Shula was holding her breath, to keep her bow steady—and maybe to keep asking herself what kind of threat this new intruder posed. But then she exhaled, and withdrew the bow.

With the arrowhead not in his face, Joe saw that this representative of orc-kind was identically well-endowed in the groin. He couldn’t stop his eyes from lingering there. She had the physique of a gymnast. Her scalp was bald, except for a ponytail hanging from the back.

“Vhala has come?” Shula said. “She followed me?”

Joe stood up and nodded. “She said she came looking for you. She’s over in some woods near where a man had spotted you. I was helping her.”

“You lie?”

He shook his head. “No.”

“I will cut your head off and feed it to the hogs if you lie.”

“I don’t doubt that.”

Shula slipped the bow over her shoulder. Strapped to the opposite shoulder was a quiver filled with a large number of feather-tailed ammunition. From Joe’s quick-and-sudden personal experience with her weapon, he felt confident in her accuracy.

She continued to stand and stare at him. Then, mimicking Vhala this afternoon, she came toward him and planted her upturned nose right into his collarbone. He heard her sniffing. Goose bumps raced up his arms as his scent entered the futa orc’s nostrils.

“You don’t smell like human,” she asserted. “You smell like our females.”

“I’m definitely human,” Joe argued.

Without warning, Shula grabbed his crotch. He nearly jumped out of his skin as his half-erect manhood was taken into her grasp and squeezed. This discovery prompted Shula to immediately let go and take a step back. The ferocity in her eyes vanished, and now she just looked confused.

Same, he thought.

“M-maybe you can tell me what’s going on,” Joe said. He removed his beanie cap.

Shula stared at his ears. “You are half-breed?”

“No. I’ve never even seen an orc until yesterday. I don’t know what’s happening.”

Unfortunately, neither did Shula, it seemed. “Hmm,” she said, rubbing her chin. “I cannot help you now. First, we find Vhala. Can you lead me to her?”

“I can drive you in my—”

“No sorcery,” she growled, followed by a few harsh syllables that sounded like an orc curse word. “Just give me a direction, changeling.”

Changeling? Joe thought.

Already he liked Vhala more.

They set out across the Hague estate, along a general southeastern path. With the heavy rains recently, some of the wild grass was tall enough to reach their waists. Joe kept close to his new acquaintance, figuring that if any of Idaho’s dangerous wildlife protested their trek through the backwoods she would protect him with that big bow of hers. She slipped through the grass almost soundlessly, never setting a foot down that disrupted her balance. Meanwhile, Joe was batting away the blades and nearly twisting his ankle on hidden rocks.

Beyond the estate was a wooded area.

Joe occasionally pulled out his phone to adjust their heading—with assistance from Google Maps. Shula always frowned like she never approved of his use of sorcery.

He couldn’t help it that he wasn’t a natural-born hunter!

After a thirty-minute-long journey, they reached the stream where Vhala had bathed in earlier this afternoon. But there were no signs of Vhala herself. Joe didn’t need to tell Shula any of this; the orc immediately picked up her friend’s scent, and pursued its origin in a half-crouching, half-crawling stride.

Hopefully she’s not far, he thought. What bad luck that would be to find one and lose the other.

His teeth were hurting again. A probing inspection from his tongue revealed that his lower canines were more resembling the tusks of an orc with every passing minute. And no longer could his mouth contain them! They had begun to protrude. He could feel them pressing against his upper lip from the outside. It was a really strange sensation. As for his ears, they weren’t any better. In addition to each helix coming to a sharp point, the lobules were hanging down farther.

Joe used his phone’s front-facing camera as a mirror.

“Oh shit,” he whispered, and for good reason.

A distinct shade of orc green had suffused through each of his ears. And as worrisome as that was, there was more to make him fear for his dwindling humanity. His eyebrows were darker and bushier, his nose was broader at the base and slightly upturned, and that same green color was faintly visible in his cheeks and forehead.

What the fuck is happening? he wondered.

All this had started after the prayer with Vhala—and holding that black rock. Had she intentionally caused this transformation? And if so, why? And how?

Little black rocks didn’t cause people to transform like this.

Then again, Idaho wasn’t supposed to have orcs.

“There is no sign of Vhala,” Shula said, returning to Joe. “But I have her scent. We can…” Her eyes fixated on his changes. “You are becoming orc.”

“Uh. Great,” he said. “Except I don’t want to become an orc. No offense, or anything.”

Shula grabbed his chin and turned his head one way, then the other, inspecting his gradual and continuing loss of humanity. “Is human sorcery capable of this?”

“No.”

“I have never heard of a human changing into an orc.”

“Well, awesome.”

She looked at his hands next. His fingernails were black and sharp, like hers. Also, his pinkie—on each hand—was in the process of shriveling away, and had shrunken to half its normal length, as the other four fingers were slowly spreading out and themselves widening.

He gulped.

“We will handle this later,” she said, dropping his hand. “Follow me.”

Dusk was settling over the Idaho backwoods. With a growing sense of dread, Joe realized that he and Shula were coming up on where Matthew Skotz lived. And if Shula had been the green demon popularized by the Lazy Bend Gazette, then that observation was probably on her mind too. Joe wondered if Vhala’s disappearance was related to Skotz. And he’d stupidly left her out here, all alone, a capable but primitive warrior on the hunting grounds of a man who probably owned a small arsenal of guns—like everyone else in Idaho.

It hurt him to speculate on Vhala’s current whereabouts and health.

But he was also hurting for different reasons.

A rooted pain in his groin caused Joe to stop. It was accompanied by several cramps in his stomach. He didn’t know what the hell was going on with his body, but here lately he’d been sweating profusely inside his clothes. A series of rumbles and growls—like two babbling, muffled voices—came from his belly. His T-shirt was causing him to itch. He stripped out of it. And when the irritation to his skin spread to his lower body, he knew he had to get his pants off too. For whatever reason, all his clothing was suddenly unbearable, even though the temperature had cooled off.

Naked except for his underwear, Joe looked down at his groin. His Hanes briefs could hardly contain the dark bush of pubic hair that was partially bulging out from underneath. He peeled back the waistband, and was hit with such a rankness that he nearly gagged. But only initially. Behind that wave, there was a kind of sweetness. He risked a hand inside, and breathed a little relief when he found the nub of his cock—albeit far reduced in size, along with his testicles. It was buried in a matted tangle of wet hair. Blood?

He looked at his hand.

None of it was red. But it was sure gleaming. Whatever the fluid was, its sweet smell was overwhelming. Joe shivered as he sniffed it.

He felt like his insides were moving down there. Slithering, even.

There were soft, wet noises: glub-glub-glub.

He sent his hand back down the front of his briefs to investigate. This time, the nub of his greatly shrunken cock was nowhere to be found. Neither was his scrotum.

“Oh God,” he whispered.

He recalled that both Vhala and Shula had identified his body odor as female and orc. They were both considered male, and they had penises.

Whatever was going on with his body, it was beginning to scare him.

Shula returned. The new aroma in the air needed no comment. Embarrassingly, he couldn’t stop himself from staring at her cock again. His altered scent must have traveled far in the woods, because she was sporting a full erection. The way her cock bounced back and forth as she walked was highly hypnotizing.

His nose picked up its musk, and then he was sniffing it greedily. The sights and smells of the futa orc quickly made his loins tingle expectedly.

“We are close,” she stated, her gaze passing over his body. She definitely knew what was inside his underwear. “Come on.”

“I can’t wear my clothes anymore,” he said. “It’s like the fabric is irritating my skin.”

“Orcs don’t need clothing.”

Orcs don’t need clothing. Her manner of addressing his changes wasn’t helping. First his face, now his manhood. How long did the rest of his body have before it was unrecognizable?

He reluctantly nodded. “Okay,” he said, stepping out of his underwear.

Shula loaned him her satchel so he could carry his wallet, keys, and phone. Everything else he left behind, even his shoes and socks. Surprisingly, the rough ground did not rip up the soles of his feet like he thought it would. He wondered if the skin had been made more durable, and if that’s how orcs managed to walk around barefoot. His toenails—all eight of them—were dark and sharp like his fingernails.

In short order they reached the country road where Matthew Skotz lived; his small house was on the other side of it. Joe and Shula hid behind some trees and observed from afar. A light shone inside a small shed toward the back of the lot. Skotz’s pickup was parked beside it. The tailgate was down, and the tied-up body in the bed was faintly illuminated. Joe couldn’t tell if it had the dark skin of an orc or the dark clothing of a human.

But the odds gave him the answer.

Shit, he thought. Skotz had captured himself a trophy. And dead or alive, she would probably soon be the headlining picture in the Gazette’s next issue—guaranteed to become world-famous when the humans of Earth learned of an orc living in Idaho.

Unless he and Shula had something to say about that.

After waiting for a car to pass, they hurried across the road and used the many trees paralleling Skotz’s driveway to hide behind. The man continued to tool around in the shed. Meanwhile, Vhala wasn’t moving. Unconscious? Hopefully.

Then, whistling to himself, Skotz went into the house. Seizing the opportunity, Joe ran toward the parked pickup. Vhala was bound and gagged. There was a blood-soaked bandage wrapped around her right upper arm—maybe a gunshot wound.

More importantly, her eyes were looking up at him.

“Hey,” he said. “Short story: I found Shula, and we’re here to rescue you.”

Her gaze bounced over him as if she were studying his appearance.

“There’s that too. Hang on.”

Joe got his arms underneath her knees and shoulders. Instantly he was struggling with her mass; she was far more muscular than the hundred-pound girls in high school. Then he realized it was silly to try and carry her when he could just untie her instead. He began loosening the rope.

There was a sound behind him: ka-chick.

The hairs on his neck rose. He knew what he was going to find when he turned around, and indeed there was Mr. Skotz with a shotgun. Joe raised his hands halfway.

The old man spat at the ground. “So,” he said. “There’s more than one.”

“Just let her go,” Joe pleaded.

“This one was on my property. You know what that means, you green freak?”

“They’re not here to hurt you.” He saw movement in the corner of his eye, back toward the front of the house. “Unless you threaten them.”

Suddenly there was an arrow in Skotz’s upper arm. The old man shrieked in pain and twisted around.

The shotgun went off.
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Joe couldn’t remember the last time he watched the sun rise. Ten o’clock was more his get-out-of-bed time, not…whatever time it was now. His phone had died. He viewed the oncoming dawn from the crooked stoop of the Hague estate, where he’d been sitting for an hour. He was tired, but he couldn’t sleep a wink; he was worried, but he couldn’t go home. The last couple days were still registering. There was still a chance it could be one long dream.

Not likely.

With the Idaho sunrise came morning light over the bug-chirping and bird-squawking backwoods. Overnight, his transformation had progressed substantially. He observed that both his hands were entirely green and nearly indistinguishable from his fellow orcs’, and the green shade had consumed most of his forearm—but not all. There was still a wide ribbon of untouched skin around his elbow region. He doubted that would be the case by noontime, or even sooner.

His torso was a similar story: more green than not, with a band of human skin still remaining around his lower abdomen, like a pink stripe. But the change in skin color was less concerning than what was between his legs. All he could see was a thick, dark bush. The densely overgrown pubic hair was kind of a blessing, as he didn’t want to look at what was hidden away inside it.

He’d known for a long time now. He could feel it.

But he could hardly accept it.

Maybe there’s a way back to normal, he thought.

The front door opened. Shula sat down next to him. Joe felt that instinctual pull again, as he caught glimpses of her cock and tits.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Vhala rests,” the futa orc reported. “She will be fine. When we were young, we gave each other worse scratches than that. Human sorcery to her leg was weak.”

“That’s good.”

Joe felt the eyes of his new companion staring at him. Her scent, formerly a little strong and pungent to his human nostrils, was now intoxicating. And vice versa must have been true as well, because Shula couldn’t be near him without growing erect—which was the case this very moment, as her massive cock was already swollen.

It was ready.

“Now what?” he said, barely able to think of anything but that building heat in his loins.

Shula snorted. “I thought there would be much to plunder here. But there was nothing. Only humans in Idaho choose not to live in large dwellings like this one. Before Vhala came, I went in search to leave your realm, but I could not find my way back.”

He looked at her. “You’re stuck here?”

“Could be. There are worse fates. Back home, humans wage war with us. Here, we could live in peace. They don’t know we exist.”

Joe nodded. “There’s a lot of open country around here. And plenty of animals.”

Shula rubbed his shoulder. “You make Idaho sound better.”

He laughed. “It’s not bad.”

“Not bad,” she echoed. “With beer and pussy, it would be even better.” She touched the sides of her hands together, gesturing a cross-like symbol. “Good hunt, good beer, good pussy—that is our life. Simple.”

“Yeah. Sounds like some of the people who live around here.”

As they sat there, Shula began to rub his thigh. Their bodies continued to give off signals—which Joe wasn’t sure he was comfortable with. Regardless, the reaction in his loins to the futa orc’s presence and scent was making him horny as hell. Sometimes he’d inhale so forcefully that he’d snort a little. She was doing the same. It was almost involuntary, like the reverse of a sneeze. Then the hand began to move closer, until it was massaging his inner thigh.

He knew she was testing him. Searching for his limit. If he didn’t want this, he would protest. But no words ever came out of his throat.

Finally, her hand slipped between his legs. Joe almost buckled right then and there as the tingly warmth in his groin ignited into a blaze. His legs seemed to automatically spread farther open, as if giving permission. It scared him that he was so eager. He had just lost his manhood yesterday, he was apparently changing into an entirely different species, and the creature next to him was a warrior from an entirely different realm.

He was worked up from thinking too hard.

Less thinking, he thought, with Shula’s hand being the encouragement. More giving in.

She made a purring sound. “In my homeland, a virgin female like you would be a worthy prize. I would like to have you.”

“O-okay,” Joe’s voice squeaked. “I don’t think I’ve ever been had before.”

“Because you were male?”

“Yeah.”

A grin stretched across her tusks. “Orc females live a pleasurable life. This is good for you.”

“If you say so.”

With a swift yet sensual nudge, Joe was laid down on the old, creaky porch. He was shaking nonstop by this stage, although he couldn’t be sure if it was from nervousness or excitement. There was a thrumming energy inside his groin, a strong need; the place between his legs felt empty and extremely wet. Shula, not wasting a second, positioned herself on top and dragged her long tongue up the left side of his face. She smiled, then did the same to the right side. The texture of her tongue was almost like a cat’s. After that, she was licking other parts of his face, just smearing her drool from his hairline to his chin.

It was weirdly erotic. Joe’s feet were dancing from how anxious and jittery he was.

Maybe this is their way of kissing, he wondered. With their tusks, mouth-to-mouth smooching probably would have been a little awkward.

Still smiling, the futa orc transitioned lower, crawling backward. Joe felt her hot breath touching his chest, then his belly, then the very-sensitive skin inside his thighs. Watching apprehensively, the lower half of her face dipped below the bushy horizon of his black pubic hair. Her nostrils gaped, and the tops of her pointed ears wiggled as she inhaled.

Joe had never engaged in intimacy quite like this, but the same fundamentals held true: his partner was clearly turned on, which subsequently made him turned on.

Shula pressed her face into his crotch and began to lick him. All his muscles tensed when her tongue made contact. He could only guess this was his new orc pussy. Sheesh, was it sensitive! He thrashed a little as her slimy muscle flicked up and down, exploring what to his perceptive mind seemed to be folds in the skin.

He was past questioning it now. Like his new anatomy, he needed it.

Shula began to softly grunt as she performed cunnilingus. Her desire in eating him out was cute. Many times, her tongue dipped inside him, introducing his mind to this new orifice that had replaced his manhood. He was gradually becoming aware of how deep it was, how aggravating it was to simultaneously be turned on and empty down there.

After a minute of using her talented tongue, Shula lifted her head. A gleaming rope of his juice clung to her bottom lip. Her tongue swirled around her mouth, cleaning it.

“You are not in phase,” she said.

“In phase?” he asked, panting.

“You cannot have children yet. Orcs can smell when females are ready.”

“Oh.” That’s probably good, he thought.

Shula heaved him up on his feet. Despite Joe’s brain spinning into a sink drain of lustful daze, he knew what was coming next; he was turned against the shabby porch railing as her hands bent him over. He almost didn’t need her guidance. Something in his brain wanted him to stick his ass out, something deep and primal and impossible to ignore. He was literally dripping wet by now, as the copious moisture of his new sex ran down the insides of his legs.

Her hands gripped the flanks of his abdomen.

“Oh,” he breathed, before anything had even happened.

A stab of pressure against his groin caused his hands to clench the rotted wood. She was massive. He worried that maybe everything wasn’t fully formed down there, and maybe there wouldn’t be enough room to accept her. But he kept his concerns behind gritted teeth. Gradually, and a bit painfully, Shula thrust her cock into his sopping-wet entrance.

“Ah-ah-aaahh,” he panted. “Oh God.”

“Mm,” his partner grunted. “You are tight.”

She bent forward and circled an arm underneath his abdomen, holding him steady. Locked in her grasp, she began to pump in and out of him. Joe’s mind was so overwhelmed by the fullness of her huge cock that he was struggling to piece together coherent thoughts. Mainly he couldn’t believe that he was getting fucked, and that he was eagerly participating! Her insertions became easier and smoother with repetition. He didn’t know if that was his naturally occurring lubrication helping out, or if his virgin pussy was just getting stretched.

Either way…

Fuck.

Holy fuck!

The biggest challenge was learning to relax. When he did, Shula wrapped him up tighter and increased her pace, causing their bodies to slap together. That sound of his flesh being repeatedly slapped was like music. And contrary to his upbringing and his once-vigorous heterosexuality, this position began to feel natural.

Her other hand seized his shoulder, pulling him backward as her pelvis pummeled him.

He felt like he was strapped to a horse.

And then Shula went full gallop.

“Ahh!” he squealed. “Oh shit. Nnnghhh!”

Shula was grunting again. She was taking him.

Have it all, Joe thought, almost collapsing on the railing just to stick his ass out farther. In the middle of his sexual trance, he pictured those heavy balls slapping around underneath the base of her cock. They must have been so full, and yearning. How big were orc loads?

He wanted all the loads. Everything. Inside him. Now.

Distantly, he heard the front door open. The energetic fucking came to a stop.

Shula: “You missed this one. I’ve already taken his virginity and made him addicted. He will dream of nothing but our cocks now.”

Cocks, Joe thought in a daze. Yes. Cocks are great.

With her erection still implanted in his pussy, the futa orc spun him around. There was Vhala. The wound to her leg had required another bandage, and she was limping as a result. But Shula had been right; it merely looked like a scratch.

The clearest evidence of her good health, however, was her raging hard-on.

Joe’s mouth hung open. He had begun to drool without even realizing it.

“I told him he was our prize,” Shula said.

“Did you?” Vhala asked. “What does Joe from Idaho think?”

“Um,” he said. “It’s…it’s g-great.”

Shula smacked him on the ass. Joe yelped girlishly.

Vhala added her own potent musk to the stew of sexual smells occupying his nostrils. Shula bent him forward at a ninety-degree angle again, and Vhala, her stiff prick wagging with every step, came forward. He felt a sudden desire to kiss Vhala’s thickly engorged member, and he did so when it was close enough. He gave the tightly swollen glans a soft smooch, and then a tentative lick. With his tusks, giving her a blowjob was impossible—perhaps one disadvantage of his new orc heritage. But having a taste was more satisfying than he could have possibly imagined. When her pre-cum began to flow, he happily lapped that up too.

“Like a tavern wench,” Vhala laughed. “He loves being like us.”

Not content with her cock simply resting inside his snatch, Shula began to rail him again. In a few seconds, the world was a blur and he could only focus on the sheer girth of what was inside him. Joe’s body sagged forward while his brand-new pussy was used and abused, the tip of his lover’s fat rod seeming to punch the base of his gut over and over again.

Yes, he thought. Fucking use me!

Shula grabbed a fistful of his hair and held his torso up that way. She started pulling so hard that he was looking straight up. Again, again, again—her ceaseless pounding never let up.

Then she snorted loudly. Her hands grabbed his waist.

“Oh!” Joe squealed, experiencing a warm explosion deep inside his orc cunt. Blast after blast of her seed jetted out. The combined fullness of her manhood and her abundant cum made him shiver from head to toe.

Then the unexpected happened.

Shula pulled out and raised him off the ground by grabbing the backs of his knees. Vhala knelt underneath and put her mouth against his well-stretched slit. Joe thought she was going to lick him clean, but she started sucking! He writhed in pleasure as he felt the other orc’s cum being drawn out of him and into Vhala’s mouth.

It was the hottest thing he’d ever been a part of.

Then Vhala, having greedily swallowed most of her friend’s recently deposited sperm, stood up. She said, “Hold him like that. I believe he wants more.”

“He’s all yours.”

From then on, it was Vhala’s cock which fucked Joe through a roller coaster of pleasure. Given the superior strength of his lovers, he couldn’t have escaped the orc sandwich even if he had wanted to. It was a good thing he didn’t! And Vhala, despite being the more innocent of the two orcs, turned out to be equally as aggressive. Joe received another pounding that he soon wouldn’t forget.

What he also received was another hot load.

This time it was Shula who drank it out of him.

Afterward, they continued to take turns eating him out—with a fair amount of reciprocation. Intermittently, he glimpsed his body. The green skin had totally eaten away any human resemblance from his arms. And following the double dose of orc jizz, he saw no human skin remaining around his midsection.

He was entirely orc. An orc female.

But with Shula and Vhala around, however, it was hard to find a downside.


Epilogue

They waited until there were no other customers. Then they filed out of Joe’s GMC pickup and entered the Sinclair gas station, three naked orcs on a late-evening booze run.

Ding-ding.

Joe led his dick-swinging companions to the aisle of refrigerated alcohol. Shula snorted agreeably and nearly ripped a door off its hinges in getting it open. She marveled at the cool air inside, and asked how it was possible.

“Sorcery,” Joe explained. “It’s not all harmful.”

On the other side of him, Vhala clawed her way into a twelve-pack of Budweiser, gouged the aluminum top of a can with her fingernail, and guzzled half of it in one swallow. Then she wiped her mouth and spat. “This is no beer,” she claimed sourly. “This is hog piss.”

“It gets more tolerable the more you drink,” Joe said.

She shrugged and poured the rest into her mouth, then dropped the empty can.

Meanwhile, Shula was already loading up her arms. She grabbed Bud Light, Corona, and some fruity seltzers that she had taken a sip of and greatly enjoyed. Vhala took some Miller, Budweiser, and some Blue Moon. Joe grabbed some Mike’s Hard Lemonade for himself. And Skittles.

Hauling their selections, they went up to the register. Ralph was working tonight. Joe and his thirsty futa friends dumped their items on the countertop.

“Hey, man,” Joe said. “I’m paying for all this.”

“Joe?” Ralph said. He glanced at his unusual-looking company. “Why y’all look like that?”

“The comic-book convention in Boise.”

“Dude. That’s makeup? Even your friends’ tits?”

Joe nodded.

“That’s killer.”

Joe pushed the booze closer, to remind Ralph.

“Oh, sorry. Lemme ring that up.”

Vhala plucked a bag of Doritos from the rack beneath the countertop. In trying to open it, an explosion of nacho-flavored potato chips burst all over the countertop. She sniffed one, and made a face like she was repulsed.

“And the chips too,” Joe told Ralph, to cover the damage.

The total was nearly all the cash in his wallet. The two futa orcs watched as he laid the money out and received his change in return. Ralph bagged all the booze.

“Hey, y’all have fun at the convention,” Ralph told them. “I wish I could go.”

“Many blessings, human,” Shula replied.

On the way out, Joe saw a MISSING PERSON announcement by the door. It featured his high school senior portrait. Ralph was completely oblivious, apparently.

Joe didn’t want to leave his mom thinking that he’d run away, or been abducted. But he sure couldn’t return to her the way he was—not until he found out how to reverse the transformation, if that was even possible. Until then, he was happy to have Shula and Vhala as friends, who also weren’t able to return home. Honestly, there were worse ways to spend his days than drinking beer and having sex. And his two new friends were showing him how to hunt.

Good hunt. Good beer. Good pussy. That is our life.

Out on the curb, the most-recent edition of the Lazy Bend Gazette lay open. On the visible page, Matthew Skotz was adamant about having interacted with several green humanoid creatures. The picture attached to the article showed the bloodied arrow that had been pulled out of his arm.

Joe wondered if the local police department was seriously investigating the claim.

Skotz was just an old coot. And exotic sightings were a recurring theme around here anyway.

They piled back into the GMC. Joe sat down in the damp driver’s seat.

Shula clapped with excitement. “Tonight, we drink and we fuck till morning.”

“That’s every night,” Vhala said.

“You would complain?”

“Never.”

Neither would I, Joe thought. He pulled out of the gas station parking lot, got back on the road, and drove toward the abandoned Hague estate, eager to get his orc pussy stuffed.
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Anthony strolled up the walkway toward the front door. The house was the quintessential American dream: picturesque and two stories, perfect lawn care, on a plot of land that was a hop and skip away from open countryside. He wondered what all the characteristics of the house meant for its occupants. Would their fantasies be normal? Or would they lean into the weird? He tried to keep an open mind about the Clarke family, and reminded himself that the average suburban couple probably wasn’t too freaky.

No matter what, though, he had no control over what they desired.

As a CUTE-E, he was putting his body into their hands!

He went up to the front door and, after nervously pushing a hand through his sandy blond hair, knocked. He focused on holding his pink suitcase steady, to show that he was confident and ready for whatever came next.

The door opened; Anthony cleared his throat.

“Hello, Mrs. Clar—”

Mrs. Clarke wasn’t just any Mrs. Clarke. She was the mom of his best friend, Robbie!

Oh God, Anthony thought, watching Robbie’s mom fiddle with her pearl necklace. She recognized him too. He’d visited the Clarkes many times throughout middle school and high school—and Mrs. Clarke herself had even driven Anthony to the emergency room once after he’d stepped on a nail in their backyard while playing around with Robbie.

But that had been a different house. They must’ve moved.

“Anthony?” she said. The top couple buttons of her shirt were undone; the topmost slope of her breasts showed. She moved a hand to cover that hint of cleavage when his eyes briefly flicked to there. “Hi, how’s it going? Er, what are you doing here? Robbie’s off at college if you’re looking for him.” She glanced at his pink suitcase.

Anthony cleared his throat. “Mrs. Clarke, I’m your CUTE-E.” He knew he had to say the rest, as outlined in his job requirements. “I’m your customizable, ultramodern, tantalizing escort. And the E stands for enhanced.”

Mrs. Clarke started laughing. “That’s a good one—and…you’re not joking. You’re not joking, are you?” Her face had gone beet red.

He shook his head. “I believe it was a two-week contract. I will do anything you want.”

She glanced around the neighborhood, then looked at him with an expression that was almost frightened. “Honey,” she said. “The CUTE-E service is for…”

“I provide any and all pleasure you seek,” he stated.

“Yes, but you’re…”

“I’m twenty-one. And you and your husband are my clients.”

“Anthony,” she said more sternly. “We ordered a CUTE-E to spice up our relationship.”

He nodded. “That’s what I’m here for.”

The doubts were as clear as sunshine on this June afternoon. Anthony thought Mrs. Clarke was trying to get him to admit that he wasn’t, in fact, here to have sex with her, but that was the arrangement—and it was total random chance that Anthony happened to personally know his first client. Truthfully, he’d always found Mrs. Clarke to be attractive. She was a bit pear-shaped, but more importantly she’d always been nice and sweet to him. She also baked the best oatmeal cookies.

Keep a professional mind about this, he instructed himself.

He wasn’t having sex with his best friend’s mom and dad. He was here to treat the sexual needs of his client, no matter who they were.

“Oh my goodness,” she sighed. “Well, come on in here, Anthony. Before anyone spies on us talking and recognizes your suitcase.”

“It’s a pleasure,” Anthony said, entering the Clarke residence.

They migrated toward the living room, where he placed his pink CUTE-E suitcase on the sofa. The house was super nice—much fancier than the one he remembered visiting on the other side of town, before college came along. The description of his clients had mentioned something about Mr. and Mrs. Clarke working long hours at opposite times of the day, and it had adversely affected their love life.

“How’s school?” Mrs. Clarke asked. “Robbie said you were studying computer science.”

“I’m probably going into IT,” he said.

“That sounds wonderful.” An awkward few seconds passed as she eyed him up and down. “There’s always more and more computers, and more and more glitches.”

“Job security,” he agreed.

“Mm-hmm.”

“And—”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Sorry,” he said, stopping himself. “I’m supposed to remain professional. Unless you want to chitchat.”

Mrs. Clarke giggled and hugged him gently, being careful to not press her body into him. “Honey, we can chitchat all you like,” she said, pulling away. “And you are helping to break the ice. My husband and I had no idea what to expect when we signed up for this service. They don’t tell you who’s going to show up at your front door, whether it’s a man or woman.”

“It’s not important, because I can be anyone you like,” Anthony explained. “Your purchase comes with over four million customization options at your fingertips. My body and clothing are whatever suits your mood.”

She smirked. “You’ve been practicing these lines.”

“Had to.”

“Is it all done through the Swap Mate app?”

He nodded. “It should know that I’m here, and you’ll see an entirely new interface with all the new options. All you have to do is touch and drag.”

She pulled out her phone. For this part, Anthony had no involvement. Under the rules set by the CUTE-E service, he could not change his own body; only his clients had that power. For two weeks, his task was to be transformable and servile as a no-strings-attached, stay-at-home erotic companion.

“Oh, yes, it did pop up right away,” Mrs. Clarke confirmed, her eyes reflecting the glow of the menu options. “It has your body, and there’s like a treasure chest—oh, okay, I opened it, and it’s giving me all these options. Heavens, I don’t know what to do.”

“Whatever you crave.”

Her eyes widened. Then she pressed the phone against her chest and took on the look of a concerned adult again. “Are you sure about this, Anthony? You do know what kind of service this is, right? I wouldn’t want you to be in over your head or something. Are you doing okay with money?”

“I got college tuition like everyone else,” he said with a shrug.

“Does this CUTE-E deal pay well?”

“That’s why I took it. They pay a lot better than rideshare jobs.”

“Does your mother know you’re doing this?”

Anthony was thinking about how to respond to that when she started laughing at herself. He laughed along with her. There was no avoiding how awkward this was. He definitely didn’t want his mom to know. Or Robbie, for that matter! Anthony couldn’t imagine his best friend finding out about all this.

“I’ll shut up,” Mrs. Clarke said.

Anthony kept a friendly smile.

She investigated her phone again. Then she swiped her forefinger a couple times, looking anxious throughout. “Okay. I applied a few things. Now what?”

“Now, you watch,” he said.

Anthony felt a tingle in his upper body; it zapped from the fingertips on his right hand, zigged and zagged through his forearm and bicep, shot across his pectorals, then zipped down the length of his left hand, finally ending at those fingertips. He groaned as he removed his shirt. Already, he could feel the pressure building in his upper body, an accelerated growth targeting all his abdominal muscles, making them mature and flourish faster than hormones and exercise ever could. When he cast his shirt onto the sofa next to the suitcase, he experimented flexing; the formerly skinny arm bulged with a new overdeveloped bicep. It grew as he watched on, the rock-solid lump wrinkling with the sinews underneath as veins visibly pulsed around its expanding girth.

Then he curled his right arm, the new muscle mass displaying a very similar improvement. He let out a pleasant groan as the warm energy of his transformation then flushed through the core of his body, popping out his pectorals and carving his abdomen into a sweaty, deep-cut six-pack.

Mrs. Clarke was watching on, eyes wide and a hand covering her mouth.

Anthony began taking off his shorts.

“W-whoa,” she stuttered. “Should you be getting nude?”

“Yes,” he said, calmly ignoring the humongous lump of his lengthening cock, stretching his briefs so far downward that his pubic hair was showing. “You specified a clothing change.”

“I did?”

“You can always undo it.”

But Mrs. Clarke didn’t. Stunned, she kept staring as Anthony endured the final steps of his transformation. The first twenty seconds mainly focused on bulking his upper body; the last ten seconds concentrated in his legs and groin, giving his lower body a matching muscular physique. He took off his underwear as the pink suitcase dinged to let him know that new clothes had arrived. He opened it, took out the red thong, then stuffed all his other clothes inside—shoes, socks, everything. They’d be stored for later.

To conclude his metamorphosis, he stepped into the new underwear that had been provided for him. The thong was basically just a sling for his junk: a red elephant trunk and a couple strings to hang it over his hips. His new cock was not a grower. It hung halfway to his knees, and he wasn’t even erect!

“Oh my God,” Mrs. Clarke uttered, ogling it and everything else. “Oh my God.”

Anthony put his hands on his hips, feeling like a slab of concrete standing on two legs. Whether by sorcery or not, he definitely knew he looked good right now.

“That’s what I chose,” she said quietly. “Holy cow, look at you.”

“You can look all you want.”

A slow grin carved across her face. She tentatively touched his arms and chest, then pulled her hand away as if his muscles might bite back. She took his hands and began leading him down the hallway, walking backward and staring at him.

Now she was making no effort to hide her cleavage.

“You’re still sure about this?” she asked as they entered what appeared to be a guest room.

“I wouldn’t have taken this job if I wasn’t,” Anthony assured her.

“Okay. I’m just making sure.”

Anthony felt different as he watched Mrs. Clarke undoing the buttons of her shirt and parting the fabric to reveal a plain white bra underneath. He felt like he was oozing lust as if it were something physical. Like an aroma. All he had to do was stand still and let his muscles entrance any woman nearby. He wondered if all strong men felt like this. It made him feel desired in a way that his years as a skinny teenager had never done before.

Mrs. Clarke sat on the edge of the bed, her eyes drinking him up.

By now, Anthony was aware of the blood coursing through his penis, feeding that monster with oxygen. It began to stretch out the sock-like sheathe, becoming a true behemoth.

His mind buzzed with his own arousal.

Mrs. Clarke closed her hand around the huge, red-wrapped pole. Her jaw dropped as she became intimately acquainted with its erect girth.

“You can always shrink it down,” Anthony told her, “if it’s too large.”

“Oh, sweetie, I’m not putting this thing inside me,” she laughed. “I just wanted to see what a twelve-inch cock looked like.” She began lightly stroking it. “How’s that? Or do you need two hands?”

“Whatever you want,” Anthony said.

“What I want is for you to stop being a robot and start seducing me. Or is that too much to ask?”

“Not at all,” he said, pushing his best friend’s mom down onto the bed and spreading his muscular body over her. The reluctance was gone now. She laid herself out, waiting for his next move, the front of her bra rising and falling as she panted in anticipation.

“Worship me,” she whispered to him. “Treat me like I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen.”

“I will kiss every inch of your skin.”

She giggled. “Yes. Do that. Every inch. Everything.”

Anthony began at her collarbone and praised her for the middle-aged goddess she was.
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Mrs. Clarke—or Erin, as she preferred in the heat of intimacy, instead of using her last name like she was a schoolteacher—worked the graveyard shift in the town hospital as a nurse. This was part of the reason for the dwindled passion in her marriage, as Anthony learned. Mr. Clarke—Charles—worked more-traditional hours as a diesel engine mechanic when there was daylight. They were only home together on the weekends, although their different sleep cycles made romance a near impossibility even when they weren’t working.

Even at their age, sex was a major ingredient of their marriage. If neither one of them was having it, it was hurting both of them. Anthony hoped that, through the CUTE-E service, he could be the glue to keep things intact, no matter what they requested of him.

Not just because they were clients. But also they were his best friend’s parents.

He felt an extra responsibility to help out a little.

There were a couple hours between Erin heading out to her job and her husband coming home from his. Anthony spent most of the time being a kind of handyman around the house, cleaning up around the kitchen, doing the dishes, and finishing a load of laundry that Erin had started but couldn’t get done before her shift. It was easy, relaxing, thoughtless work.

Anthony hadn’t been transformed back; he still retained his muscles and the skimpy garment that did hardly anything to conceal his foot-long penis, making him look like a well-endowed male stripper. Or maybe a Chippendales backup dancer without the bowtie.

He was unable to alter his own body or appearance from his own Swap Mate app, but something he could view was the number of kisses he received—a kind of tipping service. Already there were a hundred in his account, having been delivered over the past couple hours in bursts of ten from Erin. With the app taking its cut, he figured a hundred kisses worked out to around twenty bucks. That was in addition to the few thousand he was already being paid for the base package of being a special kind of stay-at-home pleasure companion.

So, it really wasn’t terrible!

Near six o’clock, Anthony was wiping down the kitchen countertops and monitoring the last load of plates in the dishwasher when he heard someone come through the garage. He turned and saw Robbie’s father appear, sweaty and dirty and carrying a paper sack that must’ve been the leftovers of his lunch. His dad bod had gotten a little pudgier since Anthony had last seen him, and his hair had crawled farther back.

He stopped and stared.

“Mr. Clarke,” Anthony said with a smile. “I’m your customizable, ultramodern, tantalizing escort—enhanced. If you check the Swap Mate app on your phone, you’ll see over four million options to change my appearance. If you don’t like my current body, you can alter it to something more…feminine, if that is your desire.”

Mr. Clarke chuckled. “I can’t believe it. Anthony, huh? It’s really you? I still remember you in grade school. You’d come to our house and pick worms out of the flowerbed. You even gave them names.”

Anthony smiled. He remembered he was working; he wasn’t here to reminiscence on childhood memories with his clients.

“And for the love of God, call me Charles,” he said, coming over to shake Anthony’s hand. “You sound like a telemarketer. What’re you up to? Still in school?”

“And working,” Anthony said.

“Yeah, I can see that.” He squeezed one of Anthony’s biceps, then gawked like he was impressed by the size of the muscle. Then his eyes swung down to the red elephant trunk. “So, you fucked my wife with that a while ago, huh?”

“No, sir. There was no intercourse.”

“But you did get your paws all over her, huh?” he said accusingly. Then he laughed and lightly punched Anthony in the arm. “I’m just teasing you. It’s what you’re here for. We both wanted this. A way to, uh, have our needs met, with both of us having such opposite schedules.”

“She told me. And I’m happy to help.”

“Good. Now, how the crap does that app-thingy work again?”

Anthony put his modest IT experience to use, walking Charles through the features of the Swap Mate app. It was very simple and intuitive: the transformations were like modifiers. If Charles wished to reshape Anthony’s appearance, all he had to do was swipe out the current modifiers and add in some new ones. Which he did.

“That’s it, huh?” he said while orchestrating a few changes.

“That’s it,” Anthony said.

“And you don’t mind all this?”

“I am happy to meet your needs.”

“Cut the corporate lingo,” Charles said. “I mean you, as in our son’s friend.”

Anthony shrugged. “I’m getting paid.”

“Ain’t that the truth. Well, whatever works for you.”

Soon enough, Anthony’s body was awash with a tingly energy from the witchcraft that made this all possible. He closed his eyes, feeling a percussion through his cells and a vibration inside his bones. All the tightness in his arms—a feeling he hadn’t become used to, even after a few hours of toting around some serious guns—began to reverse. He looked toward his upper arms, watching as the bulges and definition of his musculature faded back; a similar withdraw happened along the front of his torso, the cuts and grooves disappearing as his physical strength diminished in a matter of seconds.

It was never painful. Kind of uncomfortable, yes. And freaky as hell sometimes, with human flesh and bone being little more than Play-Doh under the effects of this powerful app. But most of the time it felt great. It made his adrenaline pump. It was exhilarating.

Anthony moaned as the energy swirled underneath his changing skin. The low, deep sound became an octave higher by the time it was finished. And when he snickered because of this, his vocal cords rose in pitch again.

His body constricted in on itself—even past where it was before Erin’s selected alterations. Then the pressure mounted inside his chest. Instinctively, he brought his hands up and caught the new mounds in their earliest pubescent stage, when they were no more than squishy cones of flesh. But that rapidly changed. The budding growth wasn’t to be contained; they forced themselves outward, blooming into firm orbs that spread his hands apart, the mammary glands becoming harder and perkier.

When Anthony looked down, he was shocked by the round, honeydew melons that his body had sprouted within the span of a few seconds.

Are those implants? he wondered, giving the new boobs a few curious squeezes.

That explained their unnatural firmness!

So many details were lost behind his titty-fondling attention. His hands had become daintier, his arms more slender. There was blonde hair slithering around his field of view, and his scalp was still itching as it cascaded across his shoulders in wavy locks.

The tingly warmth of transformation left his chest, and his pink, swollen nipples. It swept through his waist, and he imagined he was clay in a potter’s hand as his midsection drew narrower, attaining a perfect hourglass figure within two seconds flat. That wave continued downward. It channeled through his hips, into his thighs, along his knees and shins and feet.

Anthony was almost too distracted by the growth of his ass to notice his cock disappearing. It was less like an inversion and more like someone pushing their fingers up behind his scrotum, pushing them so hard that they penetrated his body cavity. This was all painless, of course, but not entirely numb. He shivered as that invasive, pushing force reached what felt like his lower intestine. It made his knees tremble.

Then it all stopped.

He looked down at the red underwear, now deflated in the front.

In the living room, his suitcase dinged.

“Mmm,” he moaned, enjoying the new ring of his voice as he reached down to discard the useless undergarment. He slipped one leg out, then the other, glimpsing a blonde bush above his new groin. “I like what you’ve done.”

“That’s remarkable,” Charles said. “Really. This stuff is pure magic.”

“What would you like us to do?” Anthony purred.

“You can watch me take a shower. And maybe…touch yourself?”

Anthony smiled. “Anything for you.”

As Charles warmed up the water, Anthony went to his suitcase, swinging his new hips. The delivery inside wasn’t clothing; it was a flesh-colored dildo! He deposited the red underwear, took the toy, and sealed it up again. While giving the lifelike cock a few experimental tugs, he went into the bathroom where Charles was already inside the shower enclosure and working to wash off all the dirt, grease, and oils of a hard day’s work.

It didn’t bother Anthony that he was watching his best friend’s dad naked. The expectations of the job had prepared him for this. And he considered himself pansexual anyway, which made him the optimal CUTE-E—according to the documentation.

Charles mimed what he desired behind the slightly steamed-up glass.

Anthony nodded, sat his shapely tush on the toilet lid, and spread his legs. He gazed upon his new pussy with mild awe, reveling in the somewhat empty feeling that was pervasive all throughout his groin—well, empty relative to having a cock. The outer lips of his new vulva glistened a delicious pink, with a wrinkle of skin denoting where his clitoris was. He slid a finger along his slit for his onlooker, opening his mind to its slick wetness and the warm pocket beyond.

Shit, he thought. This ain’t terrible at all.

He spread some of his drool along the sex toy before aligning the business end with the orifice that had been biologically purposed to receive such an instrument. He rubbed the pink-painted cockhead along his outer lips, moaning softly.

Then he stuffed it inside himself.

“Oh God,” he whispered, the toy’s girth spreading him open. He thrust it halfway inside himself before the sensation of penetration was too much; he bucked his head back, letting out a noise that was half a squeal and half a giddy laugh. His legs trembled incessantly.

Erin hadn’t touched him all that much. This was the first time he had really pleasured himself in the company of a Clarke family member, and he couldn’t resist fucking that new hole between his legs

Sure, he’d been ordered to.

But also it felt pretty dang good!

Charles observed from inside the shower stall. A good portion of the glass was starting to fog up, but it didn’t hide the erection he now had.

I’m watching my best friend’s dad get a boner for me, Anthony thought in the middle of thrusting the toy in and out of himself. It was wildly surreal. And that was before Charles started jerking off.

Anthony didn’t try to reach orgasm. He only focused on making a good show of his masturbation, giving his audience a clear view of that cock entering his pussy, the pleasure on his face, and the constant attention he was now giving to his nipples, which had become thrillingly turgid like mini-erections of their own.

When Charles was done with his shower, Anthony got up and helped him dry off, patting him down with the towel from behind while softly moaning into his ear.

Charles hadn’t finished what he’d started with his cock; it was still signaling for attention!

“Do you mind?” he asked. “I bet hands like yours would feel fantastic.”

“Of course,” Anthony cooed. “Whatever you need me to do.” And once the towel was no longer needed, he took the older man’s erect member into his grasp and proceeded stroking it as if it were his own, beginning with lazy tugs that quickened and tightened.

“Oh lord,” Charles groaned. “I haven’t been this hard since…”

Anthony just smiled and laughed. “I am glad to help.”

“T-talk dirty.”

“You must be ashamed of getting so hard for me,” Anthony went on, sweeping his hand back and forth, back and forth. “After so many years of being a faithful husband. All for some young slut like me?”

“D-dirtier.”

“You’re so fucking pathetic, Charles,” Anthony growled. “What am I to you? Huh? Just some young piece of ass to get you off? I bet you wish you could fuck women like me all the time, you filthy fucking—”

“Nnghh!”

And just like that, Anthony’s job was done. Ropes of cum splatted the shower stall glass, Charles’s body bucking like it hadn’t had a good orgasm in weeks or months, all that pent-up seed finally bursting out of his nuts. Anthony kept jerking him off until there was not a drop more, and the white globs of jizz were oozing down the glass.

“Would you like me to lick that up?” he asked.

Charles shook his head. “No, no,” he panted. “Just clean it up normally. Oh, thank you, Anthony. Do I still call you Anthony?”

“You can call me whatever you like. What else can I do for you?”

“Can you make supper? Anything you want.”

“Absolutely.” And after wiping up the fresh cum, Anthony took his naked body into the kitchen to see what the Clarkes had to cook.
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By the weekend, Anthony had fallen into the rhythm that would surely be the main theme for his two weeks as the Clarke family houseguest. During the afternoons, he was the hunk who rubbed Erin’s feet, cuddled her during a romantic movie, and scrubbed her back during her long, steamy showers. In the evenings, he was the blonde eye candy for Charles’s resurrected libido. Often, Anthony cultivated his new personality as being an absolute sexy tease; sometimes, he gave Mr. Clarke handjobs; once, he even got fucked.

They both loved him. Not a single negative comment was made. Probably because his responsibility was simple. He just had to be obedient, pleasurable, and sweet-talking.

In that perspective, it wasn’t a difficult job—once you got used to the changing-flesh aspects.

That Saturday was the first time both spouses were home and awake together. Anthony helped out with Erin in the kitchen preparing breakfast, until his attention on the stovetop was interrupted by a sweeping rush of tingles and warmth through his brawny male body. It did not take long until his pectorals were looking fleshier and rounder, plumping off his shrinking torso and drooping under their own increasing mass. Simultaneously, the rest of Anthony’s body trended the same way: a feminine layer of padding rising up from the firm-cut contours of his male muscles, almost like he was dough rising in the oven.

Thirty seconds later, his transformation into a curvy, chubby woman was complete—including the appearance of a slight muffin top and a cute little fat roll underneath his pudgy belly. He didn’t need to turn and look at his ass to know that it was quite substantial now. His thighs alone were plenty thick, and fat enough to rub together!

There was a feminine gasp in the background. “Charles! What did you do to my sweet helper?”

Charles: “And let you hog all the fun? I get jealous when there’s a beefcake walking around the kitchen, honey.”

“Anthony is my beefcake.”

It was all in good spirits. And Anthony soon felt the hands of Mr. Clarke come wrapping around him. He was trying to watch the food as five callused fingers seized each of his fat breasts, the palms latching over his pale, pink nipples. Anthony’s eyes widened slightly as he saw how deeply they sank in, making large impressions in his new hefty assets.

“Good morning,” Charles whispered behind him.

“Good morning yourself,” Anthony moaned in return.

“Sorry. You’ve lit the spark inside me again, I swear to God.”

“I’m glad I could help with that.”

In the middle of preparing breakfast, Anthony heard a zipper. Then there was something stabbing around his nether region, forcing itself between his thick thighs.

Is he going to fuck me right—oh, yep, he is!

Charles found what he was searching for and plunged in. Anthony sidled away from the cooking food and bent over the countertop, angling his sizable rump outward to assist Mr. Clarke’s unstoppable desires.

“Hyuh,” Charles gasped, slotting inside. “Mm!”

Erin: “Really? You can’t wait until after breakfast!”

“You know what they say about old age, honey. We have to use it before we lose it.”

“If you keep using it like that, it’s going to fall off. And Anthony probably doesn’t need you fucking him before he’s had something to eat.”

“I’m perfectly happy with whatever you want me to do,” Anthony said in the middle of thrusting, then punctuating it with a moan as his heavy tits began to flop wildly.

“See?” Charles said. “He loves it.”

“He’s just saying that to be nice.”

Anthony found he could still tend to the food while helping Charles get off. With the man of the house pounding into him, he stirred the scrambled eggs and flipped bacon—keeping a firm grasp on the spatula and tongs so as to not let one unexpected thrust make him flip food at the wall. Erin asked what he wanted to drink; he sweetly hollered back that he would like orange juice. When it came time to serve the food, she and Anthony moved everything off the stovetop and gathered up some plates.

Meanwhile, Charles never let go—although his pelvic thrusts were becoming more exhausting.

“Hyeh! Huh! Hnngg!” he cried out. Anthony couldn’t help but associate the sounds with a dying animal.

“Quit already,” Erin told her husband. “You’re going to pull a muscle.”

“I’m so close.”

“Save it until after breakfast, and Anthony can jerk you off or something.”

“That sounds wonderful,” Anthony said, in a horny daze from having his pussy pounded.

Erin fed him a strip of bacon with her mouth; he chomped on the end, which initiated a greasy, crunchy kiss. Then she dropped a hand to his groin and fingered his clitoris briefly.

Before now, she hadn’t demonstrated any interest in Anthony as a woman, but he certainly had no complaints for this!

Then she pulled away and clapped. “All right. Food’s ready. Get your butts to the table—and honey, pull your pants up. Us ladies don’t want your dick hanging out while we eat.”

With the sex at a pause, Anthony joined his clients at the dinner table, where the plates had already been filled with eggs, hash browns, and steaming breakfast meats that made his new larger stomach rumble. He remained quiet as the couple conversed about the weather, politics, and neighborhood gossip. Occasionally, Charles tried to sneakily fondle him, but Erin would catch her husband in the act and playfully scold him.

If the next two weeks were like this, Anthony saw no reason to complain.

Toward the end of the meal, a car door closed outside.

Erin dropped the toast she’d been eating. “Was that our driveway?”

“I’ll go check,” Charles announced, slipping out of his seat. “Probably just a solicitor. Bastards find new ways to get on my nerves.” He went to the front window and peered through the blinds.

“Well?” Erin said.

The blinds snapped shut. Charles looked back in horror. “It’s Robbie!”

“Robbie? What’s he doing home? He didn’t tell me anything.”

“Me neither.”

For the first time, Anthony felt truly nervous. His best friend was right outside, while he currently had the body of a chubby, voluptuous woman who’d just been getting fucked by his best friend’s dad and still had a little bit of pre-cum oozing down his leg.

He audibly gulped.

Having Robbie here really fucked up everything!

Erin jumped from her seat and wiped her mouth. “Anthony, let’s go up into our bedroom, okay, honey? I don’t want my son seeing you like this, and we’ll figure out what’s going on.”

“Okay,” Anthony said, raising his jiggly body off the chair and following Mrs. Clarke. That seemed a good idea as any.

He followed Erin upstairs as he heard the front door open. Thankfully, they were long out of sight before Robbie had a chance to see either of them. Anthony hustled along with Erin until they reached the master bedroom, and she locked them both inside.

Anthony calmly sat on the bed while his best friend’s mom paced across the room, looking like she was on the verge of having a panic attack.

“You gotta be kidding me,” she whined. “Of all the times he could show up unannounced and visit his family, he picks this weekend.” Then she sat beside Anthony and hugged him. “You’ve been so wonderful, honey. I’m sorry we have this little hiccup.”

“It’s not a problem,” he said, still acting as her happy, do-all companion.

“With any luck, Charles will get him to leave.” She patted him on his chubby thigh. “And we’ll get back to all the fun we wanted to have this weekend.”

She texted her husband to get some information about her son’s surprise visit. The longer the conversation went on, the more disappointed she looked. It turned out that Robbie was here because his university apartment—where he’d been planning to stay for the entire summer—had flooded. Some kind of faulty sprinkler system. So, he was going to be staying home until the problem was resolved, which could be weeks from now.

“Dammit,” Erin groaned. “The only two weeks I don’t want him here, and something like this has to happen.”

Anthony couldn’t see any way out of this except for the Clarkes canceling the contract and a refund being issued. But a quick look through the Swap Mate app didn’t reveal any such option. He was locked into the job, bound to be a CUTE-E until his two weeks were up.

He did enjoy being around the Clarke family, and he wanted them to get their money’s worth. But working as a sexual companion while Robbie was in the same house added an uncomfortable layer of complexity.

“We could introduce you as a friend of the family,” Erin suggested, after they’d discussed the other possibilities at length. “But we would have to lock you into a body and not change your appearance.”

“What kind of body?” Anthony asked.

“Probably someone our age. But I know my husband won’t let another man hang around. So you’ll have to be a woman. And—where’s your suitcase?”

“Downstairs.”

“Shoot. Well,”—she gestured to the room that surrounded them—“we have my clothes. I can change you into a woman like me, and you can wear what I have. But then you’ll be stuck like that after I introduce you to Robbie. Is that okay, honey?”

“Whatever you want.”

“Give me your honest opinion.”

Anthony laughed nervously. “It’s the best plan, I’m reluctant to say.”

“Yeah, I think so too.”

He stood up in preparation for the transformation. Now more adept in Swap Mate’s numerous powers and possibilities, Erin swiped her finger across her phone’s screen. Anthony saw nothing of what modifiers she was adding to his profile, but he did feel their immediate effects. His metamorphosis was nothing as substantial as changing sex; he shrank down a few inches as a pulsing heat blossomed inside his pelvis, further expanding his already-childbearing proportions into a match for Mrs. Clarke’s pear-shaped figure. His breasts receded somewhat. His ass rippled with more padding and cellulite. And across his body, wrinkles formed. He felt a sharp-edged tingle underneath his eyes and around his mouth, like a ticklish blade carving them in. Stretch marks appeared on his belly and breasts—which drooped even further, mimicking the long years of gravity’s pull. Finally, his shoulder-length blonde hair curled from an invisible, instantaneous perm.

Anthony stared down at the results, seeing nothing out of place for a woman pushing fifty—and all the sag and lumps that went along with it. His heart fluttered as he caressed the distractingly large swell of his wider hips.

Erin had already begun assembling an outfit. He slipped into snug, black panties that smoothed his lumpy belly. Then he slung on a bra to holster those droopy mounds that, when supported, lifted up several inches. The rest was a typical outfit for any lazy weekend: a T-shirt and jeans, with the latter being the mom type that buttoned high on the waist.

After he was fully dressed, she giggled and bumped hips with him. “Well done, Anita. I was thinking you were a college friend of mine who lost her job and needed a place to stay while she was getting back on her feet. Can we sell that?”

“I think we can,” Anthony replied.

“Now, let’s go introduce you to Robbie.”

Anthony had a hundred reasons to be nervous as he followed Erin downstairs, dreading that he was going to be instantly recognized by his best friend. Charles was helping Robbie move his things in, setting his boxes and bags by the front door.

On the next trip inside, the dark-haired boy who Anthony had known since kindergarten—who had been a short-lived pen pal, a wingman, a teammate, and a video game co-op partner—noticed that his parents had extra company.

“Robbie?” Erin called to him. “Hey, I’m so sorry about your apartment problems. You can always stay with Mom and Dad.”

“Yeah, sprinkler system flooded the whole place,” he said in the middle of hugging her.

Anthony and he made eye contact. Anthony’s heart nearly exploded.

“Hey, this is Anita,” Erin said. “She’s staying with us until she gets back on her feet. She lost her job a while back.”

“Oh.” Robbie stuck out his hand. “Er, nice to meet you.”

“You too,” Anthony said back, shaking the hand. “Do you need any more help with your things?”

“Sure. If you want. I’ve already hauled in the heavy stuff.”

And so the lie began. Anthony followed Robbie out to his vehicle, thinking, I’m actually your best friend who’s been hired to have sex with your parents, and you’re never going to know about it!

Hopefully.
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Anthony’s first night as Anita, the down-on-her-luck friend of Erin, was in the master bedroom among the gaggle of limbs between husband and wife. To know that he was going to be spending the rest of his contract with the Clarke family as a late-forties woman was a mild letdown, but his clients sure didn’t seem to mind. The trio of them all went to sleep fondling each other, exchanging kisses, and sometimes getting frisky with their hands.

Sometime in the middle of the night, Anthony woke up as the bottom-heavy little spoon against Charles, who was nearly lying on top of him and snoring loud enough to wake the neighbors. Any attempt to wiggle himself loose was countered by his sleeping bigger spoon embracing him even tighter.

Erin was no help either; she unconsciously rolled closer against Anthony’s front, threw her arm over the both of them, and almost smothered him against her chest.

Ugh, Anthony thought, the only one awake in the tightly knit pile of bodies. Besides the noise level of one heavy snorer, he hadn’t yet discovered how to lie comfortably in his older female body, and being the meat in a Clarke sandwich was not the way.

He didn’t doze off until the light of dawn was beginning to shine into the room.

That Sunday morning, Charles left to hang out with some work buddies, and Erin took off on a grocery run. Anthony enjoyed the privacy and silence of a mostly empty house. He took a twenty-minute shower in the master bathroom, exploring all the new crevices brought on by middle age and his pear-shaped body. He hadn’t been especially in shape before signing up to be a magically customizable escort, but those new curves were a major difference from his young, male body. Every time he moved around—no matter how small or trivial the motion was—something jiggled. In the shower, scrubbing himself down, all that excess meat around his thighs was constantly shaking.

It was a body type that very much resembled Erin’s, as it was meant to. And Anthony couldn’t help but get turned on a little by the way his body stored its excess fat, just how thick and wobbly everything was below the midpoint of his torso.

While washing his hair, he got distracted with rubbing between his legs, probing the unexplored folds of his new middle-aged pussy. His clitoris was just as responsive as one half its age. Quickly, he transitioned from a curious fingering to a full-on thrashing, pumping himself hard and fast as he reached orgasm.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, shivering against the glass as the showerhead struggled to put out hot water. He figured he’d better stop before he caused a noticeable uptick in the home’s water bill.

He looked at himself for a long time in the mirror. Astonishingly, the woman staring back wasn’t a total stranger. There were a few resemblances: the moles, the eyes, the general shape of his head. Squinting, Anthony could see his young, male self behind the tan and wrinkles—a guy who’d grown out his hair and inexplicably aged like a woman.

He wondered if Erin should’ve chosen a different ethnicity for him. If he was around Robbie long enough, he might be recognized.

Sure, he laughed to himself. Your best friend’s a middle-aged woman. How could you not guess it was me, idiot?

Then again, Swap Mate was more popular than ever. A guy changing into a middle-aged woman wasn’t so impossible anymore.

Anthony finished toweling off and redressed. He tugged Erin’s underwear over the major hump of his backside, wrestled his saggy tits into a bra, and squeezed himself into her jeans and T-shirt. For his hair, he tied it into a ponytail.

No reason to get fancy on a Sunday!

Even with Robbie home, the house was pleasantly quiet. Then, when Anthony walked past his best friend’s bedroom, he saw the man himself completely invested in a video game on his computer, headphones wrapped over his head.

The game? The notoriously ball-busting Dark Souls.

Anthony almost laughed. He’d been the one to introduce Robbie to the series, though it had been a few years. And apparently Robbie hadn’t yet beat the first game—or maybe this was another playthrough. In any case, Anthony set his shoulder against the door frame and watched his best friend in action, tapping furiously on the keyboard and zipping his mouse back and forth while he struggled with the many brutal traps in Sen’s Fortress.

This, of course, led up to the Iron Golem.

Although the boss was relatively easy—on the Dark Souls spectrum of difficulty—Robbie didn’t have beginner’s luck. Repeatedly, he was defeated by the giant boss’s crushing ax.

You gotta get after those feet, man, Anthony thought to himself, having crippled this same boss the last time he played without taking a single hit. Stun him. Strafe around. Keep moving.

But Robbie wasn’t doing any of that. Again and again, he became chopped meat underneath the Iron Golem’s huge ax.

After these repeated failures, he threw off his headphones and slammed the mouse down. “Dammit! Fuck this game!”

Anthony snickered.

Robbie turned around. “Oh,” he said, his cheeks turning red from learning that his brief tantrum had been seen by someone else. “Sorry about cussing. It’s a stupid video game.”

“I know all about Dark Souls,” Anthony said.

Robbie raised an eyebrow. “You do? Does your son play it?”

Do I have a son? Anthony wondered, unable to recall what all Erin had spun up for his backstory. He went ahead and nodded. “Yeah. He’s always playing that Dark Souls game. I think I actually remember this exact fight. What he did was he always kept moving around the giant’s legs. And when he’s stunned, you’re supposed to throw everything you have at him.”

Robbie snorted. “I was doing all that. It’s these bullshit hitboxes.”

“It looked to me like you were standing still. You can’t stand still in that game.”

Robbie stared at him like he couldn’t believe a woman the same age as his mother was giving him advice about how to be better at playing a fantasy role-playing game. “Whatever. I’ll try it.”

On the next attempt, Anthony was thrilled to see that Robbie defeated the Iron Golem. He suffered a couple paralyzing blows, but some quick thinking led to the enemy’s demise.

“All right, I’ll give you that one,” Robbie said, pausing the game after the victory message came up. “It actually felt a lot easier.”

“Told you so,” Anthony said smugly. And then both of them were silent as Robbie opened an internet browser and checked his email.

If the real Anthony were here, they’d be catching up on their studies, chatting about girls, talking sports, and discussing everything that guys did.

But as an adult woman, it was different. That age and gender barrier made Robbie less interested in having a conversation.

Anthony wondered if he was hovering too long. From Robbie’s perspective, he was a complete stranger living in the house. It was weird.

So Anthony left him be.

When Erin returned home with her haul of groceries, he helped her bring everything in and stock the fridge and cabinets. Even that was a slight workout for his older, out-of-shape body. Erin was of a similar mind; she set aside a tub of fat-free vanilla ice cream. When they were finished, she popped it open and got the spoon.

“So?” she said, taking her first bite and smiling from the reaction of her taste buds. “How are you feeling, Anita? Any regrets? And don’t act like a robot, okay? You’re a friend of the family. You can open up to me and Charles.”

Anthony sighed. But then his spirits lifted when she readied a spoonful of ice cream for him, and he opened his mouth for it. Afterward, he said, “Everything’s okay. There were fifteen minutes when I felt pretty good—right after my morning shower. But now I’m just worn out again.”

She giggled. “Ah, so you’ve discovered the joys of being a woman my age.”

“I’m also getting heat flashes.”

“Oh God, you’re not going through menopause, are you? Can Swap Mate even do that?”

He shrugged. “If it can do everything else…”

“That’s true.”

Anthony hoped that Erin and Charles were still satisfied with their purchase. Yeah, he knew them personally. But also he wanted them to give his CUTE-E profile a good review. Better reviews meant better opportunities down the road, assuming he did this for the summer. So far, he hadn’t experienced anything that would scare him away from it permanently.

“Do you want me to do anything?” he asked softly.

“Like what?” she said around a mouthful of ice cream.

He spawned some suggestions in her mind by caressing her hip, then bringing his fingers smoothly up the contour of her large, shapely bottom. He admired how sexy it looked in those jeans, when really he knew it was a bit saggy and wrinkly.

But he found that equally attractive.

A side effect of being a CUTE-E was how he had begun noticing the beauty in all kinds of people. Even his best friend’s parents.

She smiled back at him. “I’ve never actually been with another woman,” she said. They were both lowering their voices each time they talked, like the subject matter was getting naughtier. “When my husband and I considered hiring a CUTE-E, we brainstormed a few things. He wanted a babe, I wanted a hunk—cliché, I know.” She rolled her eyes. “But I also thought about what it would be like to have sex with another woman. I’m not normally like that. I’m happy with a husband. But, you know, with a guilt-free opportunity…”

“I can be your first woman,” Anthony stated, bringing his lips closer to hers. They were nearly whispering now. “We can go up to the bedroom and lock the door. We can do whatever you want.”

She giggled. “You make a compelling offer, honey.” They touched noses. He thought she was going to smooch him right then, but she held off. “I can’t believe we were picking you up from school, and now you’re sleeping with us.”

“It’s just my job.”

“I know it is. And you’re doing great at it. It’s been wonderful having you around.”

“And you’ve been wonderful to be with.”

Their lips met, and Anthony was yanked closer to her by an aggressive hand grabbing his ass. He tasted the cool chill of her vanilla-flavored lips as he matched her sensual rhythm, only doing what she was comfortable with. He didn’t try to thrust his tongue into her mouth. He didn’t try to undress her. It was a kiss by someone who was exploring their desires and emotions in real time and learning new things about themself even in middle age.

Their bodies bumped together as Erin pulled away to catch her breath. One of her fingers toyed with his hair. “You smell nice. Better than my husband usually does.”

“Your body wash,” Anthony explained.

“Did you touch yourself?”

He nodded.

“That’s hot—you getting off as an older woman. And I bet you thought people our age no longer knew how to have fun.” She bit her bottom lip. “I’d love to dress you up in my lingerie and watch you play with one of my dildos. Knowing that you’re really a boy is…I don’t know. I guess it makes it more erotic.”

“I would love to fuck myself for your enjoyment.”

But first, she had to have another kiss. For this one, both her arms came around and held him tight. Initially, she had been exploring her desires; now, she was confirming them.

And during this was precisely when someone else came into the kitchen and saw what they were doing.

“Mom?”
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“Mom?” Robbie said, holding his arms out like he’d just stumbled upon the scene of a gruesome murder-in-progress and didn’t want to be the next victim. “Whoa. What are you and Anita doing?”

Anthony’s stomach turned upside-down. The horniness he felt for his best friend’s mom in that moment plummeted like a thermometer during the first cold snap—and he imagined Erin felt the exact same way as they separated from each other, and did their best to shake off any implications that there was some romantic connection between them.

“Sweetheart, we weren’t doing anything,” she said. Calm and casual.

“Yeah, it was nothing,” Anthony added. Not as calm and casual.

Robbie: “You two were hugging and smooching! You think I didn’t see that? Mom. Are you cheating on Dad with her?”

“Of course not,” Erin said firmly.

“And if I called Dad right this second, what would he say?”

Anthony felt uncomfortable in the middle of his best friend’s family drama. Not only was he observing it, he was causing it. Not in the way Robbie suspected, but the lies just made it worse. Like it was unnecessary. But on the other hand, how could he explain to Robbie who he really was, that this was all consensual, and that he’d been hired by both his parents to be a sexual companion to spice up their love life?

The emotional turmoil here was a fucking pretzel. He hated it.

Then Robbie stormed off, apparently to follow through on his threat of calling Dad and exposing what he believed to be was unfaithful behavior from his mother.

“Robbie!” Erin called after him. After he had presumably gone to his bedroom, she threw the spoon into the sink, making a hell of a clatter. “Goddammit,” she sighed. “He wasn’t supposed to find out about this. I feel like I have to tell him the truth now.” She turned to Anthony. “Don’t I? What else is there?”

Anthony offered his opinion. “He should probably know the truth. I can see how it’s uncomfortable, but he shouldn’t be alarmed that his parents are still sexually active. It shouldn’t be any of his business what you and your husband do to achieve that satisfaction.”

“But you’re in the middle of this. You’re his friend. If we don’t tell him who you really are, then we’re not telling him the truth, are we?”

He supposed she was right, as much as it pained him to think so. He cursed whatever algorithm had matched him up to the Clarke family.

Erin put away the ice cream. “I’ll do it. I’m his mother.”

“No,” Anthony said. “I’ll do it.”

“Honey, are you sure? It’s my burden. You’re just caught in the middle of this.”

“I’m the reason he’s upset. I should set things straight.”

She nodded, although she seemed reluctant to do so. “Okay.” She rubbed his shoulder for emotional support. “I’ll be sure to tip you extra for this, Anthony. You’re amazing beyond words, everything you do.”

“Thanks.”

Anthony headed for Robbie’s bedroom, feeling like he was walking a pirate ship’s plank—a traitor about to be unmasked. He steeled his emotions, running his mind through what he was going to say, then feeling more nervous as his fictionalized conversation with his best friend kept playing out to an ugly conclusion. This shouldn’t have been so dramatic; he was only doing his job, after all, under the terms and conditions of the CUTE-E service. No one had been betrayed. No one was being unfaithful. Still, it felt like he was picking sides.

Really, he just wanted everyone to be happy. Parents and son both.

Robbie was sitting on his bed, staring at his shoelaces. His phone lay beside him, but he hadn’t used it yet. Quickly, Anthony entered the bedroom and shut the door.

“Oh, great,” Robbie said. “Mom sent you instead, huh? Typical. So, are you gonna tell me that this affair between you and Mom is serious? Lady, I like my dad. I don’t want you to be my new lesbian stepmom or something.”

Anthony laughed. “I really don’t want that either.” He sat down beside Robbie, who shifted away but stayed seated. Anthony was smiling as he remembered a memory of his best friend. “What was the name of your first girlfriend? Wendy, right? She played basketball.”

Robbie raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, but how did you know that?”

“I remember when you told me about y’all’s first date. You guys wanted to bang, but your parents were home, so you started getting frisky in the driveway and she was in the middle of a blowjob when your mom came out.” Anthony started laughing again. “It was like midnight, wasn’t it? And then your mom told her parents about it. And then Wendy was so embarrassed that she never talked to you again. Or so you said. But I think you just chickened out and avoided her because you were somehow hurt from your parents knowing you had sex. You thought you had broken their trust or something. It really shouldn’t feel that way, even though it does.”

Robbie stared at him. “Who are you?”

“When we were young, we were a little rambunctious in my backyard, and I ran into a low-hanging tree limb. It scratched me above my left eye.” He pointed out the scar, still present on his middle-aged female face. “I needed a few stitches. Remember that?”

Robbie slowly leaned away. The answer to his own question was in his mind, but he didn’t want to admit it. Then he said, “Anthony?”

“There you go.”

“But—” His eyes swept down Anthony’s body. His Adam’s apple bobbed. “You’re…”

“I’m a CUTE-E. I’m a customizable, ultramodern, tantalizing escort. And the E stands for enhanced. Your parents are my clients. I’m sorry, we shouldn’t have hidden it from you, Robbie.”

His eyes widened as he realized the implications. “You’re having sex with them?”

“Among providing them with whatever assistance they need and emitting good vibes. I’m just here to make them happy.”

It stunned Robbie so much that he didn’t have words. He covered his face in his hands, no doubt enduring whatever disturbing scenes his imagination cooked up after hearing the news.

“I’m just doing my job,” Anthony told him quietly. “I’m not trying to hurt you. Lying about it was stupid. But your parents both wanted this. Everything is consensual. We’ve all enjoyed it. It’s been a healthy experience.”

“Oh man,” Robbie groaned.

Anthony rubbed his friend’s back. That Robbie didn’t run away at that moment was a good sign. The truth was out; that was relieving in itself.

“My best friend’s a hooker,” Robbie sighed.

“In a sense. But I’m more like a stay-at-home companion.”

“Last time we talked, you told me you had a summer job but didn’t say what it was.”

“Well, it was this.”

Robbie sat up straight and looked at Anthony. “Did you pick my parents out of a list or something?”

Anthony shook his head. “No. I was randomly assigned.”

“Okay. Good.”

Anthony smiled. Everything was going to be okay. Robbie wasn’t flipping out, screaming, or running for his car and driving away in a cloud of smoke—all of those Anthony had seen in his mind. His friend was handling it pretty well.

Robbie’s gaze again focused on Anthony’s body and its many lumps and curves. “Man,” he said. “I hope being a CUTE-E pays well. You’d have to give me a million bucks before I change myself into that. Nice tits.”

“It’s not that bad,” Anthony said. “And I’m pansexual. Nothing I’ve done with your parents has been uncomfortable, I’ll just say that.”

“Please don’t go into the details.”

“I am working under the strict guideline of confidentiality.”

“So, they just order you? Like they’re ordering from Amazon? And you just do whatever they want?”

Anthony nodded.

“Huh.”

It did not escape Anthony’s notice that his best friend was getting a slight erection from all this—as indicated by the steadily growing tent in his shorts. He didn’t know if it was his back rubbing, his reveal of the nature of his job, or simply his presence. Maybe Robbie even had a kink for older women. Whatever it was, the results were growing more obvious.

“I just hope we can still be friends,” Anthony said. “I know it probably made you uncomfortable.”

“Pfft. It definitely weirded me out for a little bit,” Robbie said.

“And now?” Anthony moved his hand down to his friend’s thigh, where it continued petting very near to that sizable, straining lump. “Better?”

“It’s kind of hot,” Robbie admitted quietly, struggling with his words.

“Yeah? I’m hot?”

He nodded.

“And what about what I’m doing right now? Would you like more of that?”

Robbie shivered suddenly. “That way your voice purrs. Holy shit.”

“I’ve been practicing. I’m happy that you enjoy it.”

Anthony recognized he was falling into his sweet-talking CUTE-E routine again, using all his tricks to make his best friend feel better. But if his appearance, actions, and personality—and even voice—could cheer up Mr. and Mrs. Clarke, why not Robbie too? Humans were sexual creatures. It was in their nature to feel better when getting turned on.

And he thought that maybe the world shouldn’t be so preachy against humans and their tolerance for sex. It was one of the most enjoyable things a person could experience.

Right up there with beating Dark Souls.

Anthony felt a great pride in migrating his hand over to his best friend’s hard-on, now putting unmistakable pressure on that khaki stitchwork. He maintained a sensual pace, sweeping his hand over the entire bulge, feeling with increasing detail the throbbing need that was calling out to him from underneath. He laid his head on Robbie’s shoulder, moaning softly. Everything was gradual; he was testing the limits, taking calculated risks.

But, so far, Robbie was staying put.

The boy was obeying his dick.

“I just want you to feel good,” Anthony reiterated. “Whatever that takes.”

Robbie anxiously chuckled. “I don’t think I’m one of your paying customers.”

“That’s okay.” And Anthony pecked him on the cheek to prove it. “Consider this time a freebie. You’re welcome to my body. Do whatever you need. I am happy to provide.”

“Shit,” Robbie grunted, gritting his teeth as his entire body shuddered. No mystery why! The boy’s erection was now seriously attempting to tear through his shorts, clashing with the teeth-locked fly that still firmly held it back.

Anthony decided to free things up a little.

“Someone needs to come out,” he giggled, operating the zipper.

None of this was purely generosity; he himself was feeling the warm, pulsing effects of arousal between his own legs as he rescued Robbie’s manhood from its cramped confines, clearing the way of the khaki shorts and cotton briefs underneath. When it was properly unwrapped and standing proud and swollen, he began tugging it automatically, twisting and massaging his fingers around its turgid, veiny girth.

I love this so much, Anthony thought, experiencing a hard-beating satisfaction in his chest just from pleasing someone else—whether sexual or otherwise. Being a CUTE-E hadn’t changed him; it had made him see who he really was.

He liked himself a whole lot right now.

The casual-paced handjob kept him occupied. He continued to moan. All guys loved women moaning, and Anthony himself enjoyed those musical notes his throat could produce.

Then he asked, “Do you want to rub me? I’m very wet right now.”

“Your…pussy?” Robbie said, his voice cracking on the word like he hadn’t expected Anthony to have one, despite the rest of his physical appearance.

Anthony nodded. “My pussy.”

After swallowing hard, Robbie sent a hand over to Anthony’s groin, where the legs opened slightly to accept five eagerly exploring friends into the valley between. Robbie rubbed from the outside, pressing tightly into the impression of Anthony’s middle-aged slit. He hadn’t been lying; he was very moist right now, the wetness tickling the interior walls of his vagina and creating a damp spot in his panties.

Robbie started laughing. “So,” he said. “This must be crazy for you. All of us passing you around for sex.”

“I’m not complaining. It all feels good to me.”

Anthony was just thrilled for his best friend’s enthusiasm. It was the first time he’d been intimate with a guy his own age, but he was hardly thinking about the statistics of his sex life as Robbie’s fingers maneuvered underneath the jeans for a more direct approach. Before long, it was skin on skin; then it was Anthony’s turn to shudder as his hotly pulsing clitoris received the stimulation it’d been thirsting for. If Robbie was timid, he didn’t show it. Anthony wanted to imagine that his best friend pleased his girlfriends the same way, and it made him hornier to know what an outright MILF he was right now.

This is what friends are for, he thought amusingly, as the pair of them masturbated one another.

After a few minutes of this, Anthony leaned closer to his partner and whispered, “Wanna get naked, sweet stuff? We both know where this is going.”

“‘Sweet stuff?’ I think you’ve been hanging around my mom too much.”

“I sure have, pumpkin.”

Anthony removed Robbie’s T-shirt; Robbie returned the favor. There was a moment of astonishment when he laid his eyes upon Anthony’s bra-bound boobs, perhaps realizing that the mounds underneath the shirt were, in fact, the real deal. He gawked like a dork as he gave them a big, hearty squeeze. Anthony moaned his approval. Then Robbie reached inside and lifted them out, letting them slap against Anthony’s chest. It did not require a rocket scientist to see that Robbie had never been with a woman as well-endowed as Anthony was.

“Oh Jesus,” Robbie exhaled, smashing his face into Anthony’s cleavage and groping both tits simultaneously. “They’re so warm and soft.”

Anthony just giggled and stroked the back of his best friend’s head and neck, loving how men of all ages wanted to snuggle his tits.

Expectedly, the number of clothes on the floor began to increase as both of them took turns in pushing this episode of passion toward its inevitable payoff. Robbie discarded his shorts and underwear; Anthony stood up to give the same fate to his hip-hugging jeans, which required much more effort to shimmy himself out of. This was a turning point for Robbie, whose obsession of the middle-aged female figure shifted from Anthony’s breasts to his plump, jiggly ass. His cock throbbed out in front of him, like an arrow pointing to what it wanted the most.

“How do you want to take me?” Anthony cooed, while gently tugging his best friend’s fully engorged member. His loins were burning for this young, rigid shaft.

“Maybe if you bend over?” Robbie suggested.

“Certainly. Whatever I can do to maximize your pleasure.” Anthony sashayed his large backside over to the mattress, where he angled himself forward with the support of his hands, presenting the root of his arousal as a wet, puffy, hairy invitation.

Robbie accepted without a moment to spare, positioning himself behind Anthony’s fat, motherly tush and holding it between his hands as if appreciating its substantial size. Never had Anthony believed that, one day, he’d be fucking his best friend. Before Swap Mate, before the CUTE-E service, he’d acknowledged Robbie as an attractive young man, but he’d kept many of his homosexual desires deeply repressed for fear of not just rejection, but for being totally exiled from his social circles.

Now, with the flesh-altering power of Swap Mate, sexuality and gender were losing their clear-cut definitions.

They were horny for each other. That was as simple as it should be.

Anthony tensed as his partner’s single-minded erection pushed up into his wet folds. Then came the firm thrust that propelled the throbbing cockhead toward pleasurable paradise. He shivered as the hardness became abruptly penetrative, surging into the hole created by his vaginal membrane, slipping against its abundant wetness.

“Oh fuck you’re tight,” Robbie suddenly exclaimed.

“Would you rather I not be?”

“No,” he laughed. “No, it’s fantastic. God, I can’t believe my best friend has a pussy. God, man, it feels wonderful.”

Another happy customer, Anthony thought.

Robbie anchored his hands around Anthony’s wide, luscious hips and brought his sexual needs to life, cautiously thrusting his young, skinny body. Anthony, meanwhile, was already in heaven from having his aching pussy treated with a large dosage of cock. He’d never participated in gay sex, but even without the comparison he knew that having his pussy fucked was a hundred times better. Everything just worked: the emptiness between his legs was perfectly rectified, there was little need for preparation and plenty of natural lubrication, and his huge hips felt delightful with a man’s hands wrapped around them.

This was what he had been seeking.

Bending over, satisfying a man with the natural delights of his curvy female body.

He wondered if he would’ve been Robbie’s girlfriend had he been born female.

Hell, with Swap Mate, he could be his best male friend and his girlfriend all in one!

Following a period of conservative thrusting, Robbie picked up his pace. His hands moved from Anthony’s hips to his waist, securing themselves around the handhold created by his pear-shaped figure.

His cock began to pack a harder punch.

Soon, their bodies were slapping together, Anthony’s large ass resonating with the increasing power of his best friend’s pelvic lunges.

“Oohhhh,” he moaned, his world beginning to shake more violently. “That’s it. Oh, I’m gonna come before you do if you keep going like that.”

“Yeah?” Robbie panted. “I’m so close already.”

After a few more quick thrusts, he said something that reminded Anthony of Mr. Clarke.

“Can you talk dirty?”

He could indeed.

Anthony let out his loudest moan yet. “Oh baby, that’s it. Fuck that horny pussy. Yeah. Oh, your cock feels so good in there. Mommy needs a young stud to get her off!”

“Hng! Shit! Oh fuck, it’s coming!”

“Yeah! Yeah! Make my pussy drain your balls!”

“Ohhhh!”

After his cry of climactic success, Robbie threw his body over the immense curve of Anthony’s quivering ass and delivered on his task, jolting his hips forward and shooting his load deep inside Anthony—who, likewise, was shaken by his own female orgasm that collapsed him onto the mattress, the warmth in his loins bursting to consume his entire body. Robbie jerked a few more times, unleashing a few more spurts that waned in volume and intensity, but which prolonged Anthony’s orgasm nonetheless.

He wasn’t quite sure how long Robbie remained inside him. Anthony’s mind buzzed with the euphoric satisfaction of being a good friend, a pleasurable woman, and a proud CUTE-E.

Robbie collapsed on the bed beside him. “So,” he sighed. “Are you changing back soon? Because I kinda don’t want you to.”


Epilogue

“All finished?” Anthony asked Mr. Clarke in a voice that could make even the dead get boners. After receiving the affirmative, he was handed the empty coffee mug, which he delicately placed in the sink—an opportunity to thrust out his robe-encased ass.

It was just shy of seven o’clock on a Wednesday morning, and Charles gave Anthony’s wide, sexy rear an intensive grope to start his workday.

More sexual activity improved everyone’s lives. It was just a matter of fact.

“I’ve got five minutes before I need to leave,” Charles said. “But with a mouth like yours, I’d probably only last three.”

Anthony twisted around and gestured his index finger toward the kitchen floor in a silent question.

Charles nodded.

Anthony knelt down and rushed to undo the man’s pants, switching gears from his slow-moving, sensual attitude into lustful, hungry haste. An appreciative groan came from above as he whipped out the hard cock that had been trapped underneath and impaled his throat upon it. He worked quickly toward the three-minute limit, sucking and slurping until his efforts yielded a warm blast of cum across his palate and tongue, and he swallowed it all down while cleaning the rest of Mr. Clarke’s dick with his lips.

The last thing he wanted to do was leave a mess!

“Unggh!” the man groaned. “That’s it. From now on, I’m ditching the coffee and getting blowjobs every morning.”

“I would be thrilled to suck you off every day,” Anthony chirped happily.

After Charles left for work, Anthony cleaned up around the kitchen before heading up into the master bathroom to use its luxurious shower. Right as he was getting the water warm and stripping down, Erin came in. It was earlier than her normal wake-up time, but Anthony recalled her mentioning something about jury duty—hence her clear exhaustion and the annoyed expression she had about being up at this hour.

Anthony selflessly stepped aside. “The shower is warm and ready.”

“Oh, thanks,” she said drowsily. “I need one. And a back rub. I slept all contorted.”

“Not a problem.”

He joined her inside the shower stall, where they both scrubbed themselves down in between Anthony giving his best friend’s mom a generous massage to her upper back. One thing led to another. While washing their hair, they kissed, and the kissing led to a flight of fingers across their soaked bodies and, eventually, down to their pussies. Anthony rubbed his partner to orgasm before they stepped out and dried off.

“Oh,” she giggled. “That got my blood pumping.” She pinched one of his plump butt cheeks. “I’m gonna be thinking about you all day now. Remind me later to repay the favor. I definitely want to try going down on a woman.”

“I will gladly offer myself for your needs,” Anthony said.

With both parents gone, he went into Robbie’s room, where its occupant was still snoozing underneath a tangle of sheets—even though it was past ten o’clock by now. Wordlessly, Anthony pulled the sheets aside, straddled his friend’s groin, and extracted a half-erect cock from his boxers. Robbie roused from his late-morning sleep as Anthony was already guiding the cock between his chubby thighs and pushing it inside his pussy, at which point the tightness and wetness brought on a full erection, and he could feel it lengthening inside his snatch, surging deeper even though he wasn’t moving.

What an amazing feeling!

“Hey,” Robbie said when he noticed the new guest in his bed.

“Hey, yourself,” Anthony replied, as he began to gently undulate his hips.

“What are you doing?” It didn’t come out as a complaint. Just happy curiosity.

“Making sure your day is great even before you get out of bed. If this isn’t what you want, I can stop.”

“No,” Robbie said, his hands finding their way to Anthony’s hips. “It’s great.” And then he laughed. “I was just dreaming about you actually.”

Anthony leaned forward, placing his hands on his friend’s chest. “Did it come true?”

Robbie nodded.

Then he said, “I need some help with my computer. It’s been glitching.”

“Before or after I make you come?”

Robbie smiled. “After. Take as long as you want.”

“I can go as long as you need, pumpkin.”


Swap Tales: DSL

(Swap Mate)
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As usual, the parking jobs made the street look like the scene of a massive car accident, perhaps the result of icy roads or a blinding snowstorm—had it not been the middle of April with two weeks and counting of short-sleeve weather. Music could be heard two blocks away. And on the pavement itself had been chalked, like a warning: YOU ARE NOW ENTERING THE GAY ZONE. There was also a sign welcoming me to BANGKOK, USA, and a rainbow-colored Batman floodlight shining on the clouds above.

Yep, it was another Saturday night party at the Gamma Alpha Upsilon fraternity. Rowdy, slightly offensive, and probably with too much beer.

The theme, as indicated by the Bangkok sign, was purely gender-bender.

Out front, it was Drag Queen City. Nearly every guy I saw had dressed up like a red light district hooker, flaunting pumps, fishnets, skintight dresses, and fabulous hairdos. Likewise, they were all proudly showing off their bulges.

The rules for the party said your package had to be visible.

And me? I complied with the dress code just fine—though I had opted to go on a more cosplay route compared to most of my cross-dressing counterparts. I wore a two-piece latex nurse outfit that bared all of my midriff, with a skirt so short that my balls would’ve probably been hanging visible had I not been wearing a tight red thong underneath, the waistband of which riding as high as it could on my hips without giving me an insane wedgie. My junk made an unmissable bulge in the front. My legs were encased in white hose, my feet in white heels. And blue pills in a clear bag—labeled VIAGRA—was wrapped around my tummy in the fanny pack position.

It obviously wasn’t Viagra; the pills were blue Smarties.

I’d bought a few Halloween-sized bags and separated out all the blue candy just to have enough. And I’d eaten enough beforehand to be riding high on a sugar rush right now.

God, this is so gay, I thought as I strutted up the lawn, where half a dozen frat boys were fooling around in a game of either lingerie football or wrestling. I couldn’t tell if their pigskin was instrumental to their fun or just an excuse for one guy to tackle someone else, and assume a mounted position as if they were going to have hot, gay sex right there in the grass.

One of them noticed me. He had huge tits pushing the F-cup range. “Hey, nurse!” he hollered, following with a whistle as my swinging booty caught his attention.

“Howdy, boys!” I purred.

My voice stunned him for a second. Then he asked, “You want in?”

“Not right now. I need a few beers before I even think about getting dirty.” Wink.

It was my third party at the Gamma Alpha Upsilon house, and still it amazed me how enthusiastically and flamboyantly gay everyone was. Not before college had I experienced this—and not before the invention of the Swap Mate app either. Nowadays, dudes could swap their sexual orientation on a whim, and head out on a Saturday night and suck someone’s dick and drink a hot load of cum without regretting it. I had a feeling maybe only half these guys were truly, born-from-birth gay. But it was all right! Honorary gay guys were always welcome. I mean, it was college, right? Everyone’s mind was only on sex. And with more dicks to go around, everyone’s chances of getting laid skyrocketed.

And—no offense to the ladies out there—guys were more likely to get frisky.

Spending your weekends gay was practically a guarantee a cock would find its way inside you, especially at these parties.

As for me, I didn’t need an app. I was openly bisexual, though I’d never had a boyfriend.

But in college, you didn’t need one.

You could close your eyes, head in any direction, and bump into a dude who wanted his dick sucked, and would probably take you back to his car, dorm room, or the nearest shady tree if you asked kindly enough.

Inside was virtually a riot. Four guys underneath a cardboard-cut police car waddled past, all of them wearing black latex costumes that were similar to my own. The lead guy in this foursome swatted me in the crotch with a black dildo that took the place of his baton. “No erections,” he warned. “Or the gay police will have to take you into custody.” His three cop buddies smiled sinisterly.

“Yes, sir,” I said, looking down to make sure my cock was minding its manners. It had grown slightly from all the half-naked guys prancing around, but I was still under the legal boner limit.

The four dudes in their cardboard police car stomped away, the last dude mimicking the sound of a siren: “Wee-woo wee-woo wee-woo.”

So. Yeah.

These things got crazy.

But they were awesome. Everyone was having a wonderful gay time.

Not so many guys had exploited the body-altering benefits of Swap Mate as I had expected, given the gender-bender theme of the party. Mainly tits. A few, I could tell, had stuffed their bras and shirts with tissues or even, in some cases, balloons. Some, however, had chosen the real deal. And there was a wide variety of sizes on display, from large to the mega large, some looking fake and others all natural. My eye caught two bros playing beer pong in the back, only instead of using red Solo cups—as in every other college party—they were using their cleavage. A successful catch required the catcher to hold the shot of liquor between his tits and pour it into the mouth of his opponent.

Were they keeping score? Was there going to be a winner?

Probably when one of them passed out, I reckoned.

I had all kinds of people grind up against me as I waded through the zoo of sweaty, scantily-clad men getting in touch with their man-loving alter-egos. A guy dressed up like Dolly Parton—with the bust and hair to match—was rambling and slurring into the karaoke machine, missing half the words and receiving boos from the few spectators. Another guy was twirling around a stripper pole. He was more feminine than most, his body and face swapped with a young woman probably around his age—all except for his beard and the bulge in his bikini bottoms.

Now I was beginning to feel the effects of not only my own testosterone but also everyone else’s. While walking toward the kitchen, I pinched my legs together to stop my half-erect manhood from growing any more.

So many cute guys, I kept thinking.

None as cute as Dylan, who waved me over from the bar area, laden with beverages. Behind him, two dudes, both dressed like pin-up versions of Elsa from Frozen, were engaged in a hot and heavy make-out session. The Gay Police came over to make sure they didn’t have illegal erections before driving off.

“Alfredo, dude,” Dylan said, finishing with a shot of liquor. “This is insane.” He was dressed like a rodeo cowgirl, wearing a tiny plaid shirt and a denim miniskirt. His pink boots even had cute little spurs on them. He’d always been a dead ringer for Lance Bass from NSYNC, only with pretty blue eyes—and probably a tastier cock.

Though I had never sucked off Lance Bass, so who was I to say?

“I know,” I said.

He was also momentarily stunned by my voice. Then he started cackling. “Did you inhale helium? Or is that your real voice?”

“My real voice,” I said.

He continued laughing.

Other guys had used Swap Mate to give themselves tits. I’d swapped my voice and lips with a woman in Utah, who was a self-advertised bimbo. Truthfully, the lips I was still getting used to. They were plump. Like they’d been stung by a whole colony of bees. And I couldn’t close them unless I forced them to, so I constantly looked dumbfounded.

On the other hand, it was easier to spread them into a perfect O shape, which I suspected had its useful purposes for their real owner.

And maybe me too.

Dylan: “Can you say something hot to me?”

I cleared my throat and articulated my tongue to make my voice breathy and seductive. “Dylan,” I purred, rolling out the last syllable like it aroused me. “I’ve been thinking about your dick. All. Day. Your juicy, hard, huge dick.”

He thrust himself against the bar, wincing. “Fuck,” he said in a loud whisper. “That just made me hard.”

Over in the living room, the Gay Police were responding to an erection in the beer pong game, all their sirens blaring. “Sir!” the one with the black dildo said. “Hands up and dick forward!” The gay policemen identified the erection. One of them had a CD player strapped to his hip. With the click of a button, Whitney Houston began singing, and the four gay policemen surrounded their suspect and began grinding their butts and crotches against him.

I didn’t mind these parties, but I knew this was pretty extreme for Dylan, who was more introverted than I was.

He didn’t want his erection seen, and neither did I.

“Come on,” I said, leading him through the distracted crowd and up the stairs.

Inside the first bedroom was an orgy in progress, consisting of six dudes paired up into three sexual positions, panties around their ankles. It seemed Dylan and I weren’t the only ones escaping the police!

The next bedroom was empty. We went inside, and I locked the door.

Dylan plopped down on the bed; I followed, wasting little time in dropping down to my knees and discharging his little mini skirt from its cock-concealing duties—although now there was little to conceal, the lump of his erection threatening to tear itself free.

We both laughed as I freed his cock—my laugh sounding more like a ditzy giggle, like I was high on my own insatiable need to give him a blowjob.

Which really wasn’t far from the truth.

I enjoyed sucking cock. And Dylan was my reputable supplier.

Honestly, it satisfied my bisexuality just fine. I didn’t feel like I needed to have anal sex to prove how much I loved dicks; having my throat stretched out fulfilled that desire completely.

My eyes sized up my meal before I took Dylan into my mouth, wrapping my new collagen-injected donut lips over and around his throbbing meat. The extra softness of their plump size felt like I was guiding his manhood into a circular pillow—so I could only imagine what Dylan was feeling. As for me, I was astounded by how sensitive they were, the details of my partner’s blood vessels and hardness coming crystal clear through my slightly altered mouth.

And when I moaned, oh God.

The way my soprano voice vibrated through my throat.

It instantly made me hard.

Dylan leaned back on his elbows, giving me the stage. We’d done this enough times that I knew what he preferred. He liked my mouth going slow and steady, building up his orgasm. During this, I massaged his testicles, imagining that savory cum his body produced when I wasn’t around, how his balls were storing it for me and moments like this.

“Mm,” I moaned on the downstroke, making half his erection disappear. “Mmmmm,” I moaned on the upstroke, revealing it all covered in drool while I watched my partner’s eyes.

My voice was so hot. Normally I didn’t moan, but now I couldn’t help myself.

Neither could Dylan, because he came way faster than normal. I saw him tense, and I knew the explosion was imminent. I brought my mouth way down, sucking intensely as a huge gush of cum sprayed the back of my throat. Three more thick ropes followed. Being a proud and obedient cock-loving bitch, I swallowed every last drop.

“Mmmmm,” my cum-washed throat vibrated again.

Only in college.
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I received a new email while I was in the middle of studying. It was from the Gamma Alpha Upsilon fraternity, and it announced: I LIKE BIG BUTTS AND I CANNOT LIE. As I suspected, the reason for it being in my inbox was to alert me about another party in a couple weeks, and as the title of the email suggested, this was a butt-centric engagement. All party-goers were required to have massive asses measuring at least forty-five inches around, and to wear suggestive clothing that was sexually enticing. Bouncers would enforce the butt sizes and dress code.

As usual, the party intrigued me.

Growing up, my bisexuality had been something to keep on the down low. The few friends who happened to know, I chose carefully. In college, it was completely different. Being gay was celebrated. Straight guys frequently showed up at these parties to take a walk on the gay side. And because they had made themselves gay—thanks to Swap Mate—they all enjoyed the buffet of dicks and handsome men, all of them there to have some kind of sexy fun one way or another.

Because I was bisexual, I didn’t know what switching orientations felt like. I liked women for their beauty and curves; I liked men for their handsomeness and muscles and hard cocks.

But it was great to see other guys getting in on the gay fun.

And the next party was sure to have even more people show up.

Gayness was taking over the university. And it was awesome. Before long, so many guys were going to be gay that women were going to have to become lesbians just to get any action.

Okay, maybe not really. But it was fun to imagine.

Afterward, I couldn’t get my mind back on my studies. My thoughts kept drifting back to giving Dylan that blowjob, and how hard and quick he’d reached orgasm on account of my thick, juicy lips and kitten voice. And my own pants were tightening from wondering if I should reach for my phone and make the swap again.

I wasn’t obsessed with Swap Mate like most people. I’d tried being a woman. It was all right, I guess. Having a vagina wasn’t as exciting as most guys made it out to be. On the whole, I was pretty satisfied with who I was and how I looked.

Besides, hard-ons were better than getting wet. Sorry, dudes.

My opposite-gender curiosity had been quickly satisfied.

But those lips…

I wanted to run my tongue along them, feel how plumply perfect they were for sucking cock; I wanted to moan and hear this seductive voice coming from my own vocal cords, and jerk off while whispering and cooing naughty things to myself.

Fuck.

I was achingly hard, and my academic coursework was really draining my patience.

So, I laid my phone out in front of me and opened the Swap Mate app. It was simple to find my body-part transactions in the SWAP HISTORY tab; Tina from Utah was the most recent profile in the list. She freely advertised herself as a bimbo to draw in the guys wanting to spice up their physical appearances with surgical enhancements. And as I opened her page, I expected many of her body parts to be out of stock. Yep. Her 36F implants, ass, and sexual organs were unavailable. That was pretty typical of the most popular ladies on Swap Mate. You needed to get on a damn waiting list—especially with influencers and celebrities. When Miley Cyrus had signed up, the queue for her body parts had filled up with thousands of people in minutes. Fans went berserk for that shit.

I didn’t understand it. Her nude photos were already on the internet. And her body type was probably identical to ten thousand other girls on the marketplace.

Heck, if you wanted, you could probably piece together your own Miley Cyrus just from the sheer variety of bodies that were available. Whatever.

Anyway, my dream was still alive. Tina’s mouth was currently not taken. As before, I set up the swap, selecting LIPS, MOUTH, and VOCAL CORDS in both our profiles. Then I confirmed the trade.

I went to my dorm room’s bathroom mirror to see this.

Already, an itchy sensation was crawling up from the midpoint of my pharynx and tickling the entrance of my throat. It was making me cough a little. I rubbed my hand along the front of my neck, readily identifying my Adam’s apple and the shrinkage that was already under way, the bump smoothly and painlessly receding into the profile of my neck.

Then my lips were swelling. The pressure encircled the rim of my mouth, collagen magically inflating both lips simultaneously. My Cupid’s bow crawled upward, the tissue expanding so much that keeping my mouth closed forced my jaw a little lower. Seconds ago, my mouth had been unremarkable. Now it was unmissable. My bottom lip continued to broaden and fatten, the skin along the bottom folding over from its mass, until there was a deep crease underneath it. By this point, my lips no longer looked like a natural part of my body; they looked fake, as if they were glued on or something.

I licked them, feeling how large and puffy they were, how long I had to extend my tongue to reach over them. While I was doing this, my lips lightened to a color that was akin to cotton candy, and the lip gloss Tina used had a candy-like taste to it.

The other changes concluded: my teeth became copies of hers, my mouth cavity molded itself a little differently. But I hardly cared.

I was in love with these fucking lips.

“Yes,” my voice purred. “I love hard cock.”

That did it. If I wasn’t erect before, I certainly was now. Rapidly, the front of my pants became cramped with my stiff, throbbing manhood.

I thought maybe I was addicted to these lips. And this voice.

Was that a bad thing?

For a few minutes, I was obsessed with manipulating my mouth in different ways, pinching my lips together like I was about to kiss someone, or opening them in preparation for a blowjob. And when I laughed, I felt inclined to giggle. My voice just sounded better when I was giggling, and I imagined Tina probably loved to giggle too.

Then I sighed at my reflection and pointed a finger at it as if I were scolding it. “You are too obsessed with dicks. Shame on you…you filthy-minded man.”

Just having these bimbo lips put me in a naughty mood. So I prank-called Dylan.

“Hello?” he said. “Alfredo? What’s up?”

“Hello?” I said, pretending to be a little airheaded. “Like, is this Dylan? The boy with the cock that, like, everyone talks about?”

This caught him off-guard. Success! “Oh,” he said, sounding confused. “People talk about my cock?”

“Yep. How it’s, like, the tastiest cock in the history of, like, all cocks. And I know what a tasty cock tastes like.”

“Who’s talking about my cock?”

“I do. To myself. All the time.” Then I giggled. “It makes me super horny.”

Alas, he wasn’t fooled for long. The chances of getting called by a horny bimbo were less than getting struck by lightning. “It’s you, Alfredo, isn’t it?” he said. “That’s the voice you had on Saturday. Did you swap again?”

“Shucks. Yeah, I swapped. I couldn’t help myself.”

“God,” Dylan groaned.

“What?”

“Nothing. You’re just making me hard again.”

“Am I?” I purred, my lips practically smooching the microphone. “Is this a bad time for you to be hard, baby?” I was still surprised by how high I could make my voice. A little more practice, this thing could shatter windows. “But seriously, do you wanna come over?”

“I got another class yet.”

“I’ll just be waiting here, thinking about your lovely cock.”

So, no surprise, I lived up to Dylan’s expectations and spent that weekday evening sucking his cock. I was super invested in making him last, so I damn near treated his manhood as fragile while going down on him. We mostly traded off playing Elden Ring. When the controller was in his hands, I watched him explore the Lands Between while sucking on his cockhead like it was a lollipop. When it was my turn, he gave me a handjob.

Guys were so great for that. Don’t get me wrong, I loved girls just as much. But rarely did we have the same interests. With Dylan, we could play the same video game and play with our dicks simultaneously. And to be honest, I was terrible at the game. More often, I found myself in the supportive role of being a cheerleader during boss fights and his cock-sucking wench along his wandering adventures.

It got to the point where I even rejected taking the controller.

Blowjobs were my duty. Not hand-and-eye coordination.

“Mm,” I moaned, taking a long, casual slurp of his pulsing rod. I’d been teasing it so long, whether with my hands or mouth, that it was damn near purple. Pre-cum continued to dribble out. My tongue swirled over the glans and sucked it right up. “Mm,” I moaned again, going fully down on him. “Mm, mm, mm.”

Dylan eventually had to pause the game. Probably my fault. His concentration was waning.

He didn’t say anything for a while. His hand came up to rest on the back of my neck, gently squeezing it as I orally massaged his hard-on. I felt like I’d been going for maybe forty-five minutes now.

Slow and steady, like I said.

“Dude,” Dylan panted. “I think you’re obsessed. Not that I’m complaining.”

“Mm?” I said, my eyes looking only at his shaft and neatly-trimmed pubic hair. I loved how he tasted tonight. And the longer I went, the muskier and sweatier the flavor became.

“Nothing. I’ll shut up.”

My thick, sexy lips were put to the test, and honestly they made my job easier. Mastering the movement of your lips isn’t required for a good blowjob, but it helps. With these things, though? I didn’t have to move them. They flexed all on their own, providing a thick cushion for Dylan’s member. To him, it was probably like a sentient Fleshlight was sucking him off.

The way they could almost naturally seal around his shaft was incredible, able to apply equal pressure on all sides.

Giving that blowjob, my mouth felt less like a mouth and more like a hole.

A proper, tailor-made fuck-hole.

Eating and drinking being its secondary duties.

I teased him on the edge for so long. And when he finally popped, he cried out and grabbed the back of my head. My efforts were instantly rewarded; a huge burst of semen exploded into my throat. I gulped down the first spurt greedily, then the second. I moaned all throughout it too, like I had worked up a thirst and was quenching it with his plentiful, delicious cum.

He had so much! From volume alone, it was clear that Dylan preferred my new lips.

We cuddled afterward, and he jerked me off. It was the courteous thing, and I was damn hard from my warm, gooey snack. But honestly, at that moment, I was less excited about receiving sexual pleasure than giving it. I just wanted his cock to be hard again so I could suck it some more. Was that wrong of me?

Dylan licked my mess off his fingers. “Your lips are so awesome,” he said. “You could do more too.”

“Like what?” I said. Jesus, I sounded like a fuck-doll even after the sex was over.

“Well, I know Swap Mate allows you to do crazy things. Like, what if you gave yourself a second mouth? Or a longer tongue? Hell, it doesn’t even have to be a human tongue.”

He was spitballing, but I saw what he meant. With Swap Mate, the power was there to make things crazy. I was already set on keeping my new lips for a while.

But could I make them even better?
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A few days later, I had some spare time between classes. I had decided to keep my new lips and voice—not only for Dylan’s enjoyment when I gave him a blowjob that rewarded me with a bellyful of his yummy jizz, but for my own enjoyment as well. Did I make for an unusual sight? Probably a little bit. But one of my professors had changed himself to look like a damn centaur. Other students frequently modified their appearances to be a weird combination of male and female. And I reckoned some guys I saw were really girls, and vice versa. The introduction of Swap Mate into the college ethos had made my appearance seem rather normal.

Still, I thought: Did people wonder why I had these lips? Did they see my lips as a sexual enhancement? Did other gay guys fantasize about what my lips would feel like?

Having a mouth that was so obviously designed for blowjobs made me so fucking horny. When guys looked in my direction, I couldn’t help but get hard.

Sure, I thought about them.

I imagined how some random guy might drag me behind a shed somewhere on campus, throw me down on my knees, and face-fuck me before I could get a word in. Basically everything that qualified for sexual assault that could get the student expelled or even arrested. And I wondered if I’d report him or perhaps become a repeat customer.

It scared me a little, this new oral obsession.

Don’t worry. I was still a civilized person. Not only with my desires, but with Dylan. Like I said, we weren’t officially boyfriends, but I was currently loyal to his cock.

It delivered when I needed it too.

And he’d encouraged me to try something more adventurous, which was the goal on my mind as I still had thirty-odd minutes until an afternoon exam.

I was browsing Swap Mate as usual, my mind running through the possibilities and quickly eliminating any ideas of gender-bending my body. I didn’t want breasts. Those were just a hassle—even though they created an opportunity for tit-fucks. That was mildly intriguing. Neither did I want a female body, nor different sexual organs.

Kind of.

Scrolling through the selection of females in the marketplace, I kept thinking about how I could improve the experience of giving a blowjob. A smaller mouth? The profiles didn’t include such dimensions, so that was a blind guess. But I already liked my mouth. And my lips. And my voice. I didn’t want to change them and lose what I’d borrowed from Tina in Utah.

Then the creative corner of my mind started to get weirder.

I found a profile of a woman—Holly—here in town. She was my age, kind of average in the looks department, and probably a student here at the college, although the app didn’t give an exact address or current occupation. Most importantly, all her body parts were in stock.

Ten minutes went by as I considered my choices very carefully.

First, I selected which parts of her body I wanted, and this was where my creativity came into play. I had to type in the specific features, because they weren’t in the quick drop-down list of popular items—your BREASTS, BUTT, SEXUAL ORGANS, FULL BODY, and what have you. Basically what the vast majority of guys chose. Then I picked out what I wanted to trade from my own body. What made Swap Mate special was that we didn’t have to trade body part for body part; for instance, I could swap my arms with her legs, and be a four-legged freak. Or my eyeball for her nose. Or my penis for her nipple. Weird shit like that.

With my choices listed out on the screen, I took a deep breath.

Then I began swapping.

I dragged Holly’s CLITORAL SENSITIVITY over my LIP SENSITIVITY. Then her VAGINAL MUCOSA over my MOUTH MUCOSA. Then her VAGINAL GLANDS over my SALIVARY GLANDS.

Yep. I was morphing my mouth to be more like a vagina—but without removing its mouth functionality. My mind was in a weird place.

And I had half a thought that the magical capabilities of Swap Mate would find my request a little too ridiculous, and reject my proposed alterations.

But it didn’t.

Near instantly, a familiar wave of tingles spread from the entrance to my esophagus upward, and around the perimeter of my mouth cavity, even causing my teeth to tickle for a moment. I was frozen during this part. I watched my lips in the mirror, not moving them, trying to spot a change in their appearance even though I knew the swap was happening beneath the surface.

I started to breathe heavily.

And it felt really bizarre all of a sudden.

Each time I exhaled, I could feel the rush of air across the interior membranes of my mouth. That tissue—the mucosa—was more sensitive now. Because it normally belonged inside a vagina. It was mostly manageable. But through my lips? Oh my God.

The perception of air entering my mouth was a hundred times more intense. I could feel its acceleration as my diaphragm expanded, the friction as it rushed toward my lungs, the stimulation of all the new nerve endings inside my mouth and throat.

I buckled against the countertop, enduring the last few seconds of the swap as everything further doubled in sensitivity. My mouth was hanging open as I tried to breathe slow and carefully, to not overexcite the new tissue that normally belonged somewhere far away from my mouth. It felt like my lips were blushing.

And I was drooling.

It was noticeable. That vague taste of mucus that had been my saliva was different now. Sharper and tangier. As I hung my head low over the sink, I felt it oozing along my tongue and slowly dripping out.

I wasn’t exactly a biologist, but I figured that salivary glands in the human body were either more numerous or more productive—or both—than vaginal glands. And I had swapped them. We humans produce quite a bit of saliva, right?

You can see the problem.

I tried swallowing.

Instantly the entire lower half of my face was buzzing, tingles vibrating through my lips and the roof of my mouth. By itself, the persistent taste of pussy wouldn’t have been too distracting. But it was worse when my mouth was capable of getting sexually aroused.

“Oh God,” I uttered.

The vibrations of my own voice carried farther toward the front of my face. I felt my lips tighten and swell a little bit, warmth coursing through them like blood inside an erection.

Oh yeah, I was erect too. A huge tent-pole bumped against the cabinets below.

I had obviously underestimated how overwhelming the changes would be. I could barely breathe without getting turned on. My whole mouth was an erogenous zone. And my other primary erogenous zone had noticed this too—and was echoing the effects.

I returned to my dorm room’s living area and sipped from a bottle of water.

Oh man.

Just the contact between my lips and the bottle itself made me tremble. But there was more: the gulp as I swallowed rewarded me with this oddly pleasant sensation of my throat being full. I took another swig, forcing a larger mass of water down. This time, I had to stifle a moan.

The moan resonated across my lips, which made them more sensitive, which made my cock even harder, which made me tremble yet again.

God. And I had an exam shortly.

The reasonable and academically-oriented part of my brain called on me to reverse this. But lately the naughty part of my brain was getting its voice heard more often. And this time, I listened to it again.

The auditorium was packed with everyone—including the students who normally skipped the lectures. I took a seat toward the back, so focused on my sensitive lips and mouth that I couldn’t let myself involuntarily breathe. I had to control my respiration, to slow it down so that I didn’t get sexually aroused from inhaling and exhaling.

It kind of worked. Except I kept drooling, and having to swallow with a mouth that tasted like pussy, and wincing when the suction effect contracted my throat and stimulated all those new nerve endings that normally belonged inside a vagina.

The exam was multiple choice. It should’ve been easy.

If not for my new distraction.

I was halfway finished before my pace slowed down. I kept thinking about Dylan, about how it would feel to take his cock into my mouth now that my lips and throat were sexual organs themselves practically. My own cock was persistently hard, throbbing against the inside of my thigh and demanding attention. I rubbed it underneath the table. Thank God no one was behind me.

Earlier, I’d experienced some of the new feedback loop between my dueling erogenous zones. Here, I felt it again—only this time the slow massage of my hard-on made my mouth wetter. I had to swallow constantly. And everything from my jaw to my nasal cavity was radiating so much heat. If you stuck a thermometer under my tongue, I probably would’ve been feverish. It caused me to pant. Which caused me to become hornier.

One of the later questions in the exam had me stumped. I put my pencil between my lips, biting into it slightly. Normally, it was just a tic for when I was concentrating hard.

Not today.

Immediately, my mind was extremely aware of the solid thing that my lips were wrapped around. My throat gurgled from another gob of pussy-flavored drool sliding down into my esophagus. Almost automatically, I pushed the pencil a tiny bit deeper. The whole front of my face burst with warmth, originating from the slightest bit of friction between my lips.

Other students were finishing their exams and leaving. The auditorium was half empty.

And over in the back row, I guess you could say I was masturbating.

This was such a mistake.

But at the same time, I could barely fathom how amazing it felt to suck on something. A mouth was just a mouth. But a mouth that was part-vagina made me crave for oral penetration. And even that little pencil was getting me off. I went faster and faster, thrusting it back and forth, displacing my intellectual brain stroke by stroke, replacing it with this abundant and fast-rising sexual need to get myself off. Pussy juice leaked all over the desk. Believe me, I was swallowing plenty. But there was just so much.

My mouth really was a fuck-hole now. It was pleasurable. It even lubed itself the way a fuck-hole should. It was designed for cocks.

“Mmph,” I groaned, nearly deep-throating the damn pencil as I came hard in my pants, a completely hands-free orgasm shooting a load of cum down the inside of my leg.

I finished the exam and hurried back home, hoping that no one spotted the dark stain in my pants and attributed it to me pissing myself.

I’d proudly tell them it was a cum stain.

Once safely back in my dorm room, there was no stopping myself. I shoved two fingers into my mouth and went to finish what I had started earlier. Did it count as fingering myself? Maybe. In any case, my male orgasm had made me more desperate to make my mouth have an orgasm, if that was even possible. But since I was still horny, I thought maybe it was. That maybe my mouth and cock, while both providing me with pleasure, were separate when it came to sexual climax.

And holy shit, I was right.

I pumped my mouth relentlessly, the build-up of pussy juice from not swallowing making it splash and spatter everywhere. I just had to keep filling this oral void, keep rubbing my lips, keep believing that my mouth was really a fuck-hole. And then an intense shudder in the lining of my throat raced up through my mouth and into my lips, everything trembling and burning intensely. I rolled over, half gagging on my own drool and half retching as my throat spasmed deep down. My lips sent waves of pleasure into my gums, up into my brain, and even clear back to the nape of my neck, where I felt hot chills and the beginning of a pleasant numbness that soon overtook half my face.

Afterward, still drooling, I reflected on how much of a freak I’d become.

In some ways, I felt insane.

Insane in that I’d spent so much of my adult life pretending to be someone other than a cock-sucking boy-slut!
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My mind was decaying. I was a twenty-one-year-old gay man, slightly effeminate, but otherwise pretty much average. Over my prideful years, I’d happily enjoyed the companionship of my same-sex partners. Before college, I didn’t know what was considered to be a healthy interest in sucking cock. I mainly took after women in that regard. And a blowjob every now and then was normal for them. They had it easier, though; there were sexual partners aplenty looking for women. Men looking for men were much rarer. But I’d satisfied myself enough to avoid the Craigslist pages, anyway.

In college, the rarity was gone. Men wanting their dicks sucked were common.

Maybe that was it. My supply meeting demand.

I really didn’t know.

You won’t be surprised to hear that I couldn’t bring myself to undo my latest round of changes, even after I’d nearly embarrassed myself in class. Well, actually I had embarrassed myself. My sense of self-control, anyway. I was hugely appealed to this idea of making my mouth more suited for cocks. Biologically, mouths weren’t designed for cocks; humans had invented their own method for pleasure outside nature’s intention, which had only outfitted women with the means for receiving penile intercourse. Men had gotten around that, though. Many of them enjoyed anal sex. I didn’t partake, but I knew guys who loved it.

They had my total support. Hump on, dudes.

But I preferred tasting my cocks.

After that first day of giving my mouth and lips several properties of a vagina, I started skipping class. Part of it was due to me being so goddamn horny all the time. Any interaction with my mouth counted as sexual stimulation. That included: breathing, eating, drinking, even just casually moving my tongue around. And brushing my teeth? Holy God. I had an electric toothbrush. The first time, I managed to clean my molars for ten seconds before my lips sealed around the vibrating head and all thoughts of hygiene were replaced with an excessive need to climax—which made my toothbrush practically a vibrator. I slobbered pussy juice all over that thing, ramming the bristles down my throat until the high-speed tremors sent my mouth over the edge. Mouth orgasms made me dizzy too. I stood there for probably ten minutes afterward, my head hanging over the sink as I continued to drool out what was effectively the female equivalent of cum—which I’m positive would’ve been proven by a chemical comparison between the two.

You don’t know that feeling of hanging your head down and feeling your mouth continue to leak out juice because it just had an orgasm, but I wish you did.

It buzzed my brain like nothing else.

Probably had to do with the proximity. I literally couldn’t experience the effects of climax without some of that transmitting into my upper skull.

It was like sucking a firework.

That weekend, I bought myself a chastity cage. By then, I was addicted to this theory of forcing my brain to rethink its idea of erogenous zones. As of then, I was still creaming my pants every time I fingered my mouth-pussy. It made sense. Even though my body consisted of a few mixed-up body parts, everything was on the same circuit, so to speak. Whatever aroused my mouth aroused my cock. I supposed brains weren’t designed to handle two different erogenous areas like mine. So, I wanted to persuade my brain a little. If I could no longer get an erection, maybe it would instead think that my mouth was my primary sexual organ.

I couldn’t explain why that sounded so fucking hot. But it was the first time I’d had something overnight-shipped in a long while.

And when it arrived, I immediately locked myself in. Of course, doing this led me to getting aroused. It was kind of painful the first few times my body tried to force an erection, the expanding tissue quickly finding immovable resistance in the plastic, phallic-shaped prison. My brain still lived on the concept that I should get hard whenever I was sexually excited by something; the penis was the instrument I should be using. But within a few days, my hard-ons were less frequent. The chastity cage also forced me to sit down when I needed to piss, but that was a small punishment.

I ordered a dildo too. Also express-shipped. A lifelike six-incher.

When that arrived, I was beginning to fully accept the transformation that was happening. Of course I wanted to blame Swap Mate. But Swap Mate hadn’t made me obsessed with cocks. Swap Mate had helped me find a better way to appreciate who I already was, and to elevate my desires into something beyond my wildest dreams. And so, as overdue homework began to pile up and my times of getting dressed happened later and later in the mornings, I worked toward my goal of being a cock-obsessed, drooling slut.

The dildo was the point of no going back. When I first drew my mouth down upon its shaft, I was completely overwhelmed by the vivid sensation of its thickness occupying the whole cavity, from lips to throat. I didn’t even move my head; I just kept it wholly inserted, reveling in the pressure it put against my newest fuck-hole. It was incredibly fulfilling. The fact that my mouth was half-pussy was beginning to set in, and that I was exploiting a vagina’s biological advantages in order to make blowjobs more like intercourse.

Pussy juice seeped from everywhere. My palate. My cheeks. Even my throat. I coughed a lot, but that was just a side effect of my mouth getting wet, and the sheer abundance of fluid interacting with my gag reflex.

My mouth was the ultimate multitool. It could eat, drink, talk, sing, kiss, and now fuck.

I got hard again, but only briefly. When I sucked that dildo, I completely lost myself inside the pleasure that rippled throughout the entirety of my skull. It was so much more intense now. Like, imagine if your brain was next to your dick. I quickly became a drooling, moaning sex zombie, fucking my mouth and savoring every bump and groove with my sensitive lips.

It was shocking how fast I came. My head convulsed on the dildo, my throat gurgling as more of my naturally-produced lubrication oozed all over the shaft.

And my penis? It was getting the hint. Not a drop came out.

It was learning its new role, which was to eliminate liquid waste. Meanwhile, my head was now becoming my main erogenous zone. Seriously, it made so much more sense for my sexual organs to be on my face. To fuck myself, all I had to do was pivot my neck back and forth. The human body was better designed for that!

Hell, I should’ve been in charge of evolution!

This journey of self-discovery into how I recognized my real potential as a cock-sucking boy-slut seemed like a long time, but really it was about a week. And it happened without Dylan knowing about it.

But I couldn’t keep all the fun to myself. So, when I was ready, I invited him over.

“Still keeping the lips, huh?” he said after I opened the door. Today, he was mouth-wateringly handsome. Literally. He came inside and I closed the door. “Hey, you thinking about going to that Gamma Alpha Upsilon party? I guess we need big butts.”

“It sounds like fun,” I whispered. I had to whisper when I talked. Producing louder syllables made me horny.

“Are you okay? Do you have a sore throat?”

“A little bit,” I said. Not false. I’d been pretty aggressive with the dildo. “Do you want to sit down on the bed?”

I could tell he was thinking about one of my blowjobs as he took a seat on my mattress and adjusted his pants. Half the time we met, sex was involved. It was an acceptable expectation.

Even with everything I’d done to myself, I wanted more. But also I felt like I was being a little selfish. I spent the next few minutes explaining to Dylan my recent transactions in the Swap Mate app. I’d never seen his eyes go so big.

“What?” he said afterward. “You made your mouth like a pussy?”

I nodded. “It’s the perfect mouth. When I give you a blowjob, we’re actually having intercourse. Your cock can come in my mouth, and my mouth can come on your cock.” I realized I sounded like a mad scientist explaining this. But I was proud of myself and my ingenuity for redefining the roles of a human mouth.

And I was so eager to demonstrate this that I was drooling in front of him.

“That’s…that’s crazy,” Dylan said, staring at my lips.

“But I still want more,” I said. “I want you to finish the job. Make me into your fantasy boy-slut—but just leave the mouth as is.”

I gave him my phone, after providing fingerprint authentication to allow Dylan to make changes to my Swap Mate profile. He ogled me for a while like he was unsure of this power that had been given to him. But I was dead serious. My semester had already been surrendered. I was so addicted to sucking cock that it had affected every aspect of my daily life. And with my newly altered mouth, tasks that were formerly ordinary and unrelated to my sexual arousal became direct stimulants. Even chewing gum made me orgasm.

After a moment of contemplation, Dylan asked, “Can you remove your clothes?”

I did, unveiling my chastity cage. “Any thoughts?”

“Some,” he said. “Are you sure about this?”

“Yes. Go all out. Make me a freak.”

His index finger began tapping and swiping on the screen.

The first swap happened in a place I didn’t expect: my hips. A warmth bubbled from the center of my pelvic bone, flaring out to my ass and flanks. What came after could only be described as a stretching sensation from deep within. Then the shape of my lower body was visibly starting to change, my hips curving outward on either side. The swelling was distinctly feminine. Huh, I thought, lightly grasping this continuing growth as I widened out. Dylan has a thing for hips? Apparently so! He was bisexual like I was, but apparently my boyish shape wasn’t his ideal. Fine with me! As long as it turned him on.

Soon, I could only be considered as full-figured, at least below the waist. The expansion happened in all four directions, and my ass wasn’t left out. The transformation rapidly eliminated my skinny, masculine dimensions by expanding it out, fat and wide. Successive little spurts of growth made it ripple constantly, until I was packing a humongous booty. In the end, I had such a huge ass and hips that they made my dick and waist look smaller, though neither had changed.

“Oh,” I breathed, exploring my new jiggly curvature while drooling on myself.

Dylan was rubbing his crotch while operating the phone one-handed.

Next, my body hair completely vanished. Even all my pubes. It was more subtle than my hips, but I was still fascinated to watch the fuzz on my arms and chest wither away into nothing. I thought Dylan had only intended to make me smooth below the chin—until there was an itch on my scalp.

Yep, even that was going!

Cue my very perplexed face when I reached up and felt my new baldness. There wasn’t even stubble. My dome was as smooth as a billiard ball.

Dylan was rubbing his crotch more aggressively, which was showing all the signs of a cramped hard-on underneath his pants. “The next one might be weird.”

“Keep going,” I purred, coughing out more drool. Becoming his living fantasy just made me so damn horny, and my lips were achingly swollen.

He was right. It was weird.

My arms were changing. Okay, I thought, feeling the upward pull on both sides and watching my hands rise past my hips and up alongside my waist, he wants me to have shorter arms. I couldn’t see how this was erotic, but I wasn’t going to complain. After all, he had full control over my physical appearance. But then they were getting really short. A pulsing warmth in my shoulders was the only lasting sensation after both limbs went totally numb. After fifteen seconds, the length of my arms had been reduced by half. I flexed my kid-sized fingers, watching as they too underwent a reversal of growth and development, the bones and everything seeming to withdraw into my core body.

Thirty seconds after the swap had been initiated, I was down two appendages. My shoulder joints were smoothed over with skin, like I’d never been born with arms at all. Or I was a double amputee.

My mouth continued to leak drool as I pondered this extreme change. A lack of hands made life much more challenging. But in my head, all I was thinking about was how I was going to masturbate. It was almost impossible now!

Then it clicked.

Dylan had made me dependent on him.

Another gob of juice leaked from my lips as I realized what a helpless fuck-hole I’d become. Literally a mouth with legs. And I was smooth all over like some sex toy.

There might as well have been a Fleshlight logo on my body.

Dylan put the phone down. He stared at his creation with a frozen expression of astonishment. But, based on the massive lump in his pants, he wasn’t all that shocked by what his twisted imagination had concocted. Meanwhile, I was practically spitting all over myself and moaning every time I had to breathe. Without the means of wiping my face, the streak of drool down my chest just grew and grew.

“Interesting,” I whispered, shifting my weight from leg to leg, grappling with my new bottom-heavy center of balance. Hell, I was pretty much shaped like a walking dick: big in the hips, skinny in the chest. And my mouth leaked when I was aroused, like a dick leaking pre-cum.

I thought it was impossible for me to get more turned on, but my new salivary glands were pouring out juice like crazy. My lips were throbbing more intensely than my cock ever had.

“Whoa,” Dylan said.

I swallowed, then shivered from the contraction of my sensitive throat. I strutted toward my creator, swinging my wide hips along the way, relishing in my freakishly weird appearance and how obviously hard my one spectator was, his crotch nearly bursting at the seams.

He began unzipping himself as I dropped to my knees. My mouth was so excessively wet that there was an audible sound each time I breathed in. Unable to provide assistance, I patiently waited for Dylan to whip his manhood out.

Then I had my feast.

My eyes rolled back as I went down on the first couple inches, his turgid glans piercing through the tight, sensitive orifice that my mouth had become over this past week. My soft lips rolled over the glans, covering its every bump and contour, sending shocks of pleasure through the lower half of my face as my red-hot desires were finally answered. I pinched my cheeks inward, treating his shaft to the tightness and wetness of my newest sexual feature. Again, my belief that the mouth was the most ideal fuck-hole was justified. I could manipulate it to accommodate a wide variety of cock sizes. And with the mouth cavity squeezing around the shaft, my tongue was there to handle the glans.

And did I mention how wet I was?

“Mmm,” I moaned, easily able to take in three or four inches and just keep it there, the soft interior of my mouth clamping around the head, the muscles inside undulating as I sucked repeatedly, swallowing down my own pussy-flavored saliva and his pre-cum—although the ratio was like ten to one.

I had never felt him so hard before.

He needed me badly.

And so began the final leg of my journey from gay college student to subordinate boy-slut. In the middle of giving him that slow blowjob, it was easy to look back on my academic life as a major distraction, something that had prevented me from doing what I was doing now. The pleasure my mouth produced was extremely persuasive. It made me question my life, my intelligence, my role as a human being. In that moment, sexual satisfaction was all that mattered. If there wasn’t a hard cock in my mouth, what the hell was I even doing?

A minute into this blowjob—or intercourse?—Dylan grabbed the sides of my smooth head and began fucking me like a melon. I was going at my own pace, but soon I relaxed and let him take over. Again the benefits of my fuck-hole were immediately clear: he didn’t have to move my whole body. Just the head. And my neck articulated perfectly for this purpose.

“Mm, mm, mm,” I moaned repeatedly, his cock jamming into my throat again and again as I continued to slobber all over his meat.

“Oh God,” he sighed. A flash of aggression overtook him. He pinned his arms around my scalp and shoved my head between his legs, trapping me between his thighs and crotch and spearing my mouth with all six throbbing inches. My gag reflex protested this; several times I chucked up juice and pre-cum through my nose, until it was dribbling as much from my nostrils as it was from my mouth. But I didn’t tap out. I welcomed being submitted like this. In that moment, I’d been reduced from a person and was only the armless, hairless fuck toy I’d been turned into. “Guh,” Dylan gasped, his primal urges making him bend over my face and hammer his cock into my mouth with concussive force.

I endured it. And my mouth-pussy burned and tingled until everything in and around my jaw was consumed by my orgasm, a surge of warmth flooding my esophagus and gums and even my nostrils. I closed my eyes, feeling my mouth gush out its cum, coughing it up as much as I swallowed it down. Simultaneously, Dylan pinned me within his arms even tighter and unleashed his load down my throat, jamming every last millimeter of his girth inside me so as to not spill a single drop. Underneath the hot, sweaty darkness of his trembling body, I savored that gooey reward, feeling it spurt hard and fast.

By then, he had wrapped me up so tight that I was struggling to breathe, and I’d almost passed out. But it didn’t scare me. I continued to suck on Dylan’s cock until I felt him deflating.

With my mouth the way it was, having something inside it seemed so appropriate. Like water to a fish. It was hard for me to pull off. Plus, my lips were so sore that they hurt to move. But I detached. And I swallowed a mouthful of cum from both of us, shuddering as the muscular contraction carried it down my throat.

“Ah,” I sighed, looking up at him.

“This is crazy,” Dylan said, perhaps having some of his sensible thoughts return now that he’d blown his load. “Do you want to change back?”

I shook my head. “I want you to use me like I’m your personal property. Chain me up. Feed me with a dog bowl. Make me clean your body with my tongue. I don’t care. As long as you fuck me regularly.” These inhibitions became my only thoughts, and my eyelids fluttered as I imagined the possibilities of my new cock-sucking role. Then I added: “Just for the semester.”

I knew I’d have to get back on track with my studies eventually. My college tuition was on my parent’s dime, and they probably wouldn’t be happy with how I was spending my time. But, I figured I could push all my classes back by a semester. Or a year.

I would just tell them that some classes were hard.

Really hard.

“You might be insane,” Dylan laughed.

“Hey, you made me like this,” I said. “I’m just making our fantasies come true.”

Incredibly, our discussion was making him erect again.

“You can think it over,” I said, getting back to work on showing my love for cocks.
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We headed over there around eight o’clock. As usual, the Gamma Alpha Upsilon fraternity was the most popular place on campus that evening, the road jam-packed with so many vehicles that several were parked on the lawns of the neighboring houses. Rainbow-colored streamers marked the way. And well after we started hearing the music—Sir Mix-a-Lot, who else?—we came across the FBI men standing guard outside. I thought I recognized the four dudes as being the Gay Police from last time, but tonight they were wearing sunglass and latex bodysuits. The patches on their outfits said FRATERNITY BOOTY INSPECTORS.

“Hold it,” one said. Although his bulge was particularly impressive, his hips flared unlike any man’s normally would. All his friends were similarly pear-shaped. “We gotta check to make sure your asses ain’t under the legal limit, sirs.”

“Go right ahead, officers,” I said softly.

Dylan and I had gone all out. He was dressed as a sexy version of the Good Witch of the North, with a big booty encased in garters underneath a pink, fluffy dress. He had the blonde hair and the headpiece too. The only major difference, besides his mostly male body, was that he held a chain instead of a large wand. The chain was hooked to my neck, and my armless body was covered in fishnet and wearing four-inch heels.

One of the other FBI dudes lowered his sunglasses and checked me out. Two of his friends measured our asses.

Mine was still the same since when Dylan had swapped it. Both ours measured forty-eight inches around.

“Go on ahead, sirs,” the one with the tape measure said—after he’d copped a feel of my big booty. I returned the gesture by cupping his junk.

Dylan yanked me inside.

A year ago, I would’ve never believed these parties existed. Again, I knew many of the men I saw were probably heterosexual Monday through Friday. But the weekend—and this kind of party—was a chance to get out and have an entirely different kind of fun. And quickly all eyes were on me as the room of dancers seemed to part like I was Moses at the Gay Sea. Sexy firemen, big-booty strippers, a group of catboys with actual feline features, and someone dressed up like a half-naked version of the Artist Formerly Known as Prince moved aside. Those that still danced were shaking their huge asses. Most were within reasonable limits, like mine. But quite a few were massive and chunky, borrowed from some of the fatter bodies in the Swap Mate catalog.

I was unbelievably horny. My gums were just buzzing from the unrestrained sexual atmosphere. Several dudes were letting their cocks hang out. Believe me, I noticed them. I was getting wet for them, thinking how much cum was inside this house.

Dylan tugged me over toward the back and the refreshments. The beer pong table was busy like last time, and I was pretty sure the same two dudes were playing—using their ass cheeks to catch the ball. Outside on the patio, a good old-fashioned butt-fucking was underway, the receiver with his leg hiked up over the railing and the pounder with two strong handholds on a sizable, rippling ass.

I swallowed my own drool, feeling especially empty in my mouth region.

The alcoholic beverages were poured by a bearded Tinker Bell. Dylan took a couple shots before tending to my aspirations of intoxication.

That was one consequence of not having hands: feeding myself or quenching my own thirst was a little more complicated these days. But I moaned my approval as some Captain Morgan washed away some of my excessive drool. The combination of the two made the swallow feel extra juicy.

Soon after, my urge to suck cock was beginning to rise.

I told Dylan this.

“You want a room?” he asked. He wasn’t made up femininely—other than some thick eyelashes. I thought they looked hella cute.

I shook my head. Armless, I couldn’t embrace him. But I could rub up against him. It was probably about like how a velociraptor showed affection to another velociraptor. I nuzzled my rum-stinking mouth against his neck, trembling from scalp to toes as my mouth became more turned on from the thought of gagging myself on his erection. My goddamn mouth leaked drool down the back of his dress.

I wanted him to show everyone else how much of a boy-slut I was, how I was subordinate and devoted to his sexual desires—and not much else. The collar, chain, and fishnets conveyed the message pretty well, but BDSM getup wasn’t exactly uncommon at these parties. Hell, I’d spotted someone in a gimp suit earlier, with a cutout for his cock.

Dylan headed back into the main room where the party was going hard and loud. I followed along, at the mercy of my short leash. We helped ourselves to a vacant corner. I could tell Dylan was slightly uneasy about whipping his dick out in front of fifty gay dudes, but my closeness was quickly convincing him of the pleasures I wanted to give. Plus, I was exhaling pussy-breath all over him. He was bisexual, so I knew he wasn’t immune.

My head was starting to spin a little.

Sex was all I wanted. It was my everyday inspiration, my only reason for getting up in the morning and opening my mouth.

I licked his face as he wrestled with his garters down below. My overly productive salivary glands left him with a long streak of pussy juice along his cheek and chin—and then I followed up on his other side for good measure.

My bimbo voice continued to giggle.

Dylan pressed down on my bald head, and I knew right away that being on my knees was now where I belonged. Underneath the ruffles of his Wizard of Oz dress, he presented his turgid, tasty prick. Drool was dripping off my lips as I leaned in to satisfy my cock-craving and cum-guzzling thirst.

A blowjob was literally all I was capable of. I didn’t have hands to stroke him or to even provide pleasure to myself—although that was useless, seeing as my manhood was limp and locked away. There had to be someone else who wanted to fuck me, and that was the only way I could get off.

The pleasure emanating from my lips, cheeks, and throat no longer seemed unusual to me. My mouth was designed for this. And with ease and joy, I bobbed my head back and forth, taking Dylan’s girth and length as with past blowjobs, only now my entire mouth was the perfect biological receptacle to a raging hard-on.

No one noticed us or cared. These gay parties at the Gamma Alpha Upsilon frat house always turned into sex romps once the music died out and everyone was intoxicated.

I supposed my appearance attracted some attention. Not every day did you see an armless, hairless sex doll whose mouth also functioned as a vagina.

If there was a creativity award, I was certain I would have won it.

Instead, I just wanted cum.

My favorite part about that blowjob was when Dylan covered my head with his dress, like he didn’t want us to be so obvious. Of course, there was only one reason for a bitch like me to be on my knees. This additional intimacy with his member—which I was still devouring every inch of repeatedly—made me insanely horny.

I’ve been reduced from being a person, I thought, slurping and sucking. I’m just genitalia, tucked away underneath clothes.

As was becoming a habit of my peculiar mouth, the ramming action of my partner’s manhood would force drool up into my nostrils, where it would then run out the front. It made me wonder how many people had ever had their nose be runny with pussy juice.

I didn’t mind it. My mouth naturally smelled like pussy now, and so would my nasal cavity. This just reinforced my role as a boy-slut whose mouth was a sexual organ.

Dylan didn’t survive long. He bucked suddenly, nearly throwing me backward while his manhood crammed itself down my throat. Expectedly, his gooey treat ran all down my esophagus. He was so far inside that I didn’t even taste it.

Officially, I thought that promoted me to cum-dumpster status.

My pleasure was irrelevant. Only his was. And his orgasm, which I, as a cum-dumpster slut, was supposed to take and consume without complaint.

Afterward was kind of serene. My head remained trapped under his dress, and I sensually continued sucking him off—although his cock was well deflated at this point. Yet, even with it soft and malleable, I loved pulling on it with my lips and licking the glans. Pre-cum still dribbled out, even though his primary load had been expended.

A voice: “Mind if I borrow the slut?”

With a little bit of alcohol now in my bloodstream, my brain didn’t quite process this question until someone was pulling me away from Dylan. I spun around, teetering like a grazed bowling pin. My clouded mind instantly cleared when my eyes laid upon a huge, black cock aimed at my face. I coughed, accidentally spitting all over myself.

It was the dude in the gimp suit. I recognized that skintight black latex.

Fuck, I thought, feeling squeamish at how thick this beast was around the middle. The muscles in my throat began to tremble.

“Hey, wait,” Dylan started to say, challenging this interruption.

There was no waiting for me.

I bent forward to greet this dick, momentarily held back by the tension in my leash—which then vanished entirely when Dylan let go. My lips pounced on that black monster with hungry intent, and my mouth-pussy was introduced right away to a far larger insertion than anything it had ever encountered.

But you know what’s great about a pussy? It’s flexible.

The mucosa that lined my mouth also had this property. And to some extent my gums did too. That big, black cock was when I really noticed this—that my teeth were connected to this spongier tissue, and could therefore be pushed farther into the gumline to make room. The only rigid limitation was my jawbone, which ached somewhat. Beyond that? I was the perfectly evolved cocksucker.

If there were any remarks about my unique appearance, my new friend kept them to himself when I pulled a magic trick on his humongous prick and made it disappear.

I knew girls who said size didn’t matter.

For me, I was lost in a whole new world of pleasure. The bigness stretched me open, expanding my throat probably more than anything else ever had. The cock’s owner seemed surprised by my ability to suck the full length of his manhood.

There were words. I barely heard them.

I was drooling everywhere, just slathering his dick with so much juice that you could almost scoop it off. Truthfully, it was beneficial; it was lubrication, and, even though my fuck-hole was stretchy and amazingly elastic, I needed plenty of that lubrication to do my part.

All I tasted was pussy and cock. Every fucking second. Every breath. I threw my head back and forth, lightheaded with alcohol and lust, throwing myself—well, the part that mattered—onto that fat cock and back off again, its huge size igniting every nerve ending from the tip of my lips clear down to my collarbone. Then everything went hot and tingly. I shuddered intensely, my mouth creaming all over that fantastic rod as I coughed out my cum.

His followed quickly. His cock muscles tensed for one awesome moment before the back of my tongue received a warm, salty-flavored stream.

Word traveled that there was a cock-hungry boy-slut offering up free blowjobs.

They first filed in line for individual turns, the gay party animals wanting their dicks sucked. But impatience quickly spread through the group. Hey, I was focusing on quality over quantity! Then they were crowding around me like Black Friday shoppers rushing into a Walmart, dicks slapping around and poking every corner of my face. I stayed busy for a while.

One guy even had a pussy—which was already leaking cum. I happily lapped up the cream filling, before putting my tongue to work on that delicious slit.

Even the FBI guys came over to get a piece of the action.

Everywhere I looked, there was a new cock waiting for me. An endless circle of cocks. And my exhausted mouth sucked and slobbered on them all. I consumed so much cum that my belly began to ache. And I moaned like a horny slut nonstop, pleading for them to keep fucking me, to never stop, because I wasn’t a man anymore.

I was their glory hole.


Epilogue

The front door opened. Immediately, my mouth was ready for the next big-dick college student to use me as stress relief, drool and leftover jizz from my last blowjob dripping down underneath my rope swing. I wondered if someone should put up a sign. CAUTION: FLOOR SLIPPERY WITH CUM. Something like that. The person was backlit with sunshine, so I couldn’t quite see their face.

“Morning,” I purred. “If you need to drain your balls in my throat, feel free.”

“Alfredo?” Dylan said. “Are you busy?”

“Hi. Nope. Just hanging out.”

So, about that last party. I had left an impression on the Gamma Alpha Upsilon boys. They had invited me to become a permanent fixture inside their frat house. The guarantee of sucking lots of cocks was high, so, as a self-anointed glory hole with a bottomless appetite for semen, I couldn’t help but accept their offer. I refused anything like a membership. People had memberships. I was just a living, breathing sex toy. And they had roped me up in the little foyer area of the two-story house, suspended me from the ceiling. Basically, I was free use for anyone who walked in. And I had swapped out my digestive system so I had no reason to eat, drink, or use the restroom.

I licked my slippery lips as Dylan approached. Wordlessly, he unzipped his pants and revealed his fully erect manhood. My mouth did the rest.

A few other frat boys stomped by on their way out, slapping my huge ass and encouraging Dylan by praising my endless appetite.

For a few minutes, I just sucked him off. Even though my needs as a fuck toy meant we were seeing each other less this semester, I still liked him more than my new fraternity pals. So, I went slow, prolonging my blowjob so he wouldn’t leave so soon.

Then he said: “Your mom called. She was kind of worried about you not answering.”

“Mm?” I said, half moaning it with my mouth currently full. Dylan had kept my phone.

“I told her everything was fine. You’re just busy with schoolwork.”

“Mm. Mm-hmm.”

It had been a long battle to be on good terms with my parents after I came out gay. I couldn’t imagine their reactions if they knew I now considered myself to be a less-than-human cum-dumpster. Obviously, I didn’t want them to find out. So Dylan was covering for me.

Gosh, I loved him so much. I swirled my tongue around his cockhead a little more enthusiastically to show my appreciation.

He was always so delicious. I regretted not being his boyfriend.

But my desires necessitated having more than one man in my life.

You might have thought I was depraved. But to me, sexual pleasure was the pinnacle of the human experience. Everything I had done to myself was to enhance that. I was having multiple orgasms every single day, swallowing all the cum I craved, and being treated as who I really was right now: a device for male satisfaction. My brothers and sisters were every single cum-filled Fleshlight. My cousin was the common blow-up doll. And through the power of Swap Mate, I could hardly be considered human. I still had to breathe, but even I was wondering if I could remove that ability somehow—just to have more in common with my fellow sex toys.

Dylan eventually blew his load, and I gulped down the morning treat.

With no ability to digest what I consumed or pass waste, all the cum I drank was going into my stomach area and staying there. Already, my belly was visibly larger and heavier from the sheer amount of semen I was devouring. I wondered how big I would get.

I promised myself to change back when the semester was done.

All this was temporary. At least, I hoped.

But I was spending money to retain these swaps. I didn’t want to go broke just because of these fantasies.

With a contented sigh, Dylan pulled his cock out of my mouth. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to rush you. But I got class.”

“Not a problem,” I whispered through my buzzing, tingling lips. The new warmth in my tummy area gave me a wonderful sense of euphoria, of a job well done.

Dylan rubbed my bald head. “You’re always the best.”

“Thanks.”

And as he walked away and left, I swayed in my rope swing and dreamed of whose balls I’d be draining next.
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Tommy parked at the curb outside Ryan’s house. He hadn’t been nervous beforehand, but now he was sweating a little—and not just because it was a hot August morning.

What could be said about his friend, Ryan, that his parents, teachers, and a few academic benefactors hadn’t already expressed? Not much. Besides Ryan graduating high school two years ahead of schedule, he was a born-and-destined MIT rock star who had already received a full scholarship for his four-year ride and grad school, although his first classes weren’t until next spring. He had gamed the stock market when he was fifteen and bought his first house, which had been fully converted to run on surplus solar power that he shared with the whole neighborhood. And he was always working on patent-free computer software, hardware, and just being an all-around whiz all the damn time.

Meanwhile, Tommy had missed the bowl when taking a piss this morning. But he had caught a Snorlax in Pokémon Go, so his weekend had already started off better than average.

Today, though, was special.

Ryan had a new invention he wanted Tommy’s help with. The details had already been texted. Tommy had faith in his friend’s technical skills, but this was technology that didn’t exist anywhere in the world yet. It made him worried as hell.

Tommy strode up to the front door, trying to keep his expectations and emotions blank. As he stepped inside, Simba ran up and pounced into his chest. He barely got his arms underneath to catch the damn cat, who then started eagerly licking the side of his face with that sandpaper-like tongue.

“Okay, okay, boy!” Tommy laughed. “Settle down. It’s nice to see you too. You gotta be careful jumping like that.”

Simba’s former body—a golden retriever—sat curled in the corner, smashing a much-too-small cat bed. The sad-looking eyes, with Loki’s mind inside, glared at Tommy.

Well the machine has to work, Tommy reasoned as he petted Simba. It worked for his cat and dog. They’re getting along fine.

Daisy came out of the kitchen. “I hope you showered,” Ryan’s girlfriend said. “With a proper body wash. Not that disgusting Axe crap. It’s gonna make me gag if I have to live with that stench in my new clothes.” She was wearing a simple tank top and cotton shorts. Tommy took a long look at the body he would soon be inhabiting.

Theoretically. If everything worked, and all.

“I showered this morning,” he told her as he dropped Simba onto the floor, who then ran away and began chewing a dog bone. “I’m all clean.”

Nonetheless, Daisy put her nose close to his armpit and took a whiff. She made a frown. “God, I’m gonna hate this. Being a boy.” She shivered. “Oh, and check your email. I sent you a list of things you’re allowed to do and not do while you’re inside my body. You better obey it.”

Jeez, a freakin’ list? Tommy wondered.

He pulled out his phone and opened the one new email in his inbox. Sure enough, Daisy had attached a Word document with an itemized series of instructions. According to her, he was supposed to shower and lotion his body every day—with a list of suggested hygiene products. He was not supposed to touch himself in a sexual manner, dress in clothing that would make him appear slutty, share any nude pictures with his friends, engage in flirty behavior, or eat over 1350 calories in a single day.

“Got it. Thanks,” he said.

“Ryan’s already down in the basement getting ready.”

Tommy headed that way.

In just a few minutes, he was going to be in Daisy’s body. He was going to be a girl. They’d all planned this for weeks, but Tommy suddenly didn’t feel as prepared for this—mentally speaking—as he thought he had been. He cupped his junk, experiencing a sentimental attachment to it, like he was going in for surgery and having it removed. Surely it wouldn’t be bad, right? Having Daisy’s body? It would be weird as hell, touching his groin and finding it completely different from what he had grown up with. Along with having tits. And her voice. And her shoulder-length dark hair. And, just, everything really.

But Ryan was paying him five hundred dollars for this.

Tommy needed the money.

Downstairs, he found the mad scientist himself and his recent pet project. The body-swapping machine hardly looked futuristic. Or functional. It was a plexiglass enclosure with fat, black hoses emitting a steam-like fog in from the top. Those hoses went up and snaked around the ceiling, and attached to the back of a computer the size of a server tower. There were yellow blinking pylons situated around the four corners of the glass box. All the equipment hissed faintly. That steam—or whatever—coming out made Tommy think of a space rocket right before launch, waiting for the countdown.

A wild-haired Ryan turned from his computer terminal as Tommy stepped off the creaky stairs. “Hey!” he greeted. “Welcome to the laboratory.”

“Laboratory,” Tommy scoffed, nearly smashing his face into a spider web. He ducked around and cursed it.

“Yeah, I know. It’s not a proper laboratory yet. All the money went into the machine. But one of these days I’ll get it fixed up.”

Tommy ambled over toward the hazy enclosure, trying to imagine his future reaction when this whole experiment concluded, and he and Daisy walked out in opposite bodies. It didn’t at all look like something that could swap consciousnesses, but it had a positive track record thus far. Simba and Loki were both proof that this thing actually worked as intended.

“Second thoughts?” Ryan asked.

Tommy laughed nervously. “Why can’t you and your girlfriend try it out?”

“Somebody’s gotta keep an eye on the machine.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“And you’re the one guy I trust to not make it weird.”

Tommy looked over at him. “What? Being in your girlfriend’s body? She didn’t sound too excited about that.”

“She is. But swapping bodies is perhaps the most intimate thing two people can ever do. Giving up everything you know and feel to someone else? You probably feel the same way, right?”

Tommy shrugged. He hadn’t really thought about it so…intellectually. They both had arms, they both had legs. She was forty-odd pounds lighter, but he didn’t think the experience would be vastly different, besides some sexual discrepancies. But now he was starting to really think about it. Would touching his skin feel different? Would foods taste different? Would his eyes see color a little different?

He realized there was a whole branch of psychology waiting to be born from body-swapping experiments, but Ryan’s machine was known only to three people.

And a couple pets.

“It’s all ready,” Ryan said, tweaking a few levers and knobs. “I’m just waiting for Daisy to—”

“I’m here,” Daisy announced, coming down the stairs. “I hope this thing actually works. I had to cancel hanging out with my friends today.”

Again, Tommy eyed the long-legged body his mind was about to inhabit. Daisy caught him staring, but she was doing the same to him. If she was scared, she was doing a great job of hiding it behind a slightly snobbish personality. It made Tommy wonder if their personalities were going to stay intact, or if having Daisy’s body would change his taste in movies, make him want to shop for women’s clothing, and sleep with Ryan.

He shivered, knowing he should’ve been more inquisitive about just what the hell he had volunteered for.

“So, what are you going to do first?” Ryan asked, coming up behind his girlfriend and giving her a hug. “Pee standing up?”

“Uh, gross. I don’t want to watch my pee coming out. I’m perfectly fine sitting down.”

Ryan laughed. “Tommy?”

“I’m just gonna…take it slow, you know? No rush.”

“Well that sounds boring.”

Daisy: “No, it’s a good idea. My body’s probably way more complicated than what he’s used to. I don’t want him falling down and injuring himself.”

Tommy smirked. “Yeah.”

Ryan clapped his hands together. “So. Y’all ready, or what?”

With the press of a button, the enclosure’s plexiglass doors opened outward, causing some of the haze to spread into the basement. Tommy asked what it was; Ryan said it was a gaseous mixture that was both a coolant for the machine and a numbing agent for the occupants. Tommy cautiously waded into it, feeling his skin tingle. It was dense enough that he could cup it in his hands, lift it up, and then pour it out almost like a liquid. This, of course, made his hands and lower arms feel numb.

“I feel like I’m walking into a haunted house,” Daisy commented as she also stepped into the haze. “It’s chilly.”

“That’s normal,” Ryan told her.

“Well, you could’ve warned me.”

“Do we need to take off our clothes first?” Tommy asked—which received a glare from his swapping partner.

“Hey, Ryan?” she hollered. “You didn’t tell me your friend was a pervert.”

“I’m not a pervert,” Tommy said.

“No, it’s a fair question,” Ryan answered. “He’s just worried about the entanglement of non-organic materials. No need to worry! Your clothes will be perfectly fine.”

Okay then, Tommy thought, stepping forward.

Side-by-side, he and Daisy entered the plexiglass enclosure, the haze rippling around their waists like a foggy pool. She was right; it was pretty damn chilly inside. It was impossible to not shiver after having been hot and sweaty from being outside just a moment ago. At least, he told himself he was shivering because of the temperature. Not because of near-future events.

Tommy took one side of the space; Daisy stood opposite. Something clicked above them. The doors bent back inward, sealing with the walls. Over her shoulder, Tommy saw Ryan give a thumbs-up and turn toward his computer.

With the doors sealed, the haze began to steadily rise up their bodies.

Tommy looked at Daisy. “So,” he said.

“You don’t have a girlfriend or anything, do you?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“Good.”

“Do you have, uh, any allergies I should know about?” he asked.

“No. Do you?”

“I don’t think so.”

She nodded.

This was already awkward, and they were still in their original bodies.

By now, the enclosure was fast fogging up. Tommy lost sight of Ryan outside at the same time his face began to feel numb. He couldn’t feel his feet on the ground anymore, nor the clothes on his body. He imagined it was the same for his partner, but she didn’t say so. Gradually, the whole basement disappeared around them, until only Daisy was visible.

“Do we need to hold hands?” she asked, a bit panicked.

“Ryan didn’t say anything about that,” Tommy said.

“Yeah, that’s dumb. Never mind.”

The yellow pylons then began to shine. First in sync, then sequentially, blinking in a clockwise pattern that made it seem like the light was revolving around them.

The hissing sound amplified.

Then it was joined with a steadily increasing hum from where Ryan was.

“What if it goes all wrong?” Daisy asked. Whatever was going through her mind, she sounded more concerned than before. “Our heads end up between our legs, our anuses appear where our necks are. What if we disintegrate into a million-billion pieces?”

“It’ll be fine,” Tommy said, having to raise his voice a little. “Simba and Loki both turned out okay, didn’t they? It’ll be the same for us.”

“I’m tingling all over.”

“Same.”

In the end, though, Daisy was not persuaded to go through with the experiment.

“Screw this. I’m—”

But right as she was interrupted, Tommy experienced a sharp pain in the center of his mind. He clutched the sides of his head, screaming out. Across from him, Daisy too was yelling in agony and looking like she was about to fall over.

And then he began to feel very, very dizzy…
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Something was wrong. Terribly wrong.

That’s all Tommy thought about as he pounded his fists against the glass doors, screaming for Ryan to let him out. The pain was intense. It felt like his brain was being mashed by a high-powered blender, a repeated assault of whirring blades cutting and slicing deeper. And when the doors finally opened, he stumbled across the room to a grungy yellow sofa and half-collapsed on the thing.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. It was both a scream and a gasp.

Jesus, what the hell happened? he wondered.

So many things hurt: his eyes, his chest, even his damn bones. His skin itched like crazy. He rubbed his arms as he caught his breath and tried to piece together the last sixty seconds—or however long he had been inside the machine. Truthfully, his sense of time was completely out of whack. He couldn’t even remember what time of day it was.

“Daisy? Daisy, is that you?”

Daisy, Tommy thought, still too disoriented to look at Ryan.

Right. He and Daisy were supposed to switch bodies. And if Ryan was calling out to Tommy with his girlfriend’s name, then perhaps it had worked after all.

But it sure had some serious fucking side effects!

“Where’s Tommy?” Ryan asked.

Tommy tried to sound out some words, but they were incoherent. The pain was dissipating, albeit slowly. He turned his body on the sofa so that he was mostly sitting upright. He focused on his senses: the coolness of the basement, the weight of his own body, the steady inhalations inflating his lungs.

“Shit,” he said. His first formed word.

A blurry Ryan stood over him. “Daisy?” he asked again.

“No, man,” Tommy said, holding the side of his head. “It’s me. Tommy.”

He realized that Ryan should’ve been thrilled. The whole purpose of this experiment had been to successfully swap two people into each other’s bodies. So why wasn’t he celebrating? He’d been absolutely ecstatic when Simba and Loki had switched.

Tommy looked down, and forced his eyes to find focus.

Unexpectedly, he was naked. So much for those non-organics! His damn clothes had apparently been vaporized. No thread of fabric remained from head to toe.

But the real shock was his breasts.

It worked? he asked himself, automatically bringing his hands toward them and lightly feeling them, despite remembering Daisy’s list of things he was not supposed to do. Surely one of those instructions had been to not grope himself. But he didn’t grope them. He brushed his fingertips along each small, perky mound, feeling their smooth curvature. It was strangely erotic to look down and see himself with breasts—with delectable pink nipples, to boot!

Even his cock was getting erect.

Wait.

“Oh crap,” Tommy said. His voice was similar to Daisy’s, but huskier. And it was too high-pitched to be his. He sat up straight. “Oh crap.”

“You’re Tommy?” Ryan asked.

Tommy looked up at his wide-eyed friend. “Yeah. But where’s Daisy?”

Ryan approached the enclosure and looked around inside. Then he went over to his computer terminal and shut everything down. Gradually, the haze filtered out and dissipated. Even after it did, though, there was no sign of Daisy—or anyone else, even clothes—inside the plexiglass enclosure. It was totally empty.

Tommy turned his attention back to himself.

With one hand, he cupped a breast. The other held the underside of his semi-erect manhood.

Fuck me.

Ryan paced back and forth, pulling his hair like he was about to tear it out. “This can’t be happening! No-no-no, the settings were all the same! I ran the simulation a thousand times. It should’ve worked. What the hell happened to mass conservation? If two people go in, two people should come out! Yeurgh!”

He did this often when something went wrong. Before he’d ever had aspirations toward becoming a mad scientist, Ryan used to enjoy speed-running video games. If a mistake was made, or something happened out of the ordinary, he’d get up, march around the room, and vent his thoughts aloud.

Tommy slowly stood up.

The best answer he could figure—based on his own observations and his friend’s ramblings—was that he and Daisy had merged together somehow. His skin was much too tan, too smooth, and too hairless to be his own. It must’ve been Daisy’s. And, obviously, those were her breasts hanging off his chest, about the size he had expected. One of the nipples was pierced too. Without a doubt he also owed that to his body-swapping partner.

But not everything was simply his or hers.

His hair, confirmed by his exploring fingers, was longer and thicker than his short-cropped style this morning, but nowhere near shoulder length, as Daisy’s had been. It was in between, like a pixie style. His nose was smaller, his lips were thicker. He had no facial hair. And his body was more attractively slender than fifteen minutes ago, but other than the breasts it was fairly androgynous. He ran his hands along it, finding a subtle familiarity in everything except his waist, which was girlishly tapered around his belly button.

Astonishingly, Tommy was starting to feel pretty good. The pain and disorientation were nearly gone by this point. And his own nudity was giving him an emerging sense of self-confidence. As a guy, he’d been kind of soft and pudgy. Daisy, on the other hand, had been slim and in shape. His new body wasn’t entirely the latter, but it was certainly an upgrade.

He continued to stare at his cock—which itself wasn’t exactly the same either.

It was smooth. No pubic hair.

Tommy realized something.

He cautiously reached underneath, but his fingers only touched the tight, smooth skin of his scrotum. There was no slit or anything like that. He might’ve had a heart attack if he possessed both a cock and a pussy, but his genitalia only seemed to be configured as the former.

Of course, the attention to his manhood only increased its blood flow. He took his hand away as it swelled even larger, becoming about three-fourths erect.

No one saw this coming, he thought.

Ryan fiddled at his computer terminal, but then shot his hands out in a gesture of frustration. It said everything. He got up in a huff, and his chair when rolling away and hitting the wall.

“I don’t get it,” he said. “It’s acting like nothing went wrong. Even if I run the simulations again, it shows that two people should’ve come out.”

“You’ll figure it out,” Tommy said helpfully.

Ryan stared at him for a time, his supercomputer brain trying to work this out. “So, you’re completely Tommy?”

“I think so.”

“You don’t have strange memories?”

Tommy tried to recall anything new or unusual, but everything inside his head was normal, and he said so.

Ryan sighed. “I guess the good news is you’re all right. Physically.”

“Thanks,” Tommy laughed. “Except the whole hermaphrodite thing, or whatever.”

Ryan glanced at his penis. “Yeah.”

Tommy felt his cheeks flush.

Then Ryan said, “Be right back,” and jogged up the stairs.

Well, okay then, Tommy thought.

Now alone, he twisted his neck around and checked out his ass. Same deal: it was more like Daisy’s ass than his ass. It was shaped by an enthusiasm for fitness, round and firm without being exceptionally wide or largely proportioned. Tommy laid a palm upon each cheek, grinning slightly as he touched his new butt for the first time. And with a widening smirk, he sank his fingers in, squeezing that wonderfully sculpted flesh.

“Yeah,” he whispered excitedly, giving his tush multiple—and probably inappropriate—gropes. Then he playfully slapped it. Each cheek rebounded into place with hardly a jiggle.

His cock was no longer three-quarters hard now. It was ragingly hard.

Jeez, I’m SO turned on by this, he thought.

And he was going to give his manhood a quick stroke, but then he heard footsteps coming down the stairs. Ryan was carrying a bathroom scale. His eyes made a fleeting glance toward Tommy’s very apparent erection, but he didn’t say anything.

“Okay,” Ryan said, dropping the scale on the floor. “Step on this.”

Tommy looked at him confusedly. “I don’t get it.”

“Just step on it. I have a hypothesis.”

With a shrug, Tommy put both feet on the scale. Before this whole accident, he had weighed about 160 pounds. He imagined Daisy weighed closer to 120. But seeing as he wasn’t Daisy—but also not himself—he anticipated a number in between the two.

Instead, the needle zoomed around the dial, eventually coming to rest on 285.

“Ah-ha!” Ryan cheered.

“Dude, I think your scale’s broken,” Tommy said, stepping off.

“Nope. Don’t you get it? Your new mass is you and Daisy combined. I think what happened is that Daisy is a part of you, but your bodies are cohabiting the same physical space, at least to what humans see.”

“How is that even possible?”

“Well, there’s tons of space between atoms. I mean, I don’t know how atomic polarity would allow atoms to overlap, but it must be happening. It’s the only reason why you weigh so much, but you’re roughly the same size as before. You’re denser.”

Well, that wasn’t freaky at all! Tommy needed a moment to wrap his head around this. Okay, so were he and Daisy like the same person now? But where was Daisy? He couldn’t hear her thoughts, or anything. From his standpoint, it was like she had ceased to exist—after donating some of her body parts to him.

Tommy popped the important question: “So, can you reverse this?”

“Now that I have a small understanding of what’s going on? Maybe. You see, two people did exit the chamber. But our eyes can’t see at the molecular level.”

Tommy tried to smile. “My life isn’t completely ruined by this?”

“Just give me a little time. I’ll fix you up.”

Thank God, he thought. But he didn’t intend to stay nude while Ryan figured out how to undo the merging accident, so he asked if Daisy had any clothes here.

“Yeah, there’s some in my dresser.”

“Thanks.”

Tommy climbed back up to the first floor. Simba—with the excited restlessness of a dog but the appearance of a cat—ran on over. But he stopped about a foot away. Then he was sniffing Tommy’s leg like his appearance and scent were confusing. After this, he trotted over to a food bowl and chowed into dry dog food.

“Yeah, I’m pretty weird right now,” Tommy agreed.

He went down the hallway toward Ryan’s bedroom, led by his wagging hard-on. The damn thing was insistent right now. And Tommy couldn’t figure out why he was so aroused at this particular moment. Ryan’s machine had gone haywire, Daisy was gone somehow, and his body was a mix of male and female. Everything was fucked up currently. Like, now was definitely not the time for getting erections!

And yet it persisted.

Even as he found Daisy’s clothes. Even as he slipped into her panties—and exchanged a skimpy pair for something with more coverage, on account of his massive tent-pole. The tight silk pushed his cock upward, pinning it against his stomach. Tommy unconsciously flexed his groin muscles as visible drops of pre-cum began oozing forth, which preceded a goopy spurt that left a dark splotch down the front of the underwear.

God, he thought.

He didn’t want to masturbate. It was flat-out wrong to be sexually aroused by any of this. Hell, there was probably a nonzero chance that Ryan might not be able to fix things!

“Not until we turn back,” Tommy told his manhood. “Just calm down, okay?”

He gathered a pair of jeans and a T-shirt while he tried to push his own cock out of his mind.
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Tommy was suddenly in a place of flashing lights and tumultuous noise. Around him, people were dancing—well, what might have been called dancing but was really a crowd of hyperactive lunatics jumping around and throwing their hands in the air. His confusion made him stop; he was bumped and jostled by those around him, nearly being knocked off his feet. Feet which perilously wobbled and teetered, his ankles trying to roll over.

He looked down.

Heels?

Not just his shoes were wrong. He was also wearing a sparkling gold dress. Strapless. With an eye-catching amount of cleavage! It felt like a slinky tube wrapped around his torso, just barely covering his tits and crotch.

“The hell?” he asked aloud.

When had he gotten dressed like this?

When had he come to a damn nightclub of all places? He never went to nightclubs!

Then there was another girl dancing with him. A smiling blonde about his age. She had taken his hands and was trying to encourage him to jump up and down like everyone else in this sweaty mosh pit, or whatever the hell it was. Tommy stared at her like she was out of her mind.

The blonde stopped, and her smile faded. “Daisy?” she half-shouted. “What’s wrong?”

“What?” Tommy said. “I’m not Daisy!”

“Don’t be silly!”

“I’m not Daisy!” he repeated. “And I don’t even know you!”

The blonde was still holding one of his hands. This time, she pulled him through the crowd. Tommy had to dodge and evade his way through the mayhem, but was still repeatedly knocked and jolted around. Once, it felt like one of his boobs was about to pop out; he snugly snatched the fabric and held it there, cringing every time some stranger rubbed up against him. The farther they went on, the more he wanted to puke.

He needed fresh air. Badly.

Fortunately, that seemed to be where his mysterious friend was escorting him.

He stumbled outside, past the bouncers and line of people still waiting to get into the club, heels clacking on the asphalt.

“Ugh,” Tommy groaned, bending over in case he was going to hurl up the contents of his stomach. His head was spinning like a merry-go-round. “Oh shit.”

“Daisy, what’s the matter?” the blonde asked.

“Listen,” he said. “I’m sorry. I don’t know who you are, or how we came here. I can’t even remember where I was five minutes ago. But I’m not Daisy. Even if I look like her.”

The blonde girl stared at him with a cocked eyebrow—probably wondering if he was on drugs. Yet she remained calm. And then she said, “Tommy?”

“Yeah. How do you…?”

“She told me about the body-swapping thing. There was an accident. She and her boyfriend’s friend were, like, fused together somehow.” She laughed. “I thought she had gone all loony. It was a long explanation for a haircut. But then she showed me the evidence.” Her gaze dropped down briefly, then came back up.

Tommy looked toward his groin. “Oh,” he said. No lump was visible, but he could feel his manhood tucked back between his legs, maybe held in place by a tight pair of panties. It throbbed incessantly against his inner thighs.

Wait a minute, he thought. Daisy was in control?

It would explain the time difference. Last he had known, it was approximately three o’clock in the afternoon. But now the sky was dark. It was like he had lost consciousness for several hours.

“I was Daisy?” he asked.

The girl nodded. “She said you were in control at first, but now I guess you’re back in control?” She started laughing. “I mean, I can still hardly believe her whole story. All we wanted to do was hang out.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t know who you are.”

“Josie,” she said, hand extended. “We’re, like, best friends.”

Tommy shook her hand. “Oh, okay. This is just really confusing.”

“Wanna go back to my car?”

“Yeah, that’s probably best. Um, sorry for ruining your evening.”

“Don’t worry about it. This is all pretty entertaining!”

Tommy walked alongside her, doing his best to not stumble in his new heels. This was all so crazy! He was terrified by the idea that Daisy was still inside him somehow, that they seemed to be taking turns with controlling their merged body. Would this cycle keep repeating? He really didn’t want to have to deal with constant blackouts like this, waking up in a place where he didn’t remember coming to, wearing clothes he didn’t remember putting on.

He blinked repeatedly, feeling the eyelash extensions. There was also something on his skin and lips: makeup and lipstick, probably.

Jeez!

Josie drove a nice, late-model Acura. She climbed into the driver’s seat, and Tommy went around to the passenger side, getting in on his hands before swinging the lower half of his body into the cockpit. Even so, his dress still hiked up slightly, exposing the white panties he was wearing. He hastily tugged the hem back down, almost tugging it so far that a boob popped out.

Daisy’s friend was giggling. “You’re not used to this, are you?”

“You think?” Tommy laughed, closing the door. Josie started the engine and turned on some soft music. “It was just supposed to be a harmless experiment. It would be fun. But it’s all messed up, and I don’t know what the hell’s going on. I just hope Ryan can fix this.”

“You didn’t want to get into Daisy’s panties, huh?” she asked with a smirk.

“No! No. Ryan paid me money to participate. So, whatever. I wasn’t going to be a pervert or anything. And I would be part of a scientific breakthrough. But now it’s a catastrophe.”

Tommy sighed. In less than twelve hours, his life had gone to shit. Still having his manhood was a small consolation, but this mixed-up aspect continued to disturb him. He thought he would’ve been emotionally stable had he been fully female. He would’ve been normal, even if he was the opposite sex. Instead, he was in control of a body that had both Daisy’s breasts and his own cock. And apparently Daisy had been more nonchalant about the whole incident, seeing as she didn’t mind going out with her friend to a nightclub in some skimpy-ass dress.

“So, you really have a penis too?” Josie asked.

Tommy looked over at her. “Didn’t Daisy show you?”

“I saw a bulge. I mean, I took her word for it. But she could’ve been stuffing a banana down there or something.” She bit her lip. “Can I see it?”

Really? Tommy thought. He wasn’t the type of guy who would whip out his cock in front of a girl he just met a few minutes ago, but the thought was causing blood to rapidly rush to his groin area. He shuddered as his manhood hardened inside his underwear.

“Okay?” his voice cracked. “I mean, uh, okay.”

With trembling fingers, he peeled the dress up, revealing the white cotton underwear that Daisy had picked out for herself. Tucked as he was, there was hardly a lump. He reached underneath the fabric, sliding his palm back along his shaft, and then gripping it; he pulled it forward, feeling it stiffen to maximum erection as if straightening it out had unkinked a few blood vessels. He let it flop out at a forty-five-degree angle, hard and so agonizingly swollen.

Josie’s eyes fixated on it. Her mouth began to drop. “Whoa,” she breathed. “That is a very pretty cock. You shave everything down there?”

Tommy felt his cheeks warming. “No,” he said. “It came out that way. When we merged.”

“Huh. Interesting.”

“Yeah.”

“May I?” Josie asked, extending a hand toward him and wiggling her fingers.

Tommy was so stunned by this that he couldn’t work his vocal cords properly. But he nodded. The agreement enhanced a tightness already present in his balls; he softly moaned as his erection literally began to hurt, like the amount of skin on his cock was inadequate for the violent hardness his altered manhood could achieve now.

When Josie carefully touched its heavily pulsating base, Tommy’s arm flinched so forcefully that it banged the door. He let out an embarrassed laugh.

“Guh,” he grunted. “Jeez.”

“Sensitive?”

He nodded. “But it wasn’t like this—unnghh. Before, I mean.”

I’m, like, TWICE as aroused and sensitive, he thought.

Twice. Surely his mind hadn’t picked that word randomly. He wondered if his and Daisy’s libidos were conjoined somehow. Because when Josie brushed her fingertip along the underside of his hard-on, his feet slammed the vehicle’s firewall and his head pushed into the seat as far as the cushion allowed.

“Sheesh,” he panted.

Josie was giggling again. “My God, you are sensitive.”

Tommy nodded as Daisy’s friend riled up what felt like a hornet’s nest of buzzing pleasure, all shooting out from his cock.

“What happens if I do this?”

All of a sudden, her five fingers wrapped around the shaft and emphatically made a downward stroke. Tommy’s limbs flew in every direction as he braced himself, spread out like a starfish stuck to the passenger seat. He panted hard as his whole lower abdomen swarmed with powerful tingles.

This thing is a fucking lightning rod! he realized.

But that stroke was only the first of many, as Josie began to properly jerk him off. Tommy stayed buried in the Lexus’s passenger seat, gulping down breaths through his mouth. Through squinted eyes, he watched the up-and-down motions of her hand, feeling something like spasms of electricity bursting throughout the length of his manhood and even his balls. His right leg was shaking like it had Parkinson’s.

“Guh,” he groaned again, his groin muscles clenching tightly before a little rope of pre-cum shot out and dribbled along the bottom of his cock, where it was swept up in his partner’s pumping hand. “Guhhhhh! Ah! Hooooly…”

If it had been just that, it would’ve been the best orgasm of his life—by far.

But then Josie was leaning over the center console and aiming her head toward his crotch. Almost automatically, Tommy twisted his lower body in her direction as more pre-cum oozed from his urethra. It was so consistent and voluminous that it dripped onto his thigh and the seat beside it. How merging a guy and girl could increase his production of pre-cum he didn’t know, but there was sure a lot! Every time the muscles behind his stiff erection flexed, there was more to release.

“You don’t have to…” he started to say.

Then Josie put her lips around his cock.

Tommy flinched so fiercely that his butt left the seat and he banged his head into the car’s low roof. His hand tentatively rested on the girl’s shoulder as she swallowed an inch or two, while he felt her tongue swirling excitedly around his turgid glans.

There was more pre-cum; it came out of her mouth like drool.

He was so far past the point of when he expected an orgasm that he wondered if he even could have one. The pleasure from the build-up itself was beyond orgasmic—at least compared to his usual loads. And yet there was more. And more. He was baked by this rising pleasure as Josie bobbed her head up and down, greedily swallowing half the length of his cock over and over. He heard her throat gurgling as she tried to keep up with all his pre-cum, but still it ran and dripped everywhere.

Then it came. While Tommy’s head was so far in the clouds that it was achieving spaceflight, he felt an edge. And it went so quickly that there was zero stopping himself. His dick lunged upward. A tremendous pressure exploded from the base and through the shaft. Josie emitted a gagging sound as the jet of cum shot into her throat. Like the pre-cum before, she just wasn’t equipped to deal with the sheer volume. It splashed out and dumped all over Tommy’s cock like warm, watery icing. He jolted upward again; more jetted forth. Then a third time. And fourth.

By its conclusion, he was limp in the seat and drooling on himself.

“Ugh,” he groaned. “That was intense!”

Josie, with her lips, teeth, and chin jizzed on, met her mouth to his for a cummy kiss.
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Another time skip happened. After this particular one, Tommy found himself wrapping a towel around his wet, nude body. His fingers had been interrupted from tying the knot. He went ahead and finished it, then stepped a bit clumsily over to the foggy bathroom mirror. His hand swiped away the moisture, leaving a clean, reflective streak.

The fused face of he and Daisy stared back, wet bangs covering his forehead.

“Hm,” Tommy said, clicking his tongue.

It must’ve been morning, and this must’ve been Daisy’s morning shower. These skips forward were damn frustrating. Worse, they couldn’t even talk to each other and plan out their days. Though at least this was just a shower. Not a nightclub excursion.

Tommy remembered Josie sucking him off.

Instantly he felt his cock responding. Within a few seconds, there was a noticeable and sizable tent pushing out the towel. Like it was eager for an encore.

“Jeez,” Tommy sighed, heading out into the bedroom.

It was Ryan’s bedroom. There was a note taped to the bedroom door, which read: CHECK YOUR PHONE.

Tommy saw his phone on the dresser. After turning the screen on, he discovered a new audio clip among the other icons. He tapped it.

His voice: “Okay. So. This stupid body-swapping experiment really screwed everything all up, didn’t it? Oh, excuse me. Hey, it’s Daisy. I’m using your phone to leave a message, because I don’t know how else we can talk to each other. Ryan thinks he can figure out how to get us back to normal. He said that the two of us came out occupying the same physical space, and a bunch of other technical jargon that I didn’t understand. Like, our atoms are overlapping? He said he told you.”

Tommy chuckled.

“I assume you’re dealing with the same time skips. When it happened the first time, Ryan thought I was you, until I told him. I was so upset with him for his dumb machine merging us together like this. I know he didn’t do it intentionally. But I had to get away. I didn’t know you were going to take control again at the nightclub. But, it sounds like you and Josie had a fun time anyway, so you’re welcome! But next time, it’ll be my turn with her, okay?”

She knows about that? he wondered. His cock twitched.

“Just don’t do anything stupid. Please? I mean, I don’t know what’s going through your mind. Your dick is making me so fucking horny all the time. I jerked off with it last night. I figured it was fair after Josie gave you a blowjob. This thing shoots ropes. I could totally embarrass Ryan. But anyway. Take care, I guess? And hopefully we can turn back to normal.”

The audio file ended. Tommy stood there afterward, his towel tenting over his massive erection. Recording her voice was genius. He should’ve thought of that. The good news was that she was alive and well—but as confused and frustrated as he was about this fusion crap.

He went over to a pile of clothes on the bed. Used clothes, as indicated by the pink panties he picked up that had a substantial gob of cum soaked into them. He tossed those and all the other garments into the hamper. Then he picked out a new outfit: a thong panty, skirt, and tank top. The underwear was not equipped to cover his manhood, but Tommy had begun to accept that no women’s underwear would contain his constant hard-on sufficiently. Besides, he liked the way the thong stretched snugly into the crack of his tight ass. It felt sexy for the panties to expose so much skin. As he finished dressing, he hiked a leg and shoved his erection back between his thighs.

Pre-cum leaked out as he left the bedroom.

Ryan was downstairs, even more wild-haired than yesterday, absorbed in a computer screen, upon which were displayed many graphs. Tommy didn’t announce himself; he simply strolled up behind him and leaned over the chair.

“Any progress?” he asked.

Ryan removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “Not yet. You know, separating—unbonding—you two looks like it’ll require more power than is being fed into this house. I’ll have to reroute the surplus from the solar panels, maybe even set up some car batteries.” He turned his head and pecked Tommy on the lips.

Tommy didn’t say anything. He didn’t flinch away. He just held his breath when he realized what was happening and pushed out his lips automatically, like it was a reflexive thing.

More wetness tickled his legs.

“So, it’s Daisy this morning?” Ryan asked.

Tommy quietly cleared his throat. “Actually, it’s not.”

Ryan’s eyes widened slightly. “Oh. I’m sorry I just—”

“No,” Tommy laughed. “It was fine. I didn’t really mind it.”

For what seemed like thirty seconds, they looked at each other without saying anything, their eyes meeting and glancing away several times. Tommy thought it was amusing that Ryan would feel any regret for the kiss; whether it was Tommy or Daisy in control, they were the same lips, as was everything else on the outside.

Tommy saw several snack wrappers littering Ryan’s workstation. “Oh God, you’ve been up all night, haven’t you?”

Ryan answered with a yawn.

“Let me cook you breakfast.” He patted Ryan’s shoulder. “Real food might clear your head.”

Ryan wearily agreed.

They tramped upstairs. Tommy found some fresh eggs in the fridge along with a frying pan in the cabinets. He whisked the yolks, poured them into the hot pan, then gathered some bread to make toast. He didn’t really think about why he was being so courteous to Ryan. That kiss continued to linger in his mind—as well as the brief but real electric reaction he had felt in his groin during it.

Did that mean anything?

Ryan was working hard to get Tommy’s life back to normal. He deserved a pleasant break from all that computer stuff.

“Here we are,” Tommy said, presenting his friend with a plate heaped with scrambled eggs, brown-and-buttered toast, and steaming bacon. “Bon appétit you crazy scientist.”

Ryan glanced toward Tommy’s groin.

Tommy did too. Oh shit, he thought, realizing his cock had become untucked during his meal preparations and was obscenely pushing out the front of his skirt. Additionally, a visible rope of pre-cum was dangling out from underneath. He whirled around, grabbed a napkin, and cleaned himself.

“Don’t worry about it,” Ryan laughed. “I know you have a penis. You don’t need to hide it.”

“Are you sure?” Tommy said, turning to face Ryan again. His skirt continued to be tented by at least six or seven inches of hard, throbbing cock. “I know your girlfriend normally doesn’t have a dick. It’s a little distracting, isn’t it?”

“Maybe a little.”

“I wouldn’t want to ruin your concentration on the machine.” Tommy had grabbed his skirt and was starting to swish it back and forth. “Unless, heh, you want to be distracted.”

God, I’m FLIRTING with him, he realized. And not very subtly, either! As if he needed more proof that there was definitely something sexual going on, he briefly fantasized about Ryan shirtless. A spark went off in his loins. He felt so embarrassed that he tried to leave the kitchen, his hands folding down his erection.

“Tommy, what’s wrong?” Ryan asked.

Tommy stopped. He mentally looked past a just-as-brief fantasy about him and Ryan having sex. “It’s getting worse, I think.”

“What’s getting worse?”

“I don’t know. I feel like I’m becoming Daisy. More than just physically. Like our minds are doing the same thing that our bodies did.” He began to feel dizzy.

There was a clatter as silverware dropped. Before Tommy lost his balance, Ryan had rushed over to catch him. For a second or two, he stared up into his savior’s eyes with no recollection of who he was supposed to be or what he had been talking about a moment ago. Ryan had strong arms for a computer nerd. And he smelled really nice. Sweaty, but nice.

“Let’s sit you down,” Ryan said. “You’re 280 pounds and kind of heavy.”

“Yeah,” Tommy laughed dazedly.

Ryan yanked a chair out with his shoe. Tommy dropped into the seat.

Whatever was going on, he felt shrunken. His body was the same size, but he was smaller inside it, and everything looked and felt larger. Maybe he was feeling his personality dwindling, perhaps even being replaced. Why else would he have sexual thoughts about his male friend? Tommy had never been attracted to men, never had such fantasies.

Ryan put a glass of water in front of him. Tommy sipped at it.

“Are you okay?” Ryan asked, now seated again.

“I think so,” Tommy said weakly. “But I feel…like I’m losing.”

“Losing what?”

“Losing…who I am. I think our minds are mixing together.” As if on cue, he recalled memories that were not his own. One involved ballerina school. Tommy had never attended ballerina school, knew nothing about it, so clearly it must’ve been something from Daisy’s mind. She was grade school age. Then that vanished, and he was seeing naked girls inside a locker room. Why that particular memory? Perhaps his male mind was acting like a search engine.

His cock throbbed in response to the numerous examples of female nudity, which was sort of reassuring.

“Shit,” Ryan said. “We may be heading toward a true fusion result. Not just overlap. But…” He interlaced his fingers as an analogy. “Unification. Where you are no longer Daisy or Tommy, but a living amalgamation of the two, in body and mind.”

Tommy gulped. “That sounds bad.”

“You would both lose your identities.”

It was happening already. But Tommy wasn’t as stressed out by that possibility as he would’ve thought. Daisy was Ryan’s girlfriend. And if Tommy became more like Daisy, then he would become Ryan’s girlfriend. Something inside him wanted that outcome very much. It made his cock achingly hard. Or maybe that was the memories he was now seeing of Daisy and Ryan having sex. All the kissing, the pounding, the moaning.

“We need to do something about this,” Tommy said, stroking his own cock underneath the table. His tight balls yearned for release. “Before it gets worse.”
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All of a sudden, Tommy was being kissed. The mouth-on-mouth action was causing his whole body to tingle, particularly his nipples and his painfully hard cock. He didn’t know when this intimacy had started; he didn’t know why he was making out with Ryan. But after another of those darn time skips, they were in the bedroom. Ryan was below, Tommy was on top.

He craned his head upward, looking down at his partner with mild shock.

Ryan continued to rub Tommy’s arm. “Hey,” he said.

“Uh, hey,” Tommy replied.

“I’m guessing by that look that you’re not Daisy anymore.”

Tommy shook his head. “Nope. How long ago did I cook you breakfast?”

“About thirty minutes.”

“That’s it?” If that was true, then these split-personality blackouts were becoming shorter but also more frequent. Was that a sign of their converging minds? His head was hurting just thinking about it. He envisioned it as two marbles, each tied to a string, spinning around each other, going faster and faster as they came closer and closer. The length of string was running out.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan apologized. “Daisy proposed that we have some fun, and I couldn’t resist.”

Tommy wasn’t upset with this outcome. In fact, being so close to Ryan—and naked—was kind of erotic. He was impressed by the boy’s musculature, though he was sure Ryan never worked out. It was probably due to some nutritional supplement he’d invented for himself. Typical mad scientist stuff.

Tommy was running his fingers along the pectoral muscle underneath him, reflecting on the past twenty-four hours. “You know, Daisy and I don’t have to change back.”

“What?” Ryan said. “You can’t make that decision yourself. Have you conferred with Daisy about this?”

“No, but…” It was hard to explain. Before, there’d been a clouded feeling in his mind. Today, in Ryan’s arms, everything was so much clearer. And he swore that, whenever he spoke, there was an echo in his mind. “I think we’re on the same wavelength.”

“I can’t make that decision without Daisy’s consent.”

“I know.”

“And I can’t guarantee it will be healthy for you two to live as one person. What we’re dealing with is unprecedented. Quantum entanglement could—”

Tommy laid his index finger against Ryan’s lips. “Yes. But, god, you make me so horny when you talk like that.” His cock was pinned between their bodies, throbbing like mad. That was another consequence of their merged life: his cock. As Ryan’s girlfriend, Tommy would no longer have a pussy. Ryan probably liked his girlfriend having a pussy. “Hey,” he said. “Would you be okay if I stayed like this? I mean, I’m not exactly the same girl you started dating. I have some extra parts now.”

“I can feel it poking into my stomach,” Ryan laughed.

Tommy giggled. “And I’m bigger than you too.”

“Oh yeah, I noticed. It’s kinda hot, actually.”

“Really? I’ve been—”

Without warning, Tommy was now on his side with Ryan next to him. A hand was sensually stroking between his legs, massaging his hairless scrotum. Ryan seemed to be comfortable with Tommy having a cock; he was touching it, rubbing it. And Tommy was so uncomfortably erect that he had started to tremble. He could feel Ryan’s cock crossed over his, throbbing more as if to compensate for its slightly smaller size.

Tommy closed his eyes and swallowed hard.

“It happened again,” Ryan deduced.

“Yeah. Was that just a few minutes?”

“Give or take.” Ryan stroked Tommy’s cheek. “I spoke to Daisy. She wanted the same. Said you two were on the same wavelength. She pretty much used your exact words.”

“I told you,” Tommy said. “Every time this happens, I feel less and less like Tommy and more like the girl who wants to be wrapped in your arms. And I know this must be really weird for you. We were two people, and now we’re almost one.” In his mind, he could see Daisy in this exact position, reciting the same words, as if she were in a separate-but-equal reality alongside a separate-but-equal Ryan with separate-but-equal hard-ons.

God, his brain was hurting.

“I just feel so inclined to fix this,” Ryan said. “It’s my mistake. I’ve subtracted a life out of existence.”

“But you created a life with twice the spirit.”

“And twice the mass,” he laughed.

“Energy conservation,” Tommy said.

They started to kiss again.

The scene changed once more. Ryan was on his back; Tommy was giving the boy a slow, sensual handjob. When he became fully cognizant of his actions—and Ryan’s soft, appreciative grunts—he didn’t interrupt what was already taking place. With a widening smirk, Tommy continued pumping his hand unabated, squeezing and tugging that hard, stiff cock. He enjoyed providing pleasure. But the pleasure was not just Ryan’s. Tommy felt his own erection being stroked. Everything below his waist was tingling and quivering.

“Oh, Daisy,” Ryan moaned.

Tommy grinned from hearing that name uttered. In his mind, someone else was grinning too. The headache was less severe this time around.

Time skipped again—but only by what had to have been a few seconds. Tommy was nuzzling his face into the underside of Ryan’s glistening manhood, inhaling the musk and sweat and smooching the thick base. He cinched his fingers to the pulsating shaft and slid his lips and tongue all the way up the side. Fuck, this is great, he thought. Whatever was left of Tommy’s true sexual identity was now fractional; Daisy’s had filled in the gaps, and transformed him into a cock-adoring lover. He didn’t feel small inside his own body anymore. He was in control, he was reacting to desires that felt authentic and wonderful, and he felt his own cock throbbing because he enjoyed showing Ryan a good time in bed.

And because of Daisy’s memories, he’d learned a few new tricks with his mouth!

Tommy brought his head up to the purplish glans and wrapped his lips over it with a perfect, slobbery seal. Down his mouth went, quickly vanishing the topmost three inches as he felt the pulsating cockhead poke against his throat. Without hesitation, he began bobbing his head up and down, sucking off his partner as if it was as natural as breathing or eating. To his new memories, it really was! Daisy was no stranger to blowjobs. And she loved to repeatedly moan on every downward dive.

He mimicked her cocksucking style precisely.

Ryan groaned. Then he asked, “Is Tommy back?”

Tommy popped his mouth off and giggled as he gave that saliva-drenched cock some rapid tugs. “We’re not really separate people anymore,” he said, with an echo heard in his mind.

“Oh. Mm. Well, what name should I use?”

“We don’t care.”

“That won’t get confusing or—oh—anything.”

Tommy reoriented himself, splaying his legs over Ryan’s hips. This put their cocks much closer together—and confirmed again that Tommy was the more well-endowed between the two of them, although it wasn’t a competition. With all the drool and pre-cum he’d collected from the blowjob and handjob, Tommy decided to give his own cock some love. He jerked off both their erections simultaneously, undulating his pelvis like how two lesbians might scissor. It was hot as hell not only watching Ryan writhe in pleasure but also his own body flexing. One result of this whole merging-personalities thing was that Tommy really loved his own body, how it was exquisitely blended with masculine and feminine traits, how he could pinch one of his hard nipples and stroke his dick at the same time. His cock continued to bubble out pre-cum. He liked shaking it against Ryan’s and letting it spurt out, then rubbing it all around until Ryan’s cock was completely slippery.

“Oh fuck,” Ryan panted. “You got better at this.”

“Personal experience,” Tommy said, before licking his fingers. “I hope you’re not intimidated by a girlfriend who jerks off more than you do.”

Ryan laughed, then his face once more contorted with pleasure.

The next time skip was like a blink; Tommy was turning his body around and squatting his ass over Ryan’s face. He resumed his suck-and-swallow performance, taking his partner’s cock into his mouth and ramming it toward his throat, licking every drop of pre-cum that oozed from the urethra. Meanwhile, he felt Ryan’s face press against his ass, and then a tongue pushing deep into his crack. Tommy moaned as that slimy little friend licked across his anus and circled around his back door.

Mmm, fuck, he thought. He was so happy to be a horny girl with a horny dick, who had himself a horny boyfriend who wasn’t afraid to eat ass!

They went like that for a few minutes, sixty-nining with Tommy gladly gyrating his hips and slurping on Ryan’s hard manhood. He so loved that fullness in his mouth, and knowing that this tasty cock was erect because of him—because of his beauty, his personality, and his superb blowjob skills. And while giving head, he squeezed Ryan’s nuts, imagining all that sperm waiting to be unleashed.

“Ah!” Tommy exclaimed when he popped his mouth off and sat up. Ryan was still tending to his asshole. Grinning and giggling, Tommy hopped and wiggled on top of his partner’s face like he was giving a lap dance—or a face dance, in this case. His anus was so sensitive. He had resisted jerking off because he knew how quickly he would reach orgasm, but that pressure in his loins was still keeping him painfully hard and causing pre-cum to leak everywhere. “Get it, boy,” he cheered. “Make it nice and wet. Because I expect you to fuck it.”

Then, in a startling swoop, Ryan threw Tommy sideways off his face-mount. They both landed on the bed, Tommy the small spoon with his lover hugging him from behind. Ryan gave Tommy’s neck a few sweet pecks, while a stiff cock was sandwiched between Tommy’s ass cheeks.

The kissing ceased. Ryan held Tommy for a silent moment.

“I’m still sorry about this,” he said. “I think I didn’t account for the combined size of you two. Simba and Loki were much smaller. Maybe if I made the enclosure wider...”

Tommy was giggling. “It’s done now. Even if you found a way to turn us back to normal, I think we’d refuse.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I don’t know. Like, I’m twice as horny, but also twice as happy to be in your arms. We were both your friends. Maybe that combined too.”

“It’s possible.”

“Now are you gonna fuck me, or do I need to beg you to stick your jizz-rod in my fuck-port, Mr. Smarty Pants?”

“God,” Ryan groaned. “As if I could get any harder.”

Tommy felt some rearranging down around his ass, and an intruding pressure heading for his asshole. His heart was in his throat as he knew he was about to be fucked. Daisy was no stranger to it. But there was still some reluctance from Tommy’s side of their conjoined personality—never mind that he’d happily had a cock inside his mouth and someone else’s tongue probing his asshole all within the last twenty minutes.

His own cock was so hard right now. Lord Almighty, was it ever! If it stretched any longer, it might pop a blood vessel. He gave it a few light strokes, wincing from how overly sensitive and needy it was, his testicles themselves throbbing as if they were trying to warn him of how stretched and swollen they were with excess cum that wanted to be released.

A firm hand squeezed Tommy’s ass cheek, lifting it. The slow-but-steady pressure then found his asshole. He tensed as Ryan’s cock met his tight sphincter and squeezed through, entering his rectum. Tommy’s toes curled so hard that the joints popped. He arched his neck backward, which then became an invitation for his lover to start kissing his neck again.

“Oh,” he sighed pleasantly as that pulsating hardness plunged deeper inside him. That feeling of hardness cut all the way through his pelvis. It was inside his ass; it was also attached to his groin. He rubbed the latter, knowing that the stain of pre-cum in the sheets was growing wider but not caring. “How’s that?” he cooed. “How’s my ass?”

“Lovely,” Ryan said softly.

“Mm.” Tommy wiggled his rump a little more, helping his lover go deeper. “Mm-hmm. Yeah, it is.”

He wrapped his arm over Ryan’s head and shoulder as Ryan commenced his thrusting. Everything had led to this: the kissing, the fondling, the blowjob. And not just this morning’s antics. Tommy felt like he had been needing this moment since he stumbled out of that machine, when there’d been two people and two personalities sharing a single mixed-up body. The first twenty-four hours had been so confusing and overwhelming. Not now, though. Now his head was clear, and his ass was full of hard cock.

He couldn’t help but giggle.

“What?” Ryan asked.

“Just thinking about how your cock cured everything,” Tommy said—and then he moaned.

Ryan was careful in the beginning. According to Daisy’s memories, getting fucked in the ass was a new experience for both of them. But it turned out to be just a different brand of bicycle. With that anal cherry popped, Ryan took hold of Tommy’s waist and quickened his rhythm, driving his cock deeper and harder. Both sensations were fantastic for Tommy, who responded by moaning louder as his tight, muscular ass started to get slammed.

“Oh fuck! Mm! Yeah, like that!”

Amusingly, every thrust from Ryan caused Tommy’s cock to squirt out more pre-cum. He could sense his orgasm approaching, even though the stimulation was originating from an entirely different part of his body. Ryan pinched his nipples as their bodies moved faster and faster, discarding all civilized discipline and humping like horny animals.

Then Ryan stopped.

Tommy, sweating and needing to come like his life depended on it, let out a frustrated moan. He wondered why the fucking had halted.

“Up,” Ryan whispered. “On your knees.”

Staying connected, Tommy rose up with Ryan doing the same behind him. After another kiss, Ryan resumed his thrusting. This time, however, his hand came around and jerked Tommy off!

Tommy bucked so hard that he almost knocked Ryan over backward. His hands clenched tighter, and they kept at it.

“Fuck!” Tommy squealed. “Mm! Make me come. Make me come!”

Something set off Ryan. Tommy didn’t know if it was his sweet voice, his tight asshole, or the guy’s first experience with a cock that wasn’t attached to his body. Whatever it was, he went into a pounding frenzy like he was a racehorse out of the starting gate. Tommy’s eyes rolled back as his ass took a hammering like never before, every thrust making the pitch of his moans go higher and higher. He was crying. But they were tears of happiness and sexual joy.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

At that pace, it did not take long.

Ryan lunged his pelvis with a climactic cry of victory; soon after, a warmth jetted deep into Tommy’s rectum. On the next thrust—and with a hand still stroking him rapidly—it was Tommy’s turn. He shuddered and screamed under the intensity of his own orgasm, and a long, pearly white rope went shooting across the bed, landing beyond it. Ryan kept thrusting and pumping his hand; Tommy kept shooting jizz everywhere, until he had outlasted his partner’s cum reserves and was still coating the sheets.

Finally, it relented.

Ryan fell back on his haunches, still hanging on to Tommy, who awkwardly slumped into his lap. They were both panting hard. Tommy spotted a bit of semen on the dresser all the way across the bedroom. He started laughing.

“Oh shit,” Ryan sighed. “You’re a wild one.”

“Daisy and I make a good combination,” Tommy said. In his mind, he heard it spoken as: Tommy and I make a good combination. This echoing voice seemed to be a permanent side effect. “Am I better than before?”

“I don’t know if I can make an assessment while I’m still reeling.”

“Come on,” Tommy said. “Just say what’s on your mind right now.”

“Okay. Well. I think my girlfriend is twice as fun.”

They both laughed.


Epilogue

While Ryan tinkered inside the cubicle of his sporadically successful body-swapping machine, Tommy watched a video on his phone. It was first-person POV style, and it had been recorded last night. Josie was the main star. As the video played forward, she took Tommy’s cock into her mouth, and she embarked on an energetic suck-off with her eyes locked to the camera.

Goddamn, Tommy thought, unable to prevent his current cock from getting hard as he observed his historical cock receiving one amazing blowjob. With Ryan preoccupied, he fished it out from underneath his skirt and began jerking off.

Since the merge a week ago, Tommy was in two relationships: one with Ryan, and the other with Josie. He wasn’t cheating or anything. Both had consented. The way Tommy saw it, his ass belonged to Daisy’s boyfriend and his cock belonged to his new girlfriend. And since he had double the libido now, it pretty much took two people to satisfy him.

In the middle of masturbating, he felt Loki rub up against his legs.

“Hey, girl,” he greeted the black cat. “Feeling better since returning back to your own body?”

The cat meowed as if saying yes.

“Thought so.”

Tommy returned his attention to the video, where he watched himself get deep-throated.

Life was amazing with a big cock, perky tits, and a fuckable ass—a combo that some people referred to as a futa. Now more than ever, he was certain he didn’t want to change back. It was his choice as much as it was Daisy’s, whose thoughts were in total agreement. Together, they had more sex, more fun, and loved their friends more than ever.

Tommy heard a noise.

He looked up from the amateur porn video and saw Loki on the workstation, sniffing at a half-eaten pizza from Domino’s and nibbling at a slice of pepperoni.

“Hey,” Tommy said, hurrying over and waving his arms at the cat. “Shoo. Get off the computer shit.”

Spooked, Loki ran away, trampling several buttons before hopping down and heading into the plexiglass enclosure where Ryan was. As she did this, the computer emitted a buzzer sound, the pylons began flashing, and the doors swung closed.

Tommy’s mouth dropped. “Oh shit!”

He ran toward the enclosure, where the gaseous mixture of coolant and numbing agent was already fogging up the interior. He tried to get his fingers in the crack between the doors and pull, but the damn things were locked solid. During this, he heard screaming from inside but saw no one.

“Shit! Ryan! Hang on! I’m trying to get it open!”

After struggling with the doors and getting nowhere, Tommy looked around the basement for something to smash the glass. Then he noticed a big, red button on the main computer terminal. Well obviously a big, red button must’ve been for stopping the process, right?

He hustled over to it and slammed his fist into it.

A buzzer sounded, the pylons switched off, and the doors opened automatically.

Oh God, Tommy thought, knowing that Loki and Ryan had both been inside at the same time. He went over and stood where the haze was rolling out, squinting to see what had happened to his friend.

A dark figure emerged. Shorter than Ryan, but much larger than Loki. It staggered toward the exit, waving away the foggy air.

Tommy covered his mouth.

Apparently the body-swapping machine just didn’t like people. It worked fine on small pets, but introducing larger participants caused it to glitch. Because the person who exited the enclosure was humanoid, naked, and covered with black fur. They were approximately four feet tall and had a very-apparent female figure, with wide rolling hips, furry lumps that kind of seemed like breasts, and daintier limbs. Large, yellow eyes found Tommy and stared, while oversized cat ears perked up atop their head. Behind them, a long tail waved back and forth.

“Uh, Ryan?” Tommy asked.

“Mrow?” the combination of Ryan and Loki said.

Welp, Tommy thought. There goes MIT.
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According to the mouths of the locals, Warm Lake in upper Michigan had been so named by the Odawa tribes who had settled the region long before the arrival of the white man; it had since been translated into what all the official, modern maps showed. And warm couldn’t have been more accurate. While the rest of Michigan was dealing with whiteouts and blizzard warnings, there was not a snowflake or a dark cloud anywhere in sight over the lake.

The shoreline was so warm, in fact, that Keith immediately began removing his winter jacket—which he had been shivering inside just ten minutes ago.

“How the hell?” he said in disbelief, shrugging out of the protective winterwear and bundling it under his arm. The drastic swing in temperature was already causing him to sweat a little. “It feels like it’s eighty here. And there were snowdrifts back where we parked. I’m confused.”

His girlfriend, Lucy, was ahead of him, having already removed her shoes so she could walk barefoot on the lake’s sandy coast. “I know!” she said. “Isn’t it incredible?”

Incredible. Unbelievable. Impossible.

These and other reactions went through Keith’s mind as he pulled out his phone and launched a weather app. No, he wasn’t losing his mind; all the temperatures in Michigan were solidly in the mid-twenties while this winter storm plowed through the region. There was no temperature listed for his GPS coordinates, so the map was filled in with the same blue, frigid colors. But it was definitely not frigid at Warm Lake.

It was goddamn beach weather.

“Uh, Lucy?” he asked. “How is this possible?”

“This lake is famous around these parts,” she said. “It’s just always warm.”

“It’s currently sixty-seven in Miami,” he told her. “It’s warmer up here than it is in the Tropics. That can’t be possible.”

“Oh, just put your phone away and enjoy it! Or do you have to complain about everything?”

I’m not complaining, Keith thought. I’m just debating the evidence of something irrational!

As an Ann Arbor born-and-lived resident, he had known nothing about this special lake until Lucy brought it up. Keith wouldn’t have minded a weekend getaway to somewhere balmy while the rest of the state was snow-packed, but he’d had his doubts when she’d said their destination was in Michigan, and it was kind of a surprise.

Well, this was definitely a surprise, all right!

She continued to prance along, spinning around with her arms extended like a Disney princess performing a musical number. Wasn’t far from the truth! While attending college in Florida, she’d worked part-time as a bona fide Disney princess in the park—Merida, to be exact. She had the same curly red hair, which made it easy to get into character.

“How far is the cabin?” he asked.

“Not far. I made sure we were going to be all alone,” she said with a wink and smile. “At least until Dave and Torrie get here later.”

“Do they know about this special lake?”

“Nope. It’ll be a surprise!”

As they trudged along the beach—which a sign had deemed to be Lovers Beach, fittingly—Keith watched the gentle waves rolling in. Fifteen minutes ago, he’d been watching snow flurries from the heated interior of an SUV’s passenger seat, and wondering if his girlfriend could even make it to where they were going without getting stuck. Something was just off about this place. Nowhere in the world was there such a huge contrast in weather conditions. But maybe it was just one of those closely guarded local secrets. If the country knew of Warm Lake, it’d probably be packed with tourists this time of the year. He supposed it was worth keeping this place a secret, even though the reasons for its existence still stumped the hell out of him.

They arrived at the cabin five minutes later. It was tucked back in the trees, and overlooked a stretch of white sand that was as wide as a four-lane interstate. It also looked old. Like a Davy Crockett type might emerge from the front door with a musket in hand and yell at them to get off his property. Fortunately, no such threats were made, and the inside of the cabin was unoccupied.

Keith took a look at their amenities for the weekend. “A couple cots? And there’s a pail in the corner. Is that the shitter?”

Lucy playfully slapped him in the chest. “Dave and Torrie are bringing sleeping bags. And what do you want? A Holiday Inn? The weather’s nice. It’s just a roof over our heads in case it rains, or whatever.”

Keith glanced up at the cobweb-infested rafters, listening as the whole building creaked in the breeze. “I hope a wolf with big lungs doesn’t come along.”

“Relax. There’s no wolves around these parts.”

“Missin’ the point, babe.”

This cabin clearly wasn’t ready to be listed on Airbnb, but Keith figured he’d survive. Whoever had stayed here last had left a window open; the whole interior, besides being only slightly more luxurious than a camping tent, was covered in dust and dead leaves. Lucy assigned him the task of sweeping out the debris while she unpacked. The broom, like its surroundings, appeared to have been around since before the invention of electricity. Its dark bristles looked to be made out of some kind of hair or grass, but he wasn’t sure. It definitely wasn’t a broom you could pick up at Home Depot.

As he worked to spruce the place up a little, Keith removed more and more of his winter clothes. He traded his jeans for cargo pants, his sweater for a tank top, his heavy-duty winter boots for sandals; likewise, Lucy stripped down to bikini bottoms and a see-through T-shirt that hugged her slender frame. Before long, his repeated glances at her skimpy clothing were filling his mind with the sexy previews of what they were going to do tonight.

Although, with Dave and Torrie due in a couple hours, he wondered how that would work.

The cabin was just a single room.

Were their guests going to sleep outside? Keith didn’t mind getting frisky with other people around but he’d need to be seriously horny to bang his girlfriend in front of an audience.

After tidying up their temporary living space, he leaned against the door frame and watched the sparkling lake. A large bird was circling not far above, perhaps on the hunt for an afternoon snack. He felt a little strange. His mind was buzzing a little like he was drunk, but he most certainly hadn’t been drinking alcohol. It was a pleasant-enough feeling, though. Already, he was starting to overlook Warm Lake’s absurd climate and just enjoy the weather and view.

Although it was funny when he checked his email and got a bunch of BLIZZARD WARNING notifications on his phone. The weather forecasters were increasing their projected snowfall totals around the state, as this storm now seemed to be worse than previously thought.

What snow? Keith thought amusingly as he looked out across the beach.

There wasn’t even a cloud in sight.

Then Lucy came by and pinched him on the ass. Wearing her huge, fun-loving grin, she removed her T-shirt in one swoop, stripping down to only her orange bikini. “There’s still time before Dave and Torrie get here. She said that the snow was slowing them down a bit. You wanna check out the water in the meantime?”

As her hand brushed the front of his cargo shorts, Keith knew she had more on her mind than just a leisurely swim. If he could have been any more erect, he would’ve torn through his underwear.

“Sure,” his voice cracked. “Meet you there, after I change first.”

She jogged on ahead toward the lake’s edge, her feet kicking up sand until she splashed into the water. Afterward, so turned on that he was literally shaking, Keith went rummaging through his luggage while his hard-on throbbed achingly in his shorts, tenting them out obscenely.

“Just hang on,” he consoled it. “You’ll get that pussy soon enough.” He tore off all his clothes, then stuffed himself into his swim trunks.

He couldn’t believe his girlfriend was right about him needing to pack his summer clothes.

Still, his mind was trying to work out the magic of this place. Was it some Native American voodoo? A geothermal effect?

Hell, did it matter?

They were definitely coming here again!

Once appropriately dressed, Keith hustled alongside his girlfriend’s fresh tracks. For a moment, he didn’t see her in the water. But then she surfaced about fifty feet off the beach, scooping her wet hair back and looking like a gorgeous mermaid about to make his erotic fantasies come true.

While working as a Disney princess, she had filled in as Ariel a few times.

So she did have some mermaid experience!

Keith waded out into the lake, almost expecting the water to be freezing cold—despite the visible enjoyment on his girlfriend’s face. But it wasn’t cold at all. It was perfect. As was this whole place. It had been a trip full of surprises, and every one of them had turned out fantastic. And as he headed out into deeper waters where Lucy was waiting for him, he showed his appreciation through a hot-and-heavy kiss.

She was giggling as they separated. “Isn’t this wonderful?” she said. “Right here in our own backyard. Relatively speaking.”

“It really is,” Keith agreed.

That buzz-like feeling in his mind was getting stronger as he contemplated all the things he wanted to do with his girlfriend right now. They’d never had sex on a beach before. Keith hadn’t had that item on their relationship’s bucket list, but the vision of it—them going hard and dirty and rolling around in the sand—was making his crotch tingle.

What could be better in a private paradise?

Her wet arms came loosely over his shoulders. His hands were on her hips underneath the surface, and he was deliberating if they should go for all the marbles.

She began swinging him back and forth as if they were slow dancing.

Then she said: “I’m so hard for you right now.”

Keith’s mind seemed to misfire with how she phrased it. Then he assumed she must’ve been talking about her nipples. “Yeah?” he said, going along with it.

“I want to fuck you so bad.”

“So do I—I mean, me fucking you. Duh.”

She giggled. “I’ve been so horny ever since we got here.”

“Same, babe.”

With the way she was going on, he took the initiative on the next step—which seemed inevitable at this point. Keith drew closer and brought his hand to his girlfriend’s crotch, ready to cop a feel of that tight pussy nestled underneath her swimsuit. But he sensed a definite wrongness about the shape of her groin the instant his fingers made contact, and as they stroked a rather significant bulge that was stretching the front of her bottoms outward. Confused, he cupped his entire palm against it, feeling the rod-like shape of whatever feature was packed inside the taut fabric.

It felt like a damn banana.

Or…

He let out a nervous laugh. “Good one,” he said about her fruity surprise.

“What about you?” she asked, reciprocating with a little hands-on exploration below the waist. Her hand massaged his groin. “Are you wet for me?”

It was around this point that Keith’s mind switched over into a panic mode. His girlfriend’s hand wasn’t touching his cock—he was certain of that much. It massaged him farther back between his legs, like where his testicles were. But everything was incredibly sensitive back there. That hot intensity of his erection was now, impossibly, up inside his loins, and he felt nothing jutting out for her hand to stroke.

“I’m going to fuck you, and keep fucking you,” she went on. “God. Like, my balls are so ready to burst right now.”

Keith stumbled backward, his throat cracking with terrified half-words.

“What’s wrong?” she said. “What is it?”

Everything, he thought, turning for the shore and running as fast as he could through the water, every alarm possible going off in his head.
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Keith nearly tripped over a rotted tree stump as he hopped and stumbled through some of the underbrush—incredibly all green in the middle of January. He didn’t stop until he was deeper into the woods with the cabin about fifty yards behind him. He rested against one of the many sugar maples surrounding the lake, catching his breath and asking himself if he had gone completely insane.

There was something not right about this place. And not just because of the unseasonably warm temperatures in a state that was covered in blizzard warnings. He felt that wrongness in the way his head was continuing to buzz. He had also felt it in the water, with his own damn hand.

Keith stared down at his crotch. Once boasting an erection so powerful that it could’ve cracked the Earth’s crust, there was now no evidence supporting such.

He could’ve lost the desire. Gone flaccid.

But that didn’t explain what he had felt in his girlfriend’s bikini bottoms—nor the words she had been using. What the hell? How had she not noticed anything unusual?

Eventually, Keith was fed up with all the uncertainty.

He knew he’d have to look.

With the state of his manhood in doubt, Keith pulled the waistband of his swim trunks outward and peeked inside, fearing all kinds of horrifying mutilation.

There was…

Hair. A wild-looking blond tuft of it, still damp and matted from being in the lake.

Keith’s heart began to beat faster as he peeled the material farther away from his body, allowing the late-afternoon sunlight to illuminate whatever the hell was going on. He should’ve been able to see his dick—but he didn’t. He saw his pubic hair, and he saw the inside of the swim trunks curving back between his legs with nothing in between the two.

Oh shit, he thought.

He was wondering if the federal government secretly used Warm Lake as a dumping spot for nuclear waste. That’s why his head was buzzing and tingling. It was probably radiation poisoning or something! And his body was undergoing some kind of Fallout-esque mutation.

Eventually, and after many moments where it felt like he might have a heart attack, Keith slipped his hand down the front of his swim trunks to confirm the horrible truth. The place where his cock had been was just covered in hair. His scrotum had similarly been deleted from existence. But he wasn’t quite a eunuch like that bald guy in Game of Thrones; there was something tucked back between his legs. And as his fingers detected its puffy outer lips and the damp crevice that ran lengthwise down the middle, he knew precisely what he had found.

He collapsed against the tree behind him, nearly losing his balance.

“That’s a pussy,” he announced to himself as he rubbed his fingers along the recognizable folds of an actual, honest-to-God vulva. “That’s a fucking pussy.”

Keith was so stunned by this discovery that his fingers sort of kept massaging it, as if constantly in need to verify its existence. During this, he found that his new sexual anatomy included everything that it should—had it been on Lucy’s body, anyway. There was a clitoris, clearly functional by how sensitive it was. And there was the most important part of any pussy: a hole much like Lucy’s, like many holes he’d fucked many times. He slipped two fingers halfway inside this newly formed entrance and shuddered deeply as he touched the slippery interior membrane of an authentic vagina.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped in shock. “There’s no way.”

He pulled his fingers out and reluctantly sniffed them.

“No,” he despaired. “No, no, no. How the hell?”

Keith could only surmise that Warm Lake was responsible for his sudden sex change. Somehow. He wasn’t sure if it was the lake water or the location itself. But he’d had a dick earlier today. He’d had a dick his whole damn life. And for whatever insane, magical reason, that wasn’t the case anymore.

Lucy had a dick now. He’d rubbed it.

Was it his dick? He didn’t think this was her vagina between his legs, but he didn’t exactly have a magnifying glass to examine the details. And his pubic hair was still blond—not red.

He stood there for a time, scared for the absence of his manhood and speculating how to get it back. If that was even possible.

It better be!

Finally, he decided to head back toward the cabin and his girlfriend. This mystery was way bigger than just himself. She might have some answers.

Lucy was inside. He peeked around the corner, almost like a timid child afraid of disturbing his mother in the middle of something important. His girlfriend’s back was turned, and she was sorting through her clothes, pulling out garments for hotter weather and folding her winterwear inside.

He cleared his throat.

She looked back at him. “Hey! You okay? You ran off in such a rush.”

“Yeah. Um. Just a flash…bug…I, uh, felt like l was going to be sick. Sorry.”

He remembered the scene in Ace Ventura when Sean Young’s character was revealed to have a penis tucked between her legs. He was looking at his girlfriend’s orange bikini bottoms for that same, telltale bulge, but he didn’t see anything.

“Dave and Torrie are on their way,” she said. “Shouldn’t be long. There’s a cooking pot over there in the corner. Dave’s gonna get a campfire on the beach going, and we can cook up some pork and beans. Sound good?”

“Yeah,” Keith croaked. “Yeah, sure.”

With all her winter clothing packed away for now, she closed her suitcase and turned around. For Keith, it was like the reveal of a monster in a horror movie; his gaze fell upon her crotch, where a very prominent and oblong bulge was visible, and he almost screamed.

She saw his facial expression. “What is it?”

HOW is she acting normal? he wondered.

His hand began to rise, finger extending. “Babe,” he squeaked.

“What?” she said, inspecting herself. “Is there a spider?”

“You have…it’s a…it’s a…penis.”

It was like time froze. She stared at him with a puzzled look on her face, with him eyeing that dick-shaped lump incredulously. Her shoulders shrugged almost all the way to her ears.

“Yeah,” she said. “I have a penis. I’m a girl. Did you hit your head or something? What’s wrong?”

“But—”

Distant voices hollered their names.

Lucy: “That’ll be Dave and Torrie. Come on.” She jogged past him, patting him on the crotch along the way. “Quit staring at my dick like you’re possessed. You’ll get some later, I promise.”

Keith followed her to the beach, where he saw their guests about a hundred yards away. Like them, Dave and Torrie had come to Warm Lake decked out in the clothes you’d wear for a skiing trip—which they were in the process of removing and carrying under their arms. Lucy jogged on down the beach to greet them.

Meanwhile, Keith stood where he was, processing all this weird shit.

She really believes she’s supposed to have a dick, he thought. It crossed his mind that she could be toying with him, but that theory didn’t hold much water. There was nowhere in the world where you could go and spontaneously lose your genitals. Like, this was seriously fucking weird, and weirder that his new addition seemed very much real. He began wondering how deep the changes went. Did he have a uterus? Did he have periods? Was he capable of getting pregnant now? All those thoughts made him nauseous.

Keith decided he’d have to observe Dave and Torrie for any changes. His and Lucy’s genitals hadn’t changed right away; it’d taken like thirty minutes. That was assuming it was a time-based transformation.

So, when Lucy returned with their guests, he put on his bestest, friendliest smile and greeted them. Dave, who he’d known for a year, came up and shook hands.

“Is this place wacky or what?” he said, taking in the scenic view of the lake. “We about wiped out a few times on that trail. And here it’s hot and sunny? This is nuts.”

“A magical place,” Keith said.

“You got that right. I’m sick and tired of snow.”

Then Torrie hugged him. She’d been rotating through different waitress jobs. Keith wasn’t exactly sure where she worked at now. “Keith, nice to meet you again,” she said.

“You both are overdressed,” he laughed.

“Well, when someone tells you that there’s a lake in Michigan where it’s currently eighty degrees, it’s not so easy to believe.”

“Yep. I went through my disbelief phase too.”

“It is incredible.”

“Sure is.”

Lucy became like a tour guide as she led the pair toward the cabin, teaching them about the history of the location, the Odawa tribe, where the name had originated from, and then showing them where to put their sleeping bags.

Keith remained on the sand, hands in his pockets.

He felt like he was going insane. He also felt he was being cruel for not warning Dave about the unwanted side effects brought on by lingering around the lake too long. But he was honestly curious. They had both seemed to have their correct genitals, but he obviously couldn’t see underneath their clothes.

Time would tell.

While standing there, his phone buzzed. It was just a text message from his parents, asking how everything was going. He typed back that it was cold and chilly, but that he and Lucy had found their cabin safely. He didn’t want to get drawn into a longer conversation about the weird weather if he could avoid it.

Then he stared at the home screen and the strength of the network signal: three bars. Pretty dang good for the middle of nowhere.

Keith sat down on the beach and opened Wikipedia. He typed in: FEMALE REPRODUCTIVE SYSTEM. His stomach turned something fierce when the page loaded, and a diagram for a penis and testicles appeared.

“You’ve got to be shitting me,” he muttered.

Next, knowing what he’d find, he typed: MALE REPRODUCTIVE SYSTEM.

And it gave him a much-labeled and detailed artistic interpretation of the uterus, as well as all its complexities.

It wasn’t just this lake.

Feeling the hairs on his neck rising, he went into his phone’s photo gallery and scrolled to some photos of Lucy on a Miami beach back in July. She’d been wearing a yellow bikini that perfectly flaunted her body while also looking sexy as hell. In this reality, that same yellow bikini was still there, but her bottoms weren’t flat in the front. There was a noticeable lump of something extra attached to her crotch.

Keith started shaking his head, willing whatever sick joke this was to reach its conclusion. Because it sure wasn’t funny anymore!

How could reality change in an instant?

Did all women have dicks now?

Back when The Fappening had exploded onto the internet and increased the semen output of all young guys across the globe for a few days, Keith had stored some photos on his phone. He went to those now, fearing the worst. And sure enough, there was Jennifer Lawrence baring all and looking as sexy as ever—except for a hairless penis that was visible in a few shots. It was pretty average overall. Kate Upton, however, was packing some serious heat, proudly showing off panties that could scarcely contain a possible anaconda.

Keith went back to the internet and searched for one of his other favorite actresses: Scarlett Johansson. Right away, he found screenshots of her nude scene in Under the Skin. Yep, she came complete with a flaccid cock. Her appearance in the Ghost in the Shell movie also displayed an unmissable bulge.

He’d had enough. He tossed his phone aside, ready to tear his hair out.

Whatever was going on here, it had changed everything. Now, all of human history said that girls should have penises and guys should have vaginas. It made no fucking sense! And everyone thought it was normal, including his own girlfriend—who’d just had her period a week ago.

Keith just hoped he could figure this out and find a way to undo it.

Otherwise, he was going to have to live with his girlfriend having balls!
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Keith stalked Torrie deeper into the woods, feeling like a prowler with illicit intentions in mind as he hopped from tree to tree, staying in sight of the dark-haired girl without alerting her of his presence. The late-afternoon sun beat down; the forest was as hot as it was humid, a stark contrast to anywhere a few miles away. Amazingly, he could actually see some whiteness in the distance, as if the invisible dividing line between Warm Lake’s climate and Michigan’s climate was hair thin. Trees in hibernation neighbored trees in full bloom.

What the hell is this place? he kept thinking. It was a question on a never-ending loop at this point. And he was beginning to wonder if he wanted to fully understand it.

Then Torrie chose her sugar maple. Keith stopped about thirty feet away, peeking from behind an identical-looking trunk, eyes glued.

She unzipped and turned slightly. Her hand fished out a very unladylike body part and aimed it at the bark. Shortly after, Keith was watching a young woman use her half-erect penis to empty her bladder, with a consistent stream of piss painting the wood.

Huh, he thought.

So the changes had happened. And from appearances, Torrie thought there was nothing out of the ordinary about having a cock. Believing she was alone, she even started humming to herself and swinging side to side a little, like she was enjoying the trickling relief.

Keith couldn’t believe it. Even watching it.

First, his girlfriend. Now one of her friends.

The trend had continued: the women who grew dicks because of Warm Lake’s mystical powers all thought they were supposed to have dicks. If it were only in their minds, that would be amazing and insane in itself. But it wasn’t! Reality had changed too. And if Keith searched for photos of Torrie on Facebook or whatever, he was certain he would find a photographic history of her new appendage.

It was like he had stepped into a different dimension.

The Girls Having Dicks and Guys Having Pussies dimension.

And with Dave’s condition currently unknown, Keith wondered if the ratio of male and female sex organs had been preserved.

He backed away from the tree he was concealed behind—and stepped on a fallen branch.

The noise alerted Torrie instantly. She spun around and saw him, her hand having concluded with zipping herself up. The tree trunk glistened darkly with her piss.

“Keith?” she said, cracking a half-smile as perhaps she realized he’d been watching the whole time. “What are you doing out here?”

“I was…uh—” He swallowed hard. “Lost. I was lost.”

“Lost? You were lost in the same direction I was going? And within sight of the cabin?” She pointed to the backside of the cabin, which was visible in the distance.

He nodded. “I get easily disoriented in forests. Trees are kind of a…phobia. For me.”

“Well. I can walk you back, if you’d like. If it’ll make you feel better.”

Keith could only avoid the bulging subject matter for so long. Finally, it and everything else about this damn place overwhelmed him. He sprinted toward her, thinking he was going to grab her by the shoulders and shake some sense into her.

Instead, he just straight-up yelled what was bothering him: “You have a dick! Torrie, you have a cock and balls! But thirty minutes ago, you didn’t! I mean, I’ve never seen you naked before, but I assume—look. You have a dick. My girlfriend has a dick. But you didn’t have dicks when we came here. It’s like reality changed, and I’m the only one who’s not fucking insane right now. Guys are supposed to have penises. Not girls. Right? Tell me I’m not crazy.”

That look of surprise on her face gave Keith a glimmer of hope. Like he’d seen through the act, the joke was over, and Torrie was going to laugh and reveal how she and Lucy had manipulated those pictures on his phone, that they were wearing prosthetic attachments, and he’d been drugged or something. For a moment, all that seemed more rational.

Then she started giggling, and she said, “Are you okay?”

He wasn’t even close to being okay right now.

“Of course I have a dick,” she said. “I mean, what else would I have? Oh, honey. Lucy had told me about wanting more intimacy from you, but I didn’t know you were so…sheltered.”

Keith’s heart plummeted all the way to his balls.

Or his ovaries. Whatever.

Torrie patted her crotch. “Girls have penises,” she stated matter-of-factly. “And boys have pussies.” Then she gave a disappointed grunt. “God. Dave was kind of acting weird too. I don’t know what his problem was. This lake is affecting you boys. I hope y’all aren’t crazy. Because…” Without warning, she took his hand. “The word I’ve heard is that you give amazing blowjobs. You’re just a sweet cum-guzzler, Keith.”

“Wh-what? Me? I’ve never—”

“I remember that video of you giving Lucy head, and you swallowed every last drop.” Her other hand had risen to his shoulder, the fingers taking light, tiny steps closer to his neck. “I’ve wanked to that, like, so many times.”

Video? he wondered. In the normal world—the real world—Lucy wasn’t against filming some of their bedroom antics. She’d sent some to Torrie, with his permission. Although he couldn’t recall every sexual act that had been recorded on camera, he knew cunnilingus would’ve been one of them. He considered himself pretty talented at it.

But it wouldn’t have been cunnilingus in this twisted reality.

It would have been a blowjob.

“You know,” Torrie said, pressing herself right up against Keith. He was less focused on her tits squishing against his chest than he was the firmness of her hard-on prodding him in the thigh. “Lucy promised me that she would share one day.”

“She…did?”

“And we’re out here. Alone.”

He gulped.

“I think you want me really bad, and you don’t know how to say it,” she said.

Keith was so nervous that his throat clamped up. Everything was so fucking backwards and wrong. Insanity was beginning to look like a plausible cause for all this. Or maybe he’d been in a car crash and was dreaming all this up. Maybe he was still in bed, and Lucy and he would drive out to a cold, snowy lake when his alarm went off.

With his mind battling to understand an increasingly hopeless truth, Torrie’s hand went down the front of his shorts; not a second was wasted before she was massaging his snatch and teasing a finger inside his new orifice. He gritted his teeth, wanting to tell her that he wasn’t interested but finding syllables impossible to form.

“Oh,” she cooed softly. “I figured you’d be wet. Is it for me?” She embraced him, and laid slow kisses upon his neck. “You know. Other girls share their boys all the time. I’ve always wanted Lucy to share you with me. She definitely lucked out with you.”

Share? Is that true? he wondered.

Keith was struggling to see any reason to resist once a finger began pumping inside his pussy. In reality, Torrie had always been flirty with him. But in that friendly, harmless way from girls who were good friends yet still knew the boundaries of a relationship. This Torrie, however, had all the raging hormones of a teenage boy.

She kind of would, though, wouldn’t she?

With a dick.

And heavy, cum-bloated balls.

Keith tried to squeeze his mental eyes closed to prevent himself from thinking about it.

Her fingering action turned more aggressive as she nuzzled underneath his ear, her breath coming hotter and faster. Simultaneously, Keith felt his sexual arousal turning in on itself. His mind tried to mold that warmth and sensitivity into something familiar—like the intensity of a hard, throbbing erection. But it was too dissimilar; it was pulsing and flashing up inside him, around where Torrie’s finger continued to thrust in and out. And when he began to feel himself getting wet, he couldn’t perceive that sensation as anything other than what it really was: the aroused reaction of his new pussy wanting more.

When Torrie pushed him down, his trembling legs surrendered almost at once. Then he was on his knees, watching her work frantically to unzip herself again. His eyes traced the oblong shape of an erect cock flattened against her thigh. When she grasped it by the shaft and pulled it out, he heard a soft gasp of relief from above.

Oh God, he thought, staring down the length of a fleshy, vein-wrapped shaft. The tiny urethra at the tip made him feel slightly paralyzed, like he was looking at the barrel of a loaded gun. This close, her cock was big enough to be one! Her fingers worked the shaft, jacking it to make it even harder. Barely any effort was needed, though. She must’ve been seven inches long, with her blood-swollen cockhead diffusing from pink to nearly purple.

Keith was having trouble breathing.

Everything about this stunned him. Not only his mind, but even the involuntary processes. Even his heart was beating a little chaotically, like it had forgotten the rhythm.

Torrie’s hands came around his crown and ruffled his hair. They were encouraging him. Commanding him. If he had waited longer, she might have spoken up impatiently.

But he didn’t give her that chance.

With a rope of drool hanging off his bottom lip—and more wetness soaking into his underwear—Keith dove forward, wrapping his mouth over Torrie’s very-engorged glans and sliding the inside of his cheek along it, taking the head and a few inches of the shaft all at once. His tongue was bombarded with its musky, sweaty taste. But after that, he felt how fiercely it was throbbing. The literal need of her libido, pulsating inside his mouth.

She twisted a knot of his hair and moaned. “There you go,” she complimented him. “Mm! I’ve been wanting your mouth for a long time. Oh, that’s excellent.”

Part of Keith’s mind was panicking. It was screaming: There’s a goddamn cock in your mouth and What the hell is wrong with you? But with Torrie’s praises, he had become her fantasy not just because of her arousal appealing to him, but also his own. A mouthful of cock produced a fantastic, bone-shuddering burst of warmth in his loins. And the faster he moved his head back and forth—properly sucking her off—the hotter and better he felt down there. In fact, he began rubbing himself while giving that blowjob, stirring his fingers rapidly around his aching clitoris and wet folds, then plunging two digits inside his damp hole without a second thought.

He was so empty, so needy.

His free hand went around her leg, to anchor himself. No more hesitation; he bobbed his head with the full intent to bring her to climax, gliding his lips along her tight, hard shaft and licking every inch of her wonderful, tasty glans. “Mmph-mmph-mmph,” went his throat, every thrust slamming the back of his mouth. When pre-cum dribbled out, he quickened even more; when she grabbed the back of his head and started pulling, he flung himself into the rhythm so energetically that he didn’t even care if he choked on her huge rod.

Suddenly, her lunge overwhelmed the resistance in his neck muscles. She plunged all seven inches into his mouth, burying his nose in her dark, sweat-glistening pubic hair.

“Mmph!’ Keith groaned.

A hot pulse erupted down his esophagus, then another; he gagged, chucking up spit through his nostrils.

“Ahh!” she squealed, trembling from her orgasm and clenching him so tightly that he felt his lungs burning from not being able to breathe.

The salty taste of her cum filled the back of his mouth as her load continued to spurt out. He had no choice but to swallow, gulping it down directly from her body.

When she eventually pulled off, it came with mutual relief. She whooped from having her needs met while he gasped for air after that massive cock slid out. His jaw was sore, his throat felt like it had been stretched beyond its normal limits, and he felt the final remnants of her goopy prize oozing down the back of his throat. He licked around his mouth for the last drops, and swallowed them all down.

“So,” Torrie said, putting a hand on her hip and giggling. “That was pretty fun, huh?”
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Keith was collecting his thoughts in the cool lake breeze when he heard his name called; he turned and saw Dave approaching. Like the girls, he had adopted an appearance more suited for summer weather, with bright yellow swim trunks and a tank top that said HANDS OFF (UNLESS YOU’RE A HOT BABE). Right away, Keith knew the boy’s mind was somewhere unhappy. His shoulders were high, and his expression was like a permanent grimace.

Looks like Warm Lake’s pussy population has been preserved, Keith thought.

“Hey, what’s up?” he said.

Dave stopped near him. “So,” he said. “This place. This lake. It’s really unusual, right?”

“The weather is pretty odd,” Keith agreed.

“The weather. Yeah.” Dave swirled his toes back and forth in the sand. “Have you noticed anything else strange? Besides the weather?”

Keith thought about the lingering taste of cum on his tongue—straight from the hose of Dave’s girlfriend, who had fucked his mouth so hard he was still having to clear his throat. At this point, he was wondering if he should come forward and admit everything. The reversed genitals. The apparent change in reality. It was nice to know that he wasn’t alone in thinking that something was seriously wrong.

On the other hand, he was kind of entertained by Dave’s clear distress.

“It’s bizarre that there’s no one else,” Keith said. “A lake like this? Usually it would be packed with tourists this time of the year.”

Dave laughed nervously. “Sure. Okay. And?”

Keith raised an eyebrow.

“Anything…more bizarre?”

“You mean, like how I have a pussy?”

Dave’s jaw dropped slightly. A stronger breeze was sending more waves against the shore, breaking louder and spilling up the sand almost to their feet.

“Then, it’s not just me,” he said. And he burst into a somewhat manic chuckle. “Oh shit. I thought I was losing my fucking mind. One second, it was just gone. And when I told Torrie, she didn’t know what the hell I was talking about. She has a cock now! And so does Lucy—I mean, I saw the bulge of it, at least.”

Keith nodded. “Yeah. She does.”

“And we’ve got…”

“Yep. We do.”

Dave held his forehead like he was struggling with a headache. Or just a fucked-up reality. Keith was familiar with those stages of confusion and denial, and it was interesting to see someone else going through them. Losing your manhood was pretty damn nerve-racking—let alone everyone else believing you weren’t supposed to have a manhood in the first place.

“You’re really calm about this,” Dave said to him.

“I’ve already done my share of panicking.” Keith shrugged. “Now, I dunno.”

“What do you think caused it?”

“This place,” he said. “I think it’s related to the weather. I mean, the weather’s not causing it, but there’s definitely something funky going on. Have you looked at your phone yet?”

“No. Why?”

“You might want to.”

For the next ten minutes, Keith tormented Dave with the grief and shock about the deeper truth: that this wasn’t just contained within the Warm Lake region. The whole world had been affected. But unlike here, nobody was freaking out about their genitals being swapped. There weren’t apocalyptic headlines, interviewed reactions, or social media blowing up with billions of people all over the planet sharing their discoveries. Dave went through his photo galleries of Torrie and other female friends, then onto the internet. Porn was really the best indicator. He became visibly grossed out when he found galleries of women fucking men.

Then he put his phone back into his trunks.

“Now what?” he asked. “Do you know how to turn us back?”

“I’m not—”

“Because I don’t want to have sex with Torrie like this,” he interrupted, some of that panic slipping back into his voice. “She talked about having fun later. I think she wants to fuck me.”

“That’s what girlfriends apparently do now.”

“I can’t. Not like this. It’s…” He left that comment unfinished, all human words apparently incapable of describing how he felt after seeing the new world on his phone.

Keith was decidedly less terrified than an hour ago. He wondered if his calmer emotions were due to the blowjob—which he had astonishingly enjoyed. Or at least not hated. He kept thinking about Torrie’s hard-on slamming into his tonsils, then the gushing cum just shooting down his throat. Her cum was literally in his stomach right now, probably being digested. His loins tingled as he imagined an encore, or maybe more than an encore.

What did sex feel like now?

Could he still climax? Lucy could, but it’d been a challenge—well, before she had earned herself a penis, which made orgasms easy mode.

“Maybe we’ll change back when we leave,” Dave theorized. “Then we don’t tell anyone this ever happened. And we definitely won’t come back to this place.”

“Agreed,” Keith said.

Dave then walked back toward the cabin where his girlfriend was sunbathing.

Keith followed him a couple minutes later.

From a distance, he saw Lucy carrying an armful of logs and sticks from the forest and laying them out on the sand. Earlier, she had discussed gathering up some wood to build a bonfire, and she appeared to be busy with that task right now. After she dropped her load and went back for more, Keith followed her.

They’d once had sex out in the woods. Not at a secluded place like Warm Lake, but along a hiking trail. He was reflecting on that as he saw his girlfriend bending over, her swimsuit-covered ass just begging for him to take her right there. But it would have to be anal now. And he’d need something to penetrate her with. He could plainly see the shape of her scrotum stretching out the material, like she was smuggling a couple plums between her legs.

He grabbed her by the hips.

“Hey!” she squealed delightedly. “There’s Mr. Sour Mood. Was I giving you some ideas?”

He wrapped his arms around her as she stood up straight. “I was remembering when we had sex while we were out hiking.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“We were so horny we couldn’t help ourselves.”

“And I fucked you against a tree—before it started raining.”

All that was true, just not the roles. In his memories, he had fucked her against a tree. But it must’ve been the opposite in her mind. He wondered how deep and thorough her altered memories went. Hell, he wondered if he was even talking to the same Lucy as earlier this morning. She might’ve been from an alternate dimension, like one of those comic book storylines. And maybe his Lucy—Lucy Prime—was in this Lucy’s dimension, where other versions of he and Dave had always believed they’d had pussies.

Truthfully, those speculations just made his brain hurt.

She turned toward him. Her intentions were very much clear with how inflated the front of her bikini bottoms were, outrageously stretched by a pole they could barely contain. He thought it was interesting how women still wore tight bikini bottoms, despite the risk of package exposure when they became the least bit turned on.

“Thinking about us fucking against a tree, huh?” she said through her huge grin. “I see where your mind’s at.”

“I see where yours is at,” he said, with a glance toward her erection.

With a giggle, she spun him around and pushed him up against the nearest tree trunk. Keith had barely taken a breath by the time she was yanking off his swim trunks, exposing him from waist to ankles. A hand slipped around the front and dove between his legs. When it met the abundant wetness along his folds, he shivered and let out a gasp.

Damn that thing’s more lively than I expected! he thought.

Lucy rubbed him a few times, exploring just inside his moist slit and brushing her fingertips along his clitoris. “God, I just love when you’re ready for me. Other boys don’t get as wet as you do. You just start leaking like crazy, and it gets me harder than diamond.”

Keith chuckled. “You like me when I’m wet?”

“Yeah,” she cooed.

A few hours ago, this conversation would’ve been impossible to imagine. Now he was going along with it. More than that, he was enjoying it.

He loved when he and Lucy were horny for each other. Things had switched around a little—such as that certain enlargement poking him in the ass right now. But they were still the same underneath the bodily changes. Still stupidly in love, and still fucking in the wilderness.

“I can’t hold out,” she panted, as she grinded her pelvis into his backside. “I need you right now. What do you say to some woodsy sex again?”

“Maybe this time it won’t rain,” he laughed.

“Uh-huh.”

Unseen, he felt her erection slide up underneath him; some primal instinct in his brain made him arch his tailbone toward her, to present himself like even the smallest, simplest mammals did. Her turgid cockhead passed over his vulva, slipping beyond the hole and then returning. He shivered and tensed as her hands clenched his waist, and then her hardness found that slick, velvety socket. It pushed up inside him with astonishing ease.

Oh fuck, Keith thought, the penetrative pressure of her pulsating member making him rise to his tippy-toes momentarily, alleviating that sudden thickness stretching his vagina open. As a man, it was both a confusing and breathtaking sensation. He felt his insides shifting around it, making room; it wedged itself deep, up beyond his crotch and into his lower navel, and he felt legitimately connected to her as she adjusted her posture.

“Fuuu…” he exhaled. “That’s really…”

He heard her laughing as he tried to remember how to talk correctly.

Intercourse did something wild to his body. As Lucy began to thrust, every inch of his skin came alive. He shook against the tree, tingling all over as he experienced this different perspective of sex. There were so many details: the fullness of her penis, the slickness of his vaginal membrane, the rigid contours he felt when his vaginal muscles clenched around her hard-on, providing him with a clear sensation of its length and girth.

He might as well have been holding it in the palm of his hand! Everything about it was so sharply depicted in his mind.

“Unngghhh,” he grunted as her tempo accelerated. He realized he was bucking his hips along with her, only in reverse. It made her thrusts more pleasurable and intense.

Then she began doing that all on her own, fucking him faster and harder.

Jesus! he thought, gripping the tree for dear life as he heard his own ass being slapped against her abdomen. The pleasure was incredible, and kind of mind numbing. He scarcely felt his hands clawing at the bark, or his chest taking a hit against the wood every time Lucy pounded into him.

He loved her energy. Her violence.

“Yes,” he moaned, his voice reaching for a girlish pitch. “Yes! Like that! Ohhhh!”

She was panting harder than he was. “Keep talking like that—ah—and I’m gonna blow!”

“I want you to!”

“Mmm!”

Every thrust made Keith forget a little more about traditional sex. He’d believed he had it good as a man. But this was a hundred times better! The pleasure from getting his pussy fucked consumed him, until his eyes were rolling back and his moans were nearly continuous. Every second, he wanted more; he craved for it to be rougher and quicker, and his wishes never stopped coming true.

Then Lucy gave a thrust that trounced all the others; she clamped her smaller body around his torso and whooped in relief. Far inside his stretched and tender pussy, he felt the ticklish squirt of his girlfriend’s jizz filling the deepest pocket of his vagina. She shakily humped him a few more times, every jerk of her body finishing with another wave of warmth as she deposited every last drop.

Keith puffed and heaved. He’d been the submissive partner, and still he was out of breath. He was both ecstatic and shocked about what had happened, that there was literal semen being shot out of his girlfriend’s cock into his pussy.

It was slightly worrying.

But not enough to interrupt how satisfied he felt from being fucked.

With her dick still inserted, she patted him on the belly. “Wow, that was wonderful,” she sighed. “Now, can you be a good boyfriend and help me carry some branches?”
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With the bonfire lit, Keith relaxed on his elbows with his legs splayed in the sand. That irritant buzzing in his head had diminished somewhat, though it still sounded like a distant alarm going off. He could easily imagine a voice shouting, Alert, reality is in turmoil! It was, wasn’t it? Even with the sun down, the shores of Warm Lake were just that: warm. He guessed it was near seventy degrees. A few miles away, stores were closed and classes were canceled due to a mammoth snowstorm turning the entire state of Michigan into a hellish winter wonderland.

Yet he enjoyed the secret of this place. It was kind of like a private paradise for him and his friends—side effects notwithstanding.

Torrie had brought some cheap beer in her backpack. It was warm; no one had considered bringing anything to cool it with. He watched his girlfriend sipping at hers, the orange light bathing the front of her bikini-clad body, the shadows around her crotch flickering and dancing.

What if it’s permanent? he asked himself.

There were many consequences to that. One of those being that he could actually get pregnant if he wasn’t too careful. And he and Dave would have to live in a world where women with penises were the norm, and the men were the ones who went through painful labor and gave birth in delivery rooms. Women’s restrooms would have urinals; men’s would only have stalls, and perhaps tampon dispensers. Hell, he’d probably have to endure menopause too. When he reached that age.

Everything had such a dreamlike quality to it that he was still half expecting to wake up.

But it hadn’t happened yet.

“Hey!” Lucy hollered, prancing over to him and dancing herself into a stumble. Maybe beer was more intoxicating in this reality. “You look bored. What’s the matter?”

“Lot on my mind,” Keith said.

“You wanna play a game?”

“What game?”

She started giggling. “Truth or Dare.” This announcement brought Torrie over, who bumped hips with Lucy. Both were dressed in bikinis that did not conceal their half-erect bulges one bit. “But actually I really just want to make it dares only.”

Uh-oh, Keith thought. College-aged guys and girls playing Truth or Dare? He knew this was going to turn naughty fast. These damn girls thinking with their damn dicks.

He glanced at Dave next to him. He had the same cautious look. Hours after Warm Lake had stolen his manhood, he’d calmed down, but the loss was still visibly on his mind.

How frustrating it was when only two of you knew the truth and the entire world didn’t!

“All right, I’m in,” Keith answered.

“Sure,” Dave said.

“Who’s going first?” Torrie asked. “Should we go clockwise or—”

“I’m going first,” Lucy asserted, then stifled a hiccup. “Keith. My sweet, loving boyfriend. Who can please me like no one else. I want you to finger Dave.”

“Oh,” Torrie gasped. “What if they finger each other?”

“Yes! Do that. He fingers him, and him fingers he.”

Keith looked at Dave again, who had an incredulous, confused smirk on his face. Keith felt the same. Like they were Bill & Ted visiting another dimension. Maybe the title of this adventure would be Bill & Ted’s Botched Boning.

Torrie snapped her fingers. “Get on with it, you hunky boys. You can’t just ignore the rules of Truth or Dare.”

Dave limply shrugged and laughed.

Keith did the same.

He dragged himself over to him. For a moment, his hand levitated over the other boy’s groin, hesitance making him freeze up. But then he reached underneath Dave’s swim trunks and rubbed the absurd-but-real pussy he had between his legs now, fingers sliding along puffy outer lips. Soon enough, Dave reciprocated.

Keith’s fingers were very comfortable and adapted to massaging a damp pussy—just never on another man! The slick details were all there. The hard little clit. The recess that opened up with the tiniest pressure, allowing his index finger to insert itself into a warm, inviting entrance. He was stunned by how wet Dave was, feeling the moist suction of his inner walls gripping the penetrating digit.

Between his own legs, the exploration was very much imitated. Keith felt the other boy’s fingers clumsily but determinedly rubbing and prodding around the foreign folds. But after the initial awkwardness of it, he obtained a nice, steady rhythm of caressing Keith’s clitoris—which had reacted empathetically to them effectively masturbating one another.

Keith pumped two fingers into Dave’s snatch; Dave swirled two fingers around Keith’s clit. The varied methods were erotic. And Keith could feel himself getting just as wet as Dave was.

Lucy cheered them on. “My boyfriend likes pussy, doesn’t he?”

I’m supposed to, he thought. But while in the middle of fingering Dave, he stole several glances toward his girlfriend’s crotch.

Their little show was definitely affecting her. She had a nice tent-pole going on! So did Torrie, who shamelessly adjusted herself.

Then Torrie declared it was her turn in the game—game really just being the excuse for everyone to get down and dirty. “I dare you two to start moaning! Come on! Show us how much you enjoy it!”

Keith didn’t need to be told. He’d already been vocalizing his enjoyment with breathy exhales. But on Torrie’s insistence, he began adding a little more reverberation into them.

“Mm,” he let out, his vocal cords automatically hitting the highest note they could produce. Dave followed his example and gave his own quick moan. They sounded like a pair of husky girls—at least in their normal reality. But in this twisted version, this was apparently what boys sounded like when they were pleasuring themselves.

It was kind of hot, hearing Dave produce a series of short, slutty squeaks.

Keith felt encouraged to finger him more energetically, to really slam his fist down against his slit and punch in as deep as he could manage. The front of Dave’s swim trunks continually popped outward as Keith worked faster and harder.

And that pleasure was given in return. Keith had begun moaning in earnest to having his clit stimulated, the rotating pressure around the top of his warm pussy making him squirm like crazy. His chest heaved; his body bucked; his head snapped back as he cried out.

“Fuck! Keep doing that!”

“Nnghh!’ Dave squealed. “Yes! Yes!”

Ahead, the girls remained very attentive spectators to the erotic action. Although still clothed, Lucy’s bikini provided little in the way of decency. She was very erect, her hand squeezing the massive bulge of cock and balls.

Likewise, Torrie was also at full attention.

She said, “Well, Dave? It’s your turn! What’s your dare?”

“I dare…” he began, before shaking so hard that he momentarily lost his voice. Then: “I dare you two to start jerking each other off.”

Oh shit, Keith thought. That’s good.

It was a struggle to stay focused on the girls, with Keith’s clitoris receiving one hell of a massage. He was trembling like Dave was, his toes curling in the sand. And still, even after a long afternoon of getting used to his new genitals and realizing that the whole world was different, it was surreal to see the girls whip out their hard cocks. Lucy made no show of it; she flipped the waistband of her bottoms down, and out her erection sprang like a phallic jack-in-the-box. Keith was struck by a near-orgasmic burst of pleasure once he saw his girlfriend’s penis unsheathed. Torrie, meanwhile, teased them with the pronounced, elongated lump of her erect member. It stayed hidden until Lucy, with her freely wagging cock, pulled her bikini bottoms down. Then it popped out and slapped the other one, like two swords crossing.

They were giggling as they began stroking each other, dainty hands sliding up and down at least seven inches of comparable cock-meat. Keith honestly couldn’t tell which of the two girls was larger. Torrie had felt massive in his mouth, but Lucy was very much an equal contender!

For a few minutes, Truth or Dare was on intermission as everybody got themselves a piece of the steamy action. Keith and Dave kept their hands occupied—although at a reduced pace now that there was entertainment. In front of them, the girls stroked each other, one arm crisscrossed over the other.

Before today, Keith couldn’t have imagined himself being turned on by someone who had a cock. Even if that someone was his girlfriend. But it was so hot watching them tug on their cocks. At full erection, Lucy was practically a tripod with that fucking thing, her slender fingers highly contrasted by the girthy shaft they were wrapped around. Torrie’s proportions were more believable, but her dick still looked unnaturally large on her female frame.

Watching them made Keith feel uncomfortably empty in between his legs.

God, he thought.

Maybe it was Dave’s fault. That stimulation to his clit bringing forth his deepest desires.

But he really wanted Lucy to come over and fuck his brains out.

After a while of this mutual masturbation-fest, Torrie remembered the ongoing game. “And Keith?” she said, her breaths coming short and fast on account of Lucy’s hard-pumping enthusiasm. “Truth or Dare?”

“I dare…” he started, trying to keep a train of thought while his brain felt like scrambled eggs. “I dare us all…”

“Yeah?” Lucy said.

“…to forget about this stupid game and just fuck each other.”

The girls laughed and shared a look.

Then Torrie said: “That sounds like the best dare yet!”

Preceded by their impressive erections, the girls sauntered over arm in arm. Keith barely had a chance to sit up and prepare himself before Lucy all but smashed his teeth in, thrusting that fat cock right into his face. Her unwashed scent was potent: her body odor was dominated by the sweaty musk emanating from her sexual organ, with a little bit of Keith’s pussy intermixed. He thought that was erotic as hell, that his girlfriend had been carrying his scent around this whole time. A trophy of their earlier intercourse.

He opened his mouth wide; she inserted herself forcefully, her seven-inch tool jamming into the back of his throat like she meant to suffocate him. Her hands then wrapped around his head and held him steady, while she used his face as her personal sex toy.

“Gulck! Gulck! Gulck!” Keith’s throat quacked.

Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Torrie having the same way with her boyfriend, fucking his mouth with reckless abandon. Keith and Dave were no longer engaged in mutual pleasuring; this was girlfriend on boyfriend, a dueling fuck-fest.

Keith still couldn’t believe his girlfriend’s energy, as his mouth and throat took her punishment. Girls having cocks might’ve been a bad combination for society, if they acted like this all the time. On the other hand, he’d had more sex today than he’d had all of last month! His body just yearned for cock. But not to have it reattached to his groin. Rather, for it to be slamming into his mouth or jackhammering into his pussy.

Finally, Lucy pulled out. Keith coughed so hard that he hawked up drool and pre-cum, causing both to dangle from his lips. Then he licked the side of his girlfriend’s huge member, slobbering it with a thick mixture of their bodily fluids.

Oh God, I need this thing in me, he thought, his oral adoration nearly bordering on worship. He continued to stroke and kiss it, feeling that pulsating desire coursing through its veins. His own desire was centered—very warmly and tingly—between his legs, turning him restlessly horny.

The lovers shuffled around. Dave carried on with his blowjob, having fallen to all fours. Lucy ordered Keith around with gestures, like leading a dog to a treat. Soon, he had crawled up behind the other boy in this foursome, at which point Lucy’s intentions became clear.

“Eat him out!” she demanded.

“Yeah!” Torrie agreed. “That’s all you boys do when we’re not around anyway, right? Fucking and licking each other? Makes me wish I had a pussy too so I could join in.”

Keith took hold of Dave’s swim trunks and tugged them off his rump. He’d known their manhoods had disappeared, but it was still mesmerizing to have a close-up vantage point of Dave’s pussy. Pinkish folds glistened in a mess of dark, curly hair. Yes, his cock and balls were gone, but there wasn’t any evidence they had existed in the first place! The details matched perfectly to the typical vagina—it was just on a man instead.

Looked mighty delicious, though.

Through Dave, Keith received his first taste of pussy in this mixed-up reality. He pushed his face right up in there, drinking in its recognizable scent and lashing his tongue across that spectacularly moist vulva. And hardly a moment was wasted before he was attacking Dave’s clit—like in the days of old when he’d have his face buried in his girlfriend’s crotch.

Lucy cheered on his homosexual performance before taking position behind him. Thus, the pair of Dave and Torrie gained two more, officially creating a train of sex with the girls on the ends and the boys in the middle. Keith hungrily lapped and licked, hypnotized by the smell and taste of Dave’s pussy, as Lucy put her cock where it rightfully belonged: in Keith’s pussy.

Oh fuck, he thought, once more shocked by the perception of her sheer girth. The first insertion was always beyond words. It was like there was a button deep in his pussy, and every time a cock pressed it he shuddered with pleasure.

Which made it even better when she started thrusting and hitting it multiple times!

Gone were his concerns; he was acting on the purest impulses, doing whatever would bring him more sexual enjoyment. Lucy went steady. She was saving herself, the way he would when he didn’t want to blow his load within the first five minutes. Multiple times he felt Dave trembling. Sometimes there’d be more juice to lick up. Keith was happy to do so, relishing the taste of another boy for the first time in his life.

After a few incredible minutes of fucking and licking, everybody swapped around. Keith found himself on his back, legs spread, with Dave’s tongue going to town on his pussy. Torrie knelt above him. He sucked her off from below, balancing his attention between her thick, fabulous cock and her plum-sized testicles. He discovered an enjoyment for rolling one in his mouth and popping it out. Her aroma was intoxicating underneath her shaft—the strongest, most exhilarating musk he’d ever beheld. He was entranced by it, wanting to devote his entire life to being in such a position, with such a cock mere inches away and begging to be sucked on.

From there, Keith and Dave were fucked on all fours. Lucy and Torrie traded turns between them until there was simply no prolonging the inevitable.

Both girls came hard, spewing their reserves of cum into their lovers’ snatches. Keith shuddered through his own orgasm, and from the look on Dave’s face his appeared to be simultaneous. But it wasn’t finished. The girls made him eat Torrie’s cum out of Dave’s tender-and-reddened slit, gobbling it down as it oozed out, salty and tangy with a plethora of bodily juices. Then Dave did the same to Keith, drinking down Lucy’s fresh load.

All Keith could think was: How the hell am I going to go back to normal after this?


Epilogue

Although the trail had been nearly impassible yesterday on account of the heavy snowfall, there was not a single flake of it today. Lucy’s SUV was, likewise, untouched by winter weather—but not so untouched by dirt and mud.

Keith wondered if the snow had all melted since yesterday.

Then, sensibly, he reminded himself that a foot of snow would not just vanish overnight. And the weather around the SUV was much like Warm Lake’s weather: warm and almost tropical. He was still wearing his shorts and T-shirt when he climbed into the passenger seat.

“What happened to the blizzard?” he asked his girlfriend after she started the engine.

“Blizzard?” she laughed. “What blizzard, Keith? It’s the middle of January.”

“Which is when blizzards normally happen.”

She began reversing out of their grassy parking spot. “I must’ve fucked you too hard last night. Blizzards in January? That’s a July thing, babe.”

Keith was in deep thought as Lucy navigated back toward the main blacktop road. He kept waiting for everything to change back. They had left Warm Lake; their genitals should be returning. Or so the logic in his mind predicted. But what had happened to the snow? The winter weather warnings? His mind continued to buzz like it had on Lovers Beach. He had a feeling like he wasn’t fully awake, but he wasn’t asleep either.

He kept patting his groin, checking.

Like the snow, his manhood didn’t come back.

Maybe there was a delay?

However, once Lucy returned to the main highway and began heading home, the minutes ticked away without Keith’s cock and balls reappearing. When two hours had passed, he started to really worry that maybe this was all permanent. Maybe they’d spent too long at Warm Lake and fucked up their own reality. Only problem was, everyone—including his girlfriend—didn’t see anything unusual about it.

Lucy stopped to get gas. “Hey, can you pick up some Twizzlers?” she asked him while getting out to fill up the tank.

“Sure thing,” Keith said.

He headed inside the convenience store, doing his rounds of the beverage and snack aisles until he had a small armload of goodies—including the requested Twizzlers. Behind the cashier, there was a TV tuned to the local news, which was doing its weather segment. The forecast highs for all of Michigan were in the eighties, with a few nineties down south.

It was summer weather.

But it was January. His phone said it. The newspapers said it too.

Why isn’t it turning back to normal? he wondered.

Carrying his new purchases back to the SUV, Keith passed a buff-looking man with a military-style crew cut. The front of his shirt was stretched around a rather significant abdominal bulge, and the shirt itself said TROOP CARRIER, with a cartoonish rendition of some military truck. Keith stopped and stared at the man as he entered the convenience store.

Something clicked right then.

Things weren’t going back to normal. This was the new normal. He was trapped in a world where men had vaginas and could get pregnant.

Lucy was raring to go when he climbed back in. “Hey,” she said. “Something wrong?”

“No,” Keith lied as they got back on the highway. “Just tired, I guess.”

“Well, I know what’ll wake you up.” After setting the vehicle on cruise control, she reached inside her shorts and pulled out her erect cock. “How about a little road head, huh? I’ve been hard all morning.”


Head Over Heels

(Transdimensions)
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“Ahhhhhh-CHOO!”

After Reagan let out a doozy of a sneeze, I braced for what new body my sister was going to have. As long as everything below her neck didn’t trade places with a ninety-year-old man in a wheelchair who needed incontinence underwear, I considered it an acceptable outcome, as would most people in Westchester, I figured. Old age was extra terrifying when one unlucky sneeze could put you in a retirement home.

Fortunately it was another dud. As were most sneezes.

Reagan, who had traded bodies three months ago with a male lifeguard, patted Schwarzenegger and Stallone—the nicknames for her biceps. Her arms weren’t large enough to deserve such names, in my opinion, but they were sure more muscular than mine.

“Phew,” she sighed, pulling off a double flex. “Thought I was going to lose these babies.”

“You’re already losing them because you don’t work out.”

“Well, I’ll have to start bench-pressing you, bro.”

She’d already done it once. I wasn’t a fan. “No thanks.”

As for me, I hadn’t been affected by SHSS—or Sudden Head Swapping Syndrome—yet. It was unique to Westchester, and nowhere else. I could still remember the first incident a couple years ago. One of my former high school teachers had believed her runny nose and congestion were just signs of springtime allergies, when one random sneeze gave her the body of the high school quarterback while he’d been in the shower. Luckily she’d been alone in her office, and thus no student had been blinded with wet dong. But the quarterback had lost his scholarship-winning right arm and gained a forty-two-year-old body that had pushed out three kids—and had the flab and wrinkles to show for it. He didn’t take over the teacher’s role, just like the teacher didn’t become a student again. Everyone who swapped resumed their normal life as best they could.

Like my sister, Reagan. Male or female, young or old, she couldn’t be persuaded out of opening a bridal shop on Westchester Main. The name was total cheese: Head Over Heels.

We’d been open for two days. Not once had the door jingled.

I went over to the counter as she was blowing her nose. She was wearing a HARLEY-DAVIDSON T-shirt, although she had zero interest in motorcycles. It was from the lifeguard’s wardrobe.

“What did it feel like?” I asked.

“What did what feel like?” Reagan said.

“The change. I’m still a virgin, remember? I’m curious.”

She grinned. “It didn’t feel like anything,” she said. “I just sneezed, and there was this quiet pop sound.” She made such a sound with her lips. “And I was instantly about six inches taller, shirtless, and there was sand between my toes.”

“How’s Mike holding up?” That was the lifeguard.

Reagan opened Facebook on her phone. The two of them had been staying in touch after the head swap. She browsed to his profile and went into the gallery to show me some images. The most-recent photo featured the recipient of her twenty-five-year-old female body on a sandy beach, dressed in a lifeguard-emblemed swimsuit. The male facial features and very obvious profile of breasts was still bizarre. Mike had clearly been working out, as Reagan’s former body boasted some fantastic muscle tone.

There were some mixed-up bodies in the background too, all enjoying the summer sun. Not a majority, but enough to make me dread every time the back of my nostrils began to feel a little itchy. It could happen to anyone.

“And he’s got a girlfriend,” Reagan said. “That’s so freakin’ weird. I almost want to ask him what the hell they’ve been doing with my body.”

“That’s his business now,” I pointed out.

“I know,” she whined. “But I grew up with that body. I liked it. Now he has all my dresses. And he looks cute in them.” There was clear envy in her voice.

“But now you get to leave the toilet seat up and wear boxers. That’s even steven.”

She gave me a sisterly shove on the shoulder—only now such gestures about knocked me over. She didn’t know her own strength.

Then her gaze snapped over to the window. “Oh!” she chirped, with her eyes widening. “Here we go!”

I saw the reason for her excitement: a couple in their thirties window-shopping the Head Over Heels mannequins. Maybe they were soon to be wed? In any case, the woman was eyeballing the wedding dresses on display, and the man was pointing out the price tags.

Reagan was squeezing my hand.

I never knew the first customer could be such a hard feat.

But then the couple moved on down the street, losing interest.

Reagan pounded her fist against the countertop. “Ugh! How is this so difficult? It’s because we don’t have any models for the website, isn’t it?” This had been her running theory. “The woman I talked to last week swapped bodies with her brother, so now that’s not going to happen. I would’ve done it myself, but…”

“Well, what about Mike?” I asked. “Since he now has your body.”

“But he’s a man, Justin. You can’t just put a man in a wedding dress. Most people in Westchester are still normal.”

I shrugged.

Lunchtime arrived, and the small boutique continued on its two-day streak of not attracting customers. It wasn’t prime-time wedding season yet, which went into my speculation about why Reagan’s little shop wasn’t seeing any action. But I thought people would still be planning for their weddings in the spring and summer months, and planning surely meant buying wedding dresses, tuxedos, and all that paraphernalia before it came down to crunch time. She’d rented out a building in a good area too; there was no bridal shop around for half a mile.

Maybe it had to do with SHSS. With the population of Westchester at risk of suddenly and irreversibly swapping heads, maybe the wedding business just wasn’t hot anymore.

It used to be a good city for weddings. There was a mountain resort about twenty miles west. And The Falls—Westchester’s iconic waterfall park—was always booked up in autumn. My mom saved a newspaper clipping from when my aunt had gotten married there. She’d had to reserve it a year in advance because of its popularity.

But Westchester was no longer the city of romantic weddings.

It was the city where you might lose your body!

Reagan and I spent the early afternoon with some chalkboard signs borrowed from the bistro next door. If the dressed mannequins in the window weren’t drawing in the crowd, then perhaps some arrows and colorful calligraphy would. My sister had retained her talent for loopy handwriting, even with her big manly hands.

We placed a couple of those out.

And waited.

And waited more.

And waited even more.

When two o’clock rolled around, I was convinced the day was a total bust. Reagan had gone off into the backroom; I had pulled up a chair and was watching the door, but really I was just trying to keep from nodding off. It was a weekday afternoon, and there were a few people out on the sidewalks, roaming the Westchester shopping district. When we were children, my sister and I had a game of counting hats. Whoever blurted out a hat they saw scored a point, and the first person who got ten points was the victor—simple kid stuff to fight off boredom, rinse and repeat.

These days, it was pretty entertaining to find people who I thought were head-swapped. The ratio was roughly one in ten.

Along came a guy of eighteen or so with acne on his face and the tiny seedlings of whiskers below his bottom lip; he was walking alongside an older woman who must have been his mother. Only, below the neck, they could have been the same age! He was shorter than she was, with the body of a plump Hispanic woman. From his head-down attitude, I presumed he was embarrassed about being out in public, and perhaps that body had been recently acquired. The mother-and-son pair went into a clothing store, with the son’s large rump jiggling and wobbling through the doorway.

Changing sex, race, age, and gaining weight? My heart went out for him.

After a couple minutes, I scored a point for the hat-counting game. It was a cowboy hat on a mustached gentleman who was probably in his fifties, but from the shoulders down he was very much cowgirl. And a hot one! Hip-hugging jeans and a flannel shirt accentuated his youthful female curves. Maybe there was a college girl now with the body of a fifty-year-old man. That would suck for her. But the cowboy was a perfect example of how most people accepted their new appearance and dressed accordingly. A couple kids hopped along behind him—his grandkids possibly.

Thankfully, SHSS had never been documented in kids.

I couldn’t imagine the chaos if adults and children swapped bodies. Awkward!

This spectator event also included a boyfriend and girlfriend holding hands—with the former having the body of a busty black lady. Both were dressed like they were out for a jog. After them, there was a streak of same-gender swaps. There was a wrinkled and cigarette-smoking blonde with a skinny female body that couldn’t have been a day over twenty. Talk about instant lung transplant! And then the reverse: a young Asian woman with an older, long-legged Caucasian physique and evident implants. She strutted down the sidewalk with supreme confidence in her appearance. I couldn’t blame her! Following her, there was an old lady of seventyish with a curly-haired perm and a very pregnant midsection.

That reminded me of a story I’d seen early on when SHSS was still rare. Some dude at home playing video games had swapped with a mother in the delivery room at the exact time her baby was coming out. He’d given an interview about how he’d had to finish the delivery himself and call the hospital to find out whose newborn child it was.

At least nowadays there was an app to report instances of SHSS.

I thought I could handle most anything my body changed into. But a pregnant woman? No way, Jose!

From the backroom: “Hey, Justin! Where’d you leave the mop?”

“In the closet back there!” I hollered.

“I checked. It’s not here.”

Sighing, I got up and headed toward the backroom, figuring the unpopular Head Over Heels needed no overseer. But right as I stepped into the doorway that separated the two spaces, the back of my nose started to itch—and already a breath was being drawn in as my sinuses prepared to forcefully eject the irritant.

Oh no, I thought. It wasn’t my first sneeze since the outbreak of SHSS, but here lately each one had been scarier than the previous.

I kept thinking it was just a matter of time. I couldn’t beat the long-term odds.

“Ahhh,” I said, clenching every muscle in my face.

It held off.

Then it came back.

“Ahhhhhh…”

Gritted teeth, shut eyes, and all the prayers in the world couldn’t contain it.

“Ahhhh-CHOOOO!”

And I heard the pop sound. Exactly like how Reagan had described.
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A ripped bridal veil streamed across my field of view, the lace slashed and tattered. Where it landed, a draft from the air conditioning was causing little blades of grass to swirl on the concrete floor. I remembered that each swap sometimes caused a little collateral damage. The dude who had received the pregnant body in the process of delivery had found forceps next to his Xbox controller. All of a sudden I was hyperventilating, but my chest was so constricted that I could barely get my lungs to inflate.

I brought my hands up: long red nails, slender fingers, undeniably feminine. They were hinged to smooth, tan forearms.

Oh crap, I thought.

My heart was jackhammering. My face was hot. I felt like I was going to faint.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” came my sister’s voice, and Schwarzenegger and Stallone swooped in to steady me. The part of my waist that her hands grabbed felt uncomfortably narrow. “Jesus. Okay! Over here, bro. Take a step left. There you go. Plop down on the sofa.”

I plopped. My chest took a longer fall than my body did—and bounced back up.

Gulp.

For a long minute, neither one of us uttered a word. I refused to look at myself. But I couldn’t shut my mind like my eyes. From the chest down, I was tightly wrapped in a constrictive garment. My fingers laid in my lap among layers of silky ruffles, and more draped over my hips and legs. Whatever shoes I was wearing pinched my feet on all sides. Given the way my soles were contorted into an uncomfortable arch, I suspected they were heels. And gradually that awareness of my own changed appearance was working deeper, from my outfit to my radically altered physique underneath.

Reagan started giggling.

“This isn’t funny,” I protested, swatting at a dangling earring in my left ear. My sister helped remove it. Just my left ear was pierced—and suitably jeweled—but not my right. A few wispy strands of long hair hung over my cheeks.

Sometimes the collateral changes also included minor things above the neck. At least my voice was unchanged. I’d heard about people swapping voices too!

“It kinda is,” Reagan said. “I mean, okay, you knew it was inevitable, right? Trust me, from what I’m looking at, it could’ve been so much worse. I’m heckin’ jealous right now.”

Gulp.

Okay. I knew this was irreversible. It was my new body for the next three, six, or nine months, or years until that next random sneeze. I had to look.

And accept.

And…

Goddammit.

The first, impossible-to-overlook observation was the wedding dress I was wearing. Now I understood why my sister had been laughing. Yeah, okay; it was ironically funny that my body had swapped with a bride while I was working in a bridal shop. That detail acknowledged, I took a deep breath. I needed it for the bulges on my chest. My new heart began pounding again as my gaze assessed my new cleavage. The wedding dress was strapless, and my recently acquired bosom was firmly contained by some devilry of underwires. The cups formed the top of a heart shape, hiding most of my breasts from onlookers. But from my vantage point, I had a spectacular and stomach-turning eyeful.

They were definitely made bigger because of the dress, and all the pushing and pinching and lifting action underneath.

But there was definitely a moment of panic when I couldn’t see my abdomen because of tits obstructing the view.

Us guys weren’t used to that!

I was still panting. Inhaling through my nose and exhaling through my mouth seemed to help calm me down a little. It gave me something to focus on.

“You all right?” Reagan asked.

I nodded. “I’ll survive.” My hands felt along my waist. “It’s so damn tight.”

“She was probably wearing a corset, bro. For that figure.”

“Can you at least unzip it a little?”

She snickered. “Sure. Turn around a little.”

I swiveled around on my butt. Reagan fumbled with what must have been a zipper; I heard that soft hiss as she tugged it down. But still the tightness persisted. Apparently the corset was beneath the wedding dress—a separate garment with its own zipper. The time it took for my sister to even uncover it had me cursing the complexity of bridal gowns.

Like, Jesus, was this all even worth it? Buried in this thing, it felt like a fucking torture device!

Finally, all that restraint around my upper body abated. I took such a deep breath that I audibly gasped. Reagan lowered both zippers about two-thirds of the way down.

“Better?” she said. She definitely knew she didn’t need to ask.

“Yeah. Holy shit.” I relaxed back against the couch. “For a moment there, I didn’t think I had a spine. How the hell do women put up with this?”

“Because it’s the big day. It’s what we all dream of since we’re kids.” She slapped my knee. “The pain’s worth it.”

“Whatever.”

“I’m gonna go across the street and get you some clothes. Any preferences?”

“Just not another dress,” I said. “I already hate dresses.”

“All right, I’ll turn the sign over.”

She grabbed her purse, and I heard the bell over the front door jingle.

Having witnessed many of Westchester’s residents involuntarily swap bodies, I had thought I was prepared for my eventual turn. But truthfully I felt distressed. In the blink of an eye, my manhood was gone. Some woman had it now—a woman who had either been trying on a dress or in the middle of her own wedding. And that was it. It was lost forever. All the enjoyment to be had from it was now history. Just that revelation alone was unsettling, not to mention its replacement which made me anatomically female.

Everything would be different: no more erections, no more urinals, no more jacking off.

I’d have periods.

I could even get pregnant.

Those warnings should have been on the WELCOME TO WESTCHESTER signs.

I motivated myself to stand—there was a weird center of gravity in my hips that was throwing me off, and making me wobble like a toddler learning his first steps. My hand reached to my lower back and struggled with the zippers. Once they were both all the way down, I took some handfuls of ruffled lace and shimmied the whole wedding dress, trying to separate it from my body. It worked more or less. The whole garment slipped down past my hips, and collapsed into itself as a bundle around my shins. This left me half naked, and wearing only what the bride must have intended the groom—and future husband—to see tonight.

A strapless bra. Thong underwear. Thigh-high stockings.

“Jeez,” my mouth whispered as my hands slipped down along my hourglass figure. I wasn’t just female from the neck down, but quite the hottie. Whereas my breasts seemed impossibly large—but realistically like a C-cup, and only apparently large to someone who wasn’t used to having them—my waist seemed impossibly small. It turned out the corset hadn’t been working all that hard!

And those hips.

Golly.

It was a trip to glide my hands along their swell. Naturally they turned course for my butt, feeling that alien expanse of flesh that now comprised my built-in seat cushion. I gave each cheek a light squeeze. There was some jiggle, but it was firm.

This lady definitely wasn’t a couch potato.

And I wondered how old she was—or how old I was now.

I was still so disturbed by the swap that I avoided the more intimate examination. Yeah, I saw my flat crotch. Who wouldn’t? But my hands stayed well clear of it. That business could wait until nature called.

First I took my heels off. Then I gathered the wedding dress and neatly folded it before laying it on the sofa. It looked pretty expensive and much classier than anything in Head Over Heels, and I planned to return it to its rightful owner in the best condition possible.

I wished I could do the same for the body.

Alas.

The next logical step was to get my phone and do one of two things: either report the swap in the SHSS app, or browse Facebook and find out who was having a wedding today and contact them directly. But my phone, keys, and wallet had all been inside my jeans, and those were gone. So I just waited.

And tried not to think. At all.

When Reagan returned with her sacks of purchases, I had forgotten I was only dressed in undergarments. She gave me a whistle when she entered the backroom.

“Already busy checking yourself out, huh?” she said with a grin. “Figures.”

“Trust me, I wasn’t. I really don’t want this body.”

“Well, too bad.”

Yeah. Too bad. The perfect Westchester motto.

My reward was a single outfit: a tie-dye tank top and beige shorts. Basic and not especially girly. I approved. Also included was a five-pack of Hanes panties. She had also hit the CVS Pharmacy on the corner and bought deodorant, tampons, pantyliners, scented cloths for my new lady area, and a mishmash of other odds and ends like a nail filer, women’s razors, and lotion. Hooray.

I wanted to complain.

But fuck it. I probably would need all that stuff eventually. And maybe more?

Growing up with a sister, I had always noticed how much more stuff was hers in our shared bathroom, but I really never paid attention to each individual item.

“That should be a good start,” she remarked.

“I guess,” I sighed.

“Now get dressed, you dork. I don’t want to be reminded that my brother now has a better body than I did.”

“Ha ha,” I said jokingly. “Just like I planned.”

With my new clothes, I went into our little bathroom, which was barely more than a stall with a toilet. All I removed were the stockings. The wedding-day thong and bra stayed on. The tank top was a piece of cake. But the shorts were tighter than what I was accustomed to. Again I had to employ a shimmying strategy. All because of these dang hips! And when they slid up into position, they fit like a glove. Perhaps the horror of my flat groin was gradually wearing off, because I was very entranced by the pleasant roundness of my posterior. With the seam running right along the crack, each hemisphere of cheek was so flawlessly accentuated. I caught myself doing poses without meaning to.

At least I was feeling better about my gender-swapped situation than thirty minutes ago.

When I came out, Reagan was looking at her phone. It turned out she’d had the same idea about using Facebook to find the mysterious bride. There were a handful of weddings today, but only one scheduled in the early afternoon.

The two lovers ready to take the leap into marriage were Julianna Crosby and Trent McPherson. There were no images of her in the wedding dress, but her photo gallery was open to any profile visitor. Reagan and I matched up a large mole just below my collarbone.

“Man,” she sighed. “Right in the middle of her wedding, probably in front of a hundred people. That must’ve been horrible.”

“How old is she?” I asked. That was more important to me right now.

She found the bride’s birthday. “Twenty-nine. So you gained six years.”

“Swell.”

Traditionally, this was the part where the two victims of a sudden head swap got together and exchanged their wardrobes. I didn’t have the composure to call a bride who’d had her wedding day ruined, so Reagan handled it. She was a much better people person than I was anyway—hence why she was the owner and operator of Head Over Heels.

I tried not to eavesdrop, but it was impossible to block it all out. She got through to a family member initially, and after some pleasantries she explained the situation. Then she gave them the address of the bridal shop. The call was probably five minutes, if that.

“How were they holding up?” I asked, once she was finished.

“Pretty distraught,” she said. “From what it sounded like, it was the groom’s family’s idea to have the wedding in his hometown of Westchester. And then the bride lost her body right smack in the middle of reading vows.”

“Oof.”

“Yeah. Like, that’s just dirty.”

I continued to be restlessly apprehensive when, around fifteen minutes later, a whole parade of expensive vehicles pulled up in front of Head Over Heels. The wedding party, I presumed, spotting an Escalade, two Mercedes-Benzes, and a few more luxury sedans that I could never hope to afford. There must’ve been twenty people, tuxedos and dresses galore, as the Crosby and McPherson families came to sort out the situation. The bride was among them; my Abercrombie T-shirt and jeans were an eyesore among the formal wear. She was blotting her eyes with a tissue.

“Damn,” my sister said while we watched. “You really ruined their hopes and dreams, Justin.”

“Me?” I said. “I didn’t have any control over it.”

“Relax. I’m just messing with you.”

But in a way she was right. If the McPherson and Crosby families had any plans beforehand for extending their family tree through Trent and Julianna—not including adoption—that choice was gone.

Most of our new visitors stayed outside. A handful, including the groom, the bride, and a couple older family members, came into the store. Really I paid attention to none of them other than Julianna. When we made eye contact, I could almost feel that crushing disappointment in my chest. She’d probably planned a year ahead for this wedding. Her childhood dreams had been on the verge of coming true. Even though it was entirely out of my control, I felt like a dirty thief. Again, I wished I could do something about it.

“Hello,” a salt-and-pepper-haired man said to us, shaking our hands. He introduced himself as the groom’s father. “You must be Reagan. And Justin. How’s it going? Quite a surprise, I take it?”

“You could say that,” I said.

“We’re terribly sorry,” Reagan said. Her friendly apology only made me feel more guilty.

But Mr. McPherson seemed to understand the risks of Westchester. “Completely my mistake,” he said. “The error was all mine. I thought we could have a final, lasting memory of this once-peaceful town, without it rearranging our families, but—”

“And now my daughter’s life is completely ruined,” the older blonde woman interjected. She was rubbing Julianna’s back, consoling her. Most definitely the bride’s mother. “We could’ve had a fine wedding in Los Angeles or San Francisco. There was no point in facing the risks in Westchester. Now she has a penis.” She pronounced penis like it was a horror of biblical proportions, up there with the plague, famine, and Armageddon.

Mr. McPherson: “I assure you, there are far worse outcomes than having a penis.”

Mrs. Crosby: “How dare you make light of this!”

“I am not making light of anything. I am being reasonable.” Then he looked at me and asked, “Are you healthy, son? How old are you?”

I nodded and answered, “Twenty-three.”

“Twenty-three! Well, Julianna has been rewarded with youth, hasn’t she?”

Then Mrs. Crosby gave me the end of her sternly pointed finger. “That uterus doesn’t belong to you. It’s Julianna’s, no matter whose body it’s in.”

This time Reagan cut in. “Shut your mouth! That’s my brother’s uterus now. And you don’t have any control over what he chooses to do with it!”

“Honey, my body made that uterus. I will drag this to court if I must.”

During this heated argument, Julianna started to sob. Based on the dark spots on her shirt, the tears must’ve been flowing for a good while already.

I couldn’t handle this. I was a victim as much as the bride; it was nobody’s fault that our bodies were rearranged by forces beyond our full comprehension. At least Mr. McPherson seemed to understand that and even sympathize with my loss as much as Julianna’s. But Mrs. Crosby kept throwing blame around and threatening legal action if I decided to run off with that family property in my lower abdomen. Great. And I was just beginning to ignore that I had baby-making equipment somewhere in my gut area.

While the debate raged on, my eyes found Trent. He was isolated from his father and his fiancée. Even in times of misfortune, he couldn’t have looked less like a GQ cover model with his hard-edged jawline and perfectly styled ocean wave of hair rolled on one side. His little smile seemed to acknowledge the craziness of all this. I smiled back, thinking the same. Both of us didn’t want to be here.

He glanced down at my body.

I returned a nod, as if to say: Yep, it’s hers. I’ve checked.

He sighed heavily enough for his whole body to sag.

I had a difficult time listening to the remainder of the family-to-family bickering. But in conclusion, nothing could be done. Mrs. Crosby stormed off in a fit, escorting her now-crying daughter back to the car. Mr. McPherson apologized for the commotion and complimented my sister on her beautiful little shop. Before he and the groom left, Reagan handed him the wedding dress. We learned that it was his gift to the bride, but now it would have to wait until it walked down the aisle.

“On someone very special,” he said. Then he threw a wink at me while handing over the contents of my—now Julianna’s—jeans pockets.

I didn’t know how to react to that.

He left. Trent waved goodbye. I waved back. Everyone returned to their vehicles, and they motored away.

In the aftermath, my sister and I just stared at each other. My mind and body were totally out of sync; the former was confused, the latter was trembling. If my head suddenly rolled off my shoulders then, I honestly wouldn’t have been surprised.

Reagan, of course, burst into laughter. “Oh my God. That was nuts!”

“Yeah, and those nuts walked off. Forever.”

She laughed some more. “It’ll be fine, sis. Cheer up. Now come help me move some boxes. Unless you’re afraid of breaking a nail.”

It was meant as a joke. But, based on my new nails, it was a very legitimate hazard now!
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A couple days later, Head Over Heels finally made its first major transaction. Reagan sold a wedding dress to a couple from Vermont, who had picked the Westchester Valley region for their big, momentous commitment to—hopefully—lifelong happiness. They were eyeing The Falls. Reagan, however, convinced them to check out the mountain resort, which was outside the city limits and therefore not at risk for SHSS.

Being the goober she was, she wanted to frame the boutique’s first genuine-earned dollar. Except, the couple had paid with a credit card. So I had to loan her one out of my wallet.

After hanging it up, Schwarzenegger and Stallone squeezed my shrunken frame into a tight hug. “I’m getting champagne tonight. You like champagne?”

“Sure,” I squeaked as my spine made a sound that I didn’t think was possible. Or healthy.

As for my orientation into womanhood, it was mostly uneventful. Because being a woman didn’t really change my routine. My clothes were different, there were extra steps when it came to using the toilet, and my extra-bouncy chest emphasized the need for a good, sturdy bra. Reagan taught me all about putting one on. She’d bought a few after measuring me. I turned out to be a 34C—a full cup size larger than she’d been before trading bodies with the lifeguard. But other than the bras, I fit pretty well into her old clothes. She’d kept some boxed away, like T-shirts from school and vacation souvenirs. So I became quite accustomed to advertising the Westchester CHEER SQUAD or MOUNT RAINIER.

It was pretty strange wearing my sister’s clothes. And them fitting.

Some days after Head Over Heels had begun pulling in intermittent revenue, it was another slow day. With my services not presently needed, I was sitting on the sofa in the backroom and studying some online articles about the menstruation cycle. As a guy—and brother to a sister of similar age—I knew the vague details. But now I was learning that the blood wasn’t just any blood; it was the shed lining of my uterus.

Gross!

And it came with cramps, mood swings, exhaustion.

Reagan had installed an app on my phone to track when my periods were due. However, since I hadn’t thought to ask Julianna when her menstrual cycle was, I’d have to wait until the first one took me by surprise.

My new purse was ready. It had tampons and pads.

The notion that I could just start bleeding from down there at any moment was frightening as hell. Just imagine if penises did that too! It’d be horrifying!

While taking in all this information, I realized my sister was standing over me. She had that narrow-eyed, smirking expression of when she was forming an idea.

“No,” I said. “I’m not getting my belly button pierced no matter how many times you ask.”

“I think Julianna’s body is just right for you,” she said.

I put my phone down. “How do you mean?”

“Your head’s an appropriate size. Some guys have petite bodies, or girls get bodies too large for their head, kind of like me. But your ratio is…acceptable.”

“Uh, thanks for noticing my acceptable ratio, sis.”

“Sit tight.” She pulled out her phone and snapped a picture of me.

Now I really had no idea what she was up to. And she wouldn’t let me see what she was doing when I asked her. So I sat there and waited while her finger moved along the screen, swiping and dragging like she was doodling something. Over these few minutes, a smile began to spread across her face.

Then she revealed her work.

It was a photo of me, all right; but she’d painted over it, adding long golden streaks down the side of my face, connected to a golden blob over my scalp. Hair? Rosy circles were smudged on my cheeks. And she’d drawn in eyeliner and lipstick.

The final effect was clownish, but it was pretty clear she’d intended to make me look like a girl—from the neck up, anyway.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“My idea,” she said. And then she elaborated: “I’m still looking for someone to model dresses. And it just so happens that my brother could wear wedding dresses, if I can pretty him up a little bit. You got soft features. I already have a wig. This could totally work.”

“But, I don’t want to be a girl.”

She snickered.

Yeah, I thought. Too late for that.

Reagan whipped out two McDonald’s gift cards, and flashed them as if they were crisp hundred-dollar bills. “I got these waiting for you. Yeah? Does Justin want some Big Macs?”

Fuck. She knew me too well.

So I reluctantly agreed to receiving a makeover.

Before we could get started on my feminization, she sent me into the bathroom to strip down. The objective: to put on a full-body shaper. I might have spent a few days as a woman, but I was still learning about these things. The shaper’s purpose, she said, was to contour and smooth out my body, and to be a protective layer against all the pinching, squeezing, and irritative garments that she was going to be shoving me into. So I stripped down to my undies and tugged it on. It was like a very elastic, very high-waisted short that came almost all the way to my breasts. It constricted my waist while some built-in padding added fullness to my hips.

Speaking of ratios, my waist-to-hip ratio was extremely alluring when I examined the results in the mirror. Again, I ran my hands along my figure, reveling in the smallness of my tummy and the girth of my childbearing hips. Even with ovaries, I thought I was still attracted to women, but having the body of an attractive woman was still disorienting.

When I felt a tickle of warmth between my legs, that was the signal that I was getting a little too excited with my reflection.

Clad in only a bra, panties, and the shaper, I returned to my sister. She had already positioned a plastic chair in the middle of the backroom and was holding a blonde wig. And was she tapping her foot impatiently? Maybe that was my imagination. Regardless, I put my shapely bum in the seat and sucked down a breath of courage. Before I could get a word in, she was wrapping the wig around my head and tucking my naturally short hair into the attached netting, that would contain it and keep it out of sight.

It’s just my head, I reasoned with myself. It’s not the WORST parts of being a girl.

Those I already possessed.

“Pfft,” I spat, when hair fell across my lips. The rest, like a curtain, surrounded my neck and draped across my shoulders. Having never had hair long enough to hang past my ears, this was an entirely new and strange experience.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Reagan said, teasing my discomfort. She made countless adjustments with the hair, and played with the bangs. I thought maybe it was a wig typically worn by one of the mannequins, but I wasn’t sure. It was hot and scratchy, and she had to spend several minutes combing out the tangles.

I let out a loud sigh to let her know how exciting this was.

“Big Macs,” she whispered to remind me.

I was being treated like a dog!

Then came the makeup. Reagan borrowed some foundation, blush, lipstick, and eyeliner from her own collection. That she had all these cosmetics in her purse was news to me, and I thought my purse was fat enough with the pads, snacks, keys, phone, and billfold. Like with the wig, I sat still and daydreamed of other things I’d rather be doing than letting my sister give me a feminine makeover so I could model wedding dresses.

“Okay,” she announced, after several mysterious substances had been rubbed, smeared, and drawn onto my face. My skin felt thicker. And I had to keep resisting the urge to lick my lips, lest I face my sister’s wrath. “That should be good.”

“There’s no way it’s gonna convince anybody,” I said.

“Wanna bet, sis?”

She used her phone’s camera to provide me with a reflection. That first glimpse was so startling. I had expected to see my own face staring back, only with the platinum-blonde wig, lipstick, rosy cheeks, and some goofy-looking eyelashes. But initially I saw someone else’s face. The combined effect of all the makeup and wig created a stunning illusion—further enhanced by the hint of my cleavage in the bottom of the perspective. My eyes desperately searched for any trace of my male features, but everything was expertly softened and smoothed over.

My jaw fucking dropped.

“Whoa,” I breathed. “Damn, Reagan. Are you sure that’s not a filter?”

“Nope. That’s beauty school.”

“I can tell. That’s incredible.”

“Thanks! And you’re lookin’ mighty fine yourself, babe.”

For a moment, the additional blush painted on my cheeks was unnecessary.

Reagan had already filled a cart with the wedding dresses she wanted me to model. If there was something enjoyable about putting them on, I never experienced it. Each gown required the both of us. Other than their consistently voluminous skirts that made my lower body resemble a very oversized lamp shade, they were all fairly different. Some were loose fitting; others were like Julianna’s, in that they were designed to constrict my already-narrow waist even more. A few had plunging necklines that revealed a long, vertical slit of my torso. A few were overly modest and revealed not an inch of skin below the collarbone. And, likewise, they came in a variety of designs, from intricate lace to simple silk.

She had a corner set up for the photoshoot, although her phone had to sub for a professional camera. Her limited budget didn’t allow for anything super expensive. But with some snazzy lights and a clean backdrop, the photos of me in various wedding gowns soon numbered in the hundreds.

I did several poses. I held flowers. I wore veils. I smiled and looked enthusiastic for the big day of matrimony, ready to be kissed by my handsome husband.

And after a couple hours of this, my body was fucking sore.

My opinion of wedding dresses hadn’t changed in the past week. They were definitely torture devices. I was pretty sure my spine was dislocated from all the corsets, if that was even possible.

“Thank you so much for this,” Reagan said, hugging me after. I was dressed in my normal clothes again. “Pictures like these will definitely drive up traffic on the website. And I should get some more customers.”

Over in the main room, the door jingled.

“Looks like you already are,” I joked.

“Tell them I’ll be out in a second,” she said, unplugging the lights.

When I came out of the backroom, I was not expecting to see a familiar face. The latest customer in Head Over Heels was Trent McPherson, whose fiancée I had traded bodies with. Around Westchester, I was pretty comfortable being seen as female from the neck down. Heck, a significant portion of the city’s male population was the same way. But with Trent, I felt more self-conscious about my appearance.

I tried to shake off any lingering guilt as I approached him and asked how I could help him.

“Nice hair,” he said, with a little smile. “You look good.”

My hands came up. Oh, duh, the wig, I realized. And, fuck me, I was still wearing the makeup too! Now I felt just plain silly.

“Photoshoots,” I explained. “My sister—who owns this place—wanted some pictures for her website. And since I have a female body…”

Trent nodded. “Well, Julianna looked fantastic in her dress. I’m sure those photos will turn out great.”

I nodded back. God, there was no way to prevent this from being awkward.

He held out what was in his arms. “Does your sister buy dresses? My family wants to get rid of this one. For a reasonable price.”

I realized it was Julianna’s wedding dress, which I’d returned to Trent’s father last week. “Oh. Are you sure?”

“Yeah. My mom’s superstitious. She thinks it’ll only bring the family bad luck if it hangs around in our house, but we didn’t want to just throw it away. It’ll make someone else happy, surely. If you guys want to have it.”

After that incident, I hadn’t really considered how the relationship between the Crosby and McPherson families was holding up. Most people around here just resumed their lives after SHSS. But Julianna had been visibly upset with her new body. And was Trent acceptive of his bride-to-be being anatomically male? Another sneeze might change that in the future, but it wasn’t a guarantee. She might always have a penis, and be unable to conceive a child.

“I can ask my sister,” I told him. He handed the dress over. “She might take it, and we can give you a quote. And you can decide from there.”

“Sounds good. Hey, are you doing okay?” He limply gestured to my general midsection. “With the changes and all. That’s gotta be rough.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “It was my first time. There have definitely been some adjustments in my life. But I’m managing.” I noticed he was wearing a HALO T-shirt. “Master Chief. Hell yeah. Good taste.”

Trent laughed. “You wouldn’t believe this, but Julianna hated video games,” he said. “In the six months leading up to our wedding, she locked away all my games and consoles, and even this shirt. Recently, I’ve felt free. I mean, I loved her, but I don’t think we were entirely compatible, and our families were just forcing us down this path.”

There was a trend of past-tense verbs here.

It was none of my business. I hardly knew the guy. But still the question came out. “So, it’s over between you two?”

“Yep.” He shrugged, then sighed. “What happened that day sort of split everybody apart.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, man. Honestly, I think I’m better off being single again.” He took a step back like he was about to leave, appeared to consider something, then returned to his original spot. “Hey, you wanna go check out that new comic book store across the street?”

The question totally flabbergasted me. My voice stuttered as I asked him if he was being serious.

“Yeah. Unless you’re busy.” His eyes scanned the little boutique, as if searching for any reason I might not be available to tag along with him. When they returned to me, they sparkled with confidence that I would accept his invitation.

“Okay,” I said quietly, wondering if he was a nerd whose family had tried whipping him into prime husband material. The shirt and his interest in comics definitely alluded to a more-interesting personality than his Jersey Shore physique. “Uh, lemme go tell Reagan.”

“All right.”

I returned to my sister in the backroom, told her about the wedding gown, and explained that I’d be right back. Naturally, she didn’t accept this explanation without more details. After she poked her head around the corner, she gaped at me.

“Justin, are you going on a date?” Stallone lightly socked me on the shoulder. “You little minx, you,” she teased. “And right in the middle of the workday?”

“It’s not a date,” I emphasized. “And you haven’t had any customers for like three hours.”

“Not a date? Right. And he’s definitely not a stud or anything, and you’re definitely not a young lady with ants in her pants.”

“No. He’s not. Well, I mean, he’s pretty good-looking. For a guy.”

She kept smirking at me. That she was now taller than me—a combination of her male body and my female body—only made me feel like a littler sibling, even though my body was technically older than hers. “Hang on a second,” she said. She reached into her purse, pulled out a little package of something, and slipped it into mine. “There we go. Just in case things get romantic between you two. You gotta be safe.”

“That was a condom, wasn’t it?” I asked.

Her smile grew even wider. “Have fun. And you’re keeping the hair and makeup?”

Truthfully, I hadn’t considered removing it. At this stage, I thought maybe they could work as a mask, so anyone who saw Trent and I wouldn’t recognize me.

Someone could get the wrong idea. Like Reagan.

She gave me a pat on the butt and propelled me onward. “Sic him, tiger!”
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That evening, Reagan and I sat on her couch sharing a tub of chocolate ice cream. She’d been living in the loft above the boutique, and as a reward for my servitude in Head Over Heels I’d been allowed to crash there too. With our changes, she’d gained quite the appetite—while mine had comparably been greatly reduced. I swore Julianna must’ve had a vegan diet or something, because dairy products made my stomach feel a little queasy. But according to my tongue, chocolate ice cream was as delicious as always.

“Well?” she asked, after eating a thick spoonful and scooping for more. “What happened between you and Trent? Was it love at first sight?”

Older sisters always picked on their younger siblings. It was just nature. But I thought testosterone was making Reagan more of a pest. Maybe even a bully.

“Nope,” I said. “We just hung out like a couple of guys with a common interest in comic books, sis. It wasn’t what you think it was.”

“You know what’s going on,” she said.

“What’s going on?”

“His fiancée left him. You have her body. All he wants is what’s in your pants.” She poked me in the leg. “This is all just strategy to get you into his arms.”

I grabbed the tub of ice cream away from her, to stop her from hogging it all. “You couldn’t be more wrong,” I told her. “We acted like friends. You know, actually, I think we’re more alike than he and Julianna were. He was groomed by his parents to be a handsome bachelor, but really he’s just a nerd like me.”

Still, as I satiated my hunger for creamy dessert, my sister retained that little smirk like she knew that Trent and I were secretly in love, and not wanting to publicly announce it. Wrong! Being female from the neck down didn’t make me suddenly attracted to men, and it was dumb to even think so. Estrogen might have been flowing in my veins, but new hormones weren’t making me fall head over heels—pun?—for dudes. Just like having a uterus wasn’t compelling me to get pregnant and start a family. My brain still perceived women as not only the opposite sex but a primary stimulant.

Though the signals of arousal were a little strange now. In the absence of erections, mostly my nipples got hard and my groin felt warm.

Reagan stole the tub of ice cream back. “Well I read that sometimes our bodies have like a muscle memory for attraction. Like Mike the lifeguard. Remember when I told you he had a girlfriend?”

I nodded.

“He recently came out on Facebook about liking men now, and he and his girlfriend split up.”

“You’re making that up.”

“Am not!” She grabbed her phone off the cushion. “Here,” she said, tapping away and launching the app. “See for yourself, sis.”

After handing me her phone, I looked at the most-recent post on his feed. It was longer than the screen, so my eyes mostly skimmed. But sure enough, this morning Mike had confessed to his friends and family that he and his girlfriend had gone their separate ways, and he was exploring a newfound sexual orientation as a result of SHSS.

That’s not proof of anything, I thought. He could’ve been gay before trading bodies with my sister, and the swap had allowed him to more easily come out of the closet.

“So,” I said.

“So?” Reagan said.

“Yeah, I’m not convinced. And you don’t have a girlfriend.”

She laughed. “I can’t spare the time for relationships right now.”

That wasn’t an answer, and we both knew she was trying to make me feel uncomfortable. Honestly, I wasn’t sure how to react if indeed I would be attracted to men in the near future. I supposed if it was a true, biological desire, I wouldn’t have much control over it either way. Julianna Crosby was twenty-nine years old; she’d probably been sexually active longer than I had. It made me wonder if there was an invisible war going on right now in my brain, between the chemicals and hormones of a heterosexual woman and the libido of a heterosexual man. I thought my brain would easily withstand the influences, but now I wasn’t sure after seeing Mike’s Facebook post.

One day, those new desires might sneak up on me.

My mind accompanied this realization with spooky noises.

That night, after Reagan had thoroughly poked my brain for a sexual attraction to Trent that did not exist, I reflected on our afternoon together. All we’d done was talk comics and movies and video games, which was perfectly normally for guys to do. Contrary to my fears, I could not recall one instance of imagining what he looked like naked, or batting my eyelashes at him, or ogling his muscles. And we had certainly not held hands, or anything like that.

Technically we were the opposite sex, but that had nothing to do with anything.

At all.

And guys and girls could be platonic friends. It happened all the time! Trent had stopped by Head Over Heels to drop off the dress; he couldn’t have known I was there. And it was pure coincidence that we had similar interests. Hell, I was the one who brought up video games, because I noticed his HALO T-shirt. Me having his former fiancée’s body was totally irrelevant.

So I didn’t know what Reagan was on about.

Being attracted to men, I thought. Ha! She’s lost her mind.

I rubbed where the bra was irritating my skin, and found a rock-hard nipple underneath. No relation to me pondering over my new friend. Sometimes they just got hard for no apparent reason, kind of like spontaneous erections during puberty.

The sheet was hot all of a sudden. I folded it over, and while my hand was near my lower abdomen, it lingered around my groin.

It occurred to me that I had never masturbated in this body. A week without jerking off would’ve probably been a new record, had I still been male. But I really wasn’t comfortable with what I had between my legs. And there was a whole different method involved. Like penetrating myself.

The thought gave me such a shiver that even my boobs jiggled.

Trent entered my thoughts again. And my mental eye glanced at this doppelganger’s crotch.

No. Never.

Nonetheless, thoughts of Trent McPherson were as numerous as our outings together for the remainder of that week. On Friday evening, we strolled down to the Westchester Movieplex—a mere couple blocks from Head Over Heels—to see the latest Marvel movie. Reagan had skipped town an hour earlier to go see Mom and Dad, so it was just me closing up the boutique when he stopped by. Me wearing the wig and makeup only happened that one time; after that, I just acted as myself, because I thought it was foolish that people would get the wrong idea about us. And the queue into the theater was packed with other mixed-up people who were going on about their normal lives no matter what gender, age, or race they were below the neck.

That was the best aspect of Westchester, in my opinion. The vast majority of people didn’t give a shit about who looked like what, and friends, families, and partners could look wildly different. At the end of the day, appearances were harmless.

On the way out, as we discussed our favorite action scenes and what the stinger after the credits meant for the inevitable sequels—who could have predicted that Donatello from the Ninja Turtles would show up to help the Avengers against Galactus?—a steady drizzle abruptly turned into a monsoon-like downpour. We hustled back toward the boutique; I unlocked the door for the stairwell; the both of us stomped to the upper floor and out of the heavy rain.

“God,” I panted, once I’d let Trent into the loft and shut the door behind us. “The sky just opened up! There was nothing in the forecast about that.”

“Yeah,” Trent agreed, wiping wet hair out of his eyes. “My father has some meteorologist friends who all say the weather’s really gone whack here after the head-swapping stuff started. It’s gotten unpredictable.”

I rushed to find some towels in the bathroom, and returned with my arms full. “Like the flurries of snow we had in June last year?”

“Exactly. Crazy stuff.” He yanked off his collared T-shirt in one brisk, powerful motion. It was soaked all the way through, and as a result his entire torso gleamed with rainwater. I found myself staring out of jealousy. As a man, I’d always envisioned myself getting into the shape he was—but too lazy to ever commit to a consistent workout plan.

As a woman, well, that’d be a lot more difficult.

Maybe I’d win the lottery and trade bodies with him later on.

I hurled a towel at him. Seeing him topless, I immediately thought it would be appropriate if I did the same, never giving a concern to the expected decency I should practice now that I was female below the neck. I stripped out of my tank top, smoothly undid the bra—which had absorbed water and felt like a gross, cold sponge—and started patting myself down.

Only did I realize I was acting improper when Trent’s eyes focused on my naked tits.

I froze, looked down at my still-wet breasts dangling out in the open with fully turgid nipples, looked back at him.

“Oh,” I laughed, blushing. “Right. I’m not a man anymore. Oops.”

“No complaints here,” Trent said, smiling. His cheeks were slightly red too.

I resumed drying off. “I mean, you’ve probably seen them a hundred times anyway.”

“Never, actually. She wanted to wait until after we were married.”

“Oh, really?”

“Really.”

Reagan’s voice echoed in my head: All he wants is what’s in your pants. With this recent revelation that Trent and Julianna had never had sex, maybe my sister was correct. But I didn’t feel that way. Trent was polite and courteous. Sometimes he played the chivalrous gentleman when he held doors or paid for our meals—and during those occasions I kind of felt like a girlfriend—but I never got the impression that he was trying to take advantage of me. Not once in the movie theater had he touched me, and even now he had turned halfway around to give me some privacy.

“You guys both live here?” he asked, while my gaze had incidentally fallen upon his butt in those jeans. Something tickled in my loins.

“Yeah,” I answered. “Well, I just sleep on the couch.”

Once my upper body was dry, I unbuttoned my jeans and slipped out of them, leaving only the pink pair of lace underwear. Trent didn’t turn around, although he must’ve been imagining what he was missing out on.

I might have been without a dick, but I still remembered having one quite clearly!

I said, “Are you gonna dry off your legs? They look soaked.”

“Probably a good idea,” he said, and he whipped off his belt and removed his damp jeans.

Again my gaze went to his ass, like a magnet. Something tingled in my chest, and I felt the skin around my nipples tightening as each one jutted out further, both of them throbbing incessantly. I wasn’t exactly drooling, but I was captivated enough that I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the muscular swell of his buttocks. It was a pleasing sight, like how a half-naked woman usually was.

But this was a man.

My brain was still male; I shouldn’t have been staring.

But goddamn was it hard to look at anything else right then.

My underwear felt moist. I hadn’t thought any rainwater had seeped in down there.

Then Trent turned, and I saw the profile of his crotch—the two distinct lumps defining his cock and scrotum, both creating a well-pronounced bulge. Likewise, he glanced at my crotch.

He flashed a smile of embarrassment.

So did I.

Internally, I was teetering over a cliff. There was no doubt in my mind that I was turned on right now, even if I questioned it and tried resisting. My loins were burning. I couldn’t fathom the two of us getting involved like that. It wasn’t me. And surely it wasn’t him. A couple weeks ago, he’d been on the cusp of marrying a woman.

But, fuck, would you just LOOK at him, a voice in my head seemed to say.

Having to constantly resist was exhausting.

So I stopped holding back.

I pointed at his hips, at his underwear. “I think you missed a spot,” I said. “You might want to dry off under there.”

He seemed confused for a moment, but then comprehended my meaning. Thumbs hooked beneath the waistband, and his briefs came off in a smooth slide. I didn’t pretend to look at anything other than his cock. He was shaved down there, and the half-erect shaft rested enticingly over a pleasantly plump scrotum. He tried to turn away again, being modest and respectful about his nudity with a lady in the room—until he saw where my gaze was fixated.

I didn’t just stare; I gawked. A warmth flourished in my loins. I recognized, stupidly, that the wetness between my legs wasn’t from the unexpected downpour, and I was getting wetter down there while the fantasies of myself and Trent McPherson began to thrive.

“You look a little wet too,” he said.

H-he can tell!?

Or, no, he was just using the same technique to get me naked.

So I relieved my lace panties of their duty.

I couldn’t say for certain how long we stood like two dumbstruck statues, with about four feet of space between us. During this time, I watched his cock slowly erect. The harder he became, the hotter and wetter I got, like a sexual reflex to him becoming very obviously aroused. My heart skipped when he finally approached me. There was a complete whirlwind in my mind as he gently rubbed the sides of my waist and my flaring hips.

His cock was right there. Pulsating. Because of me.

I heard myself gasp.

Then Trent bent forward and kissed the slopes of my free-hanging breasts. The touch of his lips startled me so much that I wobbled on my feet, threatening to lose my balance; my hands shot out and grabbed the back of the couch behind me. Caught off-guard by those wet, puckering lips against my sensitive skin, I slouched backward so much that I probably lost six inches in height. His hands swooped around my waist and held me up.

He’d definitely done this before.

Me? I was a buoy on a storm surge.

Those kisses eventually worked their way down to my nipples, and his lips encircled one. Another gasp! And the moan that followed was more high-pitched than my usual voice, almost girly. But it was erotic to hear such a sound come out of me. When he swapped breasts, and my other nipple received the suck-and-lick treatment, I did it again.

“Fuck,” I sighed contently. “They get so sensitive.”

My boob jiggled as Trent chuckled. “I wouldn’t know,” he said, smiling.

“Stick around in Westchester for a while,” I joked. “You might.”

While that razor-sharp intensity of pleasure danced inside my swollen nipples—and which was causing me to take quick, shallow breaths—one of his hands went southward. He looked me in the eye while his fingertips grazed along my hot, damp mound. I jerked hard. Again, the sensitivity of my female body was just crazy. All it took was that slight touch, a little rub, and I was shaking against the couch. And the growing warmth in my lower belly enlightened my male mind to a burning need between my legs. As Trent began massaging me down there, it was marginally satiated—but nowhere near satisfied.

His thick fingers slid repeatedly across my puffy outer lips. I was slouching again. He pushed me against the couch until I was almost leaning backward over it, effectively thrusting my pubic mound in his direction.

“Stroke me,” he ordered softly. The gentlest, sweetest of requests.

I looked down and reached for his manhood unthinkingly, never giving a regard to whether or not this made me gay or straight. His hardness filled my palm. Good grief, was he packing a weapon! Perhaps it was just my smaller fingers. Relative size. Either way, my forearm and wrist put my hand to work, until I was squeezing and pulling my fingers along his hard and girthy shaft. In exchange, he slipped his index finger inside me. I thought my eyes were going to bulge out of their sockets as I experienced penetration for the first time.

He thrust into me while I jerked him off.

All the ingredients for true love.

This had me in a daze. A part of me—hell, a majority of me—couldn’t believe this was happening. Having my new pussy fingered felt like a dream, like my mind was exaggerating the amount of enjoyment women were supposed to feel. Likewise, I wasn’t really jerking Trent McPherson off. And that wasn’t pre-cum getting pushed and smeared all over his hard-on with my rapidly sweeping hand.

Just a dream, yeah…

A dream that I definitely didn’t want to wake up from, which scared me a little!

Suddenly, my partner spun me around. Although having never participated in sex from this perspective, I readily knew what phase of lovemaking this was. As if acting on instinct, my spine automatically arched further forward, and I presented my wonderfully round ass like I was serving the next course of dinner.

Trent pinched a cheek; I let out another moan.

I swore my throat couldn’t produce that pitch before gaining Julianna Crosby’s body.

We were both panting. We both wanted this.

I just couldn’t believe how badly I did. If I had any regrets about getting frisky with Trent and letting him conquer every sweaty curve of my body, now was the opportunity to voice them. But the chance ended as he situated himself behind me.

I swallowed so hard I nearly ate my tongue.

“You’re so gorgeous,” he said, his large hands clamping to my hips.

Not Julianna. Me. Gorgeous.

His stiff cock teasingly pressed up against my pussy. My body trembled with either anticipation or anxiety, or perhaps a mix of both. And then with a gentle push from its owner, his rigid manhood began to slide inside, encountering little resistance from my thoroughly wet tunnel. The perception of that throbbing erection was unlike anything I had ever felt, and I was speechless and gaping as it gradually spread me open.

My body was abuzz with tingles, and my poor nipples felt like they were going to pop with how hard they were.

Trent’s navel nudged my ass, and I knew he was fully inside me.

Being filled was pure ecstasy.

But it was about to get even better.

Squeezing my hips even tighter, he started sliding his cock in and out of me, and my body rocked with the gentle vibrations of us having intercourse. If I was stunned while he was fingering me, I was overwhelmed by getting properly fucked by a man. Occasionally I was scared of what this meant, and disbelieving of how I was coping and happily accepting another man’s cock inside me like this. But those concerns usually lasted for a second—or until the next insertion.

The impacts to my ass became more forceful. Our flesh was slapping audibly.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, in a voice that could barely be described as masculine. “Yes. That feels so amazing.”

“And you’re tight,” he grunted.

“You’re just big.” My voice squeaked on the last syllable as his hands swept up and squeezed my bouncing titties. He breathed into my neck, and then started laying gentle kisses along my shoulder as he pounded harder and faster.

The intervals when he pulled out were unbearable.

Now that I had experienced the fullness, I never wanted it gone.

He squeezed my neck; I watched the ceiling as he pummeled my pussy relentlessly.

With a squeal, I was once again turned around, my quivering legs sliding into a splay on the damp hardwood beneath our naked bodies. After a moment’s hesitation, Trent took me again, and this time I was treated to the wonderful spectacle of his abdomen and arms flexing as he resumed fucking me. He raised a leg up, and I clenched his powerful shoulders for fear of falling down and injuring myself. We smiled at each other.

I might’ve still been male from the neck up, but that evening I felt like a woman from head to toe.

As the energetic romp continued, the two of us became victims to our own staminas, until both my arms were fastened around him, and we were lunging together every time he thrust into me. He was panting hard. So was I. And like an undeveloped sixth sense, I had this hunch that he was nearing the climatic peak.

Every cell in my body wanted it.

But I also remembered he wasn’t wearing a condom, and I had a fully-functioning uterus.

On his final lunge, his cock struck the perfect nerve; I went limp against him as my orgasm arrived, and I convulsed as its euphoria baked my brain. Then Trent gave out a victorious grunt and pulled out of me. While I writhed inside his right arm, his left jerked off his cock, which unleashed several long ropes of cum that splattered on my heaving chest.

It was the first time another man’s semen had touched me. Certainly I was a little biased on account of the orgasm, but I enjoyed it.

He’d made his mark. I was his.

Afterward, we just stared at each other as we caught our breaths. My heart continued to pound. Our bodies were rank with the scents of hot, passionate sex.

It was me who eventually broke the silence.

I just laughed.


Epilogue

“And don’t forget the ring!” Reagan mentioned. “You know where it goes, don’t you?”

Of course I know where it goes, I thought, displaying my left hand. Trent slid the gold band over my fourth finger. Based on its weight it seemed authentic—although it was a size too large for my slender digits, and hung a bit loosely. From there, my eyes traveled upward to my partner’s snazzy tuxedo and smooth-shaved chin. My heart fluttered as I imagined this moment for real, with a hundred people in attendance and me being the bride to my handsome husband.

If I did ever get married, I’d make sure to find a dress that didn’t feel like a straitjacket.

“I can’t hardly breathe in this thing,” I moaned to my sister, as my fingers tugged hopelessly at the bodice. “Why’d you have to get one that was so tight?”

“Because it makes you look beautiful, sweetie. The pain’s worth it, remember?”

Ugh.

Reagan dictated our poses for her new rented camera, and Trent and I did our very best to look like a young, recently married couple. We held hands and stared lovingly into each other’s eyes. He held me at the waist. We kissed. Then he picked me up off the ground, like he was hauling me to bed and ready to get me out of these uncomfortable clothes.

Maybe later he’d be doing that for real!

The photoshoot lasted for about an hour. My sister was all smiles snapping pictures of us, as if we were the perfect, photogenic couple. “These are so good!” she said while she was wrapping up. “These will look great on the website after I—”

Trent and I watched on as her nose wrinkled, and her head slowly reeled back.

“Ahhh,” she started.

Uh oh.

“Ahhhhh.”

Trent thrust a protective hand in front of me.

“Ahhhhh-CHOOOO!”

Reagan’s body emitted a soft pop sound, and instantly the former figure of Mike the lifeguard had been replaced by a shorter, wider, and chubbier female physique, which included a too-short T-shirt and an exposed, flabby muffin top. After the switch, the Canon DSLR began to slip out of her new hand. Trent bounded over and caught it, preventing the expensive camera from shattering on the ground.

“Oh poop,” Reagan uttered, looking down at her body. Below the muffin top, she was wearing the kind of faux leather pants that looked like leggings, and were obscenely too tight. She poked the sagging skin underneath her upper arms, frowned, and then glanced over her shoulder to see the damage from behind. “Great, I’m like two hundred pounds and I lost a foot in height.”

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’ll manage.” Although she looked disappointed to have lost her athletic male body. But I liked having a proper sister again, even if most of her wasn’t genetically related to me. Then she began rubbing her chin. “You know, the plus-size market might be an opportunity. I have some larger sizes. The website could use some variety, to make bigger women feel more comfortable about coming into Head Over Heels.”

“It could bring more customers,” Trent said.

“Exactly. Hey, Justin. You think you can operate that camera?”

I shrugged. “Point and click, right?”

“Pretty much. I’m gonna go get changed. Trent, you stay there. We’re gonna get married.” And my new fatter sister waddled away.

I looked at Trent. Underneath the makeup and wig, I didn’t feel much like a guy anymore. And I certainly didn’t feel like a guy with these weights on my chest and the emptiness between my legs. With Reagan out of the room, we shared a kiss again. It wasn’t even noon yet, and already I wanted to tear that tuxedo off him and have fun.

But then his nose wrinkled too. His head began to tilt back in preparation.

I squeezed my hand over his nostrils.

His urge to sneeze passed.

I let out a slow, thankful breath. “You can’t be changing yet,” I told him, running my hands along his torso. “We’ve barely had any fun.”

“Maybe we should leave Westchester for good,” he suggested. “That way we don’t have to worry about SHSS. Would you want that?”

Certainly the option weighed heavily in my mind. Leaving Westchester would mean permanence, and I would forever be female below the neck. A part of me felt a little selfish. I hadn’t been born with this body, and effectively I’d be stealing it and exploiting its pleasures, while Julianna Crosby was stuck with my male body, which she was probably still struggling to cope with. I wouldn’t blame her if she never liked having it.

But everyone who lived here knew that Westchester was a town unlike anywhere else in America. They weren’t too attached to their bodies. One day you might be a supermodel, the next you might be an overweight fifty-year-old grandpa.

So really I didn’t feel too badly about my fortunate circumstances.

I leaned toward Trent’s ear and whispered: “Fuck me a few more times, then I’ll have your answer.”


I Became My Dad’s Secretary!

(Venus Phenomenon)

1
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“What’s shaking, Mr. Herman?” Ron the security guard said. “Here to claim your throne? Well, step right up, sir, step right up. I’ll be sure to send the bikini girls to your new office.”

Danny laughed as he proceeded through the metal detector, this time remembering to hand over his loose change. To him, metal detectors felt like some symbol of importance. Airports had them. Government buildings had them. And now so did the offices of Shafer Transnational, the company his father worked for.

Big leagues, he thought. Big effin’ leagues.

Danny retrieved his wallet, keys, and spare change after passing through. “Dad still up there?” he asked Ron.

“Well, I ain’t seen him. And this is the only way in and out, right?” Ron laughed.

Danny smiled and nodded. “You’d know.”

“Damn right.” Then, as Danny had started walking on: “Hey, you still thinking about Superior University in the fall?”

“We’ll see!” he hollered back.

“Good choice. That’s where I see all the hottest girls!”

Danny entered the elevator, wondering why Ron the security guard was scoping out college campuses for attractive girls. The dude was like forty-five and seriously balding. He didn’t think much of it, though. Ron had been friends with Dad for years and years; he always spoke his dirty mind.

It was hard to believe how big Schafer Transnational had become in the last decade. When Danny had been in middle school, the company had just been a few offices next to a Holiday Inn. Now it was the largest building in a mile-long business park that included offices for Bank of America and a couple military defense contractors. Dad’s success had come at an expense, though. He was always working.

That’s the reason Mom gave when she moved to Florida by herself.

They were still married.

On government records, at least.

Danny hopped off at the top floor. His father’s office was at the end—labeled with JIM HERMAN - GLOBAL IMPLEMENTATION STRATEGIST. Danny was about to head on in, but then saw his father pacing back and forth with a phone held to his ear. He decided to wait.

Interrupting business? Never good.

“Please. I need this! Do you have any idea how hard it is to find an affordable babysitter? What am I supposed to do? I have a full-time job! I can’t just leave Malcolm at home to be watched after by my eleven-year-old tabby!”

Danny turned and saw Dad’s secretary, Suzanne Morrison, on the phone as well—but not for business matters. From the one-sided conversation, he inferred that the daycare which looked after her three-year-old son was raising rates, making it too expensive.

How can she not afford it? Danny wondered, watching Ms. Morrison plead into the phone while on the verge of tears. Schafer Transnational was a huge company. They had offices in Taiwan, for God’s sake. And Dad had like the third highest-paying job in the building. It didn’t seem right that Ms. Morrison, his secretary, would be living paycheck to paycheck. But if she couldn’t afford the cost of her daycare, it sure sounded like she was.

The emotional call ended. Some tears had snuck into her eyes, but one wipe of a tissue removed any sadness off her face. She looked at Danny with a well-practiced professional happiness—what he expected all secretaries had trained themselves to do.

He just tried not to stare at her cleavage. Her blue top did nothing but cradle her tits and shove them way up, projecting them as perfectly round orbs.

“Danny,” she greeted him, with a flick to her raven hair. She turned in her chair slightly, aiming that fantastic cleavage directly at him. “Here to see your father?”

“Got a date tonight,” he said. “Need to borrow some money.”

“Oh,” she said with a wide grin. “Well, I hope you and your date have fun.”

“Um, sorry for asking, but what was that phone call about?”

Suzanne picked up a pen and began tapping the ballpoint repeatedly onto the desk. She looked like she was contemplating stabbing it right through the wood.

“Just the rising cost of everything—especially when you’re a single mom,” she explained. “The daycare’s hiking the price by ten dollars a week. I know it doesn’t sound like much, but I was already pinching pennies before. So…” She shrugged. “I don’t know what I’m going to do. I’ll have to ask some of my friends to see if they can watch Malcolm.”

“Does Dad not pay you enough?” Danny asked.

Suzanne had an expression like he was bringing up classified information. Then she smiled. “He pays me fine.”

“Doesn’t sound like it.”

“We’ll survive. It’s supposed to be tough for people like me.”

Supposed to be?

Could Dad really not spare the money on her? The same dad who owned a three-story house, two cars, two motorcycles, and kept a vacation home in Vermont?

Danny was beginning to understand why Mom had left.

Suzanne sipped her coffee. “Clearly, I just need another me. One of us works while the other one stays home. You know of any tech start-ups messing around with cloning technology?”

“There’s always the Venus Phenomenon,” he said.

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, right! Well, I’ll be sure and stay close to you. You know. Just in case the universe decides to give me one favor.” The phone rang, and she picked it up.

Like a cue, Danny’s phone also buzzed. He pulled it out of his back pocket and looked at the notification on screen: VENUS PHENOMENON IMMINENT. Not one scientist in the world understood what the hell the Venus Phenomenon really was, but the world had nonetheless accepted it as a regularly occurring event. So, every phone in the country received the same nationwide alert whenever the planets aligned.

Danny wasn’t too worried. It was a one-in-five-hundred chance.

His high school’s graduating class wasn’t even that large.

The door opened behind him. “Danny! Ron said you were coming up.”

Danny faced his father in his tailored suit. “Yeah, I just came—”

“Hey, Suzanne?” his father called out. “I don’t want any more Krispy Kreme donuts in the morning, okay? I’ve said they’re too sugary. Get them from Linda’s bakery downtown. But get there before seven-thirty, or you’ll be stuck for an hour in the traffic jam—well don’t just stand there, Danny. Come right on in.”

Danny watched Suzanne jot this down on a notepad. He felt kind of bad for her. And as he’d gotten older, he’d realized Dad was like this to most women: giving them orders with a condescending tone. Danny wondered if the cleavage was his personal request.

Just having his father’s genes made him feel gross.

He stepped inside the office, which had a panoramic view of the lake and the city beyond. His dad shut the door and asked: “What’s the occasion, son?”

“Uh. Me and Ashley are going out tonight. I just came to borrow some money. If that’s all right. I’ll pay you back.”

“Certainly. And don’t worry about paying me back.” His father whipped out his wallet and riffled through what must’ve been a thousand bucks in twenties and fifties. He pulled out two fifty-dollar bills and handed them over. “Treating a woman to a nice date is a long-term investment. It’s how you snag ’em.” He mimicked pulling on a fishing rod, as if reeling in a feisty catch.

Danny laughed along with him, wondering what his dad would do if Suzanne asked him for money. She probably wouldn’t receive it so easily.

Her financial situation kept bothering him.

Before he left, he asked about it: “Hey, Dad? I overheard your secretary having trouble with her daycare. She said the rate was going up, and she couldn’t afford it. Is there any way you can pay her a little more?”

“She receives a competitive salary—actually, she’s in the top percentile of secretary salaries in this zip code. I can’t do anything about her personal financial situation. That’s all her problems, son. And if I helped everyone who was needing money, I wouldn’t have any money left.”

And just like that, he had twisted Suzanne’s problem into something personal to him, like it would make him the victim if he displayed just a measly ounce of generosity.

Danny pocketed the money. “Thanks,” he said.

“How’s your mom doing?”

He shrugged. “Why don’t you ask her yourself?”

Danny walked out before his Dad could lie about being too busy. Being the Global Implementation Strategist for a worldwide shipping company had changed him. Or maybe just the money had changed him. Then again, he’d always had a dismissive attitude toward the women in his life, like they were secretaries to his masculine importance. To him, women were there to cook his meals, to run his errands, to do anything to make his life more efficient.

After closing the office door behind him, Danny observed Suzanne pulling open a file cabinet drawer. Unexpectedly, the whole bottom fell out of it! Folders and papers went spilling through the new hole, landing in a mess on the carpet underneath.

“Ugh! Are you kidding me?” Suzanne groaned. “Since when does a file cabinet break down?”

Danny rushed over to assist, neatly clearing all the casualties of the file cabinet incident and arranging the folders together in a pile. He wasn’t sure if they’d been in any order, however. They all had business names printed on them. Maybe clients.

“Thanks,” Suzanne sighed. “That darn thing. I’m glad you saw that. Your father probably wouldn’t even believe that the bottom just fell out.”

“Maybe it’s old,” he suggested.

“Wouldn’t be surprising. Everything around here is old. You wouldn’t think so, with a building that looks so state-of-the-art. The IT guy is always coming to fix my computer, and recently I had to get a new chair.”

“It sounds like you’re under-appreciated.”

Suzanne looked down at him, wearing a heart-meltingly sweet smile. She was probably around thirty, but Danny still found her ridiculously attractive—not just because she had mega cleavage and he was a heterosexual man. That probably would have been his father’s reasoning! To Danny, Suzanne was just a pleasant young woman. And he felt tremendously bad for her. Not just for her lack of appreciation in the workplace, but also because she was a single mom trying to make ends meet. Society wasn’t kind to single moms.

“You’re so sweet,” she told him. “Alas. It’s par for the course. And while it’s not perfect here, it still pays better than being a teacher.”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She laid a gentle hand on his shoulder. He felt a brief static shock. “Don’t be,” she said. “Sometimes life is just luck, right? Good luck for some, bad luck for others. I don’t take it personally. Like everyone else, I’m just trying to do the best I can. Drat, I think Diana downstairs has the tape. Lemme go get it.” She stood from her seat, and he couldn’t help but notice how alluringly snug her black pencil skirt was.

It had been half off. A terrific deal.

“You want to cover for a few minutes?” she asked jokingly.

“Uh, sure,” Danny croaked, listening to her heels pad along the carpet.

When she was gone, his ears began ringing all of a sudden. He stuck a finger into each one, wincing from the high-pitched noise vibrating close to his brain. That’s weird, he thought. But even weirder was when he reached down to further organize the mess of folders and saw the red, press-on nails stuck to his fingertips.

Danny gasped and flinched so hard he fell backward on his ass.

His hands…

There was nothing wrong with them. They were his normal hands. No girly fingernails.

Then he felt a jiggling weight on his chest.

Danny grabbed his pectorals, finding them familiarly flat and not jiggly in the slightest.

Then there was a sensation of hair swirling around his face. And he heard the loud footsteps of Suzanne’s shoes, although she was nowhere to be seen. And he felt the rhythmic swing of large hips bouncing side to side.

Oh fuck, Danny thought.
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Danny climbed to his feet unsteadily, automatically sweeping a hand across the front of his black skirt and around the expansive curve of his large, wide butt to remove any lint. Any more of that, he told himself, and you’re going to rip through this thing! The skirt had belonged to him since well before Malcolm had come into this world. If he’d been a man, that wouldn’t have been unheard of. But birthing a child came with some added pounds in the seat. He thought he wore those pounds well, but high-quality clothing wasn’t too adaptable to swelling figures.

He plopped into the office chair, reflecting on the pasta he’d eaten for lunch and the gym card collecting dust in his purse.

“Like you have time for the gym,” he mused aloud while browsing to his email, his long fingernails clacking away at the keys.

There was a new message in his inbox from Mr. Herman. WRONG FILE TYPE was all it said.

Danny was confused for a moment. Then it dawned on him. Gosh dangit, he thought, whipping his hair back over his shoulder. He’d forgotten to convert the Schafer Transnational teleconference report into the newer file extension! That wouldn’t be a problem if the gosh dang company would update his computer with the newest version of Microsoft Office! As it was now, he had to upload every presentation file onto a website that converted it for him—and he only knew this because Diana had shown him the steps.

With a frustrated sigh and an angry tug on his bra strap, Danny opened the bookmarked link and uploaded the presentation file.

During this, the phone rang.

He scooped it up. “The office of Jim Herman, Global Implementation Strategist for Schafer Transnational. How are you today?”

Is my voice deeper?

Maybe it was that sinus bug going around.

“This is Mr. Wong. I am calling Mr. Shafer about our meeting next Friday. It looks like I won’t be able to make it.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Wong,” Danny said sweetly, before pinching the phone between his ear and shoulder so he could chase a fly off. “When were you wanting to reschedule?”

“Let’s push it back a week.”

“A week. Can do. I will update our schedule.”

He’d ended the call and opened the calendar before realizing his error: a week later was no frickin’ good! Mr. Herman was already slated to be out of town. London, to be exact.

“Errrgghhh,” Danny groaned, feeling the need to slap himself. He hurriedly downloaded and saved the converted teleconference report, then wrote himself a note to return Mr. Wong’s call thirty minutes from now—so as to give the impression that something came up, and not that he’d blundered.

During this, his gaze passed over the folders on the ground.

Wait, he thought. Hadn’t he gone to get tape?

Danny’s mind seemed to sputter for a few seconds, like a lawn mower trying to chew through a heavy batch of grass. He remembered feeling the urgency to get tape. Hell, he remembered leaving his desk not that long ago. Diana had handed him a half-used roll of heavy-duty packaging tape. What the hell had he done with it?

Weirdly, he had this faint sensation of his fingers clenching it.

But there was nothing in his hand.

Danny’s eyes then veered to his own cleavage, observing how his breasts were securely held by the combination of bra and blouse. His hands cupped them, then backed off.

They feel kind of heavier than normal, he thought.

Just what he needed! Like his skirt, his bras were mostly from the age of dinosaurs. Several were showing their wear and tear. And half of them were near uncomfortable, always pinching his shoulders and leaving red marks around his ribs.

Maybe he just needed to ask Jim for a raise.

He knew a few persuasive methods. Even if it took getting on his knees again.

Footsteps approached.

“I’m finally back,” Suzanne announced. “I hope I didn’t have any missed calls. Diana wanted to talk my ear off about her daughter’s graduation and—”

Danny looked up.

For the last few minutes, he hadn’t been feeling himself—although he’d been too occupied with his secretarial tasks to figure out why his clothes and body felt strange.

He knew why now.

Suzanne’s reaction was perfectly copied from countless horror movies: she brought her hands to her face and screamed like she’d stumbled upon a dead body.

“AHHHHH!”

Danny looked down at himself. Everything was instantly wrong, but the wrongest things that grabbed his immediate attention were the sizable orbs pushing out the front of the same exact blouse that his dad’s secretary was wearing. This time, he squeezed the breasts hard, flooding his mind with a sharp sensation of ten fingers grabbing squishy, sensitive flesh. His flesh! Inside his bra!

“Oh shit,” he said.

The office door opened. Mr. Herman—er, Dad—came rushing out like the building was on fire. “Suzanne? What’s going—”

Then he saw.

As the eyes of his father and his father’s secretary stared at him, Danny wanted to turn invisible. It was clear what had happened. Due to the unexplained forces of the universe—and shitty luck—he had become a near-identical clone of Suzanne. For a few seconds, it was all overwhelming. He became very aware of his body’s shape, the tight-fitting clothes, the cleavage, even his goddamn hair that annoyingly hung in his periphery.

He remembered the smell of Suzanne’s body wash from her shower this morning.

He remembered the close call she’d had with a semi truck almost T-boning her at an intersection last week.

He remembered rocking her son to sleep when he’d been only a baby, on the eve that Suzanne’s husband had walked out.

Danny clutched the side of his head. “Oh man. I feel dizzy.”

“Son, are you all right?” Dad asked.

Danny nodded. “I’ll live.”

“I gotta get back to work. We’ll talk about this later, okay?”

And just like that, he nonchalantly returned to his office and closed the door, treating his son’s spontaneous sex change like it was nothing serious.

It usually wasn’t. Every five hundred days, random adult men around the globe transformed into copies of their wives, moms, girlfriends, neighbors, teachers, or whatever woman had been in the vicinity. That first time, everyone had lost their shit when no one knew that it was temporary. Now, people just went about their lives. It wasn’t a big deal.

Until you’re the one, Danny thought.

He wanted a cigarette. Suzanne was trying to cut the habit out of her life, but she kept a pack in her purse for those really hectic days.

Danny figured this qualified as hectic.

Suzanne came around the desk and stooped down to hug him. Though never having hugged his father’s secretary before, he found it surprisingly comforting. His arms swooped around her as they held each other close.

He tried to ignore the identical scent of their perfumes.

Or that he could faintly sense her figuring out what to say. It wasn’t like an audible voice or anything; just a kind of magnetic inclination to think of certain words and phrases.

“I’m sorry,” she said to him. “Oh, honey. You know, I was only kidding when I said I needed another me to help me out.”

The echo of her humorous sentiment made Danny smile. “And I guess I’m sorry for, uh, being the one. You probably don’t like someone else having your body.”

She pulled away, then reset his hair with her fingers. Her eyes took in a gradual inventory of everything. “It did catch me by surprise. But you have no reason to be sorry, Danny. I know we can’t pick and choose who gets affected by this silly phenomenon.”

“Yeah,” Danny sighed.

Unfortunately.

It was funny how his presence at the desk seemed appropriate. There was a name plate bearing SUZANNE MORRISON. He knew the login and password to access her computer. Hell, there was even a nagging reminder in his head to grab his leftover pasta from the fridge before he left work today. Over time, the cushion in the chair had been squished and molded to fit a butt exactly the size and shape of Suzanne’s, and his was a perfect match for it.

“I guess I should leave?” he said, not intending it to be a question. Something in his mind didn’t like the idea of leaving before the end of business hours. It made him anxious. He stood up, finding his balance in heels not as steady as before he’d been aware of his changes.

“Unless you want to stay and help,” Suzanne joked.

“I have a date.”

“Oh, that’s right. Well. Have fun. And hopefully she doesn’t mind you being a thirty-year-old mom.”

Fun, Danny thought. Everything happening right now was not fun. Before he left, he mentioned the call with Mr. Wong and the teleconference presentation. Suzanne just laughed and said the scheduling error sounded exactly like a mistake she would do.

On the way out, he grabbed for the pocket with his father’s money. But of course the pocket was gone now—and the money with it.

He tried not to think about the wideness of his hips, or the repetitive jiggling coming from his chest. Not only was his body the wrong shape in just about every way imaginable, he was a good deal shorter than when he’d come in. Doorways seemed larger, ceilings appeared higher.

God, what’s Ashley going to say? he wondered.

He remembered the condoms in his car,

Protection like that was pointless now. And would be for the next five hundred days!

He’d have to go to college with Suzanne’s body. He’d have to find a job too.

Maybe there’d be secretary jobs available.

Danny felt sick from how half-serious the thought was.

At his car, he took off his black pumps and lobbed them into the passenger seat—mimicking what Suzanne did frequently when she left work. Danny had only been wearing them for ten minutes, but his feet ached like he’d had them on for hours.

After a few adjustments to the seat, he drove to his girlfriend’s house.

The memories of Suzanne’s life were something else. They had no consistent theme, but were consistently irritating with how they flashed into his mind with no warning. He remembered being a little girl and going to the public swimming pool with a mom that wasn’t his. He remembered kissing boys, and then kissing men. He remembered considering webcam modeling to pay the bills.

He remembered giving birth.

Malcolm had been born via C-section. Danny couldn’t recall the pain so much; they had doped Suzanne up pretty good. But he did remember cradling the life that her body had created.

It disturbed him to witness someone else’s memories like that.

Not even on purpose!

Just little glimpses.

When he pulled up outside his girlfriend’s house, he still hadn’t figured out what he was going to say. Maybe it was better to just let his new appearance speak for itself.

He turned himself out of the driver’s seat, stood up with a reflexive tug on his pencil skirt and a swipe of his hair, and strutted toward the front door barefoot.

When the door opened, Ashley stumbled backward and almost fell over. Like Suzanne, her hands came to her face. But she didn’t scream, at least.

“Danny?” she asked, her eyes taking a long sweep of his altered body, with several pauses along the way. “You’ve…”

“I’m my dad’s thirty-year-old secretary,” he said. “Uh, surprise?”

“Well don’t just stand there, goofy. Come in!”

With a deep breath, Danny entered. Even in front of his girlfriend, his new boobs received a lot of attention. “I’m kinda sorry about this,” he said. “Before that Venus crap happened, I wanted us to go out to eat. But now my feet are killing me and I don’t have a change of clothes. Can we just stay in and watch a movie, or something?”

“A sleepover just for us girls?” Ashley proposed, bopping his nose with her fingertip and knocking her hips into his. “I think I can work with that.” And she shut the door.
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Danny watched the news on his phone while he waited for the Teeters’ coffeemaker to finish pouring a warm, fresh pot. A male assistant close to one of the female Olympic swimmers had, due to the Venus Phenomenon, transformed into a near-exact copy of her. There was ongoing discussion with the International Olympic Committee about whether or not he could compete. Seeing as the swimmer was the best on the team—and a sure bet for a gold medal or two—it was in America’s best interest to have two of her competing.

He heard his fingernails rhythmically clicking on the countertop. It was one of Suzanne’s tics. He stopped after realizing he was doing it.

Then he looked at his watch.

There wasn’t a watch; Suzanne was wearing a watch. Yet he possessed the memory of her putting it on this morning, snapping it into place, giving it several glances as she got ready for work. She was always afraid of being late, and what irritation that would draw from her boss.

Losing her job was her worst fear. She wouldn’t be able to provide for Malcolm without that steady income, as paltry as it was.

Shit, Danny thought, feeling an ache very near to his heart.

It was crazy how he could see Malcolm in his mind—the blond, three-year-old boy who meant everything to the real owner of this body. And yet Danny had never seen Malcolm with his own eyes. A part of him felt like he was betraying some motherhood duty by not being with him right now. Like he’d abandoned his own son.

Danny sighed.

This was going to be a long five hundred days.

Mrs. Teeters—his girlfriend’s mom—announced her arrival into the kitchen with a yawn. She was wearing a bathrobe. “You’re up early, Danny,” she said to him.

“It’s the synchronization,” he said. “Suzanne was up early. And I could see her getting around. It felt wrong to just keep lying in bed, so I got around and made coffee.”

“How does she like it?”

“Straight black,” Danny laughed. “I’ve never had coffee. But it’s part of the routine, you know? Her way of a jump start.”

Mrs. Teeters stood near him, watching the drip action.

Weirdly, Danny felt more connected to his girlfriend’s mom. Like Suzanne, she had an office job too. They were the ones getting up at the crack of dawn, ready to face the world.

Mrs. Teeters rubbed his back. “Are you doing all right?”

“Yeah. It’s not as uncomfortable as I thought it would be.”

Then Mrs. Teeters grabbed him by the shoulders and turned him so they were facing each other. She pulled upward on his blouse, attempting to increase its coverage over his large and very exposed chest, then scoffed at the material. “Is this really what Suzanne wears?”

“My dad likes me wearing tops—I mean, he likes her wearing tops like this.” A partial memory of that conversation made him shiver. “Says it improves the relationship with the clients, or whatever.”

Mrs. Teeters shook her head. “Your father sounds very sexist.”

“I know.”

“Lord, you’re just bulging out of there.” Her hands finally abandoned the task. “I have some other tops you can try on, if you want.”

“I would love to, but I gotta get moving as soon as I have my coffee,” he said. He had no idea where he had to get moving to. The offices of Schafer Transnational? He supposed he could just go to work like Suzanne and be an extra pair of hands. It didn’t make any sense for him as an eighteen-year-old guy to be so invested in the job of a secretary, but the importance of his job was so deeply ingrained in his mind that it seemed impossible to ignore.

Then he saw something in his Telepathic Secretary Vision™ that made his stomach turn.

Oh, THAT too? he thought.

Here he was, past his twelfth hour of being a thirty-year-old woman, already getting acquainted with all the hassles that came with the female body.

He was blushing hard when he looked at his girlfriend’s mom. “Two questions. Do you have a synchronometer, by chance? And”—gulp—“can I borrow a tampon?”

“Yes and yes,” Mrs. Teeters said with a widening smile. “Unlucky day, huh?”

He nodded.

Everything about this was unlucky.

She pointed out the bathroom cabinet that contained the tampons. Danny locked himself inside and retrieved the box. In Suzanne’s world—and his continuing glimpses of it—her menstrual cycle was predicted with an app on her phone. She wasn’t discharging yet, but according to the app it was due soon. And he’d been feeling a cramp in his gut all morning. He wondered if Suzanne was feeling that same cramp, and if it was related to her upcoming period.

God, Danny thought, experiencing something like déjà vu as his fingers looted the box. Each tampon came in its own plastic tube. He pulled out the spongy apparatus, then sucked down a big breath for the next step.

He let muscle memory take over.

One hand went up underneath his skirt and pulled his panties aside; the other, with the tampon, followed in and pushed it inside.

Danny winced through the whole process, trying to shut out every feeling of that insertion into parts unknown. But there was no avoiding it. He felt the penetration and increasing depth of the tampon slotting inside him, until only the string dangled out.

“Gosh dangit,” he uttered. “Gosh dangit.”

Why did it have to be him? And why Suzanne?

She was already in her car, on her way to work.

Danny felt like he was going to be late, even though he wasn’t the one with the job.

There was a knock on the door. After getting his panties situated again and doing a quick once-over in the mirror, he opened it and saw Mrs. Teeters holding a synchronometer. “It’s a couple years old,” she said. “Back when the government was still handing them out. I thought it couldn’t hurt to have one.”

“Thanks,” Danny said, taking the watch-like device and snapping it around his wrist. The screen lit up with some text. Then it said CALIBRATING. “I never thought to get one.”

Mrs. Teeters began stroking his hair. “I really love your roots, Danny. Do you know where Suzanne gets her hair done?”

Danny thought. “A stylist over on Maple Street. Her name’s Kathy. She’s really good with coloring and highlights.”

“I’ll have to try her out. Are you…all set?”

He nodded. Then he started shaking his head in disbelief and giggling.

Mrs. Teeters giggled along with him. “Not easy, is it?”

“I’m learning a new respect.”

“Hopefully your father learns some too.”

Yeah, he thought. That would be nice.

The coffee was sharp and bitter, but the duplicate of Suzanne’s tongue didn’t mind it so much. After downing two-thirds of the mug, Danny headed out to his car and drove to the Schafer Transnational offices. Unconsciously, he kept checking his reflection in the mirror, playing with his hair. He was still wearing the same clothes from yesterday and he hadn’t taken a shower. He hoped no one would notice. Also, he found himself having a strong distaste for the rock music his car’s radio station was normally tuned to. About halfway through the drive, he switched to a classic jazz station. Songs that would’ve been unfamiliar yesterday he began humming along with.

In the parking lot, he saw Suzanne standing by her car with Malcolm in her arms. He felt a twinge in his heart from someone else holding his three-year-old son.

Her son. Not his.

God, his mind was so scattered.

By the time he had stopped next to her, the synchronometer had finished calibrating. His current synchronization with Suzanne was measured at 74.

Yeesh. No wonder he was feeling stressed out and so attached to a child he had never seen until now.

Danny got out and went over to Suzanne. “Hey,” he said. “Everything all right?”

“I don’t have anyone who can watch Malcolm,” she explained. “None of my friends are available. And daycare would now bankrupt me. If there was just someone—”

Danny blurted out what seemed like the obvious solution: “I’ll cover for you.”

Her eyes went huge. “What? Danny, you don’t have to help out like that.”

“It’s no problem,” he said. “I’m pretty sure I can do everything you can do. I know your computer password. I know you have to jiggle the desk drawer to the left to open it. I know HR is full of assholes who won’t do anything about Mr. Herman—Dad—wanting you to wear low-cut blouses. And I know it’s about to be our time of the month.”

She laughed. “Oh goodness. Our cycles would be in sync too, wouldn’t they?”

While they talked, Malcolm had been staring at Danny. He almost wanted to wrap his arms around him and take him for a moment. There was this feeling like he was neglecting him.

And it seemed like Malcolm had the same idea. He reached his arms out, squeezing the air with his stubby fingertips and almost leaning himself out of Suzanne’s clutches.

“Mama,” he demanded.

“What? No, sweetheart,” his mother laughed. “That’s not mama. I’m your mama, silly.”

“He’s adorable,” Danny heard himself say. Adorable typically wasn’t a word in his vocabulary, but it just felt appropriate. And true.

“He is, and he definitely knows it.” Suzanne chucked him higher against her shoulder and bounced him. “I would never ask you to take my place.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “And I feel like I’m doing it for Malcolm.”

“You would be.” Then she came over and pecked him on the cheek. “Thank you, Danny. If there’s anything you need, just call me. Heck, I should probably start by giving you my cell number.”

“I know it already.” He tapped his head.

She smiled. “Of course you do.”

After Suzanne had driven away, Danny strutted up to the building. He had missed Ron on the way out yesterday. Not today; the balding security guard had a whistle for Danny when he approached the metal detector and stepped through. There was a lot more ogling from him than when Suzanne normally went through security.

“Whew, that’s a smoking-hot body you got there, Mr. Herman,” he wolfed out. “Don’t tell me you haven’t played with it yet. You know, I always had something for your dad’s secretary. And she’s still single, ain’t she?”

His overtly sexist attitude made Danny’s blood boil.

“Would you quit looking at me like that?” he snapped.

“How so?” Ron asked, eyebrows rising in confusion.

“Like a…fucking man. She doesn’t appreciate the way you stare at her, and I don’t appreciate the way you stare at me.”

Ron repositioned his hat, momentarily dumbstruck. More people had queued up to get through security. “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “I’ll keep it to myself next time.”

“Do more than keep it to yourself. Start viewing women with respect.” And Danny stormed off toward the elevator, intentionally making his heels clack as loudly as possible on the tile floor.

Suzanne had been wanting to do that for so long. But the nature of her position at Schafer Transnational had ground her down, made her insensitive to the sexist comments. That, and she was too concerned about losing her job to ever speak up negatively.

En route to his desk, Danny wondered how many women in the country had to put up with this crap. He’d known about the misogynistic behavior of his own sex; he’d seen it plenty of times in Dad. But the first-person perspective was a real eye-opener.

As he sat down at Suzanne’s desk and gathered his thoughts, another memory surfaced. Whether it was random or not, he couldn’t be sure.

After the required jiggle to the desk drawer, he went digging underneath all the paraphernalia inside. Buried way down was a birthday card. On the front was: FOR BEAUTIFUL WOMEN ONLY. And inside was the usual birthday well-wishes, along with a signature.

That signature belonged to his father.
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Danny barged into Dad’s office without bothering to knock, stomping his shapely legs and childbearing hips through the door. His father, who had been facing the windows, whirled around. There was a moment of bewilderment as he observed Danny standing just inside the doorway, clothed like his secretary—who had been instructed to show some more cleavage.

He tossed the birthday card at him. “You slept with her, Dad,” he said. He didn’t raise his voice; he just stated what he now knew. “I can’t believe you.”

“What are you talking about, son?”

“With Suzanne. What else would I be talking about?”

The memories were ten layers of gross. The more-intimate moments made Danny want to vomit, remembering his own father in a way he’d never seen him before. But the gist was that, around a year ago, Suzanne had been evicted from her apartment for coming short on rent. Again, another one of those unexpected price hikes that always came up to bite her in the butt. Dad had kindly bought her a hotel room for a couple weeks while she searched for a new place. But on one of those nights—her birthday—he’d made a move on her.

Danny couldn’t remember any scent of alcohol on Jim’s—his father’s breath. And he hadn’t forced himself. They slept together, went to work the next morning, and never repeated it.

Mom probably had no idea.

Danny was just disgusted that Dad would take advantage of his secretary like that, when she was vulnerable and depending on his kindness.

“You know about that?” his father asked.

Danny touched a fingertip to his temple. “Memories. It was like I was there. Like it was you and me.” He gagged. “Why are you like this?”

“Like what?”

He rolled his eyes. “You just treat women like they’re things you take and dispose of. Like they’re eye candy. You think Suzanne enjoys these clothes?” He slapped his boobs hard, causing them to bounce. “To you, a secretary is just tits and a pair of legs. She works her damn butt off for you, and you give her nothing, Dad. She can’t afford daycare anymore. Can you at least give her a livable salary? Huh? So my son can learn and grow with kids who are his age?”

Danny realized he had accidentally referred to Malcolm as his own son, but he didn’t correct himself. The speech felt like something Suzanne had kept bottled up for a long time, with no courage to confront her employer. Danny hoped he was helping.

Then he said, “I can see why Mom left.”

“That’s uncalled for,” his father said.

“Is it? You treat women like shit and they suddenly leave you? It’s a real big mystery, huh?” He turned on his heel and walked out the door, slamming it as punctuation.

Afterward, he was still riled up. That damn coffee made him feel like he needed to go yell at some other disgusting pig in this fucking office building. Tony downstairs had grabbed Suzanne’s butt once; he deserved a slap to the face. And Bill in Logistics had sent Suzanne a dick pic. Danny wondered how hard his new arm could throw a punch.

It really shocked him. And Suzanne seemed tougher, now that Danny knew of all the terrible, sexist behavior she had to put up with in the workplace. Every time he had talked to her, she’d been incredibly sweet.

He sat his butt down and went through his emails, skipping his eyes through them. When he needed to make a scheduling change, his brain went into a kind of autopilot. Same for when phone calls had to be made. Danny took a backseat while the Suzanne part of his mind took control. The job was just a routine. Repetitive motions, repetitive tasks. It was easy to fall into the rhythm. Even handling multiple callers at once didn’t get his heart rate up.

When lunchtime rolled around, Mr. Herman came out of his office. Danny just glared at him. The son and the secretary had equal opinions about the scum in that tailored suit.

Dad stopped by his desk.

Danny leaned back just so he didn’t have to deal with his own father staring at his cleavage.

“What do you think an appropriate salary is?” his father asked. “Since you and her are telepathically linked, what kind of figure would make her comfortable?”

Danny considered how long Suzanne had been working for Schafer Transnational—five years—and the workload she had to deal with on a daily basis—an immense workload. Plus she was a single mom, and Malcolm had public school on the near horizon. Add to that health care, dental costs, and possible vision correction. Danny now wore contacts like Suzanne, and knew that her family didn’t have a good record on eyesight.

“Double,” he said.

Mr. Herman lifted an eyebrow.

Danny turned his head slightly, still scowling at the man who was both his father and his boss. “You said comfortable. Raising a kid alone is expensive. So I say double. Unless you need another vacation home.”

“Okay,” his dad said. “Then Ms. Morrison has earned herself a raise. I’ll get it into the computer system this afternoon.” And he walked on toward the elevator.

Danny sighed. Then he giggled a little.

He felt wonderfully empowered right now, having demanded that raise. It was a relief to get it off his chest. And he hoped Suzanne would be thrilled about no longer pulling her hair out over her tight financial situation. In his mind’s eye, he saw her at home with Malcolm in her lap. They were watching a cartoon. Danny could feel the three-year-old boy in his lap, feel all the love she had for him. In that bizarre interplay between the emotions of a thirty-year-old mother and an eighteen-year-old high school graduate, he felt a desire to have a kid of his own.

With a man that won’t walk out, he reminded himself.

He had a look at the synchronometer—76. Woof.

The lunch hour was also when the whole secretary gig began to wear on him a little. His eyes hurt from the screen, his lower back was sore. And his breasts were starting to feel heavy. He thought it was funny how, ever since receiving a copy of Suzanne’s body, he hadn’t felt any strong desire toward his breasts. Mainly, their real owner was frustrated that they had swelled to a 34F after childbirth and never shrank back down.

Danny remembered breastfeeding Malcolm. Those were sweet memories.

And his first word. And his first step.

That was the reason she kept going. For all the shit at work, it was balanced out with the joy of her son. And she was having so much fun right now, spending time with him.

Danny almost wished he was in her place.

Then a voice said: “Yoohoo! Suzanne? If you have a moment—”

Danny looked up and saw Diana coming toward him. She was briefly taken aback when she noticed that the person sitting at the desk outside Mr. Herman’s office wasn’t Suzanne.

“Hi,” Danny said cheerfully. In his memories, Suzanne and Diana were good friends. It was a perfectly normal greeting. “Suzanne’s actually out right now. I’m Danny—Jim’s son. I’m kinda filling in for her after that Venus thing.”

Regardless, Diana approached timidly, her chubby mouth halfway open at this weird combination of a thirty-year-old secretary with the facial features of an eighteen-year-old boy—along with some dark brown hair mixed in with Suzanne’s raven mane.

Danny smoothly applied some lipstick taken from the desk drawer.

“Oh. Heavens,” Diana said. Almost gasping it. She was a large woman too, at least three hundred pounds bulging underneath her red pants suit. “She didn’t mention that she had a new twin.”

“It’s still new for both of us,” Danny laughed. “How’s Tommy doing? Is the cast coming off yet? Poor thing.”

Diana was also a little freaked out by him having Suzanne’s memories—and bringing up the topic of her son’s broken arm. But soon they were chatting along as if he really was Suzanne. They discussed the weather, the weekend, and the technical hiccups of the computer network.

Then Diana bluntly dropped: “You’re not being a pervert are you, Danny?”

“Me? No. I am not being a pervert. That’s not where my mind’s at.”

The woman put her hands on the desk; her bulk creaked the whole thing. Two stern eyes looked down at him. “I don’t want your hands going where they shouldn’t, young man. This Venus thing doesn’t give you permission to touch whatever you please.”

“Of course not.”

“She’s a nice, young woman.”

“Definitely.”

“With a lovely son.”

“The best.”

Diana remained like that for a few seconds more, testing the load-bearing capacity of the desk, before rising up again. “Oh,” she said, and a hand went dipping into a pocket. “We had a raffle downstairs. All I won was a fifty-dollar gift card to Victoria’s Secret. It’s a waste for me. You know how those places only cater to ridiculous beauty standards. You might get more mileage out of it.” She laid it on the desk.

“Certainly,” Danny said.

A hint of those stern eyes came back. “But it’s for Suzanne. Got it?”

“We’ll probably be sharing,” he said, putting the card inside the desk drawer.

For lunch, Danny fetched a bag of chips from the vending machine. When Dad came back, they discussed business. The word on the wire was that Schafer Transnational was securing a prestigious partnership with an Asian shipping company, and Danny was tasked with beginning some correspondence between Mr. Herman and some key leadership figures across the Pacific. Calling upon Suzanne’s writing skills, Danny whipped up a few emails with a words-per-minute rate that would’ve made his high school teachers jealous. Suzanne’s brain was so good at multitasking that he could talk on the phone and type at the same time. It was kind of fun with how impressive it was.

Shortly after two-thirty, the floor’s only printer decided to kick the bucket. While IT came to investigate a death in their computer network, Danny had to print all his documents downstairs—including a lengthy physical copy of that damn teleconference presentation from the day before. He smiled at coworkers as if he’d been working alongside them for years, he complimented a young female intern’s necklace, he popped back some Advil for his menstrual cramps.

Before long it was five o’clock, and he had totally forgotten that he was supposed to be a teenage boy enjoying his last summer vacation before college began in the fall.

He worked until five-twenty, when Dad came out of his office and called it a night. First, he walked by without saying anything. Then he came back and stopped at Danny’s desk.

“I’m sorry you have to see those memories,” he said. “You know, if I could go back in time and do things—”

Danny raised his hand. “Please. Don’t. Okay? I reluctantly accept your apology. Just don’t go on about it. Every word you speak makes me see it longer.”

There was just no possible way for it to not be awkward. That was the invisible side effect of the Venus Phenomenon: the memories. Honestly, they were probably worse than having breasts or dealing with a period. They showed him who his father really was.

Even his breath smelled the same as it had that night.

Danny felt nauseous.

“Is this a permanent thing?” his father asked. “You substituting?”

“I dunno, Dad,” Danny said bitterly. “Look, I’m still trying to concentrate on this. You know, it probably wouldn’t be so bad if you hired another secretary.”

“I’ll consider it.” He patted Danny on the shoulder. “See you at home, son.”

Danny kept his composure until his Dad had entered the elevator and waved back at him. After the doors closed, he grabbed the trash can and puked into it.
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Across the apartment, a door closed. Danny sipped his red wine while watching a rerun of the day’s Olympic swimming competitions. In the end, the committee hadn’t allowed the sex-changed assistant to challenge for a gold, but the American team didn’t need the help anyway. They were cleaning up the podium positions in almost every category, earning as many medals as all the other countries combined. Not normally one to become invested in the women’s events, Danny found himself quietly rooting on his fellow ladies and fist-pumping whenever they scored at the top of the leaderboard.

Suzanne came back into the living room after having laid Malcolm down to sleep. “What’d I miss?” she asked, plopping herself down alongside Danny. An arm draped across his lap.

His arm wrapped around her shoulders. “Another gold. Almost a world record too.”

“At this rate, they’ll have more golds than the men.”

“That’d be so awesome, wouldn’t it?”

“Yeah, it would.”

When the rerun went to commercial, Danny reflected on where he was right now: at his father’s secretary’s apartment, drinking wine, snuggled up against her after a long week at the office. He hadn’t forgotten that he was supposed to be an eighteen-year-old boy; the Venus Phenomenon hadn’t erased his mind or anything. But the interests and hobbies of Danny the teenage boy seemed unexciting at this present moment. In that life, he hadn’t found his way yet. But Suzanne, on the other hand, not only had a full-time career but was also a mom. Her life felt more accomplished. Sure, his body was that of a thirty-year-old woman, but he felt a tremendous satisfaction from spending time inside her mind.

He didn’t think it was entirely a conscious choice. It probably had to do with his synchronization with her unwavering in the seventies.

Suzanne sighed. He felt a finger touching his neck.

“What?” he asked.

“There’s a mole there,” she said. “Is that my mole or yours?”

“If it’s below the head, it’s probably yours.”

She laughed. “I can’t even remember having it. But I’ve also never sat next to myself before.” He glanced over as she then explored her own neck and confirmed the mole’s existence. They both giggled afterward.

Danny took another sip of wine and sat back, nestling himself up closer to his new twin for the next five hundred days. “I’m so glad your period’s over with.”

“Mine are short, but they pack a punch,” she said.

“I didn’t know they affected your whole body. Like, I was just expecting—from having a girlfriend and all—that it was just a…regional thing. But it really made me feel like crap. And there were mood swings. And nausea. And just ugh.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Your body’s a new perspective.”

She shook his shoulder. “You survived the first one. How many more left? At least a dozen, right?”

Danny groaned. He was not looking forward to more periods.

“You know, this thing about you having the ability to read my mind is a little freaky,” she went on. “You always know how I’m feeling. But how are you feeling, Danny?”

He shrugged and looked down at his thirty-year-old female body, which was presently wearing a TEAM MOM T-shirt and hip-hugging jeans. There was some concern over just how well the clothes fit him, but it was only fleeting; he rubbed his hands along the swell of his childbearing hips, feeling the strain of the denim against the bulging flesh underneath—with neither the flesh nor hips being his just a week ago.

His gaze passed over his flat crotch and the bulges on his chest.

“It’s definitely something,” he said, casually swiping hair out of his eyes. “I never expected for this to happen. It caught me by surprise.” His first time with wine was making his face feel a bit flushed. He could feel the smile on Suzanne’s lips without looking over at her.

“I never can thank you enough for helping me get a raise,” she said. “If my son knew the importance of it, he would thank you too.”

“It was nothing.”

“Honey, it’s everything. Our minds are linked. You know what it means for me.”

That he did.

With Mr. Herman as his father, Danny had spent most of his teenage life living in a house much too large for a small family and never having to worry about his finances. Dad would pay for his college; it was just a given. Suzanne didn’t have that security. And so Danny felt the echo of her deep gratitude. It made him feel like he had done something vastly more important than just giving her a raise. Like he had saved her life, or something.

“And you’re going to be a secretary too,” she said, wiggling up closer.

“Part-time,” he corrected her.

“You just gotta be like me, don’t you?”

“I can’t help it.”

The Olympic rerun was now showing highlights from the shot put competition, but neither one of them was paying any attention to it. The two of them were looking each other in the eye, and Suzanne was rubbing Danny’s thigh.

Is it like a mirror for her? he wondered. Their faces were different, but the rest—like that mole on his neck—belonged to her.

Then she leaned in closer.

He knew what was about to happen; he had the power of prophesy through their mental interrelation.

She kissed him on the lips.

Danny inhaled deeply, breathing in the aromas of wine and her recently used body wash. The echo of her mindset right then told him that she was taking a chance and acting on a naughty impulse.

After so much disappointment with men, the only person in Suzanne’s life whom she could trust was herself.

And herself happened to be sitting right next to her.

Her lips made intermittent contact, like a tease; she pushed his hair behind his ear; she scooped a hand underneath the breast farthest from her and squeezed from the bottom.

Danny swallowed hard.

Then she was giggling, her mouth hovering an inch away. “I’ve never actually been with another girl before,” she whispered.

“I know,” Danny said. “Except Samantha in high school.”

“She tried to come on to me. Don’t fact-check me, Danny.”

“Sorry,” he said, as his voice was interrupted by another kiss.

That’s all it was for a while: kissing. Danny could feel his partner’s growing confidence while making out with someone who was essentially herself. Technically, it didn’t make her a lesbian. The Venus Phenomenon was some kind of dimensional refraction. When she kissed Danny, it was like she was kissing a mirror, not a separate person.

He thought about consoling her concerns with this information, then decided it would ruin the mood—which was rare enough itself in her life.

“Remember, I can’t read your mind,” she said after one of those long, sensual smooches. “If you’re uncomfortable, just tell me.”

“I’m very much comfortable with this,” he said.

With that acknowledged, things quickly progressed. The introductory fondle to Danny’s breasts was quickly followed up with a steady encore, with her hand repeatedly squeezing and massaging that fleshy orb held by a lace bra. He felt his nipples hardening like two stiff focal points of sensitivity, poking into the cups. Weirdly, he felt hers swelling at the same time, and so it was like he had four nipples getting hard.

It was bizarre yet incredibly erotic to actually feel his partner becoming turned on.

Danny was tingling all over. The mood of their intimacy made his mind recall back to many of Suzanne’s sexual encounters. One of her early boyfriends had loved sucking her toes. Danny’s toes, in the present, curled in response to viewing the memory.

Then Suzanne took him completely by surprise and swung herself over, a knee straddled on either side of his hips. She threw herself into the most passionate kiss thus far, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. By now she was breathing hard and heavy. Danny was too. Frantic hands began tugging at his TEAM MOM T-shirt, yanking it up and over—with a brief pause in the kissing to pull it over his head. Danny felt his hands automatically working at her shirt, doing the same.

With both of them down to their bras, she backed off and squatted on his lap. She was grinning huge as she played with his hair and fiddled with his bra strap.

“This is so strange,” she laughed. “But it’s got me wondering about something.”

“What?” Danny asked.

“If I’m turned on, am I making you turned on? I’m controlling you, right?”

Danny shrugged. “I’m just rolling with it.”

“But I don’t want this to be just about me.”

He wrapped his hands around her equally wide hips and squeezed her large ass through her sweatpants. “You were pretty when I was still a boy. The Venus Phenomenon didn’t change anything.”

“Yeah?” she cooed.

“Yeah,” he cooed back.

By now, Danny could not ignore the warmth spreading in his loins. With Suzanne’s memories like a personal library, he knew exactly what it felt like when she became aroused. It was a kind of restless, electric excitement originating between his legs. Sure, there was a perceptive emptiness to the sexual organs themselves, but the effect the arousal had on his body was more intricate. In Suzanne’s past sessions of lovemaking, it transformed her from a sweet young woman into something like a jungle cat pouncing on its prey.

He felt that same energy when he swooped his partner over and landed on top of her. The look on Suzanne’s face—and the reaction in her mind—told him that she greatly enjoyed the reversal, and the enjoyment escalated substantially when he yanked her bra down and took a nipple into his mouth. His tongue lashed at it wildly, delivering all the stimulation she craved for. He knew precisely what was not enough and what was too much, and how aggressive he should be.

His body began writhing. Like his arousal was causing him to dance.

Suzanne stroked his ass through his jeans, clenching that stubborn plumpness that hadn’t disappeared after childbirth. She wasn’t embarrassed by her large ass right now, though; instead, she found it insanely hot.

“Mm!” she squealed.

After orally pleasuring her nipple for a good while, he collapsed into her arms and kissed her again. They rolled sideways, pressing themselves into the sofa cushions with Danny the meat in the sandwich. One of her legs wrapped over, as if locking him in.

During this short intermission, they looked each other in the eyes.

Danny felt a touch of anxiety from having something like an out-of-body experience—until his mind traced the origin of that anxiety to Suzanne. But it passed.

She continued stroking his hair; he petted that leg draped over his pelvis.

Her arousal had not diminished at all. Like with the duplicated sensory effect of their nipples, Danny could also feel the heat throbbing in her loins. He was sweating and tingling as they lied together.

“I like you,” she confessed softly. The words slurred slightly like she was drunk, but she wasn’t intoxicated. Not with alcohol, anyway. “After so many men…”

“They all disappoint you,” Danny finished.

She nodded. “I feel perfectly safe with you. You wouldn’t do anything that I wouldn’t do.”

“We like the same food. We like the same wine.”

“And you’re good with kids.”

“I’m practically a mom myself.”

Suzanne giggled. “Yeah.” She pecked him on the nose. “I know this can’t be a permanent thing, but…”

I wouldn’t mind enjoying it while it lasts, Danny wanted to say.

Suzanne: “I wouldn’t mind enjoying it while it lasts.”

“Me too.”

Not long after, her hands were on the move. Danny felt them working with the snap and zipper of his jeans—popping the first loose, then tugging the second down. Her hesitation came with brief second thoughts. He felt her reminding herself that he was a perfect clone down there, and that actually this was more like masturbation than making love with another woman. It was a very valid opinion.

Danny tried to relax as her hand slipped toward the source of his sexual warmth. Since his dramatic transformation, he hadn’t given too much thought about the more intimate regions of his anatomy. In his mind, there wasn’t anything to be alarmed about; what was between his legs matched everything else. How was it any scarier than his painted toenails? Or the way his hips had a tendency to sway when he walked? Or being the expendable piece of pleasure that other men—including his own dad—saw him as?

His leg twitched as her fingers brushed up against his female mound, then located the innermost groove of it through his tight cotton panties.

Suzanne grinned, but didn’t say a word.

Nonetheless, her amazement was silently understood.

Danny couldn’t believe how good it felt to have his pussy rubbed by someone else. Compared to a cock, it didn’t quite have the same instant gratification as, say, jerking himself off when he had a built-up load of jizz. But when she quickened her pace—oh man. Her fingers pressed hard and fast around his clit, swirling in a tornadic frenzy. Then he was bucking against her, the pleasure shooting off through his body like fireworks.

“Guh!” he panted. “Mm. Oh.”

And as Suzanne showed how relaxed she was becoming with a female partner, the pleasant vibes being picked up by Danny’s synchronized brain encouraged him to return the favor. His hand dipped beneath her sweatpants and made haste for her groin, where it crossed a small strip of pubic hair before reaching her moist lower lips. With the wonderful results of her masturbation baking his mind in sweet euphoria, he mimicked her technique exactly.

Why not? It clearly worked!

She threw her head back and let out a long moan identical in pitch to his.

Danny found that amazingly hot, how their moans were just echoes of each other. He wondered if that was Suzanne’s observation, and he was just experiencing the feedback from it.

She began gyrating her hips; he gyrated his.

Faster and faster they rubbed, their throats as much in sync as their bodies and their building orgasms. He couldn’t believe how skilled she was, and she couldn’t believe how skilled he was. And in that race to get one another off, he swore they were panting and moaning perfectly together, one lust shared between two bodies and two voices.

“Oh!” they both squealed.

“Mm!” they both moaned.

“Make me come,” they both begged.

Shortly after, their desires were answered.

Danny cried out with his partner, both of them shuddering and shaking from head to toe as their twin pussies exploded into orgasm. And it was an explosion: a hot, convulsive, tingly burst that spread from the core of his navel, jolting him with a rush of pleasure. But the hottest and most pleasurable part of his body continued to be his female sex, which throbbed intensely and creamed all over his lover’s fingers.

In the waning ferocity of his and Suzanne’s climaxes, she kissed him once more. They were both hot and sweating and thankful for the other.

Danny wondered what this meant for his current girlfriend.

They both brought their wet fingers up and sampled each other. Not surprisingly, they both tasted the same.

Suzanne opened her mouth right as some muffled crying reached their ears. No doubt their noisy fun had woken Malcolm.

“I’ll get it,” they both said in unison, both moving to get up.

Suzanne laughed and pushed Danny back down.

“I’ll get it, mama,” she said. “You just relax there and think about your first female orgasm.”

Danny smiled and laid his head back while Suzanne went to put her son back to sleep.

Maybe this isn’t going to be so bad, he thought, while reflecting on the orgasm, the tender warmth of Suzanne’s body, and the past week of experiencing life through the lens of a thirty-year-old single mom. Although, he supposed she wasn’t a single mom anymore; she was a twin mom, as Danny felt a near-equal responsibility for her three-year-old son.

Mainly he was delighted.

He had confronted his father and changed a secretary’s life. And not only that, he felt those changes as echoes of love and appreciation. He had made a positive impact in her and himself.

The happiness he felt for that was even better than the orgasm.


Epilogue

Danny pulled up to Sunnyside Daycare. He’d only spent half a day at Schafer Transnational, but an unforeseen consequence of the Venus Phenomenon was that he felt both Suzanne’s pleasure and pain. He might as well have worked a full shift, because his neck and back sure felt like he had! It made him wish that their synchronization wasn’t so high. Like when his counterpart had stubbed her foot against the curb this morning. He’d been drinking coffee at her apartment when the sudden pain made him drop and shatter the mug!

“I’ll be right back,” Suzanne announced, exiting the passenger seat. He watched her walk toward the entrance of the daycare, admiring the fit of her blue pencil dress and hoping it looked as good on his body as it did on hers.

Of course it would, right?

With her boosted salary, she’d taken her car to the mechanic to catch up on some overdue maintenance. In the meantime, Danny was giving her rides. Through their synced-up minds, he was watching her even when she wasn’t visible to his eyes. He saw her scoop up Malcolm from the horde of toddler-aged kids; he saw her chatting with another mom who had recommended this daycare to her; he saw her talking with one of the employees about paperwork to finish.

Let me put my bundle of sweetness in the car first, she said.

Danny got out as Suzanne appeared, knocking the front door aside with a forceful jab of her wide hips. He knew he was supposed to be an eighteen-year-old guy with a steady girlfriend and no immediate aspirations of having kids—or giving birth to them. But it didn’t stop his heart from beating a little faster whenever he laid eyes on Malcolm.

It felt crazy.

But at the same time, Danny knew that he and that kid were blood-related.

Malcolm reached out for Danny. “Mama,” he said. “Mama.”

Suzanne just laughed. “There he goes again. Here, mama. Take him for a second while I—”

“Fill out paperwork. Got it.”

Danny took Malcolm, whose arms came wrapping around his neck, leaving him no choice other than to rest Malcolm against his shoulder while his real mom went back inside.

“Hey,” Danny said softly. “Did you have fun? I hope it’s nice in there. Your mom has worked so hard to give you everything you deserve.” He started laughing. “You probably won’t even remember me when you grow up, huh? That time when you had two moms? I guess your mom and I will probably still be friends then. I don’t know. I wonder if you’ll have to deal with the Venus Phenomenon when you’re my age. If you do, you don’t have to be scared of it. So many great things can happen. And you might even love someone you’ve never met before.”

By now, Malcolm had laid his head over Danny’s shoulder and gone limp; Danny knew he was just talking to himself.

He began humming the tune of "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star."

When Suzanne returned, she stopped and covered her mouth, overwhelmed by the cuteness of her other half singing to her son.

“Is he asleep?” she whispered.

Danny nodded. “Dozed right off.”

She kissed Malcolm’s blond head.

“So,” Danny said, “it looks like you’re driving.”


I Became My Girlfriend’s Mom!

(Venus Phenomenon)
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Alex’s index finger was inches away from the doorbell when the door whirled open, revealing his girlfriend in an ADELE tee. Her expression said everything: that he had a million shortcomings as boyfriend material, and this was quite possibly the million-and-first.

“Yesterday. Was. My. Birthday,” Deb said, each word enunciated with more rage. “How could you forget my birthday, Alex?”

“Wuh—well, I was busy.”

“Oh?” Foot tapping.

“Homework.”

“Yesterday was a Friday. You have the whole weekend.”

“I am a very organized person and like to get my homework out of the way.”

She frowned so hard that Alex thought she might shoot steam out of her ears. Then she sighed. And shook her head. And looked intensely disappointed in his absentmindedness.

Alex quietly said, “Maybe you should have reminded me.”

The door slammed in his face with such force that the wreath nearly whacked him in the nose. He stood there for a few seconds, waiting for Deb to calm down, come to her senses, and welcome him inside. And before long those seconds became minutes.

“So,” he said. “Are we still hanging out tonight?”

No response.

“Deb? Uh. I’m sorry.”

He pulled out his phone to text her—although first he had to acknowledge some nationwide alert. VENUS PHENOMENON IMMINENT, it read. Oh, right, he remembered. The Venus Phenomenon was scheduled to occur in the hour-long window between six and seven o’clock, which was three minutes from now. Alex wasn’t concerned. He’d lived through five cycles without himself or any friends being affected. The closest he’d come was two years ago when his history teacher had transformed into a twin of the most popular girl in school, who also happened to be a total ditz. He had to be reassigned to a different faculty position became he kept forgetting some of the material and making passes to a few boys in class.

Alex typed another apology to his girlfriend via phone text, but got nothing back. He looked up at her second-story window for any signal.

I didn’t mean to forget your birthday, he thought. How many times do you want me to say it? And is it really that big of a deal?

Finally, taking the hint, he turned around and shuffled back toward his car.

Girls were such a mystery. Alex had only been dating Deb for a couple months. But apparently within two months he was supposed to know everything about her and treat her as if he could read her mind. Jeez! The homework wasn’t a lie, either; he’d been working hard yesterday evening to catch up on his college classes in order to clear up his weekend.

And it seemed he got just that: a weekend with no girlfriend.

There was no reason why they couldn’t celebrate Deb’s birthday tonight.

Maybe it was because he forgot a gift?

He kicked at a rock.

Whatever, he thought, figuring he’d wait a few days before she settled down.

“Alex?” a voice called.

Alex perked up from his introspective reflection on young relationships and went toward the garage, where he found Deb’s father, Mr. Springer, among his newly converted man cave. One half of the garage now featured a sofa, a sixty-inch plasma television, and the lit-up signage for regional football, basketball, and baseball teams. Mr. Springer wanted to finish off his project with a small bar, but that was still in the conception stage, and was presently hindered by the stacks of boxes in the way of where it was going to be installed.

The slightly paunchy-bodied Mr. Springer saw Alex. “Oh,” he laughed. “I thought you were my Alyx. Have you seen her?”

Alex shook his head. It had been funny in the beginning when he learned that Mrs. Springer and he shared names, albeit spelled a little differently. Now it was just annoying with everyone having to constantly clarify who they were referring to.

“What’s going on? You seeing my daughter for her birthday?”

“Sure,” Alex said.

“Hey, while I’ve got you, you mind helping me out? Got these boxes to move.”

Alex shrugged. “Okay. Where to?”

“Just out of the way,” Mr. Springer said. “As close to my wife’s car without touching.”

Alex went over to where his girlfriend’s dad was, wondering if Mrs. Springer was cool with her husband reducing their two-car garage into half of a wannabe sports bar. Alex didn’t see Deb’s parents together all that often. They were usually off doing their own things. Mr. Springer had his watch parties; Mrs. Springer had her yoga and gardening. All they shared was a ring on their fingers, but seemingly not much else.

Alex went to lift the first box, then noticed some football memorabilia stacked inside. There were a couple trophies, an ancient-looking pigskin with the lettering rubbed off, and framed photographs of what looked to be a high school tournament. He lifted one out, which showed the quarterback holding a trophy alongside a cheerleader. Alex immediately recognized Deb’s father as the star of the game in the 88 jersey—though with more hair and a sturdier physique. And the pompom-holding cutie next to him? Clearly that was Mrs. Springer, before the change in name. They looked so young and happy.

“Championship game,” Mr. Springer said, noticing Alex with the photograph. “I tied the school record for the most touchdowns in a season that night. There’s a copy of that photo up at the school.”

“I never noticed,” Alex said, putting the photo back. “Did you have any thoughts of going pro?”

“A few,” Mr. Springer said, a bit wistfully. He was rubbing Alex’s shoulder, and beginning to squeeze a little harder. “Except my parents wanted their son doing something more respectable. They didn’t think I could make a living playing sports.”

Alex nodded. “Oh. Yeah. Well, at least you kept the cheerleader.”

“Sure did.”

Awkward silence.

“Anyway,” Mr. Springer said, giving Alex a heavy pat. “Times change, huh?”

“Of course.”

They resumed moving the cobweb-covered boxes, of which there were around a dozen. During this, Alex found himself feeling a little sad for Mr. Springer. Alex had never been interested in sports or possessed the talent for quarterback. But if he had, he sure would’ve ignored his parents and taken his skills to college at least.

That wasn’t to say Mr. Springer didn’t have a nice life. He definitely did. He had a nice house and a nice car, and clearly enough money to throw at a silly man cave.

But with football came glory.

Instead, Mr. Springer was just your average suburban father.

Nearing the end of the task, Alex was carrying one box that was sagging at the bottom. He tried to cradle it, but the contents had other ideas. The cardboard split open and several items fell out at his feet. One was a cheerleader outfit that looked to be what Mrs. Springer had been wearing in the old photograph. But the rest…

There were whips. BDSM masks. Collars. Handcuffs. Gags. Adult DVDs. And more.

“Oh,” Mr. Springer gasped. He already looked sunburned in the face, and he was only getting redder. “That’s, uh, from our…friskier days,” he laughed. “Here.” He bent down, turned the box over, and began shoving everything back inside. “I got the rest. You go on, now. And maybe try to forget you saw any of this.”

“Sure, Mr. Springer,” Alex said. “Uh, see ya later.”

“Yep.”

On his way out—and nearly crashing into the sofa due to his imagining Deb’s parents in those friskier days—he heard his name called again. This time it was Mrs. Springer, Alyx, who was summoning him. She had evidently taken a pause from sunbathing in the backyard because she was dressed in a teal bikini, floppy straw hat, and was holding a half-empty cocktail with a little umbrella perched atop the ice cubes.

“Alex, honey!” she hollered, waving. “Can I borrow you for a minute?”

“S-sure,” Alex said, trying to keep cool around Deb’s mom. “What for?”

“My darn laptop. I need a technical wizard.”

“Okay.”

Mrs. Springer led the way, while Alex trailed hypnotically.

She was a much different person since he had first met her. Deb had introduced her mom as a woman going through a midlife crisis after being emotionally distressed by her weight gain. So, here recently, Mrs. Springer had decided to rectify her self-perceived deteriorating beauty with a surgical overhaul. She’d gotten liposuction on her belly, fat transferred to her hips, and a rather eye-boggling pair of implants. The result—and what was currently entrancing Alex as they went toward the backyard pool—was her porn star proportions. Her ass was downright huge, the newly injected fat rippling underneath her bikini. Her thick thighs bore a little cellulite, but that was hardly a detriment.

Alex almost tripped where the grass changed over to cement, and he had to readjust his erection before Mrs. Springer introduced him to the troublesome laptop.

“It continues to give me fits,” she said, spinning around and gesturing to the device. Her cantaloupe-sized implants shook and wobbled, feuding with their overburdened restraints. “And now it’s frozen. Can you have a look?”

Alex rubbed his neck while willing himself to maintain eye contact and not stare into his girlfriend’s mother’s cleavage. “Y-yeah, sure,” he said, taking the laptop from her hands. “I’m not a technical wizard, but I can try a few things.”

“Well, you have a better chance than me,” she said with a smile. Although her eyes were mostly hidden behind dark shades, he swore they were looking him up and down.

He turned away and confirmed her assessment: the computer was indeed frozen and not responding to any inputs. With his limited knowledge of troubleshooting, he decided to turn it off and back on again. During the long boot-up process, he kept picturing Alyx’s ass in that bikini, swinging back and forth in his mind as if to wear down his self-control.

If the goal from those surgeries had been to get noticed, it certainly worked!

Finally, the laptop brought him to the login screen. He doubted the restart had fixed whatever issue had caused the freeze in the first place, but at least it was functioning for now.

He heard a rustle behind him. He turned around to announce his success.

Mrs. Springer was sitting in the lounge chair, happily sipping the watery remnants of her cocktail. But that wasn’t what caught Alex’s attention. Rather, her enormous tits were hanging out; the bikini had surrendered to the beat-and-battering forces and was laying halfway in her lap, one strap still clinging to her shoulder.

She smiled at him.

His mouth continued to hang open.

“Well?” she said, with a wobble that caused her naked breasts to jiggle. Her perky nipples shone a very delicious-looking pink underneath the hot sun. “Any luck?”

“Mrs. Springer. Your…” He gulped. “Your bikini.”

She looked down. “Oh!” she exclaimed. “Heavens, they just popped right out, didn’t they?” She calmly and smoothly replaced the strap over her shoulder, and stuffed her anarchical assets back underneath the limited coverage provided by the bikini, with several adjustments to conceal her wide areolas. “I’m sorry about that.”

Alex noticed that there didn’t seem to be any kind of wardrobe malfunction happening. He had thought her tits had simply burst free themselves, but now they were comfortably contained again.

His hard-on was aching.

“It’s all fixed?” she asked.

He nodded. “Yeah,” he squeaked.

“Excellent.” She bent forward, giving him an eyeful of her enhanced cleavage. “Can you do one other thing? Can you fetch me another drink? Do you know how to make a scotch and soda?”

“I’m twenty. I don’t drink.”

She laughed. “Of course not. Well, pour both over ice. Half of each.” She relaxed back in the chair with her arm outstretched, the empty glass beckoning.

Alex took it. He felt a spark as their fingers touched for a fleeting moment, and a dizzying sensation of vertigo as he headed toward the house…
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Darn that boy, Alex thought, flouncing toward the refrigerator carrying the empty glass, with his eyes like I was some circus freak. He grasped one of his tits for emotional support, feeling its heavy weight and firm size. They were so fun to squeeze now that he couldn’t help himself while in private. Dr. Sommers had cautioned that he might lose sensitivity from the enhancement, but that was not to be! If anything, pinching his nipples was now even more stimulating than during his twenty years of being married.

“Okay, Alex,” he said. “You’re fine. You’re beautiful. You’re a babe.” In fact, he had probably stunned the poor kid with his bodily charms. It was more of a reaction than he usually got from his husband, anyway.

Alex set the glass down, grabbed the soda water and scotch from the chiller, poured both together. Then his gaze left the cocktail and targeted his own cleavage. He smiled proudly at the sheer scale of his breasts—upgraded to a 34G from their formerly puny 34B. And he could not resist squeezing his upper arms on either side of them to create so much cleavage that he could picture half his girlfriends turning lesbian.

He would love to see Michael’s face buried in there. If he’d quit being a downer!

“Whoops,” Alex chirped, realizing he had overfilled his cocktail and was pouring all over the countertop. He retrieved a towel and cleaned the mess.

Afterward…

He stood there, glass in hand.

What WAS I doing with this? he thought to himself, with an inkling of a memory that he was supposed to be fetching it for someone.

But who?

And then his head cleared, and he took a sip. The kick of the alcohol had been perfectly diluted into a smooth, bubbly flavor, and he laughed at himself for being such a bimbo. Although, perhaps this one should be his last of the day if he was hallucinating!

A hand continued to massage his sore breasts. Then it fell and rested on his broad hip.

Alex had heard of married couples going through droughts in their mid-forties, but not like this. Again, he reiterated to himself that his surgery was a personal choice; it was for rejuvenation. He didn’t get huge implants just so Michael would get an uncontrollable boner and pounce on him like he’d done many times twenty years ago.

Although he wished that would still happen sometimes! Instead of never!

The doubts began creeping in again. About his beauty and attractiveness. About his self-confidence. About his bank account with all the expenses for new bras and jeans.

Alex drank his cocktail to, once more, put his mind at ease.

“Deborah! Honey!” He hollered. “What do you want for supper? And is Alex staying over?”

Her boyfriend wasn’t staying over. He already knew that.

Alex set his cocktail down and wrapped himself in the silk robe that had been hanging off the kitchen chair. Then he went upstairs, every step resulting in a jolting sway of his hips and a hurtful bounce from his chest. Since no one was watching, he cradled his tits the rest of the way, reducing their strain on the scar tissue.

Deborah’s door was ajar. He entered, and saw his daughter with headphones on looking at her phone. Her back was turned.

Alex touched her shoulder. “Sweetheart?” he said a little loudly. “Headphones off. Mommy wants to know if you want anything for supper.”

Deborah spun around. And froze.

There must’ve been only a couple seconds between her puzzled reaction and the open-mouthed scream she let out, but her face went through more emotions than an entire theater cast as it tried to express a horror beyond horrors.

“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

Something snapped in Alex’s mind. He looked down.

Tits! What the fuck!?

He grabbed them, and his mind processed them as his own, however impossibly so. And the tight-fitting teal bikini. And his flat crotch. And the tremendous swell of his new hips and ass. He laid a hand on a buttock and felt a discomforting jiggle all throughout his backside.

His daughter—no, his girlfriend—paused to take a breath and resumed screaming.

Alex screamed with her.

The noise inevitably brought her real mom to investigate, and Alex faced the person he now possessed an eerie likeness to. He had this disorienting feeling of being in two places at once, with two sets of eyes staring into each other. He grabbed his head as he was bombarded with echoes of Alyx’s shock and disbelief. Both of their minds were a little foggy from the scotch, but what had happened couldn’t have been any clearer.

The Venus Phenomenon.

Alex had transformed into a twin of Alyx—his own girlfriend’s mother.

“I…” Alex started, feeling an oncoming headache from the synchronization. “I…don’t like this at all.”

Alyx was wondering how thorough the changes were, with a punctuated glance toward his crotch.

Pretty damn thorough, Alex wanted to answer, knowing there was no space in his new bikini bottom for any leftovers of his manhood.

He shuddered intensely.

Even that caused his huge ass to jiggle.

“Okay,” Alyx said. “We all just need to take a deep breath.”

Alex did so, imagining the exhale removing his fear and anxiety. It was one of Alyx’s breathing exercises, part of a meditation technique. Alex figured it probably wasn’t applicable to situations quite like this one, but he felt like he had to try regardless.

“Mom?” Deb said, sounding halfway delirious. “Alex can’t be you for the next five hundred days! There’s gotta be something we can do.”

“There’s nothing we can do, sweetie,” Alyx said.

“She’s right, sweetie,” Alex said, then bit his tongue. “I mean, Deb.”

Deb covered her eyes. “Just tell me when one of you is gone. I feel like I’m going crazy with both of you standing in my room!”

But Alyx’s plan wasn’t to hide Alex; it was to place him in front of the family and explain that he would be welcome inside their home and freely permitted to borrow whatever clothes he needed. And Alex, despite his own persistent dread about living the next 584 days with a copy of his girlfriend’s mother’s body, agreed. The changes were irreversible. There was no point in fighting the physical and mental echoes of Mrs. Alyx Springer. He would have to get acquainted with looking and partially acting like a forty-five-year-old woman. And the Springer family would too.

Alex didn’t know if his improving mood was due to his synced mind hearing Alyx work this out, or if his emotions were being directly overwritten by her more-positive outlook.

But he did start to feel better. No matter the how or why of it.

“I’ll grab Michael,” Alyx said. “Let’s all meet downstairs.” She went on ahead.

Alex stepped aside to let Deb pass. She kept a long stare and a wide berth—made even wider when Alex tried to lay his hand upon her shoulder. He hadn’t meant to; it was automatic, like something Alyx would have done to comfort her daughter.

It pained him that her boyfriend was no longer a boy.

And it also pained him that he was the boyfriend who was no longer a boy.

Damn, it was confusing!

Alex followed his girlfriend downstairs, wincing as several parts of Alyx’s body jiggled and bounced with every step. He cringed as he again held his breasts, providing more support than the bikini. He was astonished by how heavy they were, how just plain expansive they felt underneath his arm—when five minutes ago he hadn’t been bothered by their presence.

He tried not to think about his crotch.

The way the bikini was tautly stretched, how little it covered, how there was a slight wedgie sensation in the front.

God!

He was overloaded with new sensations, every single one of them wrong.

The family met in the living room. Alyx brought her husband. From having listened to their conversation via the synchronization, Alex knew she hadn’t told him specifically what this meeting was about. And when he rounded the corner, his jaw dropped.

Alyx smiled. She thought it was funny.

And because she was amused by all this, Alex felt a similar kind of pleasant aura in the room, and he had to fight from smiling too as Alyx’s husband gawked at his new tits.

No, he thought. Don’t make me enjoy this.

“So,” Alyx said, clapping her hands together when they’d all assembled into a loose circle. “As you can see, Alex was changed by the Venus Phenomenon. I want everyone to treat him like he’s part of the family. And he is welcome inside our home.” She snapped her fingers at Michael. “Honey, don’t ogle him.”

Mr. Springer looked away from Alex’s tits. “Ye-uh-oh. Sorry. It’s just that he’s you. Even after the surgery. Like.” He cupped his hands in the air, and outlined a vague shape of his wife’s breasts. “Everything.”

“Is that a problem?”

“No.”

Alex pinched his robe a little tighter. He was disgusted by Mr. Springer gawking at his chest, but Alyx was inwardly entertained from her enhanced bosom finally getting noticed by her husband—if not on the wrong person.

Deb kept staring too. She had looked pissed in her bedroom, and she continued to look pissed here. Again, Alex was hit with an impulse to say something that would lift her spirits. He didn’t like seeing his daughter—er, girlfriend—in an ugly mood.

“Is he going to live with us?” Deb asked, her tone suggesting she was not thrilled about such a prospect.

“Well, he can if he wants,” Alyx laughed. And then she added: “Though we’ll need a new bed if we’re to have three people sleeping together.”

Deb made a sound of revulsion.

Michael’s eyes bounced between his wife and her new doppelgänger. “Really?”

“No,” Alyx said seriously. “I’m just teasing. I’ll make up the guest room. Alex, would you mind if I call your parents and tell them? I’m sure you’re still reeling.”

Alex nodded. “That’s fine.”

Inside, he was more than reeling. The synchronization of his mind with Alyx’s was making him feel nauseous. He couldn’t tell if it was his body sending out those signals or hers, but the discomfort was authentic nonetheless. He excused himself and lurched toward the kitchen sink, fearing that his new stomach was about to blow chunks everywhere. And Alyx’s heavy consumption of scotch earlier wasn’t helping matters either!

He clenched the countertop, targeting the drain.

No.

Now his loins were in agony. He grimaced as a memory of something deeply hurtful and yet extremely joyful filled his mind. His whole body trembled as he clutched his lower belly, remembering a vivid memory of when it had stretched way out from his abdomen.

Then Alyx was rubbing his back. “Are you okay?” she asked.

He nodded, although he was now panting and sweating. “I think I just had a memory of you giving birth,” he said. “All the contractions, the feeling of Deb…” He steadied himself against the countertop and groaned. “Now I remember how I—I mean, how you didn’t want to lose sight of her on her first day of school. You were so scared of her going off by herself.”

Alyx petted the side of his head. “Oh, sweetheart. You really are getting hit hard with the memories, aren’t you? I had no idea it was so strong.”

More flashes.

“And Hank making a move on you at work.” His knuckles hurt, and he started laughing. “You decked him. Wow, you felt so good after that.”

Alyx laughed too.

A few minutes passed. The memories faded into a more-distant corner of his mind, where they weren’t so overwhelming. It made him very uncomfortable to see moments in Alyx’s life while also standing in front of her—including when she’d lost her virginity with Michael after that title-winning football game. He recalled the brief pain of Michael’s erection tearing through her hymen, the thrill of riding him in the backseat of his car, the embarrassment of bonking her head. The details were as crisp as if Alex had lived them himself.

As if he’d become a wife and mother.

“Whoa,” he sighed. “Okay. It’s kind of getting better.”

Alyx hugged him—as best she could given their identically buxom frames. “It’ll get better. You know, with my hectic life, sometimes I’ve wished I could be in two places at once.”

Alex laughed. “Wish granted?”
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Alex settled the beautiful, lemon-yellow daffodil into its new home; he pushed and piled the soft soil around it, and then gave it a nice morning shower with his watering pot.

Why am I doing this? he asked himself again.

Why was he humming to himself as he quenched the flower’s thirst?

Why was it so imperative that he be toiling in the Springers’ backyard flowerbed before nine o’clock on a Sunday morning?

He knew the answer. It was his synchronization with Alyx. She had wanted to get the daffodils planted before spring turned to summer, and it was still comfortably cool around nine o’clock. Alex had been cognizant of that urgency this morning; it had kept him awake around seven-thirty, with worries that he was wasting daylight. He had never planted a flower in his life, but his hands seemed suited and skilled with the task nonetheless. And when he had finished, he sat back on his knees and admired the new, refreshing color in Alyx’s little garden.

It was pleasing to get a little yard work done.

And Alyx liked yellow: the yellow of sundresses, the yellow of ducklings, the yellow of cornfields. It had been her favorite color since childhood. Alex could faintly recall some preschool test with a question asking what her favorite color was; he saw her little girlish hand scribbling the word in.

“Uh,” Alex groaned, holding the side of his head.

Damn these memories!

He could even remember Alyx’s mother teaching her all about the menstrual cycle—a memory, like the preschool test, that was so old it predated Alex’s birth.

That was wild to think about.

“Yoo-hoo!” Alyx hollered as she came out the back door. She was wearing her brown overalls, her second favorite pair. Alex had taken her favorite blue pair. “Alex! Oh, honey, you don’t need to be planting my flowers so early in the morning. I can take care of it.”

Alex removed his gloves and wiped away the little sweat there was on his brow. “It’s okay,” he said with a smile. “I knew it was important that you get these darling little—I mean, these flowers planted before the days got too hot.”

“Well, you read my mind.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “I know it can’t be helped. And remind me later that I need to get you one of those synchronometer-thingies.”

Alyx went inside to prepare some freshly squeezed lemonade. Meanwhile, Alex sat outside on the porch, resting his forty-five-year-old body after the chore.

He wanted to feel distressed about owning a pair of 34G breasts, which, as he glanced down, were crammed inside Alyx’s snug overalls. And he wanted to feel troubled by being able to remember wanting to get his chest enhanced and searching for the best surgeon to do so. And he wanted to be spooked by how unperturbed he’d been this morning when he had gotten up to urinate, put on some of Mrs. Springer’s undergarments, and worked in the garden.

He wondered what he should make for lunch.

Would he have to start earlier? He had a yoga class today.

Er, Alyx did.

Alex rubbed his forehead, wishing the last twenty-four hours could be undone. Better yet, the last forty-eight hours, so he could’ve been a better boyfriend and taken Deb out to eat.

Alyx returned with the drinks. Alex gulped greedily. The morning wasn’t too warm, but he was sweating underneath his clothes. It didn’t take much to wear himself out now.

“How are you feeling?” Alyx asked, sitting across from him as the birds in their backyard maple tree chirped. “Any new memories?”

Alex saw his hand stroking Mr. Springer’s cock in the back row of a movie theater while that weird Romeo + Juliet movie with Leonardo DiCaprio was playing. Michael had shot his load all over Alyx’s lap, and she had to hold her jacket in front of her waist on the way out to hide the cum stains. Despite her initial embarrassment, they both laughed afterward.

“Nope,” he said. “I think I’m getting better at suppressing them.”

“That’s good. Our sync must be going down.”

I wish it would, he thought.

Then Alex was suddenly thinking about yoga.

“Oh,” Alyx said, as if struck by a thought. “I may need your help this afternoon. Deb’s car needs to be picked up from the mechanic, but I have yoga.” She was already grinning as if having a twin was the best gift a woman her age could have. “Could you take Deb?” Then she laid her hand on his wrist and said, “Surely you’re not a fan of yoga, like me.”

Alex giggled. Her little joke was suddenly funny.

She giggled back.

“I don’t know,” he said, envisioning himself in all the poses, the relief in his joints, the pleasant tightness of Alyx’s yoga pants hugging his large butt. “It might suit me.”

Alyx drank the rest of her lemonade. “Well, with the gardening already done, I can get some laundry started. You want a scotch and soda, honey? It does wonders for me in the mornings.”

“I know it does,” he said. “But I’m okay. Thanks.”

“Well, you’ll probably feel my buzz anyway,” she said, and she took her glass back into the house with an energetic swing to her big hips.

She was in such a good mood lately.

In her mind, Alex discerned that she enjoyed having someone to talk to. With Michael working on that dang man cave and Deb doing her own thing, she was often lonely.

“Ugh,” Alex sighed, feeling a pang in his heart.

After finishing his morning refreshment, he took Alyx’s gardening tools back to the shed and had himself a quick shower. It was weird how normal it felt to lather himself with her body wash, to soap up his large breasts, and to grab her razor and touch up the little landing strip of hair she had between her legs. He winced as he felt the scars of her breast augmentation—the circular incisions around her areolas. She had been so scared by such an upgrade. Even now, she was second-guessing it. Some of her friends had criticized her. Fewer people looked her in the eye.

Damn, Alex thought, stepping out and drying himself off.

Being a forty-five-year-old mother and wife was emotionally draining. He regretted not taking up Alyx’s offer on that scotch and soda.

He went into the master bedroom as if he belonged, and perused Alyx’s closet for an outfit. He chose some hip-hugging jeans and a cute little sweater. The latter had been purchased before her surgery, and, although it was stretchy, it left nothing to the imagination about his chest. The neckline—probably conservative on a normal-proportioned woman—even showed the top of his cleavage.

Juh-eezus! Alex thought as he checked himself out in the mirror. He looked like he had been stuffed into Alyx’s clothes, his curvy body further exaggerated by his tucked-in sweater and the belt making his waist appear narrower.

Deb was similarly distracted when he went to ask her to go retrieve her car.

“God,” she scoffed. “Is Alex even still in there? Or are you becoming my mom too?”

“I’m still in here,” Alex said. He didn’t like her tone.

This wasn’t new, he sensed; Deborah had frequently criticized Alyx’s new appearance after the surgery, even calling her a bimbo to her face.

“Let’s go get your car, swee—I mean, Deb.”

She snorted. “Are you doing that intentionally?”

“No. It’s confusing. Trust me.”

Deb grabbed her purse and led the way. “Five hundred days of this,” she moaned. “Me and my two moms.”

Alex opted for his own car, although he had to move the seat way forward—not just because he was several inches shorter, but Alyx preferred to be much closer to the steering wheel, and so it felt unnatural to have it anywhere else. The ride started out silent. The new brake calipers had already been paid for, so all Alex had to do was drop Deb off.

Halfway there, snickering came from the passenger seat.

“What?” Alex said, creeping up behind the queue at a stoplight.

“You even drive like Mom,” she said.

Alex didn’t think he was driving any differently than normal, and said so.

“You are,” she insisted. “You keep slamming the brake pedal too hard when we’re a mile behind the next car, and you take forever to roll up to the intersection. And you make it too cold in here.” With this declaration, she turned off the air conditioning.

“Sorry,” Alex said. “It all seems normal to me.”

“Are you wearing her underwear too? Does that feel normal?”

He shrugged. “Well, yeah.”

“Gross.”

“It’s not gross, Deb. We have the same body.”

She laughed. “Totally not what I meant.”

Have I lost touch with my own girlfriend because I’m forty-five years old? Alex wondered. He was trying to act like himself, but he knew that he wouldn’t have been wearing panties with leak protection two days ago. Or a bra with built-in padding to protect his surgery scars. That was all Alyx. And where Alyx ended and he began was a little fuzzy sometimes.

But he knew he was still Deb’s boyfriend. Though he wondered if that would still be true in the coming weeks and months, or if he’d be like an aunt staying over at her house. He had fucked up a couple days ago by underestimating the importance of her birthday, and he wondered if he had missed his chance to make it up to her.

That reminded him: Michael’s birthday was next month.

Alex contemplated what his husband would—

No, you stupid brain, he thought, Mr. Springer is NOT your husband.

Deb was right. These next five hundred days were going to be torturous.

As they were nearing their destination, Deb said, “So, you and my mom think alike, right? Like, your minds are linked?”

“Something like that,” Alex told her.

They pulled up at the shop. Alex waved to a mechanic he recognized, and who thought he was Alyx from a distance. He went to retrieve Deb’s car.

Deborah: “Do you know why she turned herself into a bimbo?”

Alex looked at his girlfriend. He almost wanted to scold her for using that offensive vocabulary. It hurt him. Well, it hurt Alyx, and therefore Alex too.

He sighed and tried to look into his new twin’s mind. “She just wanted to make a change. That’s all. She wasn’t happy with the way she looked.”

“But that?” Deb said, staring at Alex’s chest. “Some change. I guess she went for the stripper package. Now all my friends make fun of me.”

“Honey—” Alex pounded the steering wheel. “Deb, can you at least respect her decision?”

“Ha. Very funny.”

“Your mother just wanted to feel young again. And she wanted to rekindle her relationship with your father.”

Deb covered her ears. “Okay, that’s it. I’m leaving. I’m gonna hang out with Jessica. So, you can tell Mom, since you two are best bosom buddies now.” She hopped out and walked toward her car.

Alex sat in the driver’s seat, processing. This overlapping of two relationships—boyfriend to girlfriend, mother to daughter—was making his brain hurt again. But both the boyfriend and the mother didn’t want to see Deb upset. And, unwillingly, he had come to her mother’s defense. Alyx absolutely had a right to midlife beautification, and she could get whatever size of implants she wanted, no matter her daughter’s criticisms.

But had it worked?

She was happier. And she was more confident in wearing sexier clothes that revealed her body. For instance, even Alex loved the way this sweater hugged his tits. He looked like he was about to burst through the thing.

But as for rekindling her relationship with her husband?

Alex’s new batch of memories revealed no sex at all with Michael since her makeover.

It pissed him off.

As he backed out of the parking spot and set a course for the Springer home, he hoped Alyx hadn’t drunk all the scotch and soda.
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Alex polished the last plate dry with the dishtowel, then set it comfortably among its siblings in the rack. Then he rubbed his lower back to address a small cramp that had worked into a moderate cramp. Damn tits, he thought humorously. Alyx’s new bust meant she had to alter her posture, and her spine wasn’t yet accustomed to the extra mass. And the sturdier bra was digging into his shoulders. Plus, there were easily half a dozen other parts of his body that were achy or sore: his knees, his shoulders, his neck, and more.

Being a forty-five-year-old woman was an endurance test—even when he was only exerting himself for household chores.

He pictured himself in a bubble bath.

Alyx sometimes rewarded herself with one. Those memories reminded him of the cool, refreshing water on her skin, the delightful smell of the soap, the joy when her fingers sometimes dipped between her legs to solve a different kind of tension.

Alex trembled.

He knew exactly how his girlfriend’s mother masturbated, and the sounds she made when she reached orgasm.

It was unconscious; he had no control of which memories of hers he could see.

But it made him feel like a pervert regardless.

“Damn,” he whispered, with a glance toward the fridge and a rising late-afternoon thirst for Alyx’s special drink. He sighed. “No.”

The growling sound of the lawn mower caught his attention again.

Mr. Springer was out back, taking advantage of the pleasant weather to give the backyard grass its first trim of the year. Alex watched from the window over the kitchen sink as the man who could have been a football star undertook the chore of the average man of the house.

He remembered only knowing Mr. Springer for a couple months.

Alyx, meanwhile, had known her husband since high school.

They had been so close in the beginning. Alyx had been ravenous with passion; Michael had been just as energetic as her, and eager to share in the fun of youth and romance. And Alyx still believed that days like those could happen again. She craved it all the time. Age had not dulled any of the pleasure her body could produce. In fact, she masturbated more than ever just to placate her libido.

But Michael just wasn’t interested.

She would cuddle him, massage him, whisper to him all the sweetest compliments. She was trying so hard—all for nothing.

Alex frowned. What the hell is his problem? he wondered, unavoidably taking Alyx’s side in this romantic dilemma. His male mind wanted to know nothing about Deb’s parents’ sex lives, but the part of his mind that was Alyx was constantly worrying about it. The lack of intimacy consumed her, and even tormented her. She had considered a therapist, and she had even thought maybe Michael was cheating on her.

He wouldn’t, Alex thought. Michael was too charming for that.

Finally, Alex decided enough was enough.

He went to get some answers.

Michael had temporarily ceased his mower-pushing to empty the grass collector. He noticed Alex approaching. “Hey,” he said, with a less-than-discreet glance at Alex’s bouncing rack. “Something I can help you with?”

“What’s the deal?” Alex fumed.

“What?”

“Between you and your wife. Why won’t you have sex with her?”

Michael looked shocked by the directness of the question. Then he said, “That’s none of your business. That is a matter between us.”

“Oh, please.” Alex had begun to pace back and forth. He was stressed out from confronting Alyx’s husband, even though he wasn’t the one not getting satisfied. “I have memories of giving you blowjobs. And I remember when we—when you got married, and the elation she felt when you pushed the ring on her finger.” He wiped his eyes and sniffled. “You kept a wedding photo in your office for ten years because of how much we both loved that dress. And you were so handsome that day. It was my dream come true to be your wife.”

Michael was silent for a moment, reflecting on this.

Alex didn’t correct himself. While recalling the memories of Alyx walking down the aisle, he really felt like he had been there, that he had been the one in love and reciting his vows. Alyx had stayed up all night getting them just right.

“I still do love her,” Michael said quietly. “That hasn’t changed.”

“Then show it,” Alex said. “Be the man she married. She needs you.”

Michael looked down, as if in shame. “I can’t do that.”

“Why not?”

He was quiet again. Then he said, “I have…erectile dysfunction.”

Oh, Alex thought. Such a reason hadn’t even crossed his mind. But that absolutely was something men in their forties had to worry about. Still, it irritated Alex that Michael would rather push his wife away than admit that.

Michael chuckled. “It doesn’t matter. Look at me.” He patted his paunch. “I’m fatter. My hair’s falling out. I’m not the same husband she had twenty years ago.”

“You’re so wrong.”

Alex went to hug him, then realized how awkward that might be; he pulled his arms away, then stood there with a faint warmth in his loins that proved him right.

“She loves you,” Alex said. “She wants everything to do with you. And she would be overjoyed if you were the man you used to me.”

“Is that true?”

Alex smiled. “I can read your wife’s mind. And my nipples are really hard right now.” He shifted his weight to the other foot. “Along with other things.”

“Thanks for coming forward. Maybe it’s my turn to do something to feel younger.”

“I just want your wife to be happy. Because it’ll make me happy. Er, I mean, not like in a sexual way.” Alex began to blush. “But like a peace of mind.”

“You two are that linked, huh?”

He nodded. “Pretty much.”

Heading back inside, Alex was feeling absolutely radiant. Look at me, he thought, a marriage counselor. He hadn’t needed any training; all he had to do was speak his feelings. And Michael’s sentiments were completely understandable. But erectile dysfunction was treatable. He and Alyx could still love each other like in the old days, and perform when it was required. There was a light at the end of the tunnel.

In his mind, he witnessed his other half riding downtown with Kathy—one of her coworkers. They’d made recent arrangements to eat dinner and check out a bar that was hosting a local band. Alyx had texted Alex that she might not be home until ten o’clock, but he didn’t need a cell phone to know that.

He poured himself a scotch and soda while Michael restarted the mower. As he was once again savoring Alyx’s preferred cocktail, he slipped a hand into the neckline of his sweater, pushed it underneath his bra, and found a nipple.

A simple pinch made his knees quiver.

God, Alex thought. It simultaneously repulsed and excited him how much he wanted his girlfriend’s father right now.

His mind tried to repel those thoughts.

But Alyx’s mind welcomed them back in.

No, he thought, while his fingers—highly experienced with bodily exploration over the years—began massaging the entirety of his breast and groping it. No, he thought again, as his other hand rubbed the inside of his thigh, very near to where a warmth was continuing to flourish and throb.

No, no, no. I am NOT my girlfriend’s mother. I am not a wife.

It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours, and already he was acting this way.

How could he withstand the temptation for five hundred days?

Of course, it depended on his synchronicity. With not having a synchronometer right now, Alex could only guess how closely he and Alyx were linked. But based on the erotic impulses he was experiencing, he supposed the number was likely in the seventies. Maybe even close to eighty.

Any higher, and he might forget that Deb was his girlfriend; he might see himself as the matriarch of the Springer household, an equal to Alyx and an identically devoted mother and wife. Rather than be terrified of this, he had an amusing vision of himself and Alyx treating Michael to a threesome. Boy, wouldn’t that be something!

If he couldn’t get it up now…

Alex borrowed an ice cube from his cocktail and gently pressed it against the slope of his breast. He shivered as some of the frozen water immediately melted and trickled down and into his bra, introducing a cool chill to his areola and nipple.

“Ohhh,” he peeped.

Alyx’s libido was teaching him a lot about the female sex drive. He was quickly finding out that his arousal had less to do with physical stimulation and more to do with his mood.

Helplessly, he pictured an arm around his waist, a flurry of kisses along his neck, a hand squeezing his plump ass.

More of the ice cube melted.

He shoved it and his entire hand inside his bra cup, squeezing, squeezing until his body was writhing and his throat was moaning. His clothes began to feel tight; his forehead was hot; his chest rose and fell, his lungs demanding more oxygen as his body became increasingly turned on. And for the first time, Alex experienced firsthand something other than a hardness between his legs. Rather, he was becoming warmer, wetter, and tinglier.

And God, was it wonderful!

“Mom?” said a voice. Then: “Oh.”

Alex shrieked and yanked his hand out of his bra. The much-melted ice cube—now the size of a pellet—bounced off the window and ricocheted among the drying dishes. He was holding his breath as he saw Deb on the other side of the kitchen.

Her face contorted into a drastic grimace.

“Uck. Gross!”

“Hey, swee—Deb, Deb-deb-deborah,” Alex said to his girlfriend, with a hand tightly pinching the neckline of his sweater closed. Though there was nothing he could do about the wet stain in the front. “That was inappropriate.”

“You couldn’t get a room first?”

Alex considered a dozen different apologies, none able to cure the embarrassment he felt right then. “Let’s just forget that happened.”

“Yes. Let’s.”

“Thanks.”

“Where’s Mom?”

“Out,” Alex told her. “With Kathy. They aren’t coming home until late.”

Deb crossed her arms and smiled smugly. “You see what’s going on, right?”

“What’s going on?”

“With you around, she has someone else to do the household chores. And she can just fly off and do whatever she wants. She lucked out.”

Alex shook his head. “No. She’s still committed to this family.”

“How do you know, Sherlock? I’ve known her longer than you have. Now that she’s made herself look like a bimbo, she’s going to find herself another man. I talked to all my friends. They all say people her age start feeling less happy about their families and want to start over.”

“She’s not doing that. And I’m pretty sure I know her better than you.”

Deb rolled her eyes. “Whatever. So, since you’re like my pseudo-mom now, do you mind if I order pizza?”

“That sounds lovely—er, I mean…”

“Thanks, Mom.”

Alex took a huge sigh after his girlfriend left the room. He was frustrated by his lack of self-control and the whirlwind of emotions going on in his mind. Everyone treated the Venus Phenomenon like it was harmless. Technically it was; the transformations were all temporary and nobody got hurt from a little cosmic entanglement. But mentally it was exhausting.

Michael passed by the window again, the mower rumbling as it chewed up the grass.

And immediately Alex’s arousal was reignited.

He wanted to do something about it. Even as a twenty-year-old guy in the body of a forty-five-year-old woman, that connection to Alyx’s husband was so strong that it did not seem immoral to fantasize about a sexual affair involving the both of them. He was wearing a copy of Alyx’s wedding ring, after all; it had been included with the bikini yesterday.

And Alex had an idea how he might retie the knot between the Springers.
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The old high school football stadium was exactly where Alex remembered it—though lonely on a corner lot overgrown with weeds and a smattering of dandelions. The high school itself had long since been demolished and relocated to the new facility that the twenty-year-old Alex had attended. A few bleachers were all that remained of Alyx’s and Michael’s high school, along with patches of gravel from the parking lot that would always be full on Friday nights.

He sensed a lot of fond memories of this place, even though his eyes were seeing it for the first time. Back then, the football spirit captivated almost every student. He could recall fifteen-year-old Alyx coming to the games with her mom, long before she ever dated her husband.

A wooden sign was still up. EAGLES FOOTBALL, it read. Although it appeared to have been subjected to a firing squad of BB guns over the years.

“My god,” Michael chuckled in the passenger seat. “It’s still here.”

“Some of it,” Alex said as he parked the car. He gestured to the pasture his low-beams were shining on. “There used to be the bathrooms and concessions. Alyx always ordered a grape soda and begged her mom to have butter on her popcorn.”

“You remember all that?”

“Mm-hmm,” he said. “I even remember you two going off behind the bleachers when she was older.”

Michael was shaking his head. “I still can’t believe you have the body and memories of my wife. It’s happened six times now, and it’s still incredible.”

Incredible, Alex thought, smiling

That was a good word choice. A pleasurable pulse went through his loins.

“Wanna see it?” he asked.

“Sure.”

They exited Alex’s car. He bundled himself tighter in Mrs. Springer’s trench coat and walked with Michael toward the derelict bleachers, where hundreds of people would have been cheering for their quarterback to bomb a pass toward the end zone. Now, the only noise coming from the rickety rows of seats was the squeaking as the wind gusted. The football field was totally unrecognizable; grass had even removed any signs of the running track. The goal posts were gone too.

Alex walked along where the Eagles’ benches would’ve been, Michael keeping pace alongside.

“Seems like half a lifetime ago,” Michael commented.

“Well, you were eighteen then. You’re in your forties now.”

He laughed. “I meant it as a figure of speech.”

Alex grabbed Michael’s hand. It just seemed right to do so. And Michael didn’t pull away. “It has been a long time.”

They stopped and turned toward each other. Alex looked up into his girlfriend’s father’s eyes, seeing so much more in those green irises than he had a couple days ago. Alyx’s wifely instinct made him step closer.

Michael said nothing for a time.

Alex rubbed the man’s waist. Comforting him. Being there for him.

Then Michael asked, “What do you want, Alex?”

“To take you back in time. To take us back in time.”

“Why? You’re not my wife.”

That hurt. And Alex bit his lip to not argue otherwise. But it was true; he was a combination of a twenty-year-old guy and a forty-five-year-old married woman, even if the latter was substantially controlling his decisions and desires right now.

“I am a lot like your wife,” he said. “I know what she wants. But I guess I’m a little more direct than she is. Consider me her slightly distorted reflection. In many ways, we’re the same person.”

Michael smiled. “You’re a beautiful reflection.”

Alex smiled back. “And you’re just plain beautiful, honey. Here. Have a seat.”

Michael trudged through a thick patch of grass and sat down on the bottom row of bleachers. He watched on as Alex began removing his trench coat—which came as a relief. The coat wasn’t sized for Alyx’s new proportions, and had been pinching him severely!

He undid the top two buttons.

Michael’s eyes lit up. “Oh no,” he laughed. “Oh, hon—Alex, you didn’t even wash it, did you? There were probably spiders living in that thing.”

“It crossed my mind,” Alex said, revealing what he had on underneath. The cheerleader uniform didn’t quite fit as it had over twenty years ago, and was stretched to the limit across Alex’s bust and backside. The bottom, which had covered most of eighteen-year-old Alyx’s thighs, now barely covered Alex’s panties. He never would’ve been allowed on the field with this thing. The parents would have kicked up a fuss.

But tonight it was fine. It was erotic.

“Check under your seat,” he told Michael.

Michael did. And he pulled out pompoms. “You staged all this,” he said. “You had it all planned from the moment you asked me.”

“Maybe,” Alex said with a guilty smile.

Along with memories of the games, he recalled many of Alyx’s routines. He was far too out of shape to be throwing himself around and doing the moves of her youth, but he thought it’d be fun to pretend he was cheering Michael Springer on to another football victory.

A pompom in each hand, Alex raised his arms up to start.

And promptly ripped the front of his uniform open.

“Oh no!” he gasped, feeling the new several-inches-long gap down the EAGLES logo that his huge tits were bulging through. He started to giggle; the tear lengthened even more.

Does Alyx know how to sew? he wondered. His limited access to her mind gave him no answer.

Michael laughed too. “I think it’s had it.”

“I think so too,” Alex agreed. “Darn. I wanted to twirl around and see if I could still hike my leg up without pulling a muscle.”

Michael relaxed back, grasping the front of his jeans. The light of dusk was enough to highlight the bulge he was dealing with, pushing out his zipper. “Oh shit,” he sighed. “Mm. I think we did go back in time. I haven’t felt like this in ages.”

Holy shit, he has a boner! Alex realized.

Now that was something worth cheering for!

It caught him off-guard how thrilled he was to see Deb’s father struggling with an erection. Right then, he felt the agonizing depth of Alyx’s drought with intimacy, the longing she had whenever she masturbated and wished her fingers could be replaced by her husband’s cock, the love she felt that was thrumming in his chest as strongly as it had on their honeymoon.

His head was spinning. He was trapped between opposing desires, opposing lives. It hurt him how much he wanted to make love to his girlfriend’s dad.

Michael looked back at him. His eyes scanned over Alex’s body. He was conflicted too.

“I don’t know if this is appropriate,” he said.

“Do you want me?” Alex asked.

Michael hesitated, then nodded.

“And aren’t you a faithful husband?”

“Of course I am.”

Alex walked toward him. “Then it must be appropriate.”

“But you’re—”

“The Venus Phenomenon turned me into a reflection of your wife. And a reflection of your wife is still your wife.”

“Oh, honey,” Michael moaned as Alex bent over him.

Per Alyx’s memories, a kiss had been a long time coming. Alex could recall friendly kisses and goodnight kisses, but passionate kisses were far fewer. He latched on, nearly sucking the lips off Michael’s face before easing off. A hand squeezed his ass; another held him at his waist as it had at prom, when Alyx had been so nervous she almost fainted in her date’s arms.

Alex wasn’t nervous for this. He was hungry. Desperate. As a twenty-year-old guy in the body of a forty-five-year-old woman, he couldn’t have pretended to know how persuasive the heat of that flame in his lower abdomen was until now.

Michael kissed his neck. Alex giggled. It was completely a girlish reaction, consistent with his hard nipples and empty groin.

It was difficult to even remember what an erection felt like.

Except Michael’s.

Alex rubbed the man’s groin, his sensual touch provoking that bulge to become a turgid tent that needed freedom. With his neck still receiving sweet pecks, he found the zipper and yanked it down.

“Oh,” Michael groaned. “God, honey. It hasn’t felt like this since…”

“Too long,” Alex said. “Now keep squeezing my ass.”

“It’s so sexy,” Michael panted.

Alex smiled. Damn right, he thought.

The bleachers, he realized, were not the best place to be injecting life back into his lover’s manhood; he should’ve waited until they were at home, or at least in the car.

Too late now! The arousal he felt could not be contained. It was as overwhelming as it was unprecedented to his male mind. It coursed through his veins; it burned in his chest; it made his eyeballs vibrate.

Alex successfully liberated Michael’s cock. Uninterrupted, his hand smoothly began squeezing it and stroking it, rewarding that hardness with several quick tugs. That he was jerking off another man hardly bothered him. He kept thinking: This is what comes next, it’s natural. And his body wanted it. Not just the place between his legs, but everything.

Michael leaned his head against the next row of seats and groaned.

“Yeah?” Alex breathed. “You’ve missed this, haven’t you?”

“Mm.”

“What is it? My big tits? My big, sexy ass?”

“Just you, honey.”

Alex smiled. Just me.

The former high school quarterback had nothing to be ashamed of in his forties. As Alex rearranged himself to better treat his lover’s needs, he saw the seven-inch cock that belonged to his girlfriend’s father. And it felt even larger in his dainty female hand. Pre-cum was already dribbling from the swollen tip. Alex swooped his fist around the head, gathering and smearing the liquid all around, giving his handjob a wonderful wet, audible component.

He loved it. Just pounding away, watching the joy spread across Alyx’s husband’s face, giving his pumping fist more vigor in sliding down the shaft and hitting Michael’s scrotum.

Mm, yeah, he thought.

Alyx only knew so much about masturbating her husband. Alex, who normally owned a cock, knew lots more. In that way, he was even better than Michael’s wife.

As Alex went on, he realized he was being greedy.

He paused and removed his cheerleader top—incidentally widening that rip in the front even more. Then he continued, swapping his free hand from his tits to his crotch and rubbing the damp impression of his mound underneath his panties.

While fondling his breasts and cooing sweet compliments about Michael’s stiff member and that huge load it surely had waiting, an idea occurred.

“Hey,” he panted, getting down on his knees. “Spread your legs a little.”

Michael complied.

Alex scooted up close and tucked his partner’s stiffly pulsating erection into the valley of his cleavage. His grin widened as he squeezed the sides of his tits to sort of pin Michael’s member between the walls of tit-flesh. Then, with a slow and cautious start, Alex began moving his upper body up and down, using the slippery grip of his breasts to pleasure Michael.

“Ah-ha,” Alex giggled jubilantly. “I knew these could come in handy like this.”

Michael groaned. His shirt was partially up, and Alex could see the muscles in his abdomen flexing and tensing as he was confronted with pleasure he had never felt before.

Same here, Alex thought, really getting into the rhythm of a proper tit-fuck and bouncing up and down. But it needed a slight alteration: he used one arm to cradle the trio of boobs and cock while the other went between his legs. There! Now he could rub his clit at the same time. He couldn’t believe how sensitive it was, how it was so small yet so turgid inside his moist panties, throbbing as if it were ten times larger.

He began to moan.

He couldn’t help it. Michael’s euphoria, his own hot and tingling body, doing it right here on the old football field—it made him sinfully horny.

Then Michael was pulling on Alex’s elbows. Signaling to stop. “On top,” he whispered hoarsely, as his face gleamed with sweat. “I need you.”

Alex’s breath came rapidly now. His excitement and nervousness spiraled in his mind, and the realness of this moment throbbed heavily in his chest. He climbed atop Michael, slipping his legs between the aluminum benches, steadying his shaking feet against the dirt underneath. Michael took off his shirt. Alex helped him fold it underneath his head, as a sort of pillow.

Alex crouched slightly, only remembering to pull his panties aside before squatting the rest of the way. When he felt his partner’s cock softly nudge into his labia, he wasn’t scared at all. He wasn’t thinking about how he had been a guy just a couple days ago, how he hadn’t known much about Mr. Springer other than he was an avid sports fan.

Two days ago might as well have been a dream.

With a hands-on adjustment, he aligned Michael’s cock with the center of his groin. A part of him did not believe it would go inside him, or that there was an entrance for such a purpose. Yet, when he lowered himself even more, that pressure against the outside of his pussy moved inward, and his outer lips stretched around the intensely throbbing shaft.

Alex sat all the way down, introducing a wonderfully rigid and full sensation into his loins, from Michael’s seven inches sliding completely into his pussy.

He laughed giddily.

Someone else’s dick was inside him, and it was great!

“How’s that?” Michael asked.

Alex exhaled slowly, reveling in the warm hardness that his inner walls were wrapped around. “Oh,” he moaned. “That feels terrific. So, so terrific.”

“You’re okay?”

He nodded. “It’s what Alyx wants. And after you’re done with me, I expect you to fuck her just as good. She deserves it. Promise?”

“I promise.”

But save some for me too, Alex thought, already hoping that this wasn’t a one-and-done deal. Though he figured that would depend on his synchronicity.

Right now? He was in horny housewife mode.

He angled himself forward, snuggling close to Michael—who took the opportunity to grope the flawless copies of his wife’s new tits. Alex, meanwhile, began to push off the ground and heave his body forward, gasping softly as his partner’s manhood withdrew halfway. Then he let gravity pull them together, Michael’s cock gliding right back to where it belonged with a satisfying ripple across his expansive backside.

I should’ve been born a girl, Alex thought, quickly getting the hang of what Alyx had done several times. Before long he had a steady rhythm going, his body jiggling incessantly as he gave Deb’s father a slow, sensual ride.

“Oh yes,” he breathed. “Oh, gosh, you feel so good inside me.”

Michael, rather than lie contentedly, returned the favor by licking one of Alex’s nipples. Drought or not, he hadn’t lost his touch! And Alex’s breasts were extremely receptive to his tongue and lips. It encouraged him to move faster, to slam back down harder, to put his forty-five-year-old body through a sexual workout it hadn’t received in years.

He’s going to come inside me, Alex realized, recognizing the end goal of all this. It was fine; Alyx had gotten a tubal ligation years ago. There was no risk of Alex possibly giving his girlfriend a new sibling from this.

But still.

Another man’s cum!

“Whuh-oh!” Alex cried, falling atop Michael. The burning in his joints signified he had worked himself too hard too quickly. He was already worn out.

Michael took over, thrusting from below as he squeezed Alex’s big, pliable ass.

Alex rubbed the man’s cheek and kissed him as their bodies bucked and undulated.

This is more than sex, he sensed. This is love.

But Alyx’s love for her husband made this moment all the more meaningful and pleasurable. The sex was just on the surface. Inside, Alex’s heart and mind were bursting with passion from the memories of their wedding, the birth of their daughter, and the life they’d spent together. There were tears in his eyes from how good and whole he felt.

Then Michael began to shudder as he pulled Alex closer. He push in deeply; Alex’s loins filled with a new warmth, and he felt the ticklish spurt of the man’s ejaculation. Michael gripped Alex’s ass hard, slamming it down for every thrust—the penultimate, then the final—as he drained his balls into the identical copy of his wife’s pussy.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. “Oh. Oh, man. Oh, honey.”

Alex felt satisfied in a way he never had. His mind buzzed with a euphoria in the aftermath, knowing that he had just fucked a man to completion.

Not just any man. His wonderful and loving husband.

Er…

Alex laid on Michael’s torso as both of them caught their breaths. The tears in his eyes were joined by new ones. “I’m sorry I’m not your wife,” he said. It was an apology to Michael as much as it was to himself.

Michael petted his hair. “Don’t be. It’s okay. From everything you said, I understand. You didn’t have a choice when it happened, and you don’t have a choice now.” He started to chuckle. “I guess you’ve shown me how much Alyx really loves me.”

Alex looked into the affectionate eyes of Deb’s father. “She does.”

The silence after went on for a minute. Alex felt his partner’s erection deflating. It deserved a rest after that. They all did.

Then Michael said, “If you want to do this again, just let me know.”

Alex smiled. “Once is enough for now.”

“All right.”

For now, Alex reiterated to himself.


Epilogue

Deb opened her bedroom door with her typical lukewarm attitude, only raising her eyebrows as a greeting. It had been a week since the Venus Phenomenon, and Alex still hadn’t figured out how to cheer his girlfriend up.

But today he was pulling out the big guns.

He handed her an envelope.

“What’s this?” she asked, looking at both blank sides.

“An apology,” Alex said. “I screwed up last weekend. Happy birthday, sweet—” He slapped his forehead. “Deb. Happy birthday, Deb.”

She laughed as she opened the envelope. “You gotta fix that.”

“I know.” He glanced at the synchronometer on his wrist and saw that the readout was 75. “It’s this synchronization. I’m hoping it goes down.”

Deb pulled out the contents of the envelope. Her jaw dropped. “Two tickets to Adele? Are you serious? How could you even afford these?”

“Your mom’s credit card. With her permission.”

Deb came closer like she was about to hug Alex, but then seemed reluctant to do so. He understood. Her boyfriend having the body of her forty-five-year-old mom—and her mom’s huge tits—wasn’t exactly attractive.

In his mind, Alex felt kisses along his neck. A perceived pinch to his fat nipple made his eyelids flutter.

He tried to stay focused.

“Thank you,” Deb said. “It’s an amazing gift.”

“You’re welcome.”

“But it’s complicated.”

Alex nodded. “Of course. I’m happy to be a part of your life, but it’s difficult for me too. And I know I can’t win you over with gifts. It takes communication and honesty.”

“Did you learn that from being a married woman?”

He shrugged. “Among other things.”

“God, just tell me you’re not sleeping with Dad. I would puke.”

“It’s not like that at all,” he lied.

His faint perception of a man fondling his breasts was gone; now the man was rubbing inside his thigh. Alex could feel a warm breath on his privates. Then a tongue. It made him shiver. He was suddenly sweating as his heart began to beat faster.

“Speaking of, where are Mom and Dad?” Deb asked.

“Antique store.”

She rolled her eyes. “What dorks. So, does that mean you’re gonna fix dinner?”

“I can. But I need to clean the bedroom first.”

“You’re such a boring adult now.”

Alex laughed. And as he was starting to walk away, he said, “Comes with the mom jeans.”

Farther on down the hallway, he began to hustle. By the time he reached the master bedroom of the Springer parents, he was almost jogging as the scene in his mind became more and more heated. They were doing it! He was so proud of them. But he also desperately wanted to be in Alyx’s place, being kissed and fingered by her husband in their hotel suite.

His hands were shaking as he went searching through Alyx’s nightstand. He found one of her vibrators and threw himself on the bed, mimicking the supine position that Deb’s mother was in. He could feel the weight of Michael and the arousal flowing through Alyx’s veins.

Wait for me, Alex thought, turning the vibrator on and unzipping his jeans. He couldn’t get the buzzing toy between his legs fast enough.

When he finally did, the lust was unrelenting.

Give it to me. Make my pussy your end zone, honey!
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Cris rolled to a stop at the curb outside Brianna’s house—where surely her parents were already spying through the front blinds, maybe with binoculars and high-powered telescopes. Three dates in, he thought he had accrued enough good-behavior currency to lay a hand on her thigh. But when he tried to, she moved his fun-seeking hand away.

Drats. He was still in the friend zone!

“I had a good time,” Brianna said shyly, leaving the inquisitive hand unmentioned. “We can go out next weekend. Will you text me?”

“Sure,” Cris said with a smile.

She hopped out of the passenger seat and waved to him one last time. He waved back. At the front door, as predicted, she was met with her mother and father both, who welcomed her into the house like she was a prisoner of war being returned to her own country. Dad, in particular, gave him a hard stink eye.

Cris sighed and slumped into the car seat. Out of all the girls in the community college, he had picked the one with the most religious family. They probably didn’t want him and Brianna touching each other until matrimony, much less exchanging saliva or other bodily fluids. Cris wasn’t even sure he was in this for the long haul; he just wanted a nice, steady girlfriend who didn’t worry about taking her panties off without the judgment of the Lord above.

“Whatever,” he whispered as he motored away, his virginity still intact.

He thought of it like a baby tooth.

Everyone had theirs out a long time ago. He was still waiting for his turn!

However, Cris forgot all about his long-continuing trend of not having sex when he returned home and saw his aunt’s black BMW parked in the driveway. Aunt Helena paying his mom a visit almost always spelled a recipe for disaster. As long back as he could remember, the two of them had never gotten along. Mom frequently referred to her younger sister as the “problem child” in the family, beginning when Helena had crashed their mother’s funeral and screamed at the grieving family members while giving them all the middle finger. Since then, the only time she and Mom were on speaking terms was when she needed money.

But it was weird. Helena wasn’t in poverty. She was pretty good looking, in terrific shape, and she had a BMW. Cris got a sense that he didn’t know the whole story.

In any case, he parked behind her and mentally braced for World War III.

Helena was coming out of the house as he exited his car. She smiled and waved at him. “Hey, Cris!” she hollered. “How’s my favorite nephew?” She wore skintight leggings and a tank top that said DEVILISH. Since they’d last seen each other, she’d gotten herself a blonde bob with a dark undercut.

“Your only nephew,” Cris said.

“Well.” She patted him on the shoulder. “Megan’s eggs haven’t dried up yet. You still might have another brother yet to be born—especially if she’s all loosey-goosey at the local bars.”

Cris refrained from comment. It didn’t take a wizard to see that Helena and his mom were still on rough terms, like it was a twenty-year grudge match. Which made him a little shocked when Helena lugged a big, heavy suitcase out of her BMW’s trunk.

“Uh,” he started. “Are you moving in?”

“Temporarily,” Helena said, plopping the suitcase down on the pavement and then slinging an athletic duffel bag over her shoulder. “My life’s hit a detour. And my choices were to either stay with your mom or start panhandling, which is basically either hell or damnation. But, at least Megan has a guest room. You don’t mind, right?”

“No, but…”

“Good. Now, can you be a gentleman with those scrawny arms?”

The next ten minutes saw Cris assisting his aunt in taking her belongings into the house, which amounted to several more overloaded bags and suitcases, which they hauled to the previously empty guest room.

He didn’t know how to feel about his aunt staying over. On the one hand, she was a complication if he ever took things with Brianna to the next level and invited her over so they could get away from the watchful Vatican-level security that her parents posed. And also Helena and Megan living under the same roof was a bag of lit firecrackers waiting to explode.

After helping with the move-in, Helena locked herself in the guest room and didn’t come out. During this, he found his mom in the kitchen, preoccupied with a Bud Light.

Her stress level was definitely high if she had cracked into an old case of beer she had kept from an office party two years ago!

“Hey,” he said.

His mom smiled and returned the half-drank bottle of beer to the fridge as if its disappearance would make Cris forget he had ever seen it. “Hi, sweetie,” she said. “How was your date this afternoon? You know, I’ve always said you and Brianna make a cute couple. You should invite her over for dinner sometime.”

I’d get right on that, he thought, if I was sure her parents weren’t plotting to chain me up in their backyard and flog me.

Cris gave a brief report about his date and how wonderful his girlfriend was, but Brianna wasn’t the afternoon’s top story. And they both knew it.

After an awkward period of silence, he mentioned Aunt Helena.

“She’s staying with us for a little while,” his mom said. “And it’ll probably do her some good, to be quite honest.” There was an anger in her eyes every time she had to talk about her younger sister.

“Why? What’s she been doing?”

She grunted. “Nothing she hasn’t been doing for the past fifteen years. She’s never held a job. All she does is spend her time with men. And when she’s done squeezing one for all they have, she moves on to the next one—like a leech. It’s a disgraceful lifestyle. But if she’s staying with us, maybe there’s a chance she can change for the better.” This admission had clearly riled her up; she was red in the face and starting to sweat. She soaked a towel underneath the faucet and began wiping down the countertop. Cris had no idea if she was honestly cleaning or just looking for any reason to squeeze her hands around something. “Just give her some space, okay? I know you and her mostly get along. But if you hear us yelling at each other, don’t worry about it.”

“That’s just how you two have conversations.”

She laughed. “It certainly is.”

He pressed his luck for more information: “What’s the story between you two? Like, really? Why have you always been enemies?”

His mom stopped scrubbing and looked at him. “Maybe another time, okay, honey?”

He nodded. “Sure.”

Cris went back to his room, thinking about when Aunt Helena had given him a Playboy magazine for his thirteenth birthday, to the exasperation of his parents. They’d taken it away even before he’d opened it up.

Helena was never around long enough for him to get to know her. It was pretty rare for her to visit during the holidays; most of the time, she just sent money through the mail to remind him that she still existed. But nowadays, even that was becoming less frequent. And he didn’t know whether Mom was trying to keep Helena out of his life, or if Helena was voluntarily keeping her distance.

Near his bedroom, he passed the closed door of the guest room, wondering what was going through the mind of his mom’s sister.

The wildfire of their relationship remained under control for the rest of the afternoon and evening. He heard the guest room door open once—presumably for Helena to get a plate of supper after Mom had cooked it. After that, everyone stayed in their respective corners of the house.

Just after seven o’clock, Cris received a notification on his phone. It was a nationwide alert: VENUS PHENOMENON IMMINENT. Shit, he thought. With all that was going on, he’d completely forgotten about the Venus Phenomenon happening today. It was only a one-in-five-hundred chance, but it was still a day that made every guy across the world feel a little more anxious. On the plus side, those who had been transformed last time would be getting their original bodies back—including one of his friends who had turned into a copy of a hotel cleaning lady during a family vacation.

Cris was reading more about the expected timeline of the phenomenon when there was a knock on his door. He opened it and found Helena standing outside. She was wearing a cropped vest-style top that displayed shoulders where no bra straps were evident. And also some high-heeled sandals.

“Hey, nephew,” she greeted him. “Wanna go on a liquor run? The store’s just a few blocks.”

Cris cocked an eyebrow. “Uh. I’m only nineteen. And Mom’s—”

“Probably eye-fucking the men at the neighborhood book club. Anyway, who gives a toot. I haven’t seen you in a while, and we can hang out. Unless Megan’s been trying to tell you how awful and scary I am.”

He shook his head. “No.”

“Okay.” She snapped her fingers. “Let’s go. I’d let you drive, but none of you kids can operate a manual these days.”

He followed her outside, where daylight had already given way to dusk. He slid into the passenger seat of her BMW as she fired the engine, worked the shifter, and chirped the rear tires while letting the first couple gears of the six-cylinder engine sing. After the first stop sign, she cranked the radio down and drove under the speed limit.

“How’s life been?” she said, pulling out a flask that had been previously tucked into a compartment on the driver’s side door. She took a quick swig of whatever it was as they passed a couple young kids playing around on bicycles. “Got a girlfriend?”

“Kind of,” Cris answered, a little nervously.

“What does that mean? You either do or you don’t, right?”

“Well, I do. But…”

“She’s not putting out.”

He looked over at his aunt, who continued to steer with one hand and sip the flask with the other. His mother definitely wouldn’t have approved of this!

“I got a rule,” she said. “If a man doesn’t want to get frisky within a week after we start dating, I ghost his ass. How long you been seeing your girlfriend?”

“Couple months.”

She laughed. “Woof. Cris. Buddy. It’s time to get off that train and find a new one. Your body needs what your body needs.”

He wondered if she was right.

Helena pulled up at the liquor store and said she’d be right back. Then she got out and went inside. Cris remained in the passenger seat. Strangely, his head was buzzing a little. He’d never touched alcohol outside of a high school party that had gotten way out of hand a couple years ago, but that tingly sensation he had inside his head right now was kind of like that.

He stretched in the car seat, arching his back. When he clenched his hands into fists, he felt his fingernails digging into his palms. But when he looked at them, his fingernails were, correctly, short and trimmed.

Something gold glinted on his middle finger. He swept his hand across it; there was nothing there.

There was a voice on the radio. Cris turned up the volume.

“—say it’s happening right now. Again, this is an alert for all of our male listeners. The Venus Phenomenon is due to happen within the next couple minutes, if it hasn’t already begun. So cup your balls, say a few prayers, and let’s ride this out. But if you’re one of the unlucky ones, here’s a toast.”

Right then, Aerosmith came on singing about a dude who looked like a lady.

Cris felt a static shock from the upholstery, and then another when he jerked and twisted against the door. Through the windshield, he saw Helena browsing inside the store, filling her handheld basket with a tall bottle of vodka.

Oh no, Cris thought, feeling dizzy in a way that made him think his mind was spinning down a sink drain, while a wave of tingles encompassed his body. Oh God, no!
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Cris entered the liquor store, setting off one of those annoying door chimes. The female clerk—probably a part-timer who was saving pennies for her college loan if she wasn’t also fingering herself on OnlyFans—gave him a weird look. What? Cris wanted to shout at her. Do I need to smile too?

God, this town was depressing.

He really wanted a dick. Like a mean dick. A cure-all, fuck-away-your-depression dick.

This town was just a suburban hellhole. But that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. The dads and husbands in these communities were sperm factories who were always fed up with family life and a distinct absence in sex. They were frustrated, pent-up, and needing to hump everything in sight like their monkey ancestors.

Might be one on Megan’s street. If he was lucky.

Cris grabbed a basket and took his liquor cravings into the first aisle. He usually had no particular list in mind; he just grabbed whatever he came across that looked like it might put him into a coma. He took a couple brands of vodka, then rum. Some fruity cocktails. When his basket was mostly full, he started being more mindful about what he was taking off the shelves, not wanting to waste the last bit of space on some fucking hard seltzer or whatever.

Now there’s what my sister needs, he thought. Megan had been a straight edge ever since college. It was probably why she had a colossal stick up her ass.

Cris sometimes thought he could still get his sister to see things from his perspective.

But the years were running out for that to happen, weren’t they?

Her goddamn son had already graduated high school.

He hurried with his shopping before he had another minor midlife crisis.

Out of sight from the clerk, he reached into the back of his leggings and fussed with his thong. Damn thing was cutting into his ass crack more severely than it usually did. It was weird. He had a recollection of his underwear drawer not including thongs, but he also frequently did wear thongs. It was the dumbest fucking thing to fret over, but still he kept fidgeting with it as he browsed around, feeling the weight of the liquor on his shoulder and knowing he should probably wrap up soon.

He came down an aisle where another woman was shopping.

“Excuse me,” they both uttered simultaneously, sidestepping to go past each other.

The echo-like quality of their voices made Cris stop in his tracks. A sharp tingle raced up the back of his neck. He turned to look at the other shopper.

So did she.

She looked like…

“AHHHHHH!”

Helena recoiled back, banging her shoulder into a display of wine bottles that nearly toppled off the shelf; Cris copied her reaction exactly, backing into the cooler of imported beer on his side. Their eyes locked, huge and wide.

Cris observed his own hand, noticing the press-on nails that were painted with gold glitter—exactly like his aunt’s. And the arm, how it was thin, tanned, and toned—also like his aunt’s. And the bumps on his chest, which were wrapped underneath a vest-style gray top that bared his midriff—same as his aunt’s. And everyone else: his leggings, his high-heeled sandals, even the thong he’d been touching earlier. Everything was hers.

“Cris?” she asked.

He felt his throat articulate the word, even though he hadn’t said anything.

“Cris? Is that you?”

“Yeah,” he said quietly, then cringed at how high-pitched his voice was. He carefully placed the overladen basket on the floor as a wave of dizziness overcame him. “Oh God,” he said, patting his reshaped body. His new birthday flashed into his mind. He remembered turning forty a couple months ago. Giggles echoed from a long time ago as he saw his mom as a young girl on the playground, the two of them rambunctiously throwing themselves back and forth on a swing set.

Ah shit, he thought, feeling like he was going to collapse.

He must’ve looked that way too. Helena also dropped her basket of liquor and rushed over to catch him. Her chest pressed into his. He saw that they were wearing identical necklaces and identical rings. He assumed she was also wearing the same thong underneath her leggings.

One in five hundred, he thought. Just my fucking luck!

“Hey, are you okay?” she asked. She sniffed his neck and laughed. “I even smell the body wash I used this morning. Crazy.”

“Jergens?” he said hazily.

“That’s the one.”

He wasn’t just able to recall the brand name; he could actually see the memory of her washing her body in the shower. But as himself. God, it was weird.

She’d been really pissed off about having no other choice but to ask Megan for help. She was still feeling that way now.

“This sucks,” Cris blurted. To the memories. To his body.

“You’ll survive. I mean, I guess so, right? Unless I die unexpectedly? What happens to you then? Due to the whole synchronization thing?”

He stared into his aunt’s gray eyes, knowing she was being sarcastic.

Unlike him, she thought this was pretty damn amusing.

“I just…” He swallowed. “I need to rest, or something. My head is spinning a million miles per hour.”

“You good to stand?”

He nodded. She let go of him.

Her nephew turning into a clone of herself was not an excuse to skip out on the liquor, however; she purchased her selection at the front counter while Cris returned to her BMW, aiming for the passenger seat after mistakenly and unthinkingly going for the driver’s seat before realizing his error. He hopped in, shut the door, and crossed his arms while trying to shut out every sensation, every memory, every single piece of information that told his brain how wrong this was. And still, his mind was being fed excerpts of his aunt’s conversation with the clerk, and how they were joking about his transformation.

“Fuck,” Cris muttered.

He usually avoided cursing. Now he just wanted to roll the window down and shout the f-word at the top of his goddamn lungs.

Also, he really, really wanted a drink.

He supposed he had his aunt to thank for that too!

Helena came out with the booze. On the drive back home, she said she would tell Megan about what had happened, to save him the embarrassment.

Megan. The name alone made him feel sick, like it was laced with poison. There were dueling perspectives. In one of them, Megan was his mother; in the other, she was his sister. It was so fucking challenging to focus on what was correct over what was simply an echo of his aunt’s thoughts. Either way, he really didn’t want to talk to his mom right now—for both the reasons of his new appearance and because of whatever had happened in his aunt’s past that had made her permanently bitter.

He shuddered.

Back at the house, Cris held his head low as he went into his bedroom, locked the door, and drew up his willpower to head into the bathroom. He only now realized that he’d been walking in his aunt’s high-heeled sandals without consciously putting any effort into it. He removed them. They were a fucking pain on his feet anyway—although he did enjoy how they made his tight ass sway, especially in leggings. If every guy within a ten-foot radius wasn’t getting a boner, then his squat game was slacking.

Cris slapped the side of his head.

God, Helena, he thought. Why do you think like that?

Guys getting turned on by the way he looked…

He shivered.

Cris turned his attention upon the bathroom mirror. It was every bit as awful as he imagined. From the neck down, he was a forty-year-old woman who was about five-six and elegantly in shape. It wasn’t genetics; it was a strict workout routine, and his synced mind included several memories featuring the pain and sweat of her struggle to stay fit in spite of her age. She wasn’t a muscle freak like some ladies, but she was definitely stronger than he was. Having her muscle tone was kind of exciting—and at no cost to him.

Well, except for his manhood.

The face was just fucking weird. Cris recognized himself, but he had been aged by twenty years, coated in makeup, and given an identical blonde bob haircut with an identical dark undercut. Even his goddamn eyebrows were tweezed, but they were still his eyebrows. And Helena’s eyeliner was on his eyes, just like her lip gloss was on his lips.

He began removing his jewelry: the ear studs, the rings, the bracelet. Then he closed his eyes, raised his top, and took out the bar through his left nipple. He laid everything together on the countertop. Afterward, he scrubbed his face in a warm washcloth to eliminate every trace of makeup off his face—although this totally ruined the cloth.

Cris didn’t explore his body, other than a quick peek at his thong, which was a Calvin Klein brand. Looking at anything else just felt gross.

And yet it was his body now. He was a clone of his aunt, forty years old, female. He was genetically the sister of his own mother. He would have to use the bathroom with his new body, shower with it, dress it, and let everyone in his life see it.

For twenty minutes, he stood at the countertop grappling with all this.

Fuck you, Venus Phenomenon.

He went to sleep fully dressed. The next morning, he got up feeling like absolute shit. His head was pounding, he was sweating from every pore, and he could barely fucking walk straight. He stumbled along to the kitchen while clutching his forehead and guiding himself from wall to wall. Every light source stung his eyes as he went to find himself a drink.

Megan was there.

“Cris? Are you all right?”

He slurred out some word-like sounds.

“Jesus. Have you been drinking?”

“No,” he said sternly. “I think I would remember if I’d been drinking, Megan. Can you just, like, stop riding my ass and treat me like a…” He then realized what he was saying. “Mom, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean all that. I seriously haven’t been drinking.”

But his claim wasn’t convincing. And also not entirely the truth, because he did smell like a bottle of liquor—although he’d slept in his room the whole night without touching alcohol.

There was only one explanation for his apparent drunkenness: the synchronization.

“Helena!” Megan shouted. Cris flinched away and covered his ears. “Get out here right this second! Or I swear to God I will kick you out!”

A few seconds later, her sister came running into the kitchen. “What?”

“You were drinking last night.”

“So? Why’s that a fucking problem? You got some no-alcohol rule about your house now?”

“My son’s drunk.”

Cris might have been intoxicated—like his new twin—but he sensed Helena’s mind piecing together what that meant. Their synchronization may have not copied the actual liquor in her digestive system, but at some point during the night he’d gotten the full dose of her blood alcohol content. So, in essence, he was just as hungover as she was, and clearly not handling it so well.

Helena: “How’s that my fault? I didn’t make your son go through this Venus shit.”

“From now on, you won’t drink alcohol,” Megan ordered. “He’s nineteen!”

“And? What am I supposed to do? Act like a nineteen-year-old boy for the next five hundred days? I’m not letting his issues control my life. I’m gonna drink and smoke and fuck to my heart’s content, Megan.”

“Watch your mouth!”

“Fuck you!”

The first conflict of World War III had finished; Helena stormed off while Megan watched on in disgust. Meanwhile, Cris just rubbed the side of his head, grimacing. Somehow, he’d gotten all the ugly effects of alcohol without any of the good effects.

All this fighting was actually making him want a drink.

“Are you okay?” Megan asked.

Cris nodded slowly. “Yeah. Just…it’s like that party at Rick’s place when I was in high school. How I got drunk off my ass and Mom called the cops? I felt like my head was going to crack open.”

“Sweetie, you’re confusing yourself with my sister. And my mother is your grandmother.”

“Oh, right.”

“Here.” She opened a cupboard. “I got aspirin. And you should be drinking fluids.”

Instead, Cris went to the fridge and pulled out some vodka his twin had been drinking last night. “Helena’s got her own method for curing a hangover. I just gotta drink some more. It works better.” And as Megan’s jaw dropped, he twisted the lid off and took a few swallows.
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Cris sat in his car outside the shopping mall, his head against the window. He’d been in a foul mood all morning, and he blamed it on the Venus Phenomenon. But he wasn’t entirely sure it was all because he’d lost his youth and manhood. Aunt Helena’s mind—from the repeated glimpses he was given—was a dark, depressing place. He had this constant feeling he’d already crested the hilltop of his life, and he was rolling down the back side of it, getting older, moodier, and more dependent on fucking alcohol and cigarettes to have any semblance of a peaceful mind.

But he was nineteen years old. Not forty. He wasn’t old.

Annoyingly, though, he had to keep reminding himself. Helena’s thoughts were like a locomotive; once they built up some steam, it was hard to slow them down.

He checked the synchronometer on his wrist—a gift from a neighbor. It read a pitiful 75. So, yeah, his mind was taking a beating from a cyclone of his aunt’s thoughts, emotions, and memories.

Yet Cris knew the only way to have a normal life even during this awful shit was to do something normal. So, he’d agreed to meet with his girlfriend and see a movie. She hadn’t seen his new condition just yet, but he was hoping an afternoon matinee would distract him from how much he wanted some booze right now.

In his mind, Helena was jogging. He felt the breeze on her face, the muscle strain in her legs, even the sweat in her armpits.

Why? he kept asking himself. Why me, goddammit?

He longed for something good in his life.

One of his current echoes included a memory of when Helena had been living out in Miami a few years back. She’d been sleeping with a man a little older than her. Only later on in the memory had Cris learned that her lover was married, but it didn’t stop her from feeling happy and comfortable wrapped in his arms, sleeping in until noon with a sandy beach right outside the bedroom window. She had hoped to keep him forever. She had hoped to make him choose between his wife and his new mistress—and dump the former for the latter. But he hadn’t.

It fucking pissed Cris off.

He could’ve had it all. The love and security. The endless passion. And the prettiest eight-inch cock on the East Coast. Fuck. And that asshole would rather keep a woman around who’d already gone through menopause.

Cris pounded his fist on the steering wheel.

He hated these memories. He hated his aunt’s behavior. And he also hated that he wasn’t sunbathing out on Miami Beach right now.

Fuck this shithole, he thought. And fuck you, Megan.

When he saw Brianna’s car pull into the parking lot, he tried to flush those thoughts out of his mind. It was hard to, though. The shit kept clogging.

Five hundred more days of this? God almighty.

Cris composed himself as he got out of his car. He checked his breath; it didn’t reek of alcohol, so that was a plus. And maybe Helena’s state of mind would stay above water while she was out exercising, which usually made her feel pretty good. It was a comfort thing. Some people felt better by eating excessively; she felt better by running around the neighborhood until her legs fell off.

Brianna stood by her car, jaw all the way down as he cautiously approached her. He was wearing a mixture of clothes: one of his T-shirts over his aunt’s sports bra, with her leggings from the day before. And cozy sneakers. No makeup or jewelry.

“Oh. My. God,” Brianna reacted.

“Hey,” he said, flipping his arm in a nervous wave.

“That’s your aunt?”

He nodded.

“She’s…in pretty good shape.”

His heart warmed from the compliment. At least someone fucking noticed! “Thanks,” he said. Then: “Er, I mean, yeah, she is.”

“Are you okay to be seen in public?” Her eyes kept scoping out his body. Revisiting certain regions to confirm his extensive changes. “We don’t have to see a movie.”

“I’m fine,” he told her, putting on his best smile.

After going inside the cinema, Cris was hit with some new feelings: firstly, he couldn’t really give a shit about seeing a movie. And it was some teen romcom bullshit. He’d seen so many with Mom and Megan growing up that the plots had become predictable and generic. Two beautiful people show an interest in each other, some shit shakes their relationship, and then they get back together before the credits and everything ends all happy as a pig in shit. Superhero movies were more believable than that garbage.

He wanted to point this out to his girlfriend, but he restrained himself.

Secondly, his mood was all over the place.

A part of him was still his heterosexual, nineteen-year-old self. But the other part of him—a part that came and went chaotically, due to his synced mind—couldn’t have felt a speck of sexual attraction for a teenage girl. That part of him was checking out a couple of the boys working the concession stand.

Helena had slept with a college boy once. Zack. Dude’s family was fucking rich.

God, a young cock could really satisfy him right now. He had a thought to maybe sneak out during the movie, grab the hot blonde skyscraper who was filling their popcorn bag, and drag him back to the car and blow him in the backseat.

Cris suddenly had a vivid recollection of tasting cum—its warm, salty, gooey texture. He started gagging as he and Brianna headed to their seats.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” he said. “Just had a hair in my mouth or something.”

As expected, the movie was a fucking bore. Five minutes in, he had already forgotten the names of the main characters, or why the young male intern was snooping around in his girlfriend’s father’s office. His eyes glazed over. He had barely touched the popcorn on account of how unhealthy he knew the butter was. He wasn’t letting that shit anywhere near his forty-year-old healthy body.

The only person keeping him awake was Helena.

It was almost like a different movie. In this one, whether by accident or naughty intention—he wasn’t sure yet—his aunt had hit up a conversation with a good-looking man in the middle of her jog. He was maybe forty-five, dark hair, real football coach vibe.

With these synced minds, thoughts and feelings weren’t always perfect. They could be incomplete; he saw glimpses of what Helena saw, felt fragments of what she felt.

Cris wasn’t aware that this mysterious man she had introduced herself to was the actual football coach of his high school until after the man was leading her inside his house.

“Oh shit,” Cris blurted, jerking up in the seat.

“What?” Brianna asked next to him.

“Uh. Jump scare.”

She looked at him like she thought he was crazy, but she didn’t say anything.

No, no, dammit, he thought, powerless to stop the visions in his mind of his Aunt Helena trying to seduce her latest catch. That’s all men were to her: tools for sex and money. She wasn’t ashamed of her actions. In fact, her mind was very much the opposite right now.

In his mind, a hazy image of a bedroom appeared. He felt a faint kiss—which was already more than he as a nineteen-year-old guy had received from any girlfriend. But this daydream in his head didn’t stop there. Soon, he felt an arm around his waist. Their clothes were coming off. Then he had an impression of his hand stroking a rather prominent bulge.

Cris squirmed in the movie theater seat, poorly ignoring how warm the space between his legs was getting right now. He checked his synchronometer. Still 75.

Hey, cut that shit out, he tried to telepathically demand from his twin.

Unfortunately, it didn’t work that way!

Soon, his mental-linked other half was in the bed. Helena hadn’t even asked if he was married or had kids. Cris, on the other hand, knew Coach Wilson was married and had kids. But it wasn’t stopping either of them. It fucking repulsed him that he would sleep with a strange woman so easily, just abandoning the vows to his wife like none of them mattered.

But at the same time, it was pretty fucking hot.

She was gyrating her hips.

Cris gyrated his.

The arousal was overwhelming now. He imagined Coach Wilson here in the theater, pinning him into the seat, thrusting his tongue into Cris’s mouth. Cris wanted the man’s dick so bad. Right here. Anywhere.

Fuck me, then buy me dinner, Coach. Mm!

Sweating and horny, Cris leaned over and whispered to his girlfriend: “Hey, you wanna get out of here? This movie’s fucking stupid. Let’s go fuck in my backseat.” And before he realized what he was doing, he was caressing Brianna’s thigh and aiming his fingers between her legs.

Aggression worked on Coach Wilson. It didn’t work on Cris’s girlfriend.

She recoiled from his hand, nearly flopping herself over into the adjacent seat—which was empty. “Cris! No!” she shouted.

“What’s wrong?” he demanded.

For a few seconds, he couldn’t understand her rejection. In his mind, across town, things were getting fast and frantic, with fewer and fewer clothes involved. They wanted sex. Why didn’t Brianna? Was she stupid?

Then Cris’s feelings and desires surfaced from the deep, quivering lake of Helena’s darkest, truest mind. He was immediately apologetic.

But he’d already gone too far.

“Get away from me!” Brianna yelled, grabbing her purse and backpedaling down the aisle like she was afraid he might make another move on her if she turned her back to him.

Everyone around them was watching the scene.

After his girlfriend had left, Cris slumped into the chair, rocking from the vibrations of distant sex, and all the pinching and kissing and fondling that came with it. He was hot. He was sweating. He was simultaneously aroused and pissed off at himself for acting like such a douchebag. Yet, his mind remained a tiny bit hopeful.

She wasn’t putting out anyway, he thought.

Like, what the fuck was the point?

He didn’t want a partner to talk to and share his feelings with. He wanted someone who would cook him dinner, carry him to bed, and then eat him out.

He wanted a man.

Cris finally left the movie theater ten minutes later. In his car, he had to wait until Helena and Coach Wilson had reached the climactic conclusion of their lovemaking. Even still, he desperately wanted to finger himself to the feeling of the coach’s lips kissing his body all over. God, those arms! And his scent! His imagination ran wild with it; suddenly he was envisioning himself naked and bound to a chair, just a helpless slave as his lover touched and fucked whatever he wanted to, filling the air with their moans and squeals of pleasure.

He was panting hard just thinking about it, fighting the urge to shove his hand down the front of his leggings and just go to fucking town.

Finally, that synchronization diminished somewhat. On the synchronometer, the number had decreased by a count of three.

Cris smelled his sweaty body. Like with the hangover, his scent was very similar to Helena’s right now. A lot of it was her sweaty odor. But not all. Some of it was the man she’d been having fun with. Here. In Cris’s car. Already absorbed into his own T-shirt.

“Fuck,” he uttered.

With high synchronization, trying to live his normal life was not possible. His self-control had erected a wall around his brain, but everything Helena did was knocking it more and more down. When he reached for the flask in his driver’s side door and didn’t find it, he wasn’t even surprised by wanting it.

There was some liquor in the fridge.

Helena was sober right now. She was obeying her sister—even though it pained her to do so.

But Cris hadn’t been part of that agreement. And he was going to go home and have himself a fucking drink.
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Cris shuffled down the street, tossing the empty Bud Light bottle into a trash bin as he passed it. His duplicate of Aunt Helena’s throat let out a crisp, stinky belch. He had consumed more than enough alcohol to be considerably intoxicated—had he been himself, anyway. However, his forty-year-old female body came with a higher tolerance. A few bottles had only made him the slightest bit tipsy.

God, it was such a fucking chore to get drunk in this body. His mental link with his mom’s sister hadn’t revealed where she’d stashed all the hard liquor from her shopping trip.

And Bud Light was still disgusting even as a middle-aged adult.

As he walked, he felt aimless. He also felt confused.

Every guy his age knew to be worried about the Venus Phenomenon, but learning about it and having firsthand experience with it were nowhere close to the same thing. He was frustrated, most of all, by how his mind kept spinning. All those thoughts and emotions and desires of Cris the nineteen-year-old boy were always present, but they were easily obscured by thoughts and emotions and desires he couldn’t control. He imagined it like someone spinning a radio knob, constantly tuning in to different frequencies.

Occasionally, his mind would take a trip back to one of Helena’s many sexual encounters, and the romantic joy felt in that particular moment in history. Other times, he’d unintentionally grasp a memory from her childhood.

Megan had once told Helena that if she swallowed a baby tooth—as it was coming out—it would grant her a wish. Mom had grounded her for that advice.

Well, Grandma had grounded Megan—er, Mom.

Cris rubbed his head.

He’d tried texting Brianna and apologizing, but there’d been no response yet. He wouldn’t have been surprised if he never got a response. He’d fucked up pretty bad.

So, he was heading to a place where he wouldn’t be so lonely: Coach Wilson’s backyard barbecue. Helena was already there, mingling with the neighborhood. Cris had lost count of how many men’s asses she’d groped.

How the fuck do you get away with that? he wondered, coming up on the house now with all the parked cars out front. Because you’re a woman?

Was her philosophy true?

That middle-aged suburban men were easily seduced?

It made his fucking nipples hard, just thinking about it. Or maybe Helena’s were hard, and his body was just continuing to be influenced by hers.

I am not gay for men, he told himself. I am not gay for men.

The sounds of music and laughter heralded a smell of food cooking. Cris went through the backyard gate that was open and found a not-so-insignificant portion of the neighborhood crowded around in Coach Wilson’s backyard, beers in most hands.

The ice chest with the refreshments was near the entrance. He pulled a beer from the slushy water, popped the lid off with a solid thunk against the table, and chugged a few quick swallows, giving himself a hiccup.

It felt good to be among people. To have their eyes upon him.

Before, he’d been more of an introvert, opting to spend his free time alone instead of hanging with friends. Now, on account of Helena’s personality, he’d flip-flopped.

A look at some of the men in attendance made his loins burn.

The urge to fuck intensified.

Helena came over. She must’ve had a thing for leggings, because she was wearing them again—this time a shade of blinding hot pink. He felt a ping of jealousy for how good her butt looked in them, and then remembered he had an identical butt.

“Hey, cutie,” she said. “You came to party, huh?”

“I saw it,” he said, tapping a fingertip against his temple. “Felt like I was missing out. And because everything else is so fucked up right now.”

Her expression turned more serious. She led him out to the front of the house, away from any eavesdroppers. Cris, meanwhile, continued to chug the beer in the hopes that it would make him feel better. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to stay here and hang out or return home and scream into a pillow until he passed out.

“What happened?” Helena asked.

“My fucking girlfriend,” Cris mumbled. “I made a move on her. She didn’t like it.” He shrugged. “I’m not even sure I like girls anymore. It’s really confusing. I feel all these impulses to be like you, and to think like you, and to like the things that you like.”

Helena opened her mouth.

Cris went on: “I miss Tom.”

Her eyebrow lifted. “Tom? Tom…in Miami?”

He nodded. “He was so nice to you. He was a great cook. We—I mean, he and you were great in bed. Like, he was everything that made me—you—happy. And then all that fucked up, and he picked that fucking bitch of a wife over you.”

Helena hugged him. “Shit. I didn’t realize you saw my memories too.”

“Not all. Just pieces.”

“Enough that your life feels like shit now, huh?”

“Yep. So, uh, thanks.”

She laughed. “Oh, you have no idea.”

Cris had never felt as close to his Aunt Helena as he did now. And why not? They were nearly the same person. But what he still didn’t understand was why she and Megan didn’t get along. Helena hated damn near everything, and her only joy in life came from men and alcohol. But why? What had precipitated that? From the glimpses Cris had seen of his aunt’s childhood and adolescence, she’d been normal back then.

“Hey. Aunt Helena?”

“Hm?”

“Why do you hate my sis—” He slapped his head. “Why do you hate Mom?”

She crossed her arms. He sensed unhappiness in her mind. Not from him; rather, from the mention of Megan. “You don’t know?” she said. “Not with us sharing brain waves?”

He shook his head. “I can’t just see any memory on command.”

“What if I deliberately think about it?”

That did it.

It was back when Mom had passed away—their mom. She’d been on a long mental slide well before her final resting place, showing signs of forgetfulness that turned into full-on dementia. Cris felt a wave of sadness as he remembered a woman he had never met in his whole life, yet one who had seemingly raised him through girlhood and into womanhood. Near the end, though, the cognitive decline became so serious that Helena was often forgotten by her own mother. In the will, everything their mother owned—which was a healthy lump of money and assets, including their farmhouse—was bequeathed to the eldest daughter, Megan.

Helena never saw a cent. Megan never shared.

Cris groaned as he recalled the funeral in vivid detail this time, not just from his imagination from Megan’s retelling. He felt completely justified in flipping everyone off.

“Fuck you, Megan,” he sighed. “Goddamn.”

All this time, Helena had been branded the evil one.

It was the other way around.

She rubbed his shoulders. “Yeah. It sucks, don’t it?”

“She kicked you to the curb and took everything for herself.”

“Uh-huh.”

“She got a free ride through college, paid for a new house, and gave you nothing.”

“Yep.”

“Her own family.”

They hugged again. Cris damn near cried. He didn’t think he was the one getting emotional; it was Helena, who finally had someone who understood and sympathized with what she’d endured for the past twenty years. She’d felt hopeless and lost. It had influenced the rest of her adult life, shaped her into who she currently was.

Cris understood now.

What was the fucking point of anything? Any bitch out there could just take his fucking money, ruin his life. His teenage optimism felt crushed underneath the weight of his forty-year-old aunt’s reality.

These memories were devastating.

He felt like complete shit again.

Helena: “Looks like you just had a rollercoaster. You wanna puke?”

“I’m considering it,” he said.

“There are two things that’ll cheer you up. You’ve got one of them in your hand.”

He glanced at his beer. Good idea. He chugged the rest of it, then dropped the bottle on the grass. Someone would pick it up, but it wouldn’t be him.

“The other thing you need is a man, honey,” she said confidently. “A drink only works so well. But that’s not the real painkiller for me.”

Cris couldn’t believe he was having this conversation, but she wasn’t untruthful. The catalog of memories he had supported her statement. She slept with men because they made her feel better. Married, happy, rich men. Usually from suburban neighborhoods.

The thought of a nice, hard pounding right now made his knees quiver.

It was like a damn drug.

All this time, he’d been having withdrawals.

“You okay?” she asked with a smile. “Sorry you had to come into my shitty life. But we can manage this, right? You just gotta take my advice.”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Let’s go make you feel better, all right?”

They returned to the backyard social gathering, Cris feeling more upbeat inside his new skin than he had since the transformation. He wasn’t entirely embracing the influence Aunt Helena had over his mind, but he’d stopped trying to reject it. Alongside his twin, he let his eyes roam across the attendees, skipping over the women and focusing on the men. He had never felt any attraction toward a man in his thirties or forties—or even fifties, God bless those silver-haired foxes—but now there was an unquestionable reaction in his lower navel when he considered the sexual possibilities of such a partner.

He felt like a panther on the prowl. Hunting a meal.

He couldn’t trace the source of his arousal, but it was sure climbing right now.

Helena steered him toward Coach Wilson, who was overseeing the grill and wearing one of those cliché aprons that said KISS THE COOK.

Cris just had to laugh. According to his memories, he’d already fucked this man—and had a hoot doing it. Why not have seconds?

“Hey, Frank,” Helena said, which grabbed the man’s attention.

He turned and examined the both of them, which brought a huge grin to his face. “Goodness! Helena, you’ve got a twin!”

“Not exactly.”

Cris sensed that his aunt was going to make the introduction, but he took the initiative. “I’m Cris,” he said, thrusting his hand out. They shook. “Normally, I’m a nineteen-year-old guy. I was actually in your PE class back when I was a freshman.”

Frank’s face scrunched as he was momentarily puzzled by this. Then he said, “Oh, right! The Venus Phenomenon. You know, it’s happened a few times now, and I completely forget about it when it’s over. So far, I’ve been lucky.”

I’ve been lucky too, Cris thought, unable to see the coach as anything other than a hot piece of meat who didn’t have someone licking every inch of his body right now—and what a shame that was. Cris shivered as he eyed the man’s biceps, imaging one of them wrapped around his neck as he was pounded into the mattress.

Then Helena stepped forward and whispered into Frank’s ear.

Despite her courtesy, it wasn’t kept secret from Cris, who had snippets of what was said projected into his mind. Basically, she was summarizing his situation and telling him to treat Cris the same way he’d treated her.

Then she smiled and left them alone.

“Well,” Frank said, evidently never having dealt with a situation quite like this one. Cris had a long glance at the man’s groin, wondering if a certain rumple in the material indicated his excitement. “She told me everything. Said it was your first time.”

“It’s not really my first time,” Cris said, taking the coach’s big, strong hand. “I mean, yeah, it kind of is. But don’t treat me like that. I’m a woman who’ll return the favor.” He noticed the ring on the coach’s finger. “I’ll do everything your wife won’t. I’ll make you dream you married me instead.”

“I like the sound of that,” he said. “But let’s eat first, huh?”

“I’ll be sure to save my appetite.”
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Cris and Frank had barely escaped the backyard gathering and found privacy inside his home before the kissing started. To Cris, it was like jumping off a cliff; all his life, he’d been taught that he’d plummet all the way down and have a deadly meeting with the ground below. That’s how it worked. That was gravity, baby. But there was a chance that something else might happen instead, like maybe he’d grow wings and soar.

In the same vein, maybe he’d kiss a man and like it.

Just maybe.

I’m flying, he thought as he thrust himself into Frank’s chest, moaning as the man’s arms encircled Cris’s tinier body. He didn’t have a method with his tongue; he was just throwing it into his lover’s mouth, sucking on everything his lips touched, and introducing his male taste buds to another man’s saliva.

In a way, it was gross.

But somehow, some way, it made him extremely turned on.

The rituals of sex were pretty damn weird when you thought about it.

With a gasp that was equal amounts of relief and surprise, Cris pulled back, leaning away but still held upright by Frank’s sturdy embrace. He stared at his partner’s mouth and just started laughing. Giggling. In his memories, it wasn’t unlike Aunt Helena to giggle in these hot, passionate moments, and he was just doing what his mentor did best.

Frank swooped in and nibbled on Cris’s neck. “You smell just like her,” he remarked in between his sensual kisses which left Cris tingling.

“That’s how it works,” Cris said. “From the neck down, we’re exactly the same.”

“Just the neck down?”

He smiled. “Well,” he said. “Let’s just say I didn’t want you to fuck my brains out until a few days ago. Which you’re going to do, right? Because my sweet ass is out that door if you don’t got what I need.”

Frank laughed. “Just like her. A woman who knows what she wants.”

“You’re goddamn right.”

Helena’s influence was nearly overpowering at that moment. And why wouldn’t it be? In a man’s arms, Cris might as well have been adrift at sea; he didn’t know north from south, or where the fuck he should go. Helena, however, had been in these situations. She cherished them. All her best memories included a man like Frank, and the warmth and passion that were almost certain to lead them into naughtier, more-intimate delights.

Which was precisely what was happening now.

Cris’s fingers flew at each button on the man’s shirt, almost ripping the threads to get them undone. Underneath, his hands massaged the hard-cut contours of the coach’s well-defined pectoral muscles—which were sprinkled with just the right amount of hair. Funnily, he’d imagined this moment with breasts, and how best to fondle them. However, right now, he didn’t want breasts; he craved a solid, muscular chest.

Jesus Christ, he was horny!

All those times he’d felt a tickle in between his legs were nothing.

He was trembling now. He wanted to lie down somewhere and open his legs like a fucking animal in heat. To present himself.

Did that make him slutty?

Girls worried if they were slutty, girls who were insecure about their sexuality. Not women like him. He wasn’t a slut. He was a vixen.

Frank helped Cris out of his T-shirt. He didn’t have to look down to know that his nipples were hard as hell—or know that they were visibly projecting through his flimsy sports bra. Their call for attention was quickly answered. Frank’s large hands attached to each mound and squeezed. Cris arched his back and released another moan.

Large, muscular chest. Large hands. So far, so good!

The nineteen-year-old boy was barely clinging on. He was being submerged in new thoughts and feelings. New instincts. He wasn’t entirely turning into a new person, at least mentally speaking, but it was becoming harder to recognize himself.

Right now, he was hardly concerned about that.

Cris’s sports bra was relieved of its duty. His breasts were on the small side and freckled, but compensated by some fat, pink nipples. Frank continued to pinch them. Cris smiled and closed his eyes, focusing on the sexual energy that was vibrating and flowing through his veins, like waves crashing toward his lower navel. He bit his bottom lip and reveled in the moment—after the beginning of the intimacy, before their climax.

It was the rare time when Helena’s life wasn’t a total dumpster fire.

“Oh God,” he sighed, running his hands along the flanks of his partner’s finely sculpted abdomen, cherishing all that manliness between his palms. He felt himself getting wet.

“Is it good?” Frank asked, similarly tracing Cris’s figure with his hands until they wrapped around and squeezed his tight, firm ass.

“Yeah,” Cris said dazedly. “I don’t know if she likes you or I like you, but you’re so fucking sexy to me. You’re definitely her type.”

“That was made clear earlier.”

“I know,” Cris laughed, revisiting a few of the memories. Because of them, he already knew what Frank looked like naked. But that wasn’t as fun as finding out for himself. His hands focused on his partner’s belt, yanking it out. “How about we get these fucking pants off, huh? Enough of this lovey-dovey shit. Or unless your idea of romance is to cuddle on the couch and watch a stupid fucking romcom.”

“That’s what my wife enjoys,” Frank said.

“No wonder you’re fucking other women.”

Cris inserted his fingers into a belt loop; with a commanding tug, he led Frank into the living room. He and Helena had done their business on the bed. Cris didn’t want to be exactly like his aunt. He wanted to make his own mark, his own memories. At the sofa, he spun around, smooched his object of desire again, and dropped to his knees. Unbuttoning another man’s jeans from the front should’ve been a little clumsy for him, but these hands had experience.

It excited him to be this close to another man’s cock. He was looking at it. He was breathing on it. And when he finally freed it, he showed no hesitation in getting himself a firm grip and stroking it.

That hardness and throbbing spoke to him. Like how a woman’s flowing curves and angelic voice used to speak to him. The synchronization with Helena had reversed the wires.

And right now, he was glad.

“Poor baby,” he cooed to Frank’s penis. “All cramped up all the time, lonely in your dark cave. You deserve more love.” His stroking and petting had soon made it fully erect. “Shh. That’s it. Yeah, look at you grow. Like a plant that just needed a little water and sunshine. Well, I’m all the fucking water and sunshine you need.”

Frank was smiling at this penile conversation. Cris was too. Helena enjoyed giving men something they’d never seen before. Often, wives were as boring as oatmeal. Especially in the suburbs, where religion ran so strong that they were still nervous when looking into each other’s eyes while fucking missionary.

Men wanted a woman with a strong, sexual appetite—even if they didn’t know it, or they had been taught that sex was some fucking affliction to the soul.

In that regard, Helena was the devil.

Which made Cris the devil’s apprentice.

He pecked his lips upon the glans, then licked around the head. There was no fear; he was fully in his groove. And when he opened his mouth wide and guided Frank’s cock inside, it didn’t seem as though this was his first time. He moved his head forward, navigating the coach’s hardness toward his throat, then gently pulled back—repeat. It felt beyond fantastic inside his mouth, that throbbing intensity cupped by his tongue and pinched by his cheeks. He worked it with all these elements, caressing every side, sucking and moaning as he covered it with his drool.

At the same time, he reached between his legs and mindlessly rubbed himself, feeling the indentation of his slit and the little knot of instant pleasure that represented his clitoris.

It was a dance. As a virgin, he’d never seen sex like that.

But it was.

There was rhythm. Tempo. Music.

Both he and Frank were moaning, and it was a goddamn wonderful sound.

With a flick to his blonde bob, Cris increased the pace of his blowjob, slobbering all over the thick shaft. The hand not occupied with masturbating himself squeezed Frank’s scrotum, massaging his testicles. He liked to think he was coaxing them, telling them to get all that delicious sperm ready for him.

Cris found himself in heaven just sucking a dick and rubbing himself. He would have been fine taking Frank’s load down his throat and finishing him off that way, but Frank was a husband whose needs had been neglected for a long time. Helena had done her part in satisfying him earlier; now it was Cris’s turn.

And speaking of neglect, his pussy was feeling it badly right now.

All right, you’re warmed up, he thought.

He popped his mouth off and climbed onto the sofa. Frank was still stunned by the bliss of having his cock sucked when Cris grabbed him at the waist and pulled him down. Underneath his man, Cris swung his legs over and began humping him, grinding their crotches together. Even a blind man would get the message.

“I need you,” Cris panted. “Stick that fucking thing in me.”

Frank one-handedly dropped his jeans and underwear. “Helena said she had an IUD.”

“Then so do I,” Cris said, recalling faint memories of the procedure. “That means you can fill me up with all your fucking cum. That’s what you want, right?”

“Yes,” he said, almost in a trance as he laid Cris down and kissed his calves.

“Unlike your wife, I don’t have any rules about where you should come. You can do whatever you want. I’m your fucking cum-dumpster, baby.”

He couldn’t believe he was saying these things, how dirty he sounded—even to his own male mind—but it turned him on so much to act like this. To take advantage of the deepest desires of married men. He enjoyed proving that he was better than their wives, that he deserved their love, their attention, and their hard cocks.

Cris had stopped searching for where his personality ended and where Helena’s began. Right now, he was just along for the ride.

Frank saddled up quickly. Cris giggled as his legs were shoved into the air, causing his pussy to bulge out. He ran his fingers through his dark pubic patch, then down along his moist lower lips, feeling that opening he now possessed. His heart was beating fast as his lover pushed his groin closer, and the head of that terrifically thick cock said hello to his aching entrance. He tensed; it was both his first time and it wasn’t. But the sensation of actual penetration was a thousand times more perceptive when not seeing it through someone else’s mind. It did not seem like something so large should be able to enter his body, but soon the length of Frank’s cock was disappearing. Cris felt it slide inside him, replacing that persistent ache in his lower navel with an entirely new feeling: unyielding, deepening girth.

“Mmm!” he moaned, rolling his head backward. His entire forty-year-old body was shaking.

“Just like hers,” Frank whispered, in a kind of stunned awe.

“We’re twins,” Cris reminded him again. “Oh shit, that feels great.”

Frank was a bit unsteady in balancing himself. From earlier conversation with Helena, he’d mentioned their lack of adventure in bed. Only the basic positions, a blowjob once every blue moon. She sounded like a boring bitch. She was a mom and a wife, but hardly a lover.

It was Cris’s intention to—again—show Frank what a real lover was. He secured his arm around Frank’s neck, hoisting himself upward. This new position allowed Frank to resume inserting himself. Those last couple inches made Cris’s toes curl, and he inhaled in a gasp when full depth was achieved.

They locked eyes. Cris felt Frank’s lust, like a radiant warmth emanating from his middle-aged body. Yes, I’ve got you now, he thought to himself. Yes, you ain’t gonna forget my pussy. You ain’t gonna forget it even when you’re banging your boring wife.

Their bodies began to undulate—Frank’s cock moving like a piston.

It was an unbelievable sensation, being fucked. Cris, a virgin mere minutes ago, had never imagined what it was like from the female point of view. And why should he? He’d been born with a dick. He was going to be using that dick for the rest of his adult life. Until this thing called the Venus Phenomenon transformed him into a forty-year-old woman. Now, he couldn’t fathom being in Frank’s place. Not because he was relatively old, but Cris’s first experience with sex was with a pussy. This was like a defining moment. A proud milestone. The real turning point of adulthood.

And he was the one getting fucked!

Frank powered on; Cris welcomed every thrust, his mind hanging on every detail of that thick member sliding into his depths. And so effortlessly! He reveled in the slickness of his vagina, the grip he could achieve by squeezing his vaginal muscles around his partner’s shaft, the energy of this captive husband discovering what he had been missing out on.

“Fuck,” Cris squealed. “Come on! Fuck that pussy. Or should I ask around your football team to find someone better?”

Frank grunted. The hand on Cris’s waist clenched harder.

“Yes! Get you some of that! Nnugh!”

Their vigorous sex pushed Cris into the corner of the sofa, trapping him between the armrest, seatback, and the coach’s sweaty body. He loved it. He felt smaller. And Frank felt larger, his lustful needs seeming to make his body grow bigger and stronger. Cris moaned nonstop as that thrusting cock vanished into his pussy repeatedly, their bodies slapping together. He wrapped both hands around Frank’s neck, holding on as he was speared by that fantastic hard-on over and over again, his whole body being pounded.

Then Frank kissed him again.

Just a while ago, they’d been out in the backyard, humans among humans.

Now they were something primal. No more of that stupid shit, pretending they were evolved from other mammals. Now, they were getting—taking—what they needed.

With a firm pull, Cris was yanked up to his feet and spun around. He had no time to gather his bearings before Frank bent him over the armrest. Then that sweet cock pushed back inside him, this time from behind. Frank wrapped one arm around Cris’s waist, the other around his neck. And thus Cris had succeeded in turning a man into an assertive, horny, raging beast.

“Yes! Yes!” Cris cried out as the fucking resumed at a new relentless pace, every thrust rattling his skull. “Fuck that pussy! Fuck me harder than your wife!”

That he did.

The frenzied speed made him hornier than ever. He thought he was going to reach orgasm first. But then Frank pushed him over the armrest, pinned him down, and plowed his dick into Cris’s pussy so hard that he had to bite back pain. The man-turned-animal shoved Cris’s face into the seat cushions as he pushed and pushed some more, until his cock seemed to be tearing into Cris’s cervix. Then the warmth erupted. He had no idea he’d actually feel the cum shooting inside him, but he did. It spurted out, the huge ropes tickling the deepest end of his vagina. Meanwhile, Cris shook with his own orgasm, his head buzzing as his body writhed after being filled with fresh seed.

Even with a body that was in great shape, he was panting hard. Every inch of his skin was tingling. The climax itself was good, but what really sent Cris’s head into the clouds was the knowledge that he’d fucked a married man and enjoyed every second of it.

The way Helena’s mind worked kind of scared him.

But she sure knew how to have a good fucking time.

“I’m sorry,” Coach Wilson apologized as he pulled out. “Things got out of hand. That…wasn’t like me.”

Cris just giggled, still bent over the armrest. “No need to apologize. You fucked me real good. And I should thank you for that.” He felt the man’s cum oozing out of him.

“We should have dinner sometime,” Frank said.

“Yeah? I would enjoy that.”

They both were quiet as they caught their breaths.

Cris knew he should be scared right now. He had just fucked his high school’s football coach—a married man—and enjoyed every second of it. And this definitely spelled a preview for the next five hundred days, if he was more interested in fucking married men than spending his free time like any other male teenager.

But he didn’t feel like a teenager. He didn’t feel totally like a forty-year-old woman either. The Venus Phenomenon had put his and his aunt’s personalities into a blender. He knew he should be scouting out potential colleges and preparing for a career, but at the same time he wanted to sleep with married men and be treated like a sex goddess.

The next five hundred days were going to be wild.


Epilogue

Cris opened the underwear drawer belonging to Mrs. Wilson and frowned at what he saw: the most boring panties in existence. She has the personality of skim milk, he thought, hoisting a pair of baby-blue undies out, then putting his legs into them. Mrs. Wilson also must’ve had a fatter ass, because they were a bit loose on Cris. He pulled them up tight, then started rubbing his crotch. It made him so horny to put his scent and juices into Coach Wilson’s wife’s fresh underwear.

It was a Monday. The man of the house was part of the coaching staff for a summertime football camp, and therefore out. The rest of the Wilsons were visiting some extended family upstate. And Cris, the proud mistress, had his lover’s invitation to stay home and do whatever he pleased. So, wearing Mrs. Wilson’s underwear, he roamed around the house, getting to know the family he was secretly ruining. He looked at photographs, grinning at the plump wife who had squeezed out a couple children and now wasn’t putting out.

You got a serious problem, Aunt Helena, he thought, sensing this distant but very real enjoyment of being a kind of destructive force and sleeping with whatever man she wanted—even the ones that were off limits.

She’d ruined families before.

It was a bad habit. Like her drinking problem.

After browsing the Wilson residence, Cris heard his phone ring. He rushed into the dining room and answered it. “Hello?”

“Cris! My favorite nephew,” Aunt Helena said. “I should be asking you for the details about last night, but I’m gonna assume you had a good time, since I had to leave without you.”

Cris smiled. “Yeah,” he said distractedly, giving his mind a few flashbacks. “He was great.”

“You feel better?”

“Lots. I woke up this morning feeling really good. I don’t even need a drink or anything. I feel like I’m floating six inches off the ground.”

She laughed on the other end. “I’ll let you have him.”

“Have him?”

“Yeah! Originally I wanted Wilson for myself, but I wouldn’t be a very good aunt if I didn’t give you a present every once in a while. Besides, the list of men in this town who need a woman like us is probably off the charts. And you needed him anyway. If you have a choice between a man and liquor, go with the man. It works better.”

“Okay. Should I be taking notes?”

She laughed again. “It sounds like you did just fine.”

Cris felt that way too. He didn’t want to be like his aunt, but he had no choice. Also, the thought of going back home made him angry. He didn’t want to be around Megan, or even talk to her.

“I’m sorry about what my mom did,” he said.

“It’s okay. You know, it’s an old wound now.”

“But we can’t forgive something like that.”

“No.” Then she said, “Hey, I gotta go. If you need any tips, just holler.”

“Yeah.”

After they said their goodbyes, Cris ruminated. In the blink of an eye, his entire life had changed—including his body, his emotions, even his sexuality. He couldn’t undo any of that. The best he could do was learn to live like Aunt Helena, at least while his synchronicity with her was elevated and causing him to view men as tools for his own pleasure. He didn’t feel ashamed of himself. It was just who he was now. A hungry man-eater.

And to show his new man some love, he dropped his panties and texted him a picture of his wet pussy.

Along with the message: THIS IS ALL YOURS WHEN YOU GET HOME.


I Became My Pregnant Neighbor!

(Venus Phenomenon)
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Marc finished tying the canoe to his Jeep Liberty’s roof rack. Steve was bringing his own canoe as well. Hopefully with four guys—and collateral arms that might be broken—he wouldn’t be auditioning for Travis Pastrana’s Nitro Circus on the rapids.

The canoes were only a fraction of the fun. The week ahead would also include hiking, swimming, and likely Bobby’s drunken karaoke under the stars.

Heading out to Driftwood Lake every summer had become tradition.

Marc looked forward to it every year. But he knew their annual vacation was eventually doomed to end. They had been lucky to find time in their college- and job-filled schedules this year, but how long would that last? Steve was getting married in the fall, Bobby was angling for a prestigious job in Silicon Valley, and Arthur wanted to travel the world.

They were all in their twenties. Marc was the oldest, at twenty-two. Allegedly, turning eighteen was the tipping point between adolescence and adulthood, but he hadn’t really felt a change in himself just because of some stupid birthday.

He was starting to now.

This might be the last summer where he and his friends could all hang out together, and act like total goofballs without their lives getting in the way.

Marc wished it didn’t have to be that way.

His mom came outside. “Hey, sweetie,” she said. “You’re not sneaking off early, are you?”

“Nah,” Marc said, wiping the sweat off his face with his tank top. “I wanted to get the packing and preparations done today so I can just bounce tomorrow morning.”

“Is the oil changed?”

“Of course, Mom.”

“And you’re going to look out for poison ivy this time, right?”

Marc nodded.

He thought it was funny how he could be a grown man when away at college, but back home his mom still pestered him like he’d never lived a day outside his own bedroom. “This is the fifth year we’re going,” he said. “Everything will be fine.”

“Well, you know I worry,” she said.

“The eternal duty of moms,” he said.

She smiled. “Anyway, if you’re not busy, Daphne next door has something she wants your assistance with. It sounded like a job for muscles. She’s on her eighth month, and I keep telling her she shouldn’t be moving heavy objects on her own, especially when her husband’s at work. And I’ve got a perfectly good handyman she can borrow.”

“Right now?”

She nodded. “If you don’t mind.”

Marc shrugged. He didn’t mind at all. And he headed across the lawn to see how his muscles could offer aid.

The couple next door wasn’t much older than he was, although he didn’t know much about them. But he did know that Daphne Carlisle was expecting her first child very soon—within a few weeks apparently, if she was on her eighth month. And Mrs. Carlisle was who Marc saw right away, bent inside the trunk of her Volvo SUV. Despite being well into her pregnancy, she was dressed for a cardio workout: an orange tank top and dark leggings. The former, being skintight on her torso, extremely accentuated the distension of her belly, which formed a near-perfect half-sphere that jutted out almost a foot from the rest of her front.

Marc caught himself staring at the clear bump of her belly button when she noticed him coming. “Marc! Hi!” she hollered. “Your mother relayed the message. Good. Can you help me with something?”

“S-sure,” he stuttered, momentarily mesmerized by the frailness of her petite body and that humongous growth stretching her clothes. “What is it?”

“This old thing,” she said, gesturing into her Volvo’s trunk space.

It was a crib. But not like an ordinary crib purchased off the shelf in Walmart’s baby department. This thing was vintage. Wood carved, possibly handcrafted, and sturdily constructed. The fade of the wood made it look a hundred years old.

Mrs. Carlisle: “My great-grandmother slept in this old thing.” She laughed. “I wanted something modern, but not while she’s still alive. My grandma used it. My mom used it. And now it’s my turn. My great-grandmother says it’s blessed. And it’s the secret why none of us ladies have had any major health problems.”

Marc spotted the Christian cross carved into the front side. “Yeah,” he said.

“She’s ninety-six and still healthy, so maybe there is some truth in it. Now, do you think you can carry it inside? We gotta go upstairs into the nursery.”

“Sure,” he said. “But I don’t think I can lift the whole thing by myself.”

“I’ll get one end, you get the other.”

“You sure? With…” He nodded toward her bloated abdomen.

“Of course.”

Marc took the front end, Mrs. Carlisle took the back. It wasn’t too heavy overall—around fifty pounds, maybe—but it had an unwieldiness that made it practically impossible for one person to safely carry without one side dragging. Fortunately, it fit through doorways, or else they would’ve been in bigger trouble.

While lugging it through the Carlisles’ living room, Marc caught a glimpse of the news on the TV. They were covering the story about the zoo’s pregnant attraction, Zelda the zebra. The news reel showed guests flocking around her cage and taking pictures of the animal, although Zelda wasn’t due to give birth for several more weeks.

“Are you following Zelda’s progress?” Mrs. Carlisle asked.

“Not particularly,” Marc said. Really meaning not at all. They were now angling for the stairs and climbing up.

“I guess it’s funny irony that both my son and Zelda’s foal are due on the same day. It won’t be that way, of course. Pregnancies never work out like you plan them to.”

“Are you excited?” Marc asked, just making chitchat.

“For the zebra?” she said, then smiled. “Yeah. Mainly, I just can’t wait to see him. I mean, they give you ultrasounds and you have these photos, but it’s not the same as holding him in your arms and actually seeing what your body created.” She was redder in the face now, but still chugging along with her end of the crib. “There’s nothing so miraculous as a new life.”

Marc couldn’t imagine.

On the second floor, they hauled the crib toward its final destination. The nursery was already well stocked with baby paraphernalia; there were piles of diapers, clothes that looked to be half sorted and half not, and sacks of toys. They set the crib down by the far wall, near the window but not against it.

After letting go, Mrs. Carlisle inhaled sharply and trotted toward the doorway, eventually leaning against the frame. Marc noticed she was holding the underside of her belly quite firmly and wincing.

A chill went up his spine.

“Is it coming?” he asked in almost a panic.

She giggled. “No. Not that. Oh, he’s only moving around. Our hard work must’ve upset him.” Her hand began massaging the side of her pregnant belly, smoothly following the swell up and down repeatedly. “Take it easy.”

Marc had never really been around a pregnant woman before. The thought that babies constantly moved around inside their mothers’ bellies grossed him out. But to Mrs. Carlisle, this seemed to be a regular occurrence. As she continued to massage herself, he felt more and more awkward for being present in the room.

“Um, do you need anything?” he asked.

“A bottle of water from the fridge would be nice,” she said. “If I take those steps right now, I might pass out.”

“Sure.”

“Thank you.”

Marc went downstairs on his fetch quest. Halfway into the kitchen, his phone buzzed. He pulled it out and saw the notification across the screen: VENUS PHENOMENON IMMINENT. Whatever, he thought, closing it. Today was the fourth instance of the Venus Phenomenon; the past three times, it hadn’t affected him. The chances were low anyway. One in five hundred. So, even though Mrs. Carlisle was probably the woman closest to him right now, he wasn’t too worried about it. He’d have better luck winning money off Vegas slot machines, and that had never happened once!

He grabbed the water from the fridge. On the way past the kitchen table, something flashed in his periphery—but only for a split-second. He thought there was a pregnancy test laying there, but why it would be there when Mrs. Carlisle’s pregnancy wasn’t in question he had no idea.

And when he actually looked with both his eyes, there was nothing on the table.

How very strange and specific of his imagination.

Marc returned upstairs and gave Mrs. Carlisle the water. She was also reading the notification on her phone. Everyone got it, not just guys eighteen and older.

“Are you worried about it?” she asked after a sip. “It might be dangerous to be around me.” One of her hands drew his attention to her belly as she cradled it.

“Nah,” he said. “I mean, where would I go? I don’t want to go back home and turn into a copy of my mom.” He shivered.

“Maybe try fleeing into the woods,” she suggested.

Marc had actually heard a story of someone attempting that last time. Some guy around his age had traveled out into the middle of nowhere during the Venus Phenomenon, hoping there was a safe distance. Didn’t work. He turned into some seventy-year-old woman who had been in her car several miles away.

As far as anyone knew, there was no safe distance.

Marc rubbed his ring finger, briefly feeling the cool metal of something wrapped around the digit. However, when he looked, like with the kitchen table, there was nothing there.

He observed Mrs. Carlisle’s wedding ring—which reappeared in his mind between the fingers of another man, who was slipping it onto Marc’s ring finger.

The thought of Henry, Daphne’s husband, made him feel warm all over. Never had someone else made him so happy, so longed for.

When Marc realized he could recall the texture and taste of the man’s lips with frightening clarity, he knew something was wrong.

“Oh shit,” he whispered.

“What?” Mrs. Carlisle said.

Marc gazed at her belly. No, he thought, spinning himself toward the doorway and inadvertently making himself dizzy. He stumbled into the hallway outside, his body colliding with the wall like he didn’t know the length of his strides or his own center of balance.

I wish for a pony, a voice said in his mind, before his lips in this faint memory puckered and blew out eight or nine candles. Then, abruptly, he was remembering a wedding dress.

The house was starting to spin around him.

He was so damn nauseous all of a sudden.

Marc pulled himself along, nearly twisting his ankle down the stairs before he outright fell into the living room. He saw the door, as well as the whole room seeming to stretch around him, pushing the door farther and farther away.

“No,” he kept repeating. “No, no, no.”

Other footsteps came down the stairs. “Marc? Jesus, what’s wrong?”

What was wrong was that he was experiencing memories from a honeymoon that he had never been on. He remembered spending two weeks in Europe, which included a Mediterranean cruise. He remembered having sex, but it was wrong sex; Marc saw himself on top of another man, receiving the thrusting and pumping, and mysteriously enjoying every second of it.

He hadn’t thought it would be like this. Like an infection of his mind.

“Please,” he whimpered. “Stay away.”

“Marc?” Daphne asked.

The terror he felt was suddenly replaced by the joy of his first ultrasound. A rush of strange instincts worried why he was crawling on the floor. He clutched his abdomen, unsure if he should be concerned or relieved that it was flat.

Up until this moment, he’d never worried about the Venus Phenomenon. He’d believed the chances were on his side.

But now it was happening while he was close to his pregnant neighbor!

Marc began to feel a wave of tingles across his body.

And a building pressure in his gut…
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“Oh goodness,” Daphne uttered. For a few seconds, it seemed to be the only word in her vocabulary: “Goodness, goodness, goodness.” Then, with a firm grip on Marc’s shoulders, she guided him a little ways across the living room. “Have a seat in the recliner. Oh goodness.”

Marc, meanwhile, was completely discombobulated. His butt found the recliner, and he plopped himself into its cozy embrace with a strained huff. He felt like he’d had his head stuck inside a church bell on noon Sunday, and everything from his molars to his eardrums was still ringing from it. Trying to use his eyes was met with intense lightheadedness.

Oh God, I got it bad, he thought. Suddenly he was recalling all those firsthand experiences posted on Reddit, and how each victim of the Venus Phenomenon reported being caught in a state of autopilot for a few minutes after the transformation.

This was different!

He heard his voice groaning.

“Shh,” Daphne said. “It’s okay. I mean, well, it’s not all okay, but you’ll survive. You’ll probably find that it turned out better than you feared.”

Gradually, more details about Marc’s body began to emphasize themselves. With his eyes tightly shut, all he could focus on was the sensation of a bowling ball sitting on his midsection. The weight was directly over his stomach and other abdominal organs, and even on his lower spine to some degree. Sweat had broken out across his face, and his heart was racing.

He knew what it was.

However impossible—at least it was before the first documented instance of the Venus Phenomenon and these gender-blending changes.

But something else was weird. When Marc touched his face, he felt his stubble and other male features. His hair was the same as a couple minutes ago: short and curly. Not shoulder length like Daphne’s. Nor were his clothes. His fingers confirmed that his loose-fitted tank top had not disappeared. And it was still sweaty from getting that canoe tied down.

“Mrs. Carlisle?” he said. His voice was the same too.

“I’m here.”

“What exactly happened?”

“Marc, honey, you’re gonna have to open your eyes eventually and see for yourself. You can’t spend the next five hundred days hiding from this.”

He supposed she was right. But still. The horror.

Nervously, Marc employed the use of his eyeballs.

A great mound, spherical and worryingly familiar, was stretching out the bottom portion of his tank top. He nearly had a panic attack, knowing what it represented. To his male mind—which had never experienced this phase of biological wonder that mothers only knew—it was like he had such a colossal build-up of gas that it had literally inflated the front of his torso. He might’ve preferred that explanation, compared to the truth of why his belly was distended in such a distinctive way.

However, other than some internal reproductive organs, Marc was still himself. He hadn’t changed into a twin of Daphne, which he had been anticipating all along.

He brought this up to her.

“It must be low synchronization,” she explained. “Below a value of fifty, sometimes you get mixed results. The last time, I had a nephew who turned into his mother from the waist down. It was adorable. He even wore one of her skirts during our Christmas party.”

Marc didn’t think anything about this was adorable in the slightest. He was pregnant. Not only was that supposed to be impossible for his biological sex, he was pregnant with an unborn child who wasn’t even related to him.

He felt like he was going to pass out.

Daphne left the room and returned with a warm washrag, which she laid across his forehead. “Just take it easy right now,” she instructed him. “We’ll have to notify your parents. And my husband. We only have a month until the due date.”

Oh my God, Marc thought. He just remembered Driftwood Lake! The trip! He and his buddies were heading out tomorrow. Safe to say that was out of the question now, thanks to the stupid Venus Phenomenon. He didn’t even want to face his friends and tell them why the trip had to be canceled. For now, he was content in the recliner. Although he was beginning to burp softly like he might puke.

“So,” he said, feeling exhausted without having done anything. “It’s just the belly?”

“Not quite.” Daphne raised one of his feet. “See anything different?”

He had purple toenails. Likely it was the same nail polish she was wearing, and maybe the toenails themselves were the same too. They looked freaky as hell on his big, hairy feet.

So, his belly and toenails were now copies of his neighbors’. He suspected he might find other echoes of their synchronization later on, when he felt motivated to do anything but hate everything about his life right now.

“Do you want me to tell your parents?” Daphne asked.

Marc nodded. “If you have to.”

He was not ready to become the center of attention, but his new feature was the only topic of conversation when Mom came over. Twenty minutes later, Mr. Carlisle joined in and discovered that his wife’s fertilized womb now existed in two separate people. Marc went through an emotional roller coaster of misery. But his mother was even more emotional; she hugged him for a long while with tears in her eyes, telling him that everything was going to be all right and she was going to do everything she could to make the next month more comfortable.

This morning, Marc had been a young, healthy, normal guy ready to have fun this summer. Now he had a date with the delivery room.

But it was more complicated than that.

Mr. Carlisle was the first to mention the word twins, in the context of having to make more room in their nursery.

“Pregnancies under the influence of the Venus Phenomenon don’t work like that,” Daphne told him. Then she explained it for everyone else: “Marc’s body is copying mine. For now, that includes my womb and the life inside. But when my son is born, he will disappear from Marc’s body. Think of the synchronization like a mirror. If I’m no longer pregnant, then my reflection is no longer pregnant.”

“So, I won’t give birth?” Marc asked.

“You’ll feel the birth,” she said. “But nothing will come out.”

Holy shit, Marc thought. Actual childbirth. His groin ached from just imagining something so large and heavy exiting his body, even though, physically, nothing would.

“You won’t have twins?” his mom asked.

“No,” Daphne said. “Just the one. The baby in Marc’s belly is identical to mine. And, based on some of the reactions I’ve seen, he’s tormenting our organs at the same time.”

As if on cue, Marc felt an abrupt shift in his gut like someone had just elbowed him in the kidney. He winced from it.

Is that what it is? he wondered. The baby…moving?

Preliminary arrangements were made for Daphne and him to spend some more time together up until the delivery date. Daphne wanted another ultrasound done; Marc was invited along, although he didn’t feel like he had much choice and would meet the wrath of Mom if he didn’t monitor his baby’s health. Mr. Carlisle was polite and respectful the whole time, but Marc could tell the man was uncomfortable with the idea that he’d inseminated his wife and incidentally impregnated another guy in the process.

Marc thought he’d have more memories about Daphne’s life. Maybe even the sex that led to her getting pregnant. But he couldn’t recall anything—unlike when memories had been flashing through his mind right before the Venus Phenomenon happened.

It was a small relief. Though fairly invisible in the grand scheme of things, presently.

Later that afternoon, Marc and his mother walked back home, her arms clinging to him like she feared he might lose his balance.

“We’ll get through this,” she said. “I’ll do everything to make you as comfortable as possible, sweetie.”

“I know, Mom. You’ve said that a hundred times.”

“Well, I’m a hundred percent serious. You go lie down in bed for a while, and I’ll run to the store. Make sure to lay on your side. You’re so far along that it’ll be all that’s comfortable.”

Comfortable. He couldn’t even remember what comfortable felt like anymore, as he lowered himself onto his mattress and carefully stretched himself out. For whatever reason he had the chills. But also he was sweating. Marc saw his body as unable to make up its mind over how it wanted to feel about the newest organs and passenger riding along in his abdomen. He wondered if Daphne’s ovaries were in there too, pumping him full of pregnancy hormones.

Some things persisted: he was always lightheaded and sore.

While lying there, Marc swallowed some of his male pride and explored the region of swell that now dominated the front of his body between his bottommost ribs and his groin. It felt massive beyond belief, his hand following the long curve from the underside and over his belly button, its profile firmly holding its shape even though he was turned on his side.

It was a pleasantly warm feature. And he did feel marginally better with its mass partially supported by the bed underneath.

“Shit,” he whispered.

Being pregnant flat-out sucked. He’d have to reduce his outdoor activities, watch what he ate, and always be mindful that there was another life inside him.

Marc wasn’t thrilled about the prospect of childbirth. On the other hand, at least he would be getting it over with soon.

While reflecting about how the Venus Phenomenon had really screwed over his summer plans, his hand drifted beyond his bulbous midsection and lightly grabbed the front of his shorts. Sure enough, his dick and balls were accounted for, albeit tilted at a slightly different angle due to the more-extreme slope of his lower navel.

“Hmm,” he said, not really sure how to feel about being a pregnant man.

He had relaxed enough to almost drift off into a nap when Mom returned. She brought in her purchases from Walgreens, laying them out on Marc’s desk. Most of them had obvious purposes, like the prenatal vitamins and the cream to prevent stretch marks. But when she pulled out the sanitary pads, he had to interrupt the show-and-tell immediately.

“Pads?” he said, staring confusedly at the box, which boasted about features like ALL DAY PROTECTION and MAXIMUM ABSORBENCY—alien phrases for a twenty-two-year-old guy. “Mom, I’m still a man down there. I don’t need leak protection, or whatever.”

“You never know, sweetie,” she said. “If your sync with Mrs. Carlisle fluctuates a little higher, you might need them. I did when I was pregnant with you.”

Marc groaned. Too much information!

“And if that happens, I hope you know how to wipe correctly.” She was enjoying this too much. Now, if the baby in his tummy had been her grandchild, she probably would’ve been taking this more seriously. “I even glanced at the breast pumps. I know, I know. You currently don’t have any. I guess we’ll cross that road if we come to it.”

After more motherly affection and kisses, she finally left him alone—after giving him one last item of great importance. A synchronometer. He snapped it on and waited for it to calibrate. By then, his bladder was yelling out for relief.

Marc heaved himself up to a seated position, then heaved himself a second time in order to stand. God, he was already hurting again! How did Daphne, who was so petite, put up with the aches and pains of her pregnancy? He supposed her body had had more time to adjust.

And also she was a woman. The possibility of carrying a child was in her physiology.

Marc wondered if he would’ve been more comfortable had he been fully female.

At the toilet, he yawned, unzipped his shorts, and fished out his penis—which was strangely erect in spite of things. Even so, he could barely see the tip of it protruding past the horizon of what was supposed to be Daphne’s pregnant belly.

It felt so wonderful to piss that he actually moaned.

Near the end of it, his new synchronometer beeped. His synchronicity with the woman next door had officially been measured to be 17.

Marc realized he had something to hope for: their synchronicity dipping so low that it caused his pregnant belly to vanish, if that was possible.

Otherwise, childbirth was in his near future.
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“Ah, jeez,” Marc sighed, the hand with the sudsy washcloth encountering his achingly hard erection. Three days had passed since the beginning of his cosmically magical pregnancy; every day since, he’d woken up with morning wood. But not like today. Today, his hard-on was a serious nuisance. It had been ragingly stiff while fulfilling his morning piss, getting dressed, and eating breakfast. Now, in the shower, it continued to demonstrate its unyielding need to him.

He didn’t want to. Actually, he was half disturbed by his own apparent arousal.

What was there to be aroused by? His belly? Hardly!

By now, he’d memorized a long list of reasons why he despised being pregnant: the restless nights, the back aches, the nausea, the frequent trips to the toilet, the sometimes-violent movement of the unseen inhabitant, the sudden food cravings, the mood swings, and not to mention the complete control this pregnancy had over his whole life now, restricting everything he did and preventing him from having all the fun he’d planned for this summer.

So, yeah, being pregnant was a real pain in the ass!

Nonetheless, his cock was pleading for relief, hanging heavily underneath his bloated tummy and throbbing so intensely that he could feel it reverberating in his lower navel.

Jesus, he thought. Is this also part of the pregnant experience?

He’d heard through the internet grapevine—always taken with a grain of salt—that some pregnant women could be very horny. But the translation here was a little bizarre.

Marc wasn’t a biological woman in that sense.

And still.

It eventually reached the point that his self-control and sense of dignity were too exhausted. Discarding the washcloth for now, he stood under the warm spray—to feel clean regardless of what he was about to do—and jerked off.

“Jeeeeesh,” he gasped, his cock’s sensitivity reaching levels never felt before. A mere few pumps of his hand caused his whole body to tremble.

Marc knew there was no backing down now. He stroked himself vigorously, the sensations so incredible that he felt like he was reliving his first-ever boner all over again, his mind quickly discovering what puberty was all about!

The vibrations in his belly became near uncomfortable, the way they rippled through his tight skin and stretched womb. But he wasn’t stopping. Instead, he cradled his pregnant tummy to hold it steady and temper the effects of the tremors.

It helped somewhat.

Anyway, he didn’t have to suffer long.

Marc’s orgasm was more powerful than it’d been in years—possibly ever. He wobbled on his swollen feet as his pent-up load fired toward the drain, culminating in three lengthy ropes of jizz with several aftershock-like pulses that had him feeling dizzy and grabbing the wall just to keep himself from losing his balance.

“Guh,” he panted. “Ah! Holy shit.”

His cock remained hard afterward. He gave it a few more tugs until it showed signs of deflating. His head buzzed with pleasure—his cock’s lasting reward for one incredible semen eruption.

Marc was still recovering when he felt an abrupt pinch around his waist and over his junk, which then forcefully smashed his manhood against his body. He let out a peep of surprise, finding a narrow strip of fabric on either side of his hips, both portions connecting at the rear into another floss-thin band that disappeared into his ass crack.

Is that a G-string? he wondered, his fingers exploring the scanty garment.

Up front, his field of view was obstructed by his midsection. But sure enough, his fingers touched the new layer of fabric squishing his genitals. With a grunt, he hiked up one leg at a time and removed it.

Yep, it was a G-string. With leopard print. And soaked.

He glanced at his synchronometer; the number was now 19, and flashing green. Instead of his and Daphne’s synchronicity going lower, like he’d hoped, it was rising. Which meant he was gaining more echoes of his next-door neighbor. Fortunately, no more body parts from the look of it. Just the current pair of panties Daphne was wearing right now, which poorly accommodated his still-existing manhood.

Marc wondered if his neighbor liked skimpy underwear, and if he should expect more appearing on his body as the number on his synchronometer fluctuated.

He finished his shower and toweled off. A long inspection in the mirror revealed no other bodily changes—except that his ears were pierced. He wasn’t sure if that was a new feature, or if they and the panties had been a double-whammy.

With a nervous thought for the near future, he reluctantly dressed.

Today was the scheduled ultrasound. After a light lunch, Marc headed next door and met his equally pregnant neighbor before their appointment.

“Hey!” she said, coming out with her purse and keys. “All ready to get checked out?”

Marc answered with an unintentional belch. “Ugh,” he groaned, catching a taste of the bile. “You have anything for gas? No matter what I eat and drink, I can’t stop burping.”

“Welcome to the eighth month.” Daphne reached into her purse as they went to her Volvo. She gave him some Gas-X tablets. “Isn’t it wonderful?”

No, he wanted to say. Although, so far, his experience with pregnancy had been without any serious case of morning sickness, so he figured he shouldn’t complain.

The ride was extra excruciating on Marc, even with good suspension and the time to see the bumps and potholes before they arrived. Halfway through the trip, he was clutching his belly with both hands to help mitigate the roughness of the road. He about got fuming mad when one especially harsh bump jolted his body so hard that it was worse than a punch to his new uterus.

These fucking roads! he thought, and he had it in his mind that he was going to call the city later and curse up a storm. By the time they arrived at the clinic, he was mostly calmed down.

He chalked it up to another hormonal mood swing.

Inside the clinic, Marc wanted to die. It was the first time he’d been out in public since the change, and his fears were justified. There were a couple waiting moms-to-be, all staring at him. Well, he was a little unusual, being a six-foot-tall guy with a bulging baby bump identical in size and shape to the woman next to him. A touch of that riled-up attitude came back, until he was wishing that a black hole would come swallow the planet.

Thankfully, the sonographer was a nice black woman who had experience with twin pregnancies caused by the Venus Phenomenon, so Marc wasn’t the first man she’d be performing an ultrasound on.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” she insisted, talking through the procedure. “We’re just going to see what’s in your tummy, and make sure nothing’s wrong.”

“But if Daphne and I are in sync, shouldn’t everything be all right?” Marc asked. Unless of course Daphne was having complications, then he would too.

“It’s more for your health,” she said. “To make sure everything’s operating as it should.”

“Oh.”

Additionally, Marc learned that an ultrasound so late—or a third trimester scan—wasn’t that common, unless there were exceptional circumstances.

He supposed his situation qualified.

Daphne went first. This not being her first rodeo, she was happily chatting with the sonographer as she lied back in the chair and lifted her shirt, reporting how her pregnancy had progressed, the various quirks of her body responding to this pregnancy, and how excited she was to finally give birth after nine long months. The sonographer applied a jelly-like substance to Daphne’s tummy, then brought in the wand and rubbed it around. A hazy, black-and-white image of her abdomen flashed up on the large screen in the room.

Marc imagined that fetuses were more difficult to find in earlier stages of pregnancy. Not for Daphne. Within ten seconds, her unborn child was visible.

“There he is,” the sonographer announced. “All curled up.”

“Oh, he’s enormous!” Daphne remarked.

“You’ve been feeding him right.”

While the women in the room were cooing over the miracle of life, Marc just felt squeamish. He knew that what was up on the screen was also inside his belly, just as large and freakishly humanlike. A wave of nausea passed over him.

Right then, that little bastard kicked. Daphne groaned at the same time Marc did, both of them holding the side of their bellies.

“Already practicing for soccer,” the sonographer said.

“You got that right,” Daphne said. “He’s been anxious to pop out for a couple weeks now. I hope he doesn’t start thinking my organs are punching bags.”

A few photos were saved. The gossip winded down. Then it was Marc’s turn in the seat. Given the results of Daphne’s ultrasound, he knew exactly what was going to be projected on the big screen for all to see, but he was still nervous nonetheless. He wondered how many men underwent ultrasounds. Couldn’t have been a very large amount, with the number of pregnant women and the chances of the Venus Phenomenon occurring. But it wasn’t zero!

He situated himself into the well-reclined seat that was still slightly warm from Daphne’s body. The sonographer walked him through every step—with more detail since it was his first time. He learned the jelly actually helped the wand see better into the abdomen, on account of how the sound waves worked.

He flinched from the coolness of the jelly when it was gobbed onto his naked belly.

The sonographer: “What were you doing before you wound up pregnant?”

“Planning for a summer trip with friends,” Marc said.

“And you had to share the big announcement, huh?”

“They still don’t know,” he said. “My mom told them I got sick and couldn’t go.”

She laughed.

The wand was pressed against his tummy, pushing the jelly along as it slid over the outermost curve of his eight-month bump that was in every way identical to Daphne’s, even down to a couple moles. Up ahead, the screen fuzzed to life.

And there was the result of Daphne’s and her husband’s copulation eight months ago.

Marc cringed deeply. He was certain that no length of time being pregnant would ever make him comfortable with it. Everything about this was unnatural. He hadn’t grown up knowing that one day he might bear children. He could barely keep his eyes open as the lady made sure there were no health complications, and found his uterus to be wholly intact and identical to Daphne’s.

For the hundredth time, he wanted to puke.

Getting out of that room was a tremendous relief.

Before heading back to the lobby, Daphne called dibs on the bathroom. “Bladder’s gonna pop if we hit those potholes on the way back,” she laughed. Marc also had to use the restroom. He didn’t know if it was coincidence, or if he and Daphne were just in sync in that regard too.

What a weird thought.

After she came out, he went in to do his business.

Where an awful discovery was made.

In front of the toilet, Marc lowered his sweatpants and grasped at nothing. Initially, he was only confused. Unable to see his groin, he unthinkingly reached closer to his body until his fingers happened upon the newest feature of his ongoing synchronization with his pregnant neighbor: a hairy slit. The realization popped in his head only after he’d accidentally probed a finger between the lips. He whipped his hand away in horror.

Fuck, he thought. Now THAT?

And he still had to piss so bad!

Reluctantly, Marc turned around and sat—after remembering to put the toilet seat back down, the way he’d found it. For the next minute he was a shaking wreck, unable to think about anything other than his new genitalia, and how this would be how he urinated for the next year and a half if things didn’t change back.

He felt a different warmth of relieving himself, the urine following a new path out of his body. He shuddered as the first, tentative squirt splashed into the water beneath him.

On his wrist, his synchronicity now read as 21.
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Marc was lounging on the family couch, a swivel fan whirring on the floor and blowing not-so-cool air across his sweltering body. The thermostat claimed it was seventy-two degrees in the house. To him, it was more like ninety. He was trying to watch TV to distract himself from how miserable he felt. Every day was another extreme: chilly or hot, his body temperature on a wild pendulum back and forth. He couldn’t wait until the day when this damn creature in his belly was out and gone from his life forever.

Next door, Mrs. Carlisle and her husband were having their baby shower. It was unusually late in the third trimester to have one—today being fewer than fourteen days from her due date—but she’d delayed it on account of the Venus Phenomenon.

Marc had been invited. Friendly courtesy. But he didn’t want to go. Being pregnant was too much attention. Plus, his persistent nausea couldn’t handle it.

The voices. The laughter. People in general.

He would’ve curled up under the covers and shrouded himself in total darkness had he not been sweating out of every pore.

The contents of his belly jostled again.

Marc groaned. “Can you not?” he said, rubbing his tummy to soothe some of the discomfort. He swore it was larger now than when he’d first acquired it. Which obviously made sense. Daphne’s unborn son was still growing, and he would continue to grow up until he was ready to come out. Marc had pondered if his version of the fetus was growing on its own or simply reflecting the size of the real one, and it had confused him so much he’d had an hour-long headache afterward. It was pretty disturbing to think that his body was nourishing the life in the copy of his neighbor’s womb. But he was hungrier these days.

Right now, he was obsessed with Greek yogurt. Before being pregnant, he’d rarely eaten yogurt. Was it another echo? Part of Daphne’s diet?

Three empty cups were on the coffee table, and Marc was considering a fourth.

But that meant getting up. Walking. Hauling his fat belly to the fridge and back.

Ugh.

The Venus Phenomenon had surprised him in many ways, but that he continued to have relatively low synchronicity with his neighbor was odd. At its highest, it fluctuated in the low twenties, occasionally dropping into the high teens. This resulted in weird consequences. The down-and-up fluctuations kept resetting aspects of his appearance to echo Daphne’s. One example was her wedding ring. A value of 22 on the synchronometer had spawned it on his ring finger. The first time, he’d taken it off and left it on his bathroom countertop, uninterested in wearing it. If the value of synchronicity dipped and came back up to 22, it would reappear on his damn finger again. By now, this had happened probably five or six times.

Same for her panties. If his synchronicity plummeted and fluctuated around 19, a duplicate of the current pair of underwear that Daphne was wearing would instantly materialize on Marc.

These effects also applied to his genitals.

In the two weeks since his transformation, he’d spent about an equal amount of time with his own manhood and Daphne’s downstairs plumbing. Some days, he woke up with a penis; other days, his morning business at the toilet was a little longer, and he had to wipe. And other times the switch happened in the middle of the day, just randomly.

He had no control over it.

Presently, Marc was biologically female—and never unaware of the sanitary pad pressed up against his crotch. Like his mom had predicted, he did need some leak protection when he didn’t have a penis.

God, it grossed him out.

What the hell was leaking anyway?

She had explained that it could be urine or just vaginal fluids. It was apparently normal.

After a while of resting on the couch, Marc sat up. He’d been reading a book—titled Labor of Love—that detailed many of the things an expecting mother should watch out for in the latter stages of her third trimester, and even what would happen during childbirth. He’d forgotten that it was trapped underneath his belly. He closed it and placed it on the coffee table.

He continued to sweat. And ache. And feel absolutely fucking miserable.

These final couple of weeks were going to be hell.

It was four o’clock. He thought the baby shower would be wrapped up by now. He grabbed his phone and gave his next-door neighbor a ring.

“Marc?” Daphne said. “Hey, what’s up?”

Marc was trying to not pant into the microphone. “Do you have a moment? Are you busy?”

There was a pause. He thought he heard a man—maybe her husband—groan in the background. Then she said, “Is everything all right?”

“Do you have any special trick so I don’t feel like crap all the time?”

“What’s wrong? Are you throwing up? Remember to take some Dramamine if you have any.”

“No. I’m not throwing up.” He stared down at his massive, round tummy, its bulk somewhat supported by his lap. “I just ache. You know? Everything aches. My arms, my forehead, my hips, my legs. Even my feet are starting to look swollen again. I was just hoping you had some kind of special remedy. Since you have more experience than I do.”

“Oh,” she said. There was another one of those pauses. Marc had this vague feeling that Henry, her husband, was listening to this conversation. “Well, there is one thing. But…”

“Yeah?”

“You’d need some company.”

It took a second for Marc’s brain to connect the dots. Is she suggesting what I think she’s suggesting? he thought, feeling totally repulsed by it. At a higher sync with Daphne, he very well might’ve been attracted to her husband, or men in general. But, like he was now, he was pretty sure his sexual orientation was unaffected.

Still, the true meaning of her words made his loins tingle.

She went on: “I love having my feet rubbed. You’d be amazed what that does. And a hot bath. Just to be embraced by the water. And Marc? Are you female right now?”

He confirmed that he was. He’d told her after it happened the first time.

“A bath is great for that too. Sometimes, it feels like there’s a knot inside my body. And…a little fun loosens everything up.”

Marc could hardly believe Daphne was recommending he masturbate. With her pussy! But at this point, he was willing to try anything—short of have sex with a man.

“Okay,” he said quietly.

“Henry and I are actually about to spend some time together right now,” she said. “I’ll stay connected and leave the phone on the nightstand. The sounds might assist you.”

“S-sure.”

Well that was going down as the most awkward phone call of his life.

While in possession of Daphne’s vagina, he’d never touched himself sexually. Hell, he didn’t mind having one so much, other than it created an additional chore in the bathroom. But at least he wasn’t dealing with morning wood and relentless hard-ons!

Trembling, Marc carried his phone into the master bathroom. His parents had a shower and a tub, although he wasn’t sure how often the latter was used. After calming his excited nerves, he locked the door, twisted the knob for the hot water, and closed the drain. As the tub began to fill up, he spotted a BUBBLE BATH bottle. He squirted some in.

I can’t believe this, he thought, shaking as he disrobed. He cradled his pregnant belly as he continued to monitor the water temperature, mixing in more cold or hot water when necessary. When he was satisfied with the water level, he turned the faucet completely off, swung each leg in, and carefully lowered his heavily pregnant body.

He turned out to be a little tall for the porcelain tub, and having to bend his knees put an uncomfortable amount of pressure on his pelvis. Instead, he hung them out over the edge. The bubbly top-layer of the water rippled and undulated, the very peak of his belly slightly jutting out through the surface. Everything else from his armpits to his thighs was completely submerged.

Marc started laughing. The way the warm water touched him all over felt pretty damn nice! It didn’t completely erase the sheer heaviness and burden of how hugely pregnant he was—nor the torment his abdominal organs were always subjected to—but the water definitely seemed to bring much-needed relief to his joints and muscles.

It was almost relaxing.

He wondered if his skin was more sensitive. A bathtub full of water seemed different than he remembered. It was soothing. But he couldn’t be sure if that was a byproduct of his own pregnancy and its hormonal effects or an echo in and of itself.

Marc placed a towel underneath his head and closed his eyes.

From his nearby phone came soft moaning.

He was listening to his next-door neighbor have sex, and it was supposed to help him. If he hadn’t been eight-and-a-half-months pregnant, it would’ve been really strange.

Marc knew his sync with Daphne wasn’t high enough to see or feel what was happening to her right now. He was eternally grateful. But he did have a faint impression of her bedroom. Just sporadic details if he concentrated: a mint-colored bedspread, an artificial eucalyptus plant, a nursing bra still in the sack from Walmart, and a gentle rocking motion.

He didn’t know if that sensation was from her and her husband having sex or just a figment of his imagination, and perhaps a curiosity for trying to connect with her.

Regardless, the sexual mood overtook him.

Marc guided his hand into the water and once again located that new feature between his legs. Normally, he was too scared of its existence to think about it. Not now. He pressed his middle finger firmly up the center, feeling the separation in the outer lips, how they readily parted if he applied just a little more pressure and explored a little deeper. He rubbed himself this way for a while, dragging his finger up and down.

His right leg twitched. Then began to repeatedly shake.

Oh wow, he thought, his mind translating the sensations into a pleasure he recognized. It didn’t take him long to get comfortable, acquiring a rhythm and focusing on the upper half of his pussy, which seemed to be more responsive. He couldn’t tell if he was rubbing Daphne’s clitoris or not; the folds of skin were kind of confusing and intimidating, and he didn’t want to slow down and analyze what actually constituted what.

But, regionally, that area was the best part.

It didn’t feel all too different than stroking his cock. Only with different motions.

Marc rolled his head back and exhaled deeply, the tail end of his exiting breath rising into a soft moan.

The female voice on his phone was moaning too.

His hand went faster and faster, sending waves crashing around the rim of the bathtub and over his body. The fruity smell of the bubbles was intoxicatingly wonderful; the soreness in his body was completely gone; the weight of his pregnancy might as well have not even existed. He didn’t feel burdened anymore. He felt alive. And his body started to rock and bounce, the bliss making him want more and more.

“Oh yes!” the voice on the phone squealed.

“God yes!” Marc cried out.

There was no hope of delaying the orgasm. It came like a tsunami crashing over his body, throwing him backward and making him shake in the tub. He moaned as the tingles blazed a convulsive path from his core to his extremities, curling his toes and fingers and making the hairs on his arms stand on end. Everything between his legs was just glowing—not exploding like the male orgasm did. This went on for a minute or two as the pleasure radiated across his body.

Jesus, he thought when it seemed like it was finally dying down.

The afterglow was incredible. He felt so comfortable and satisfied. Like everything in his life was perfect and he’d just learned he’d won the fucking Powerball.

He checked his synchronometer. The number was steady at 23.

He wondered when he could have another orgasm.
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It was all over the local news channels. Even General Hospital had been blocked out. Zelda the zebra had given birth to her foal. The way it dominated the headlines, you’d think the whole world had put aside their differences for a few hours and joined hands to watch this marvel of nature. There weren’t any pictures yet, just details about how the new mom was recovering and how excited everyone was. A crowd had formed at the zoo, and they were interviewing people for their reactions. Some were so happy they were crying.

All over an animal.

A month ago, Marc wouldn’t have cared—and wouldn’t have been watching the local news at all if not for his mother wanting the latest updates. Today, though, he sympathized with the zebra more than he ever wanted to. And he was beginning to understand why childbirth was so fascinating. Over the course of nine months, a cluster of cells developed into a living, breathing human being. And that human being would have a life of their own, a family of their own; they would shape the world around them. It was like skipping a stone into a pond and watching it cause a tidal wave on the opposite shore.

The ingredients of life came together to produce so much from so little.

He still wasn’t keen on experiencing it firsthand.

But he appreciated it!

“How are you feeling?” his mom asked. Marc was seated on the couch while she was sitting on the seatback portion and giving him an upper back massage.

“Tired,” he said, wincing as her fingers pushed firmly against his strained muscles. His upper body hadn’t been designed to haul around a load like this. “Ready for it to be over with.”

“You’re lucky this is the twenty-first century,” she laughed. “Childbirth back in my time was excruciating. They’ll pump you full of painkillers so you won’t feel a thing.”

“Wonderful,” Marc said sarcastically. “Just a basketball coming out of me.”

“Oh it’s not that large. Maybe a coconut.”

He laughed.

Marc was glad his mother had taken time off work to be with him. He constantly felt the need to apologize, although it wasn’t his fault that his abdomen currently contained a womb identical to his next-door neighbor’s. It was just bad cosmic luck. Still, it was obvious that she was getting a kick out of it. Not very many moms on Earth could say their son had given birth!

“It could be worse,” she said. “Daphne could’ve been having twins.”

“No thanks,” he said. “One’s plenty.”

Another cramp developed inside his tummy. Marc winced as it passed. His body had been doing that all morning and afternoon—in addition to the little rascal tossing and turning every fifteen minutes.

He had asked her if those cramps were contractions.

She’d told him he’d know without a doubt when he was experiencing contractions.

Marc kept hoping that maybe Daphne’s due date was inaccurate, that today was not the day. But also he felt so miserable again that he was desperate for this process to be over and done with, and for his belly to not feel like the size of a minivan.

At around two-thirty, he received his first sample of what lay ahead.

Marc felt a cramp unlike the others; it involved his entire pregnant belly, and it felt like it was squeezing in on itself. He wrapped his hands over his tummy and groaned, taking short breaths until it dissipated about thirty seconds later.

“Ugh,” he sighed. “What was that?”

“That was probably your first contraction.”

He didn’t have much time to contemplate the significance. A minute after, wetness was gushing out from in between his legs, streaking and soaking through his sweatpants. It was like he was pissing himself, but the liquid was coming from deep inside his vagina rather than his urethra.

“Oh shit,” he sighed.

Mom saw it too. “Okay, sweetie. Remember what we talked about? We’re going to head to the hospital now.” She gave him several kisses on the forehead. In the middle of these, her phone started ringing. “That’s probably our neighbors. Let’s get you in the car.”

Marc was downright terrified now. He’d read all about childbirth, trying to mentally prepare himself for what would go down in the delivery room, but the event of his water breaking had him forgetting all the education and planning. He was worrying about everything as his mother escorted him to her car, where she’d already laid down towels for the journey.

Another contraction hit him as he sat down.

“Is it coming right now?” he asked, struggling with the seatbelt.

“No. You probably have many hours still. This is only the beginning.”

“God.”

Out the passenger window, he observed Daphne and her husband piling into her Volvo SUV. Everything was likely synced; her water had broken at the exact time Marc’s had, and they were probably having simultaneous contractions too.

The ride was a blur. Marc couldn’t focus on anything except anticipating the next contraction, enduring it, and then savoring the relative peace in between.

At the hospital, Mom helped him into a wheelchair. He was admitted to a room just down the hall from Daphne, where he changed into a hospital gown. Afterward, he tried to relax in the bed while his mother held his hand.

Everything was so unreal in that moment. The hospital. The fact that he was about to undergo childbirth. The large mound of his belly in the gown contrasted with his long, hairy legs and painted toenails.

Maybe thirty minutes had passed since the first contractions. It had seemed like hours.

“There’s a lot of them,” his mother said. “They get closer and more painful up until the baby is ready to come out of you. It’s the best way to know when labor is happening.”

Marc clutched the side of his tummy as another one happened. “Jesus. Why can’t it just fall out? Like a water slide. I don’t want to have to feel like this for hours.”

His mom laughed. “That’s how it is, honey.”

With actual labor still a ways off, Marc found intermittent sleep and even managed to walk around to get some circulation through his legs. He hardly ate any supper. Past nightfall, a woman—not the nurse who had helped him get situated—came into the room and introduced herself as Susan, who was Daphne’s doula. She had curly blonde hair and a pleasant, warm smile. She reminded Marc of his favorite kindergarten teacher.

“Good evening, Marc,” she said. “How are you feeling?”

Lots of people kept asking him that, and he always had the same answer: “Like crap.”

“This must be very strange for you. Do you have a girlfriend?”

He shook his head.

“Have you ever thought about having children?”

“Nope.”

“Well, this is a real shock to the system.” She brought over a stool to sit on. “Mrs. Carlisle is doing well. Now, I haven’t personally dealt with a synced pregnancy, but as I understand, you two will go through childbirth at the same exact time. The only difference is, Mrs. Carlisle will be taken to a delivery room and you’ll remain here. There might be a mess, but you won’t have to worry about any new birth certificates.”

“Thank goodness,” his mom laughed. “I’m not ready to be a grandma just yet.”

Susan went over everything Marc should expect. They discussed something called an epidural, which would completely numb the pain of childbirth. Marc’s mother recommended he should probably have one just in case, so he agreed. Then Susan took a look between his legs and put fresh towels and pads underneath his butt.

Marc couldn’t remember being so humiliated. He liked having Susan around, but there was no sense of privacy anymore. Susan was even so candid as to talk about his dilation with his mother—literally telling her how open his cervix was—and the contents of his vaginal discharge.

God, make it end already, he thought, as more infrequent contractions kept him awake past midnight. Occasionally, he glanced at the synchronometer, hoping the number might plummet and save him the torture that awaited him. But no; it hovered around 24 and 25. He noticed his hands and arms had changed. They were smaller and daintier, the muscle tone reduced and the fingers tipped with purple nail polish.

Daphne’s arms and hands.

Great!

The contractions ramped up in intensity around three o’clock in the morning. The nurse from earlier came in and informed Marc and his mother that Daphne was almost fully dilated and they were making preparations for her trip into the delivery room. She’d already gotten her epidural, and now it was Marc’s turn.

He rolled on his side and clenched the pillow tightly as a needle was inserted into his lower spine. He felt the sharp prick, but little after. The effect was pretty much instantaneous; a numbness swept through the majority of his lower body until he couldn’t feel his pelvis or legs. The nurse finished up and told him he could roll onto his back again.

“Feel better?” she said behind her surgical mask.

Marc was so relieved when he didn’t feel the next painful contraction that he laughed. “Whoa,” he said. “That thing’s magic.”

“I’m kind of jealous,” his mother added. “Where was that thing when I was pregnant with you?”

Crunch time was fast approaching. The nurse who had inserted the epidural was going to stay throughout the duration of the birthing procedure. With everything between Marc’s womb and Daphne’s womb in sync, he figured he didn’t have to do anything. Daphne would be pushing for both of them.

At fifteen till four in the morning, the nurse passed the news that Daphne had entered the delivery room.

His mom was hugging him now. “Sweetie, I’m so proud of you,” she said, as if he really were about to squeeze out his own biological child. “You’re going to feel so wonderful afterward. It’s the best feeling in the world. From one mom to another.”

“Mom,” he groaned. “You’re embarrassing me in front of the nurse.”

“Am I? That’s too bad.” And she embraced him tighter.

Thirty minutes passed with no change in Marc’s situation. With the pain gone, he couldn’t really feel much happening in his belly. There was a very persistent pressure in his lower abdomen. He had read about feeling a need to push in the climactic moments of labor, but he had no idea what to anticipate. Was it like a bowel movement?

At four-thirty, Marc felt it: the enormous clenching of his abdominal muscles as the woman who was in an entirely different room began to evacuate the life in her uterus. No pain reached his brain, but it was extremely uncomfortable. The pressure in his pelvis increased tenfold. Something else was leaking out of his vagina, but he couldn’t see what it was.

“Is this it?” he groaned, shutting his eyes while his mom held him close.

“Yes,” she said. “This is it. You’re doing so well.”

“I think she’s pushing.”

“I can tell.”

Unfortunately, popping a baby out wasn’t a speedy process. The pushing that Marc vaguely felt came in stages of forceful exertion and intermittent pauses. All his mind could focus on was the pressure of the fetus gradually sliding lower in his abdominal cavity. Maybe it was the size of a coconut, but it felt more like a damn watermelon. The nurse was positioned between his legs, coaching him to relax and concentrate more on his respiration, instructing him when to breathe in and out.

Easy for her to say!

One very hard push caused Marc to tremble from head to toe. The cargo inside his belly moved a few more inches toward freedom.

Now was when it kind of did feel like a massive bowel movement.

“God,” he groaned. “It’s getting closer. It feels like a jumbo jet trying to pass through a one-lane tunnel. ”

“That part of you is very elastic,” his mother said. “He’ll come out.”

The minutes seemed more like hours during this part. Marc couldn’t imagine the pain he would’ve felt if not for the epidural. The baby was passing through his pelvic bone now, where the pressure was like being split in half. For every eternally long second, he was clenching the bed and sweating nonstop. The nurse was forcing his legs open even more.

Then she announced something that Marc would never forget: “I can see the head.”

“The head?” his mom nearly shouted. “But he’s not actually giving birth.”

“Mrs. Carlisle’s baby will be visible until he exits the vagina.”

Then came the final passage. Marc was so exhausted by this point. He’d hardly slept in the last twenty-four hours, and now he was in tears as this massive thing kept creeping, little by little, toward a hole that was usually only large enough to fit his fingers. He hated himself for not taking the Venus Phenomenon seriously. He could’ve been a twin of his mom—or anyone else—and never had to endure this.

Childbirth was fucking hell.

“I think I’m gonna pass out,” he squeaked, the echoes of Daphne’s hard pushes now rippling through the walls of his vagina. His body continued to shake.

“You’re almost there,” his mom said.

But it was worse than ever. And his vivid imagination was not helping as he felt his vagina being stretched hugely over the newest member of the Carlisle family. He rested his head against the pillow, watching the room spin around him while his mother’s voice began to echo.

The nurse was talking too. He couldn’t tell what she was saying.

And then there was something else.

A baby’s wail.

Marc was gone after that. When he woke back up, the light of morning was starting to seep into the room. He glanced over and saw his mother asleep in the chair, lightly snoring. There was a balloon that said CONGRATULATIONS. He didn’t know if that was from Mom or the nurse. On the TV, the muted early-morning news was talking about Zelda the zebra again.

The epidural must’ve still been in place, because Marc didn’t feel any pain. He roamed his hands to his abdomen, finding that it was much reduced in size—although not completely flat. When he breathed, he wasn’t instantly short of breath from his diaphragm having no room to expand. He enjoyed a few deep breaths, relieved as hell to finally be through that mess.

God, he thought. I hope Daphne doesn’t want another kid within the next five hundred days. One childbirth was plenty!

Marc enjoyed the first peace and quiet he’d had in some time, just watching the television and trying to figure out how he was going to tell his friends the truth. That sickness explanation wouldn’t hold up when he met them in person, and they saw the changes to his body.

Eventually the nurse came in. She asked how Marc was feeling while she took his temperature and checked his blood pressure.

“Is it finally over?” he asked. “I kinda got dizzy and passed out, I guess.”

“Mrs. Carlisle gave birth to a healthy son,” she said.

“That’s good.”

All this had woken Mom, who quickly returned to Marc’s side. “Morning, sweetie.”

“Morning, Mom.” He felt himself smile like a goofball. “I did it.”

“Yeah, you did. I’m so proud of you. Now, I’m sure you’re starving.”

Marc stayed in bed all morning, replenishing fluids and scarfing down three full meals of food. He was amazed by how good he felt. No longer was he nauseous or lightheaded with that damn thing inside his belly. He remembered reading something about new mothers having a stage of euphoria—from the hormones, or whatever. Daphne probably felt the same right now, if she was awake.

None of them saw the Carlisle family until that afternoon. The nurse wheeled Daphne in; swaddled in her arms was the culprit for Marc’s aches and pains the last four weeks. He was surprised at how tiny he seemed, so little and fragile inside the blankets. Within the womb, he had felt much bigger.

Daphne herself looked tired as hell. “Hi, Marc,” she said, her voice a bit raspy. “I heard you survived.”

“Barely,” he chuckled.

“I want you to meet Colton James Carlisle.”

Marc was speechless as his neighbor’s newborn son was handed off into his arms. Daphne’s body had done all the work, but the Venus Phenomenon—and possibly some emotional echoes—made Marc feel not quite like a stranger to this tiny life-form. He didn’t move his arms at all. He only stared in wonder, overcome with a kind of awe over what the human body could accomplish with just a handful of cells.

Mom and Daphne joked about Marc now wanting to get pregnant and having his own kid someday. Marc carefully gave Colton back.

During this, he felt a shift in weight on his chest. He peeked down the front of his hospital gown, let out a muffled curse, and then glanced at his synchronometer. The number had climbed to 27.

“What happened?” Daphne said.

Mom answered: “I think what Marc wants to say is that if you ever need anyone else to breastfeed Colton, he’s a good candidate.”

Daphne smiled. “Oh, that’s wonderful. I was worried about producing enough milk. Four is better than two.”

Marc could only laugh.


Epilogue

“Later!” Marc hollered to Steve, who zoomed away in his Hyundai. Marc jogged up to the house and went inside, where his mother was already hard at work on supper.

The electric breast pump was sitting on the kitchen table.

Mom: “I washed out all the bottles. Let me know if you need more. Daphne says she’ll take all she can get. Any she doesn’t need right now she just puts in the refrigerator.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

Marc stripped off his sweat-soaked tank top. He still felt bad for missing out on the trip to Driftwood Lake with his buddies, but they’d had fun without him. Now that he was no longer pregnant, he was trying to ease back into a routine of physical activity. Still, it wasn’t easy! Thirty minutes on the tennis court had worn him out. But—evidenced by the dark spots along the front of his Nike sports bra—he needed to call it a day anyway.

He took a seat and raised the garment upward, letting the duplicates of Daphne’s boobs hang out. They were tender practically all the time, synced to the postpartum soreness of his next-door neighbor with mammary glands that were equally as active. Already educated on the application of an electric breast pump, he pressed the suction cup over his dark nipple and activated the motor. Moments later, the rhythmic vacuum was already drawing a stream of milk droplets out and into the bottle.

“You’re still wearing your pads, right?” his mom asked. “The discharge might last for a couple weeks.”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Have you had cramping?”

“Just the usual.”

She came over and placed a bottle of water in front of him. “Drink. It’s easy to get dehydrated without realizing it.” She kissed him and ruffled his hair. “I love you, sweetie. I know the hard part’s over, but a mother’s body still needs time to recover.”

“I know, Mom.”

Marc sat there watching his breast milk slowly fill the bottle, wondering how in the world he’d come to accept this as a normal part of his daily routine. But, thanks to the Venus Phenomenon, he still had more to look forward to! Like periods. His mom was already stocking up on tampons for when his menstrual cycle started after his uterus had healed itself. She’d even purchased panties for him.

He was a twenty-two-year-old man for crying out loud.

A man who’d experienced childbirth from a woman’s point of view. A man who was lactating and milking himself every day. A man who was soon going to be bleeding every month.

What else did the future hold?

Suddenly, he felt a breeze across his body. When he looked down, he noticed two things: firstly, he was totally nude, and secondly, there were water droplets beading off his body as if an invisible sprinkler was hosing him down.

Daphne must’ve been in the shower. And his skin had synced with hers!

When his mom saw him, she started laughing. “Marc, hurry and get in the bathroom! You’re making a mess all over the floor.”

Good grief, he thought, running down the hallway and into the bathroom, where he grabbed a towel and dried himself off.

Afterward, he rubbed his new silky skin.

Just five hundred more days of body part roulette, he reminded himself.

But he’d survived pregnancy.

After that, he kind of felt like he could handle anything.


Mommy Milkers

(Transdimensions)
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On Sunday mornings, Kendall could always be found underneath her father’s ‘69 Torino, parked on jack stands in the driveway. Adam didn’t know what she was working on—he couldn’t tell a muffler apart from a radiator—but that muscle car had been a work-in-progress hobby for the past six months. And as he rode up to her house, he saw her skinny legs sticking out underneath the front bumper, a wrench cranking away with an oil pan nearby.

“Yo!” Adam hollered as he knocked his kickstand out and hopped off his bike.

“Yo!” came Kendall’s voice from below the engine bay. “What’s up? Hey, uh, can you give me a second? Damn—mmph—bolts are stripped to hell. Can you hand me the flex-head?”

Adam looked down at a bin of miscellaneous tools. “The what?”

“The ratchet.”

The ratchet, he thought. He didn’t know what a ratchet was either, and he said so.

“Man, were you raised on unicorns and rainbows? It looks like a spoon with a flexible head.”

Adam grabbed what he deduced must’ve been the flex-head, and handed it off to the grease-stained palm that was waiting for it. He heard no complaints, and assumed he had guessed correctly. The tool clicked away.

Kendall had always been somewhat of a tomboy, and not just because she was a gearhead. In high school, she’d started an unsuccessful petition to play on the football team. She hated skirts, she was crazy good at skateboarding, she always kept her hair less than shoulder-length, and during the senior year she’d come out as lesbian.

Secretly, that had broke Adam’s heart. He’d had a crush on her before then.

Kendall gave a cry of success and rolled out on the creeper, revealing her dirty shortalls and the green headband that contained her blonde hair. “Hey,” she sighed, squinting up at him. It was a cool morning, but she’d worked up a sweat. She grabbed a nearby paper towel and wiped her forehead. “Need some work on that bicycle of yours? I’d have to charge a specialist fee.”

“I just wanted to come by,” Adam said.

“Yeah? Move a couple feet to your left. Give me some shade.”

He sidestepped twice, which moved his shadow over her face.

“Thanks,” she said. She took a gulp of water. “If you want to hang out today, I can’t. I just want to make some progress on this heap before I have to work later.”

“It’s that bad under there, huh?”

“The car’s fine.” She rolled back underneath the engine. After a long pause, she said, “It’s girlfriends that suck. Hayley and I broke up last night.”

“Oh,” Adam said. “Uh, sorry.”

“It’s cool. Can you do me a favor?”

“What’s that?”

“Kick out those jack stands. When the car slams down on top of me, you ride as far away as you can so it’ll look like a total accident.”

Adam scratched his neck. “Kendall,” he started, his voice cracking. “I’m your friend and all, but—”

“I’m only kidding!” she laughed. “I didn’t mean for you to seriously murder me.”

“Hey, there’s always more fish in the ocean, right?”

“Did your dad tell you that one when Bailey never called you back in tenth grade?”

Oof, Adam thought, rubbing his chest. Bailey had been a cute girl in his science class. Half the school learned of that rejection. Sometimes it peeved him that his best female friend could score more action with girls than he could.

His hand went into his hoodie pocket and fidgeted with the envelope—the real reason why he’d stopped by Kendall’s house. He gradually pulled it out, looking at the RIDGETOWN UNIVERSITY logo on the return address.

“Kendall,” he said, swallowing a lump in his throat.

“Yeah? You still standing there?”

“I heard back from Ridgetown.”

She wheeled herself back out from underneath the Torino, and stared up at him with a suspenseful expression, ready to be sad or excited over whatever he said next.

Adam said, “I got accepted.”

“Awesome!” Kendall exclaimed, bouncing up and throwing her sweaty arms around him. “Yeah! That’s so cool! Dude, with your GPA, it wasn’t even a question of if. You’re gonna be too smart for that place.”

He hugged her back. “I was afraid to tell you. It means we won’t be able to hang out any more.”

Kendall pulled back and ruffled his hair, like a proud older sibling. “Dude, it’s the technology age. You got a cell phone. And the internet. And Ridgetown is, like, a sixty-minute drive.” She clapped her hand on his shoulder. “Hey, you let me know if there are any cute sorority girls, and I’ll be coming to visit.”

He chuckled. “Will do. And I’m still sorry you didn’t make it.”

She pushed air through her lips. “It’s fine. My future of working on cars is already set in stone, anyway. And I can still make some good money from it.”

Adam nodded. “I’ll be a regular customer.”

“Deal.”

Right then, a twenty-year-old Mustang flaunting a spare tire and a different-colored fender on the right front stopped at the curb. Loud music cranked down, and the engine rumbled and clattered from idle to off.

“Is that Shep?” Kendall asked, shading her face with a palm against her forehead. “Someone needs to tighten a heat shield. And a hunch tells me he hasn’t changed the oil recently.”

From the driver’s seat emerged Shep Simpson, their mutual friend—and a notorious slacker who had graduated high school by the skin of his teeth and mastering sleight of hand only for the sake of using note cards during exams. He was so tall that, when he walked, he always looked like one of those inflatable tube-men waving around in front of a car dealership.

A magazine was tucked under his left arm.

“Hey!” he hollered. “It looks like a summer reunion! Adam, I knew I’d find you here.”

Kendall crossed her arms. “Are you even allowed in this neighborhood, Big Bird? You almost burned my house down with fireworks last year, remember?”

“I think you have me confused with someone who looks like me, but is nowhere near as handsome.”

“Uh-huh.”

Shep’s father had been in the news recently, Adam recalled. He’d led a string of robberies in Canada, including gas stations and porn stores. Rather than be embarrassed for his old man’s law-breaking antics, Shep had found the whole thing hilarious. He told anyone who listened about the storage sheds in Vancouver full of expensive dildos and 4k blu-rays of award-winning movies such as Big Titty Exxxtravaganza and Mother Loads: Desperate Housewife Edition. Somehow the crimes had added up to half a million dollars of stolen merchandise. Adam didn’t know whether to be shocked or fascinated.

Shep took a sip of a Big Gulp. He was smiling about something. “Today,” he said, “I have something, like, super special to show y’all.”

“What is it?” Kendall said, reflexively taking a step back. She sensed a forthcoming prank.

Adam wasn’t sure what to expect.

Instead of anything flashy or loud, Shep retrieved the magazine that was pinned under his arm. Firstly, Adam noticed that its subject matter was of the erotic variety, as the cover featured a very scantily clad woman with substantial knockers halfway bursting out of a bra.

The title of this pristine-looking porno mag was Mommy Milkers.

No one said anything for a few seconds.

Then Kendall started giggling. “Shep, I think I preferred it when you couldn’t stop showing us your pet rocks, and you even drew out family trees of the rock parents and rock children.”

“That was ten years ago,” Shep said. “My hobbies have clearly evolved.”

Adam reluctantly took the Mommy Milkers magazine. He saw that the publication date was November 1991, and quite suddenly he worried what kind of germs he was handling.

“It’s a titty mag,” he said, unimpressed.

“Ahem, not just any titty mag,” Shep explained. “That right there, graciously allowed to be touched by your filthy fingers, is a rare collectible. It’s the only one of its kind to exist.”

Adam shrugged, still unimpressed. “Okay. So. What’s it worth? Fifty bucks?”

“Less if the pages are stuck together,” Kendall snorted.

“It’s also criminal evidence, so don’t go flashing it around,” Shep cautioned.

This caused Adam and Kendall to share a look. Adam said, “Your dad stole this?”

Kendall: “Jesus, there’s more the police didn’t find?”

“Maybe,” Shep said, wearing a smug grin like this was somehow an achievement.

Adam carefully flipped through the pages. For a magazine that was almost thirty years old, it was surprisingly in mint condition and lacked any sort of wrinkles and curls. There was the assortment of well-endowed women in states of undress—like any other porno mag before the world wide web had made the printing press obsolete. But more interesting, and flat-out bizarre, were the full-page advertisements. One was for Douglas Cigarettes, and featured an edited photo of a woman with eight octopus arms, each coiled around a cigarette. It said: ENJOY AS MANY AS YOU CAN HANDLE! Another was of a beige-colored sedan that looked like a Buick, only instead of wheels it had a COMFORTABLE HOVERCRAFT RIDE.

Kendall swiped the magazine from Adam and inspected the advertisement more closely. “Huh?” she said. “Hovercraft? That’s not right. Hey, Shep, is this a parody magazine?”

“Parody? No way. It’s legit.”

“Bullshit. Check out these shoes too. I’ve never heard of the company.”

“Bull sure is. But I couldn’t find anything about Mommy Milkers on the internet. It’s like it never existed. There’s not even a page on Wikipedia, and so you know it’s something special. And the ladies don’t exist either.”

“Well they’re probably fake names,” Adam pointed out.

“But even fake names have a filmography and records. These have zilch.”

Adam shrugged.

Next to him, Kendall turned a page and out unfolded a creased picture of Aspen Aloha, a busty redhead wearing a too-tight waitress outfit inside a packed diner. The front of her uniform had two damp spots. Adam noticed that not only were the pornographic themes evident—the cleavage, the skintight clothes, the visible garters, and the subsequent nude images of Ms. Aloha stripping down and lactating—but the image had a Mad magazine vibe, with all the customers gawking humorously and spilling their drinks and food while this curvaceous porn star served the titty-ogling couple in a booth. Another female waitress in the background appeared to be stuffing her own bra with pancakes, like she was jealous of the attention.

“Whoa,” Kendall whispered. “She’s pretty.”

“Yeah?” Shep said, grinning.

Adam took the magazine back. Kendall’s hands were shaking, causing the pages to flip. Another centerfold image tumbled open, and then Adam was staring at a black woman of equal curvature about to tear through a maid costume. Her name was Leopard Skye, and instantly he felt a strong attraction toward her. Ms. Skye was mopping up a kitchen floor, with a smile like an angel sent from heaven. Again there were the comedic elements: a small dog in the background was peeing on the floor, and the dog’s eyes were replaced with cartoon hearts. Past the centerfold image were pictures of Ms. Skye having some erotic fun with her fingers in various crevices and holes—while employing the use of some nearby fruit.

He felt dizzy as he clumsily passed the magazine back to Shep, who had to thrust his hands underneath to catch it. The pages flipped again.

“Hey, you all right?” Shep laughed.

“Yeah,” Adam said woozily. His forehead felt feverish.

Shep looked at the magazine and whistled. “Hot mama! Now that’s my kind of woman. Forty years old, athletic, and huge fake breasts.” Right then, he stumbled backward, like he had momentarily lost balance. “Damn, she’s making me dizzy.”

“That’s the blood rushing out of your brain,” Kendall said.

Shep closed the magazine. “Well now you saw it. Don’t tell anyone.”

“Who’re we going to tell?” Adam asked. “It’s a dumb porno mag.”

Shep pointed two fingers at his eyes, then pointed those fingers at Adam and Kendall, as if to say: I’m watching you. Then he hopped into his Mustang, cranked the engine, and peeled out while speeding away.
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The note on the fridge said: DO YOUR LAUNDRY, SWEETIE. It was his mom’s handwriting. She and Dad were out running errands.

Ugh whatever, Adam thought, grabbing a soft drink from inside and strolling back to his room.

Against all logic, those images from the Mommy Milkers magazine continued to swim around in his head. He had never been enthusiastic about porn, as most of the time spent looking up naughty images on the internet could have been better purposed toward actually getting laid. But that November 1991 issue of big-titty smut was unlike anything he had ever seen. Seriously, what were those advertisements? Douglas Cigarettes wasn’t a company that existed, per his quick web search. And hovercrafts as personal transportation? What the hell was that about?

And, of course, there was Leopard Skye, a beautiful and busty black woman who had no business cleaning up after other people, no matter what the photoshoot demanded.

Every time Adam thought about her, he felt warm and fuzzy inside.

He also became achingly erect.

“Hmm,” he sighed, taking a look at his overflowing hamper. An unpleasant smell of teenage sweat and musk emanated from it. “Fine. Okay. You win, Mom.”

Adam filled a basket with his soiled apparel and headed to the laundry room, with the tent in his pants preceding him.

He started unloading the garments into the washing machine mindlessly, after having—for quite possibly the first time in his young adult life—read the recommended amount of detergent to use on the back of the jug. He hummed to himself, his throat settling into a pleasant rhythm of a song he couldn’t remember the name of, but which had a catchy tune.

A lavender bra dropped into the washing machine.

Adam froze, and his eyes widened. His throat silenced instantly.

Cautiously, he reached a hand inside the half-loaded drum, snatched a lacy strap, and lifted the out-of-place undergarment from the bland pile of male clothing.

“What the hell?” he said aloud, his gaze glued to the dangling lingerie.

What had escaped his notice the first time was how large the cups were. The notion that some of his mother’s underwear had possibly found its way into his hamper was instantly debunked, because this thing was some serious anti-jiggle reinforcement! Adam had no doubt he could fit his head into one of the silky lavender cups, and when he glanced at the tag, he found a number to classify melons that were bigger than his melon.

The size was: 34J.

“Good grief,” he whispered, still looking at it like it was alien technology. He could hardly fathom tits of that magnitude!

His mom wasn’t that large.

He didn’t have any sisters or a girlfriend.

Where the heck had it come from?

After some unfruitful contemplation, Adam dropped it back into the drum. He supposed he could ask his mother about it later. Maybe she had a friend who was that well-endowed? Did women wash each other’s clothes sometimes? And if so, could a bra from said friend wind up in Adam’s hamper?

It didn’t seem all that likely…

He resumed humming.

Next went in a shirt. Then shorts. Then a pair of his briefs—

Huh?

Adam plucked the latter back out again. They were the most basic of briefs, a Hanes brand. But something was off. He saw that the lettering on the waistband was unusually faded, the words almost unreadable. He rubbed his thumb across one such example; when the finger came off, the HANES logo had completely vanished! Elsewhere, the same thing had happened. Seconds ago, the logos had existed. Now, they suddenly just didn’t anymore.

The brief twitched.

“The fuck…?” Adam gasped, holding the article of clothing at arm’s length like it was a rabid animal captured by its tail.

The loose-hanging underwear began waving, and squirming, and flapping back and forth.

His mouth slowly dropped.

Was it possessed or something?

By now, there were ongoing visible changes. The gray waistband had narrowed considerably—and was still shrinking while he observed it, the threads softly rustling and slithering. For the rest of the brief, the blue color of the fabric was suffusing with a purplish tint, going on toward rich lavender. Adam’s mind instantly drew a connection between the shape-shifting brief and the bra earlier, but he had no idea if they were related.

Nonetheless, it was very clear that the garment was shrinking. While it writhed and twitched from unseen forces, a wave of smooth silk began to overtake what was left of the cotton; in its wake, the fabric was lighter and thinner, and the holes for the legs were retracting toward the waistband, until they were barely tubes and more like two loops connected by a central, narrow strip. The fly also closed up, and the whole thing began to acquire an arch shape.

In seconds, Adam recognized that, clasped between his two fingers, was a thong.

“Huh,” he said, perplexed. He chuckled nervously. “Right. Yeah. That’s normal.”

He dropped it into the washing machine.

The rest of his clothes were a worrisome jumble: male briefs mixed with bras and panties of a colorful variety. There was a pair of his jeans. There was also a pair of high-riding Daisy Dukes. And his T-shirts along with some stranger’s halter tops and camisoles.

Adam felt dizzy again. His body was itchy.

“Uh, whoa,” he said, catching himself on the washing machine. He swallowed hard. “Hallucinations. Dizziness. Maybe I need to see a doctor.”

A pressure mounted on either side of his breastbone, like cramps in his pectoral muscles. But quickly the tightness intensified, causing Adam to hunch over and hover his hands in front of his chest like something was about to burst forth! The front of his T-shirt began to rapidly inflate with two, side-by-side growths expanding in unison. His hands flew to them out of distress, and he was stunned to not feel a tight firmness but rather a softness that yielded considerably underneath his fingers. In those few moments of shock and awe, holding these spherical protrusions from his once-flat chest, Adam felt a pulsing warmth in his flesh; he felt their increasing mass and girth pushing back; he felt their new sensitivity, as the skin abruptly came alive with nerve endings that rewarded him with tingles.

“Ohhhh-huh?” he said, his hands steadily losing the battle against the swelling masses, which now created a bulbous, squishy shelf across the front of his T-shirt. “What…?”

The material was stretched far out of proportion now, and pulling the neckline down as a result. Adam felt the shirt collar digging into the back of his neck, from the immense strain of…

The word flashed in his mind. And the many synonyms.

But it couldn’t be!

It was biologically impossible!

By now the two bulges were far larger than his hands—and could not be merely considered bulges in the slightest. It was a mountain ridge of jiggling, quivering flesh, and a constant bombardment of warmth and mass filling the confines of his outmatched T-shirt.

His hands slipped aside as they surpassed the size of cantaloupes, and raced upward into watermelon territory. With a liquid-like ripple, they dropped and slapped hard against the middle of his torso, their obscene curvature pushing out almost the entire upper half of his T-shirt. The fabric was now tight across his shoulders and back, trapped against an opposing force.

It wouldn’t last long.

RRIIIPPP

Adam stumbled and clutched the washing machine again as the front of the shirt collar split, creating a six-inch-long tear.

RRIIIPPPP

It doubled in length. The whole front of his torso jiggled and wobbled, and he had to grit his teeth from the uncomfortable pressure of all that mass trying to burst through.

RRRRIIIIIPPPPPPP!

All at once, two halves of his T-shirt flew in opposite directions, and Adam breathed a sigh of relief. He looked at the changes.

Other than the obvious realization—that he had rather substantial breasts, so large that they drooped significantly and swayed like fleshy pendulums long after the carnage to his shirt had been dished out—the skin was a deep, dark chocolate color.

It was spreading down his stomach, like a top-down perspective of a black army overrunning a white-occupied territory.

Adam hurried to get out of the rest of his clothes before a similar incident happened. With his gargantuan tits in a swinging, slapping frenzy, he removed his pants and underwear.

The dark advancement continued southward.

His spine cracked. His hands—now of a matching ethnicity to his chest, with long pink nails—again relied on the washing machine for support. This time, though, his elbows, shoulders, and everything else above the waist fell down a few inches.

“What the hell now?” he gasped, with an unchanged voice. “I’m getting shorter?”

The unstoppable tide of dark skin had reached his waist; his flanks curved inward, creating an hourglass curve to his much-shrunken lower abdomen. The warmth in his stomach then migrated to his rump, and Adam’s hands shot there next. He endured another round of uncontrollable swelling that caused him to waver on his feet, as the same expansive energy that had given him two massive tits now began sculpting an ass to match.

“Mm! Jesus,” he panted, as flesh and pounds rippled into existence, adding weight to his rear and girth to his thighs. It felt like everything was inflating, like a hot air was blowing up his male body into plump, female dimensions.

The dark skin progressed up his cock next.

“Gah,” Adam squealed, feeling a burst of warmth up inside his loins.

Gazing over the obstructions attached to his chest, Adam witnessed the demise of his manhood. His hands went to possibly intervene, but it was of no use; the now-dark shaft, albeit still painfully erect in spite, withdrew into the chubby triangle-shaped valley created by his fat thighs and slightly pronounced belly. His fingers followed, feeling the turgid head dwindle and reposition itself much closer to his groin. Even after this, it was still outrageously sensitive, and Adam could barely touch the leftover nub of his former cock without his knees trembling.

One hand investigated lower to find the remains of his testicles and—

A finger tracked along a puffy, damp slit.

Oh, he thought. The recognition of this new anatomical feature made him freeze entirely, while the sex- and race-changing metamorphosis pursued what was left of his legs and converted them to darker, daintier dimensions.

All ten of his toes tingled at the same time, and that seemed to be the end of it.

Meanwhile, enraptured by the alterations to his groin, Adam began to slowly rub the tight orifice that had taken the place of his scrotum, and which was exceedingly sensitive and wetter the more he massaged it. The tension in his loins felt like a hard-on, but it was rearranged; it was inside him, more closer to his lower abdomen than external.

That’s a pussy, he thought. Isn’t it?

Given the rest of his changes, it wouldn’t be out of place! He eyed his colossal tits, which for the first time weren’t bouncing and swinging around. The droopy peaks were capped with two very hard and equally dark nipples, signaling his arousal.

And his legs.

His arms.

His ass.

The only body part that hadn’t changed was Adam’s head. Everywhere else he could see was dark, short, and exceptionally voluptuous. From the neck down, he looked like an African-American woman who hadn’t had just one puberty, but five or ten.

Like Leopard Skye. From the magazine.

Adam withdrew his finger. It wasn’t the appropriate time to masturbate when he still had laundry to do. Down below, he saw that the pile of his clothes had changed: the garments were black, and the pile itself was greatly reduced in size. In picking everything up, he discovered that the pieces of his former outfit now constituted a skimpy maid costume.

Humming to himself, he began slipping it on.


3

[image: ]

“Here we are,” Kendall announced, depositing a flame-cooked hamburger and crispy fries in front of the man. “That’s a Beef Daddy for you. And for you, ma’am.” The woman—the wife, Kendall gathered, from the rings on their fingers—received a salad. “Here’s that Beef Bowl. How does everything look?”

The man regarded his lunch plate with a wrinkly frown. “I’m still waiting on the milkshake,” he grumbled, poking at the hamburger bun and inspecting the meat patty.

Kendall’s eyes about rolled out of their sockets. “I’m sorry,” she said, repeating what she’d clearly stated ten minutes ago. Were they fucking deaf? “The machine’s broken. The best I can do is give you a voucher for a free milkshake on your next visit to the Beef Barn.” As per the restaurant’s rules, she tapped the button attached to her uniform. It emitted a recorded sound of a cow mooing. “Would you like that?”

The woman began shaking her head, and she looked devastated. “They used to have the best milkshakes,” she spoke to her husband, as if those milkshakes had been made by a now-dead relative. She sighed. “We can go somewhere else, Steve.”

“It’s fine, Dorothy,” Steve sighed. “Maybe next week they’ll have that machine working.”

“Kids today probably don’t even know how to make a good milkshake,” Dorothy said.

“Or cook burgers. This one looks overcooked.”

Kendall was still standing there, listening to their complaints. Typical, she thought. As their waitress, she was supposed to make their eating experience as pleasant as possible, but she didn’t feel like it. The Beef Barn was barely more reputable than the Burger King down the street—which happened to be tastier and cheaper. And she was barely making more than minimum wage anyway. Who cared about the milkshakes?

If only they knew about the restaurant’s rat problem.

Or the mold.

Or the freezer that didn’t keep things frozen.

Suddenly, in the middle of forcing her mouth into a happy smile, Kendall’s mind drifted back to that Mommy Milkers magazine, and the big-titted women that graced its glossy pages. The curvaceous lasses weren’t normally her type; she much preferred athletic women, especially athletic women who played basketball, especially athletic women who played basketball and were also named Hayley, and who were bisexual and wound up ending a relationship without a moment’s notice so they could date some stupid beefcake from out of state. Ugh!

But back to the magazine.

Kendall had felt a static charge when that centerfold image had flopped out, and her eyes were introduced to the stunningly gorgeous Aspen Aloha. After Adam had left, she’d gone online to find more material to work with, because getting in an orgasm before her shift usually made the day easier. But the strange thing was, Aspen Aloha just didn’t exist! Like what Shep had said, there was nothing about her on the internet. And the internet was just porn! A woman like that—so beautifully busty, so splendidly lickable—would probably be fifty years old by now. Yet Kendall found no evidence of a career, no results for the name, absolutely zero information. Talk about major blue balls.

Steve munched on a fry. “Soggy,” he declared. “This place is going downhill.”

Dorothy, with her sad farsighted eyes behind corrective lenses, looked up at Kendall. “This place just isn’t the same anymore, honey. No milkshakes, terrible food. It’s sad.”

“Well, I’m sorry you feel that—”

Kendall was cut off by an unusual tightness in the front of her uniform. Her gaze drifted down, and she noticed the material—and Beef Barn’s advertised promise of NO ADDED HORMONES—was stretched tautly across her chest. What the heck? she thought, feeling that sudden constriction where none had existed prior. It was so strained against her torso that even the outline of her bra was partially showing. Had the damn thing shrunk? During the next few seconds of quiet bewilderment, she swore she could hear the fabric groaning and whispering; it was, against all reason, getting tighter as she stood there, the minimal bulge of her breasts, which only warranted an A-cup sports bra, appearing more prominent.

Was the uniform getting tighter? That didn’t make sense.

Or was…?

She winced as a flash of warmth surged through her chest. Near instantly, the impressions of her small boobs enlarged, two globular growths pushing the fabric outward and pulling on the buttons so hard that her camisole underneath began to show between the buttons. Her hands flew up, stopped; her fingers twiddled the air, unsure of what help they could offer.

The pressure on her chest and apparent size of her breasts continued to grow.

More.

And more.

“Hnnnghh,” Kendall groaned, feeling the uniform cut into her. The seams were actually beginning to hurt. And it was only getting worse! “Ah!”

Dorothy was watching with complete attention. Steve too. A half-chewed french fry fell from his slack mouth.

What? Kendall wondered. Why? How?

The inflation inside her uniform made it look like she had D-cups, with stiff nipples to boot!

Understandably, her waitress attire—once a comfortable fit for her slender body—couldn’t withstand the growing forces. The top button snapped off and became a projectile, clinking loudly against Dorothy’s glass of water. The next whacked Steve in the forehead and landed amongst his ketchup-covered fries. The third went. Then the forth. And the two halves of the torn-open uniform were shoved aside by an overtaxed camisole that left little imagination to two very large and still-growing breasts!

Jesus!

Kendall wrapped an arm across the abundant and wobbly flesh-spheres, and fled for the bathroom, every footfall sending a chaotic quake through the new masses. Employees and customers alike stared on in confusion as another button separated itself, and her new rack jiggled in all directions.

She threw herself into the private stall of the women’s bathroom, slammed the door, pressed her back against it, and panted.

Every rise of her chest heaved what felt like several pounds of weight. Her camisole was so tightly pressed to her body that, without looking down, she could feel their outlandish circumference, like huge and sweaty bowling balls cramped and squished together, with her nipples painfully trapped between the fleshy globes and skintight garment. She felt blood rushing through them, a great throb around their expanse and warmth.

After several seconds to compose herself—and beg her mind to wake up from this weird-ass dream—Kendall braved a peek downward.

Well, there was no missing them! She had a rack that rivaled Aunt Carol’s, and Carol was two hundred pounds. Kendall gently peeled the remains of her uniform aside, exposing the tremendous expanse of stripper-sized titties that had turned her camisole into a lewd crop top. Her sports bra, too, had miraculously stayed intact. What it had been designed to contain, however, was sticking out of the neckline and the sides, excessive lumps of tit-flesh jutting out.

They didn’t feel like they were growing anymore.

Thank God! They were ginormous! An F-cup, maybe? Or a G-cup? Good lord.

Kendall carefully grabbed their flanks, and was stunned when her fingertips didn’t even reach the nipples. She gave them a light push, and felt the ripples pass upward, downward, inward, and back again. The cleavage took several seconds to stop jiggling.

“Okay,” she whispered. “So. I’m suddenly stacked.”

The remaining tingle in her oversized jugs passed downward.

“Whoa!” Kendall squealed, as a jolt in her spine almost sent her sprawling on the dirty bathroom floor. She jiggled over to the sink and clutched the porcelain.

Her confused face in the mirror was sinking lower.

Huh? Oh that can’t be good…

The same pulsing heat that had resulted in her unexplainable breast expansion now filled her lower abdomen. A sense of vertigo overtook her as she felt herself fall a short ways—even though her feet had remained on the floor. Looking down, she noticed her slim belly pushing outward, a new flab puffing over the waistband of her pants.

“Oh, come on! There’s more?”

Kendall struggled to get her pants off, and suffered the beat-and-bang abuse of her massive tits smacking her arms and ribs repeatedly. Her hips were already wider, as she felt the pop and crack of the bone itself reforming to give her a childbearing figure. And as the warmth settled into her butt, she knew it wasn’t just her pelvis changing! Her fingers sank into what were becoming two soft pillows back there.

The fat continued to bubble down her legs, broadening them into shapely dimensions that were the exact opposite of her slender physique. The gap between her thighs filled in, closed off with plump thickness on either side.

There was no harsh signal that alerted her to the transformation’s conclusion. Rather, the warmth and tingles sort of vanished slowly, and Kendall couldn’t see any further developments. Her panties had survived in one piece, although they were obviously too tight.

She peeked inside the front and spotted a fiery red bush.

Being a natural blonde, that was unexpected!

She wobbled in front of the mirror, very self-conscious of the dozen or so new areas of her body that now shook and jiggled if she ever so slightly moved. Oddly, the person in the mirror still possessed Kendall’s face and head—although her cheeks were hotly flushed, and sweat had beaded on her skin. Below…

Below.

She was several inches shorter, and many more inches around in the chest and hips. The undersized camisole pornographically accentuated her colossal bosom, its immense size and fat nipples plainly visible even though she was technically covered up. Farther down, a chubby belly melted into flaring, fertile hips. Her abdomen—which rarely but proudly possessed a six pack when she was going hard and heavy into sports—was more or less a tiny and flabby transition zone between her tits and ass. She inserted a curious finger into her belly button, and was shocked to see over an inch of the digit disappear!

Kendall felt wetness against her nipples.

She looked up and saw pepperoni-sized damp spots.

“Are you kidding me?” she gasped.

During her prolonged examination of her reflection, she felt a tug and pinch over her groin and between her ass cheeks. Looking down, she realized her black briefs were in the process of morphing into a bright red thong, the fabric creeping along her pale, fat skin as if it possessed a consciousness. She flinched as the back portion pulled deep into her butt. When she spun around and investigated, the new thong was halfway hidden—except for the cute triangle and high-arching waistband that hugged her chunky hips.

Next, her camisole and sports bra melted down into a supportive red bra, huge cups pushing and projecting her pale tits into a substantial slope of cleavage.

Huh, she thought, her brain tickling.

Kendall picked up her uniform—now a single garment, and intact—and tugged it over her curvy body. It was almost immodest! The bottom barely came down over her panties, and the top was designed to flaunt her cleavage, and even a little bit of the red bra.

She smiled at the NO ADDED HORMONES text.

Damn right. I’m all natural.

Strutting back out into the restaurant, Kendall went to go check on the elderly couple of Steve and Dorothy, and see if they needed any refills. Hadn’t Steve wanted a milkshake too? Kendall giggled. The machine was busted, sure, but the Beef Barn didn’t need a machine to make milkshakes!

“Hi-yah,” she cooed. Both pairs of eyes locked to the cleavage on display. She began undoing buttons. “I believe a milkshake was ordered?”

Steve visibly gulped.

Kendall unveiled her hefty beauties, which were in need of relief. Stepping over next to Steve, she began hopping and twisting herself, causing her tremendous tits to thrash and bounce around. She was all smiles as white droplets flung in all directions, splatting on the half-empty plates and the table and Steve himself. He stuck out his tongue to catch some.

“Hehe,” Kendall giggled.

After about a minute, she stopped and put her tits away. “So,” she said. “Are y’all wanting the receipt?”

Dorothy lifted a finger. “May I have a milkshake too, young lady?”

“Coming right up!” Kendall said cheerfully, and her fingers again worked to unhook the buttons.
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“That’s the stuff,” Shep muttered under his breath as he steadied his binoculars. “Yeehaw.”

It was the best kind of Sunday: Suburbia Sunday. In other words, all the fine ladies of the neighborhood—MILFs and co-eds and hotties galore—were logging miles with their beautiful bodies in skintight shorts and leggings. And to think other guys would rather watch football than participate in this local spectator event. Psh!

Shep had a favorite hedgerow he liked to camouflage himself under. And with his father’s ghillie suit on, there was no telling him apart from the summer foliage. The outfit was from when his dad had fancied himself a hunter, and Shep had been dragged along for a few wonderfully boring bonding experiences. Now, the only person his father was bonding with was probably his cell mate.

Sorry, Pop, Shep thought. Maybe if I’d tried being a better friend, you wouldn’t have turned to a life of crime.

But being thrown into the slammer for stealing porn was pretty fucking funny.

Shep held his breath as another pair of joggers passed by. He focused the lenses on the blonde with the ponytail, nearly salivating as those bouncing and flexing ass cheeks took up his field of view. The way the fabric was wedged, she had to be wearing a thong. God! After lingering his binoculars on her sweaty and tan thighs, he snapped over to her companion—a redhead of similar age, probably a friend, or maybe even a girlfriend. Shep’s dick throbbed as he imagined the two going down on each other, and their fantastic legs crisscrossing as they scissored and humped to mutual satisfaction.

“Heh,” he said aloud. He licked his lips. “That’s dirty. I wish I could get in the middle of that action.”

When they had gone on down the sidewalk and turned a corner, he had to wait a few more minutes for the next jogger. A middle-aged woman with a pixie cut went by, her feet pounding the pavement as the wires from earphones bounced on her neck. Shep zoomed over and scoped out her terrifically round mommy ass. Mmm yeah! he thought. A woman who had popped out a few kids and had started exercising to shed off the baby weight was so fucking hot. Usually they couldn’t get rid of their bigger tits and asses, though.

But this MILF wasn’t finished.

She stopped to catch her breath—this happening about twenty feet down the sidewalk from where Shep was camped out. She glanced at her smart watch, nodded. Hitting a distance goal, perhaps? She locked her feet in place and twisted her body back and forth, giving the hedgerow spy repeated glimpses of her tits. My, my! They were spectacularly large and round, and the sweaty pink tank top was adhering to them so perfectly that Shep wished he could take a few photos! Based on their size relative to her skinny body and their apparent firmness, he guessed there was a seventy-five percent chance they were implants.

That turned him on too: moms getting breast enlargement to feel more attractive.

Then the hot jogger MILF, with her backside facing Shep, started bending over and touching her toes. Again, Shep resorted to his binoculars and zoomed all the way in, watching as the fabric of her white shorts rode up every time, revealing where it was tight across her female mound.

He could make out her lower lips. The crease of her slit. And sweat—Or wetness?

Oh mama!

Perhaps motivated by the jogger’s unintentionally erotic stretching, Shep’s mind drifted back to the Pearl Peaks spread in the Mommy Milkers volume. How ironic that he lusted after that big-titted workout babe on the same day this attractive mom was giving him a show! Fuck, she was hot.

His thoughts swirled.

What if he could be like them? What if he could have their tight bodies, their fake tits, their firm asses? Like, he didn’t want to be a chick, but certainly there were advantages if such an opportunity ever arose! For one, he could play with his boobs anytime he wanted, and he could wear the sexiest and sluttiest clothes and start an OnlyFans account.

He’d read the stats. Some girls made millions just by being teases!

Women had it so good.

Suddenly a dog started barking. The noise startled Shep so much that he flinched, causing the whole hedgerow above him to rustle. The jogger stopped stretching and looked toward his direction, and for a moment he thought he was going to be caught as her gaze panned across the shrubbery—but then her eyes went on.

Whew, he thought. His heart was pounding fast!

His eye candy resumed jogging.

The dog, unfortunately, kept barking. Shep traced the racket over to a hairy Cocker Spaniel trotting along the hedgerow and sniffing around. He remained absolutely still as the snout followed along the decorative shrubbery, heading toward where he was hiding.

Soon the dog had his scent, and it bounded over and started licking his face.

“Blah,” Shep complained. “Hey, no. Stop. I’m trying to spy on all those butts you probably sniff. Cut me a break.”

But the pooch wouldn’t let up.

A moment later, he heard a boy’s voice—probably the dog’s owner.

Shit, he thought. The damn dog had to ruin the fun!

Shep reversed out from his peep spot, the branches dragging along his skin. But rather than cursing the new scratches he was receiving, he was more focused on his aching chest. Rubbing along the ground caused it to hurt. The sensitivity was intensely concentrated in and around his nipples, and he was uneasily aware of how swollen and stiff they were.

“Guh-uh,” he groaned, extricating himself from the hedgerow in the hot, bulky ghillie suit and standing up. The outfit was especially tight all of a sudden, and every inch of his body was sweating.

He noticed two young girls playing jump rope nearby. They stopped and stared at him.

“Uh, hey,” Shep said, giving a friendly wave.

One prodded her stubby index finger where an incisor was missing. The other regarded him like he was an extraterrestrial visitor, and took two steps back as if she were thinking about making a run for it.

Shep shrugged out of the stuffy ghillie suit, to show them that he was, in fact, human—if not a little taller and lankier than the average one.

He was wearing a green sports bra.

“What…?” his voice trailed off as he took notice of the feminine sportswear wrapped around his upper torso.

How…?

Where…?

Had he been high enough to mistake a sports bra for something that he should be wearing? Doubtful. First off, he didn’t even own a sports bra. Second, where the heck had his damn shirt gone? His shorts were still accounted for. But above the waist, it was just the bra.

Huh, he thought, touching it. He didn’t seem to be hallucinating, at least.

A fuzzy, prickly sensation moved along his chest, like someone was taking a brush and lightly stroking the bristles along his skin.

Right then, the front of the sports bra began to stretch forward, and Shep saw a pair of swellings—comprised of his skin—growing in dimension and causing the garment to project outward. Unconsciously, his hands flew up to grasp them, and he nearly shrieked when his fingers accidentally squeezed the soft flesh of these new, flourishing orbs.

“Hey, mister,” the toothless girl said. “Did you get bit by a bug?”

“I…I don’t know,” Shep answered.

There was no question what these new developments were, and due to his hands and the constrictive garment their cleavage was rapidly increasing. He let go; the new mounds sprang and settled and jiggled inside their fabric prison, impossibly firm and round and on his body. They were getting larger. They were getting heavier. Shep’s spine began to bend as these new masses entered the D-cup range—and beyond!

“Uh,” his voice croaked. His eyes couldn’t stop watching his new assets. “You have a bathroom I can borrow?”

In his periphery, the toothless girl pointed to the nearby house. “You can use my bathroom, mister.”

“Th-thanks. Oh God.”

Shep hustled up the walk and twisted the knob. It was unlocked. He didn’t even look around or announce his emergency to any parents that might be home. He picked a hallway and clumsily jogged, with his chest bouncing, until he found a door leading to a bathroom. He went inside, locked the door, and let out a panicked sound as he spun and checked himself out in the mirror.

Tits! Why in the hell did he have tits? He couldn’t give a shit about the sports bra anymore, unless, somehow, it was causing his body to change.

Shep removed it.

Nope. He still had tits.

Huge ones. And they weren’t the natural teardrop shape either; these suckers were spherical balloons, resistant to gravity and with wide pancake-sized areolas. He grabbed their sides and pushed them together. They didn’t jiggle in the slightest. And the areolas, he noticed, on closer examination, were rough-edged and delineated with something like circular scars.

They weren’t just tits.

They were implants!

Shep let out a nervous laugh. “Any bigger, and I could tit-fuck myself.”

Fortunately, their growth seemed to be coming to an end. Elsewhere, however, he saw that his arms were smoother, and his hands were daintier. Christ, when had that happened? He looked at his palms. There were more wrinkles than before, particularly around the knuckles. Deep red nails finished growing in.

The fluttery warmth in his chest dropped downward. He expelled a long, intermittent burp as an invisible, contractive force pinched his abdomen on both side, giving him a waist to match his transformed chest. Farther down—among a series of spine-compressing jolts that left him wavering on his feet—the sweep of changes took aim on his lower body.

Shep was a helpless observer as the dark material of his shorts lightened into a shade of green that was a perfect match to the sports bra on the countertop. Underneath, his body was swelling in all directions. His jaw dropped as his hips expanded outward, providing a foundation for his booty to grow. The loose-fitting fabric began to accentuate his new curves, which included a pair of shapely thighs and an ass worthy of a porn magazine.

A porn magazine, he thought.

Good God! He had seen this green outfit before. The sports bra, the leggings—they had belonged to Pearl Peaks, the forty-year-old mom who had bared it all for a centerfold spread in Mommy Milkers. She had a birth mark on the left side of her belly button, he remembered. Sure enough, in the reflection, he now possessed an identical brown splotch in the same location.

He was turning into an exact copy of Pearl Peaks—except for his head, it appeared.

As the metamorphosis finished up, Shep put a hand between his legs. Yep, the form-fitting nylon wasn’t lying! His nervous fingers curiously traced along the flat valley, feeling the impression of his female genitalia. His crotch was so entrancingly smooth and sensitive, and he couldn’t stop rubbing himself. Because of this, the whole region began to feel warmer.

“No, stop it,” he told himself. The hand flew away. He realized his feet were comfortably situated inside a pair of white running shoes. “It’s sunny outside, and you need to burn some calories, girl.”

But perhaps he could treat himself to some special, stress-relieving exercises later.

Shep handled the sports bra like a pro, smoothly slinging his arms into the holes and tugging it over his breasts. With a practiced shimmy and dance, he had his huge melons properly wrapped up and secured.

After a few leg stretches, he strutted out of the bathroom and left the house, feeling more energetic than he ever had in his life.
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Adam saw someone who resembled Kendall tinkering with the ‘69 Torino parked in the driveway; the driver’s door was open, and he could make out her blonde hair through the sparkle of sunny reflections. A hint of her legs were showing. She was wearing high heels. Adam could not recall one time he had seen Kendall in heels, not even for senior graduation or prom.

He took the short incline gingerly, every footfall causing a rumble through his voluptuous, black body. His hand stayed snug to the coat, pinning the collar around his neck so that very little of his altered physique was visible.

Kendall noticed him approaching. “Hey!” she hollered.

“Hey,” Adam squeaked back. There was a grease-stained rag laying on the hood of the muscle car. He felt an inclination to stay away from it. And those grimy tools too—yuck. He wondered if Kendall was cleaning her hands adequately with antibacterial soap.

The tomboy slid herself out of the driver’s seat, only she didn’t look much like a tomboy anymore. Adam’s throat made a funny sound as her buxom and curvaceous form erected in the afternoon sun—but it didn’t reach as far as this morning. She’d lost like six inches in height! Like him! But the rest of her occupied much more physical space, also like him. Adam was dumbfounded over her skintight waitress uniform, which showcased her large breasts and wide hips to fantastic and flawless effect. When his eyes fell into her deep cleavage, it was hard to get them out! He wobbled and swayed up toward her, feeling confused, worried, and oddly warm.

Just that short walk up the driveway made him winded.

Dammit. He’d been in decent shape before!

Kendall stared at his body—wrapped but not completely hidden by Adam’s oversized coat, as evidenced by the large, spherical bulges in front that no coat could ever hope to fully conceal. Her jaw reached for the ground. “You too?”

He nodded. “And you?”

She nodded. “Oh shit.”

Adam and Kendall stared at each other silently, taking stock of their changes.

Then Adam said, “We aren’t freaking out.”

Kendall: “I know. I’m weirdly calm about this.”

“Yeah. Same.” He rubbed his head.

She pointed. “Hey, is that your hand? Why is it dark?”

Adam unraveled the makeshift cloak and gave her a glimpse of what was underneath, his buxom African-American cleavage catching the sunlight. The maid costume—the only apparel he had on, besides the coat—could hardly be considered clothing. His tits were practically hanging out, and the frilly skirt refused to contain his mammoth hips. Adam gave it a few mannerly tugs, to make sure it was covering his panties.

Once he was certain Kendall understood the extent of his transformation, he closed the coat again.

“It was that magazine, wasn’t it?” he said. “I’m pretty sure this body is an exact copy of the woman I looked at. Leopard Skye. First my body turned into hers, and then I couldn’t stop washing clothes and cleaning around the house.”

“Totally,” Kendall agreed. “When my body changed, I was suddenly enthusiastic about my job at the Beef Barn. Speaking of, I need to see if I can get some more hours.” She grabbed her tits and pushed them back and forth, as if trying to make them more comfortable. There were two dark spots in the uniform, around where her nipples probably were.

“Maybe we should worry about changing back,” Adam suggested.

“Yeah,” Kendall said distractedly. “Um. That’s probably a good idea.”

Again, it concerned Adam greatly that he wasn’t driving himself to the nearest hospital right now. People didn’t just suddenly change sex. Or race. On the other hand, there was a faint blissfulness to having the body of a shapely African-American porn star. And the more he thought about cleaning—which was why he was wearing the maid costume, after all—the more comfortable and indifferent he felt about having watermelon-sized tits and a puffy slit between his legs. He almost asked Kendall right then if her house needed a maid’s touch.

No, he told himself. You’re an eighteen-year-old guy. This isn’t cool!

“Where’s the magazine?” he asked Kendall.

“Shep should still have it, but—”

“Hey dudettes!” Shep’s voice said.

Adam spun around, his gaze initially passing over the green-wearing jogger in search of his male friend—and then snapping back to the jogger when he realized that she was only a she from the neck down, and above the neck was Shep’s lopsided grin and messy hair. Adam only saw a glimpse of this, because immediately his eyes targeted the part-man, part-woman’s shockingly huge tits. They weren’t far off from being soccer balls, and they were just as round! As Shep came trotting up the driveway, his surgically enhanced mammaries swung and knocked back and forth, firm like they were filled with air.

Shep stopped, but his exercise didn’t; he continued to hop from one foot to the other. His leggings were so tight there was a visible camel toe.

“What’s up?” he panted.

Kendall was laughing. “Where’s that piece of crap Mustang, Big Bird?”

“Oh. Psh! Why drive when you live a few blocks away? I need the cardio.”

Adam knew that didn’t sound like Shep at all. Back in high school, Shep had done just about everything to get out of PE, and he’d lied about having some obscure disorder that made physical activity harmful to his body.

“So,” Shep said, still hopping in place. “We’re part of a tit club.”

“We think it was that magazine,” Adam said. “Mommy Milkers.”

“Of course it was that magazine,” Shep said, seemingly carefree about having huge implants, or that he appeared to be forty years old below the neck. He paused from his exercise, took a deep breath, and then smoothly dropped down and did the splits right there in front of Kendall and Adam. He began doing reps of stretching and touching his toes. “I can’t believe I always hated exercise,” he said. “I feel so fucking good.”

“Yeah!” Kendall agreed. “And I feel sexy as hell. Like, I just want people to look at my tits, and I want to serve them food. Beef Barn wouldn’t even have to pay me.”

“And I just want to clean…” Adam started. He slapped a palm against his head. “No.”

His two friends looked at him.

“This isn’t right,” he said. “Kendall, you don’t like having breasts. You hate having anything to do with bras, and you once punched a guy during lunch period for asking you out.”

Kendall gazed down at her cleavage.

“And Shep, I guess I can see you enjoying having a woman’s body, but only because you’re a huge pervert. But you’re lazy. You paid me to mow your yard last summer. And you only got through senior year because you cheated and never studied.”

Shep paused from stretching and stared off into the distance.

Adam went on: “We need to reverse this, before, I don’t know, we end up becoming the girls these bodies really belong to.”

Kendall was the first to speak up. “Damn,” she sighed. “You’re right. Why would I ever want to volunteer at the Beef Barn? And I look like a huge slut.” She tried pulling on her uniform, to cover up her cleavage a little more, but the outfit was strictly designed to expose her huge tits. “Ugh.”

“Yeah,” Shep said, getting to his feet. “I mean, I did rub one out an hour ago.”

Kendall frowned. “Too much information.”

“But I don’t want to be stuck as a woman. Look at me. These boobs are bigger than my head.” He grabbed them and shook them, as if they weren’t noticeable before. “And I’m fucking old.”

“Then we need to find a way to change back,” Adam said.

“Agreed,” Shep said.

Kendall: “Uh-huh.”

Adam said, “But we need the magazine.”

“Lucky for you, I get such a high from running that I like to keep my wank material close by.” Shep reached into a pocket on his leggings, where a magazine was rolled up and tucked inside. Kendall voiced her jealousy for his outfit having pockets that could hold more than a phone. He pulled out the November 1991 issue of Mommy Milkers and opened the pages.

Adam was beginning to worry again as they crowded around Shep and the porno mag. It wasn’t like a magical spell had caused their bodies to change; rather, he reckoned that simply looking at the naughty images had been the culprit, as all three of them had transformed into the woman they’d each stared lustfully at earlier this morning.

If that was the case, how would they undo it?

Shep flipped through—past advertisements for animal cloning services and pictures of youngsters who had gained temporary telekinetic powers from eating a brand of made-to-order gumballs—and opened up to the centerfold spread of Aspen Aloha, whose body was now a perfect match for Kendall’s, even down to the tight-fitting, seam-splitting uniform.

“Okay,” she said, taking the magazine from Shep and staring at the voluptuous, sexily dressed model in a crowded diner. “Now what?”

Adam and Shep looked at each other. Shep shrugged.

“I’m looking at her,” Kendall said.

“Do you feel anything?” Adam asked.

“No. There was like a tingle last time. Like a static shock. This time, there’s nothing.”

They waited a few minutes, with Kendall appearing to give it her best concentration, and even closing her eyes to will her original body back into existence. But nothing appeared to happen to her body or clothes. Eventually she sighed and gave the magazine to Adam.

Adam turned a few pages and found the African-American maid of Leopard Skye, his heart skipping as he ogled the physique that he now identically possessed from the neck down. Deep down, he pleaded to the universe for a helping hand in this matter, and to return his manhood intact. But he felt no such tingle or electric shock from the pages, or entrancement from the half-naked Leopard Skye in all of her progressively undressed poses.

Shep took it next, and he turned to the page with Pearl Peaks.

“What if we’re stuck?” Adam asked, securing the coat tighter to his body and observing all the sizable lumps that represented his new form. “I mean, it could be worse.”

“We could be ninety years old,” Kendall agreed. “And at least I didn’t change sex.”

“But I changed race. And Shep is twice as old.”

“Don’t remind me,” Shep said, his eyes locked to the busty mom that had stripped for Mommy Milkers, and whose body had replaced a male teenager’s nearly thirty years later.

They waited some more. Shep’s arms sagged.

“What else is in here?” he asked, thumbing further into the porno mag. “Maybe there’s a hotline we can call.”

“From thirty years ago?” Kendall snorted. She made her hand to resemble a phone and put it against her cheek “‘Oh, yes, well, uh, we only wanted to look at your pretty women, but something happened and we transformed into them.’”

Adam chuckled.

Then Shep said, “Wait.” He started flipping pages the other way. “I saw something.”

“Something that could help?” Adam asked.

Shep stopped on a page, and he held it out. A gust of wind came along. Adam and Kendall grabbed the magazine to keep the pages from blowing over.

It was another centerfold spread, this one located in a retro-styled parlor. Adam saw that this photoshoot included Aspen Aloha, Leopard Skye, and Pearl Peaks, with not a single article of clothing in sight. The text near the top said: LUSTFUL FRIENDS.

Adam felt a static shock at the same time a faint blue light zapped his finger. Another touched Kendall. A third hit Shep. They all let go simultaneously, and the magazine dropped to the ground by their feet.

“Oh no,” Kendall said. She looked at Adam, then Shep. “I think we just made it worse.”
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In moments they were inside Kendall’s house, their hands grabbing at anything that could be removed off their buxom, fertile bodies. Adam wanted to fight it. But then he felt so overpoweringly horny, made obvious by his jutting, thumb-sized nipples and expanding warmth and dampness between his thighs.

He knew the Mommy Milkers magazine had done this, as Kendall forced herself into him, creating a stunning and mind-boggling show of their foursome of tits pressed together, dark against pale. Breathing hard, she began kissing him and using her tongue.

It was that threesome centerfold. The LUSTFUL FRIENDS.

And now, filled with unnatural yet unquestionably romantic desires, they were acting it out.

God he was horny!

Adam originally hesitated to kiss Kendall back—she was a lesbian, and for her to throw herself on him like a hungry animal could only mean she was under the influence of something. Magic, apparently. But then her enthusiasm washed off into him, and Adam couldn’t hold back the immense attraction he felt for his busty friend.

Hey, he was female from the neck down.

He kind of was a lesbian making out with her!

Her hands frantically tugged at his maid costume, baring his tremendous titties and reminding Adam of how much pain they could inflict if set into motion. He groaned as that floppy mass slapped and punched his torso, but that groan became a long, low moan as Kendall grabbed a fat titty—just one required two hands—and sent her mouth down on it.

Adam was surprised by the delightful squeal that came out of his mouth. His lover looked up at him, smiling yet continuing to thrash her tongue along that little brown erection. Almost immediately Adam’s whole body was tingling, little currents of excitable energy coursing through his fingers and toes and loins.

Having big tits was sensational!

Over to his left, Shep was getting undressed. Adam never imagined participating in a threesome with another man, but right now Shep wasn’t a man, was he? Adam eyeballed that trim waist and long legs, as well as the dense-but-tidy bush below his navel. Twenty years old or forty years old, Shep was an alluring sight, and Adam couldn’t find anything that he didn’t like. He licked his lips in anticipation.

“Are we really doing this?” Shep asked, approaching the group. Perhaps he was having those same doubts as Adam had earlier. “Fuck, you two are hot.”

“Mm-hmm,” Adam purred, unconsciously finding his free nipple and pinching it.

Shep’s eyes seemed to glaze over. “I need me some of that.”

He got his wish. With Kendall making sweet oral love to Adam’s nipple, Adam welcomed his male friend into the passionate fray with a kiss. At first Shep’s muscles were tense, but then he shivered, and from then on seemed totally relaxed. He sensually returned the favor, nibbling at Adam’s bottom lip and teasing his tongue inside. Adam let out a very uncharacteristic giggle as Shep solidified his role as the third member of the titty triangle.

I’m so hot, he thought, imagining his busty and curvy body in all its perceptive glory, from his heavy breasts, to his wide ass, to his increasingly warm crotch. And they’re so hot.

The arousal was making his head swim and his body tremble.

Adam groped one of Shep’s huge jugs, positioning his thumb right over the nipple and flicking it rapidly. He heard the other boy’s breath draw in. And when Kendall swapped from Adam to Shep, he started panting and gasping.

He’s as sensitive as me, Adam realized.

After a round of erotic foreplay with three pairs of humongous tits offering a smorgasbord of pleasurable opportunities, the rest of their clothing was discarded; Adam tugged off his fishnet stockings and somewhat soaked panties, Kendall pulled her waitress uniform and lingerie completely off. With three giggling voices, they shoved their massive titties together and swung their bodies, causing them to bounce and bang humorously.

All the guys in the world—and flat-chested girls—wished they could do this!

The breast-bashing also caused Kendall to start leaking.

“Mm,” she winced. “These things have been swollen all damn day. Here.” She tottered back toward the couch and plopped down. “Can you both do a girl a favor?”

Shep and Adam shared a look, and two excited grins.

They dropped down and scooted in, Shep on the left and Adam on the right. Adam had never nursed from a girl’s tit before, as the girls he dated weren’t capable of expressing—or so large in the chest that their cleavage caused traffic accidents. It filled him with erotic, tingly satisfaction to put his lips around that swollen pink nub and start sucking. At first, the emission was limited to just a few drops. But as he worked, and sucked, and as Kendall assisted by squeezing the ends of her bra-bursting mammaries, the flow increased.

It became a steady stream!

Shep was the first to moan, and Adam echoed it. Kendall’s milk was warm and creamy, and so plentiful, it seemed, that he could take more than his fill!

He gasped for air. Milk dribbled off his lip. More continued to sprinkle from the nipple. He latched back on, his lips making cute smacking sounds, his throat softly gurgling.

Adam happened a look upward to see Kendall’s reaction. Her normally blonde hair now contained a reddish shade, and strands of it were creeping down over her ears.

Wait, he thought. Aspen Aloha had been a redhead!

As he continued to watch, entranced by the changes and absolutely addicted to the taste of her breast milk, the pale coloring of her body spread into her face. Her cheeks plumped outward, and her unremarkable lips swelled into a kissable pout. When she moaned, her voice sounded higher—it chirped. Meanwhile, short bangs extended over her forehead, turning her hairstyle into the perfectly combed bob of her body’s inspiration.

Adam pulled his lips off the nipple when he felt a tickle from his own scalp. Seconds later, there was darkness falling into his periphery. He reached for it, grabbing wavy black locks. A pressure enveloped his throat, and his lips began to tingle. He spun his head to look at Shep—incidentally causing long hair to swing across his field of view—and saw Shep’s unruly mane being magically condensed into a tight blonde ponytail.

The face that looked back at him was part Shep, part middle-aged woman, with the latter quickly substituting his masculine features for softer edges, smoother contours, a deep suntan, and wrinkles. His green irises filled in with blue.

“Our heads,” Adam said, his voice leaping a couple octaves mid-sentence. He swallowed and cleared his throat. Even those actions felt and sounded different. “Oh.”

“What are y’all stopping for?” Kendall asked. It wasn’t her voice; it wasn’t even her accent. She now spoke with a southern drawl.

Adam’s mind jumped back to the magazine as heavy lashes grew on his eyelids. The Mommy Milkers volume had caused this, and moments ago they’d been searching for a way to reverse the changes.

He ran a hand along his smooth and hairless cheek, across his enlarged lips. He looked down at his naked breasts, too large to have youthful perkiness.

Didn’t he want to be a man again?

Wasn’t he a man?

Shep reached between Adam’s legs, and his concern over his body image jumbled and went astray as a hand rubbed his wet slit. Following a heartbreaking retreat, the pleasure tripled as a finger easily slipped inside him, and Adam felt the digit thrusting deeply into his vaginal canal—a sensation never before experienced, but one he instantly approved of.

“Mm,” his girlish voice moaned.

No.

“Yes.”

His mind scrambled for that forgotten identity.

Who was he? What was he?

Well, on the surface, he was a woman getting finger-fucked, and enjoying the hell out of it.

Soon the couch was their chosen pleasure court, with Adam’s luscious African-American body sprawled across the cushions. Shep licked between his legs; Adam licked Kendall, who was sitting on his collarbone and providing him unrestricted oral access to her deliciously gleaming pussy, topped with a fiery red bush. After some trial and error of finding his groove, he was really into it. He pulled her plump body closer, until his face was squeezed from three angles by her crotch and thighs.

He couldn’t explain how their relationship had evolved to this.

Yesterday they’d been friends.

Today, Adam was lusting for Kendall and Shep like never before, and his tongue was aching as it thoroughly and deeply explored her tasty snatch. He couldn’t satisfy himself with her taste, her scent, her presence.

And Shep’s tongue action was equally good!

Adam reached his first climax while his face was pinned underneath Kendall, that wiggly muscle hitting his clit enough times to send him over the edge. He bucked with orgasmic bliss, squealing happily as his entire body became alight with hot shivers and skin-tingling euphoria. And as he continued lapping at Kendall’s snatch, she joined in.

They swapped around. Kendall laid herself out on the couch. Adam sixty-nined her, with Shep trading sides. Once the first orgasm had been achieved, it was like the rest were eager to come. He had another on top of Kendall. Then it was Shep’s turn at the bottom of the pile, and Adam and Kendall brought him into the official orgasm club.

They went on and on, until the light began to fade out of the living room hours later.

During that period of time, Adam was the happiest he could ever remember. That couch was his whole life, and his two friends were his greatest pleasures.

Although he would’ve preferred they not make such a sweaty mess of the cushions. Someone would have to clean those.


Epilogue

“Hey. Feel these.”

Leopard ran a hand across Pearl’s stomach, feeling the results of all her workouts: sturdy abdominal muscles. Leopard didn’t know of anyone else who was forty years old and so beautifully in shape. And Pearl never left home without wearing something that sexily showed off her six-pack. Today, she was wearing a pink sports bra and leggings—yesterday she’d worn a blue sports bra and leggings, and the day before had been yellow.

“Jealous,” Leopard cooed. “I wish I could get a body like that.”

“Oh don’t start that, honey,” Pearl said, sneaking a hand to Leopard’s rear and squeezing a hefty buttock. “You’re adorable just the way you are.”

Leopard giggled. “You just talking like you want some.”

“And I will have some, when Aspen finishes.”

The morning was sunny and perfect. Leopard and Pearl were sitting on the hood of the ‘69 Torino, waiting in the Beef Barn’s parking lot. Every five minutes or so, Leopard had to look down and make sure her cleavage was flawless; those huge black tits were not only a treat to everyone else but also herself. She loved exposing as much of them as legally allowed.

She just felt so good lately. Some of that was definitely the constant sex and orgasms. But also she’d gotten her head on straight and turned down the offer from Ridgetown University.

Why go to college and be away from her friends?

That was crazy!

After a moment, Aspen came strutting out of the Beef Barn’s side entrance, causing a family of three to stop and stare. That’s my girl, Leopard thought, smiling as the busty redhead swung her hips jubilantly and started peeling off her uniform in broad daylight, exposing her red bra.

“Ugh!” Aspen griped, coming over to the parked Torino. “Like, sayonara to that dump. My big titties are a part of who I am, and I can’t help it if more people wanted my milkshakes!” She turned back toward the restaurant and shouted, “Hey! You hear that! Screw you!”

“Mm-hmm,” Leopard agreed.

“Darling, they should’ve given you a raise for attracting more business,” Pearl suggested. “Big titties are always a secret to success.”

“Well, they’re stupid,” Aspen said, tossing her red hair back angrily. “And I ain’t going to be treated like I’m worthless.” A smile worked itself across her face. “Besides. I already got hired someplace else anyway. And they want my big tits.”

“What place?” Leopard asked, intrigued.

Half topless, Aspen sauntered to the passenger side of the Torino and leaned in. She pulled out a bundle of white tank tops, and at first Leopard had no idea what this signified.

But then she unfolded one. It had a HOOTERS logo.

Aspen: “Now here I can be appreciated. And I got a friend who works there, who can hook y’all up too. Lord knows all our tits would make the cut.”

Leopard shivered. “But restaurants are kind of filthy.”

“Oh, you can clean all you want.”

“Deal. But as long as I can wear the uniform too.”

Aspen smiled and flung it over. And then she gave the second tank top to Pearl.

All three of them working at the same place together? It gave Leopard a thrill, imagining all the fun and naughty adventures they could have. And despite her anxiety from dirt and germs, it was more important to be around her friends—as they were the most valuable and funnest aspects of her life.

“How about it?” Aspen asked excitedly. “Y’all wanna be Hooters babes, or what?”

“Sounds good,” Pearl said.

“Totally,” Leopard agreed.

To celebrate their decision, they high-fived and gathered in a tight circle to thrust their chests together. All three of them laughed from the collision of their massive breasts.

They piled into the muscle car, with Aspen getting behind the wheel. She turned on the all-electric motor, and the smooth glide of the hovercraft propulsion unit carried them out into the street and toward their next chapter in life.
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Cate’s parking job was typical: her open-top Jeep Wrangler was cock-eyed, with the front wheel mounted on the curb and the fender in contact with the parking meter. The space was large enough for a limousine, and yet a drunkard could’ve lined it up better.

Brad just smiled. What his girlfriend lacked in parallel-parking skills she made up for tenfold in cuteness, so he couldn’t complain too much.

The pixie-cut, pixie-sized blonde behind the wheel blew him a kiss. He caught the invisible token of love and shoved it into his mouth, and ate it. She hopped out and jogged around to meet him. “Hey, misssster,” she said. She was wearing Daisy Dukes and a tiny, midriff-baring tank top. “What’s up?”

“I’m hoping to get a ride,” he said, playing along.

“Oh. With me?” She pointed at her Jeep. “Only girls are allowed in the Fun-mobile.”

“Well, it just so happens…”

Her gaze fixated on his groin. “Already?”

Brad nodded. He modified his voice to sound like a ditz: “I’m, like, so wet for you right now, babe. I can’t stop imagining your tongue, just, like, getting deep in there.”

Cate slapped him in the rib. “Shut up. I still see a bulge. Maybe kind of small. And you don’t even have boobs yet.”

But they’re not far away, Brad thought, focusing on the tenderness in his nipples that had been persistent since this morning, and was further aggravated by the rough cotton T-shirt rubbing up against them. He gave them a scratch when his girlfriend wasn’t looking.

It sucked. A third of the soccer team had contracted the FAP-19 virus during a weekend match. There were enough players in reserve to still compete, but the infected guys—like Brad—had to sit out for the remainder of the season. He’d been in quarantine for two days. Now he had two choices: either he could stay in his dorm room inside an entire building full of horny twenty-year-olds, or he could opt for the university’s distance-learning program.

Knowing how dudes could behave around girls, the second option was a no-brainer.

Presently, Cate was giving his chest a curious inspection. “Hello,” she said to his left pectoral muscle, as if she were speaking to a fish in an aquarium. “It’s nice to meet you.” She sidestepped over to his right pectoral muscle. With her short stature, her eyes were level with his nipples. “And you too. We’re gonna be great friends. And I won’t judge you for how big you girls get. The bigger the better, actually.”

Brad glanced around. Despite the curb being bumper to bumper with parked cars, there were only a few people walking around.

“Can we go?” he asked.

“I was just introducing myself to our new friends,” Cate said innocently. Then she poked her finger into his unfledged bosom.

Brad winced. “Ah.”

“Oh. Sorry. Growing pains, huh?”

He rubbed the sore spot—which was disconcertingly softer and fleshier than it had been two days ago, or even this morning. Thankfully the formation of a proper mound hadn’t happened yet, but it was coming. He’d installed the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app and read up on the timeline of metamorphosis. By tonight he might have buds; tomorrow he might be dealing with his first jiggles.

This virus had become a common threat for guys his age, but still it didn’t seem possible that he could transform into a girl over the course of a week.

On the upside, the university nurse had confirmed it wasn’t the H.1.29 strain, so at least he wouldn’t be getting all weak in the knees for other dudes.

Cate gestured to her Jeep. “I guess I’ll let you in.”

“Thanks, babe.”

Brad tossed his JACKSONVILLE RENEGADES duffel into the Jeep’s trunk. He’d packed up most of his clothes, not knowing if he’d even be wearing them by next week. Ideally, he just wanted to get the next three months over with as soon as possible—with minimal bras and panties and whatever naughty ideas Cate’s mind was likely cooking up.

Fortunately the women in his family weren’t large in the chest. Although he didn’t know his mom’s bra size, he figured maybe a B-cup was in his future.

It would make him larger than his girlfriend.

But a B-cup wasn’t that large.

God, he really was worrying about his eventual bra size. He envied the country two years ago, when the FAP-19 virus was unheard of and boys his age never temporarily lost their manhoods. He consoled himself by supposing it was inevitable. Today, next month, five years from now—he was guaranteed to catch it at some point.

Better sooner than later, right?

On the ride to Cate’s house west of the St. Johns, Brad once again reviewed the stages of female puberty on his phone, dreading the gut-wrenchers like TESTICLE RETRACTION and VOICE CHANGE and VAGINAL DEVELOPMENT and PENIS-TO-CLITORIS CONVERSION. He wondered how far along his penis was to becoming a clitoris. Maybe ten percent? Fifteen? It had begun shrinking since last night, although the sensitivity was wholly unaffected. In the app, there were helpful diagrams detailing this metamorphosis, showing the phallus dwindling down day by day and positioning itself at the front of what would become his new slit.

He had to put his phone away. It became too much.

“You okay over there?” Cate asked, as they accelerated away from a stoplight.

“Of course,” Brad said. “My dick’s in the process of turning into a clit. What’s not to like?”

She giggled. “Clits are pretty fun. I can show you. Once you’ve got a cute little clit of your own down there!”

Brad groaned, even though the thought of receiving oral from his girlfriend—no matter the state of his genitals—did stir some brief life into his cock.

They rounded the corner to Cate’s street. She lived in a little neighborhood with her mother, who worked long hours as a nurse. Brad figured that was another benefit to moving off-campus. If he had any medical-related questions about his ongoing gender transformation, he could consult Cate’s mom.

Their pink house came into view. But before they reached it, an out-of-control basketball dashed across the road, pursued by a ginger-haired teenager. Cate slammed on the brakes. Luckily her hazard awareness was better than her parking skills, as she quickly brought the Jeep to a stop. A second, darker-haired boy stood in the driveway from where the basketball had bounced from. Clearly the smarter of the two.

Brad unbuckled and hopped up. “Watch the road, idiot!” he shouted to the oblivious teenager. “You were about creamed!”

“Sorry,” the kid said, jogging back to the driveway after having fetched the runaway basketball.

“Hey, Sebastian. Hey, Blake,” Cate said to both of them, waving. “No harm done!”

After the close call, she pulled into the driveway next door and turned the engine off. Brad found two stern eyes looking across at him.

“What?” he said.

“Was that really necessary?” she asked. “You didn’t have to yell.”

“He darted into the street. If you had been a second slower in hitting the brakes, paramedics would have been scraping his entrails off the asphalt.”

Cate rolled her eyes. “How very descriptive.”

“And it was almost very true, babe.”

“Okay, babe. Take it easy with them, all right? They’re just high school seniors. Sometimes I tutor them on the weekends.”

Brad raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

They continued to stare at each other. She just smirked and shook her head. “Sebastian—the redhead—is good with math. Next week, once you’ve finished blooming, you might go over there and bat your eyelashes and flash some cleavage. I bet he’ll help you stop flunking.”

He frowned. “That’s gross.”

Cate giggled. “Aw, come here my poor hunky boyfriend.” She leaned over and smooched him. “Does your masculinity hurt?” Smooch. “Poor baby.” Smooch. “Show mommy where the boo-boos are.” Smooch. During her repeated kissing, a hand snuck up and pinched one of his nipples.

“Yow,” Brad yelped.

Cate and her mother lived comfortably but not excessively. The little single-story house, shaded by palms, had two bedrooms, and it had already been arranged—in other words, Ms. Hill had given permission—that Brad would be sleeping alongside his girlfriend in her bed, and Cate made adequate space in her closet and drawers for his personal belongings.

It was an odd realization that, in a house of women, Brad would be involuntarily joining them and becoming female himself. But currently, while he still possessed functional equipment downstairs, he wanted to get some final enjoyment out of it. And Cate was in the mood too. After Brad had situated himself into his new bedroom for the next three months, she closed the door and saw to giving his manhood a going-away present.

That was the goal, anyway.

In practice, they both discovered that the functional aspect of his cock was already deteriorating, as he couldn’t maintain a hard-enough erection to penetrate his girlfriend.

Half-mast was about the limit.

“Shit,” he groaned, while they were naked and sweating, and he was trying every trick to get some blood flowing between his legs. Hands, mouths, and the what-should-have-been provocative sights of his girlfriend’s petite little body did nothing.

Two days in, and the virus had already conquered his masculinity.

“It’s okay,” Cate assured him, with her plentiful kisses. Working cock or not, Brad always enjoyed the way she displayed affection. It was like he was being sexually worshiped. “Here.” She turned herself around, straddled her knees over his shoulders, and pointed her shaved and gleaming pussy right at his mouth.

At the other end, to satisfy the conditions of sixty-nining, her tongue began swirling around his shamefully soft cockhead.

Damn, he thought, as his entire groin tingled in spite of his limpness.

And he required no further invitation to eat her out.

Brad wasn’t used to he and his girlfriend getting frisky without intercourse, and his ongoing and uncontrollable emasculation was constantly in the back of his mind, but this slower and more sensual makeout was pretty damn hot. With his hands wrapped over his girlfriend’s tight little ass, and his mouth gorging on her juices and his tongue happily lapping at her deliciously wet folds, he felt himself approaching orgasm.

Without a hard-on? he wondered. Apparently so!

They kept at it for a couple more minutes, their perspiring bodies softly humping, his girlfriend quietly moaning with a mouthful of his cock. Even Brad was groaning pleasantly from the contact of her velvety lips upon his sensitive cockhead and her rhythm of suction.

The rise to climax wasn’t as perceptively well-defined as usual.

But it hit all the same.

He clenched his girlfriend’s body tightly and bucked his hips three times in quick succession, propelling his load into her mouth. She squealed in delight and took it all. Afterward, while Brad writhed restlessly on the sheets as an odd kind of afterglow tickled his skin, she once more rotated around. A rope of his recent release dangled from her chin. It was clear, not white—indicating the unseen but significant changes happening to his reproductive system.

She moved her head down and blew on a nipple.

Brad flinched. Christ, that sensitivity! His male pride—on a momentary high after achieving orgasm—instantly deflated when he looked down and saw how bulbous his areolas appeared. Each one was puffier and wider in diameter than it had been this morning.

He could only imagine Cate had endured the same development when she had been going through puberty, and she knew exactly how to torment him.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, giving the other one the equal treatment. “Having titty troubles, dearest boyfriend?”

“They’re so tight,” he said, cautiously feeling around the enlarged areola and finding a knot of firmness underneath the skin. Even lying down, his softened pecs were somewhat projecting a little. They weren’t breasts yet, but they definitely weren’t what he’d started the week with.

And for the remainder of that week, titty troubles took center stage for Brad’s metamorphosis. The following day, only the loosest of T-shirts could hide his developing mounds, which continued to be sore and easily irritable from friction and vibrations; that evening, his new growths had upgraded to bouncing. As was true of most women entering puberty, and reiterated through the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION’s many photographic examples, Brad’s breasts changed size as much as they did shape, beginning life conical and pointy.

When his nipples stood a couple inches out from his chest, everything else started to fill in and expand. With Cate he was shirtless half the time, just so she could observe his progress.

Sometimes he truly wondered if crashing with her was the right call. At least at the university he’d had his own dorm room with no roommates.

On the third day since moving in with his girlfriend, there was enough flesh to fill his hands. He was easily a B-cup already, which didn’t make sense!

And underneath they were still firm, almost hard.

Cate and the app both agreed that this was evidence of continued growth and maturation.

So, how fucking big were they going to get?
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Brad yawned and moseyed down the hallway, giving his butt a quick scratch. He tried not to think if his backside was getting bigger or not. With the steady, virus-driven regression of his athletic muscle tone, he’d noticed a bit more wiggle and jiggle in the seat of his pants lately. But for the time being, his shorts and underwear didn’t feel any tighter.

So at least that wasn’t a problem. Yet.

And like any other expectations with this damn virus, he tried to picture his mom’s physique as a reference for his eventual dimensions. Did she have a large butt? Wide hips? Not really. She was a pretty average woman overall, neither fat nor skinny.

Definitely not busty.

Which made all expectations worthless anyway, as established by his tits.

With Cate attending school full-time and Ms. Hill working her long shifts, Brad had the house to himself rather frequently. And with no lecture halls, only a daily summary of material to study, it wasn’t necessary to get up early. Suffering the somewhat chaotic and unrestrained bouncing from the front of his old LeBron James MIAMI HEAT jersey, he turned into the bathroom and ambled over to the toilet, taking his familiar stance at the edge of the bowl.

He reached down the front of his boxers, grasping for the much-dwindled leftover of his manhood. Day after day, it had been gradually sliding farther back between his legs; on this morning, a full week after his infection, that vestigial nub was now embedded among the folds of skin that once comprised his scrotum, and had been slowly changing into the outer lips of a gash-like orifice.

Now it’s ten percent cock, he realized, remembering the mental debate he’d had while leaving the university a few days ago. And those same muscles, relied upon for years and years, had no effect now.

He sighed.

“Dammit,” he whispered, fearing what had always been inevitable.

Brad flipped the toilet seat down. It was then that he noticed paper taped to the porcelain tank, with something his girlfriend had written. It said: IT STAYS DOWN FOR US LADIES. And when he turned around to take a seat, there was another on the wall opposite: REMEMBER TO WIPE! NOT WIPING CAN LEAD TO INFECTION!

“Yeah, got it,” he said aloud, then cringed for the umpteenth time at his high-pitched voice.

He was nervous for this part. So nervous, in fact, that relieving himself was initially a struggle. After a minute passed, he was wondering if his urethra was closed up. Could that happen? Was he stuck with a full bladder until all that plumbing between his legs got itself straightened out? Then he just focused on relaxing. Not urging anything. Not pushing.

Just letting it happen.

Steadily, that faint warm pressure in his groin dipped closer to the bowl underneath him. It came out as a dribble first, then a more-consistent stream.

Brad exhaled and swiped hair out of his eyes.

Three months of this, huh? he thought, shuddering.

Obeying the sign, he grabbed a wad of toilet tissue and wiped after he was finished. Now he didn’t have to look at or think about anything to do with his crotch for another few hours. But while he was waddling over to the sink basin to wash his hands, he felt something wet touch the inside of his thigh.

He looked down, saw a couple drops of blood.

His heart leapt into his throat.

The source was between his legs. Brad thrust two fingers to his altered anatomy, pressed them to his slightly damp folds, and pulled them out. That dampness turned out to be more blood—just a little bit, smeared on his fingertips.

But any blood was bad, right?

Christ on the fucking cross, what did I do?

Holding a fat bundle of toilet tissue to his groin, Brad hustled into the bedroom and phoned Cate right away.

“Hey, girlfriend,” she answered. “Class starts in five minutes. What is it?”

“I’m bleeding,” he almost shouted. “What do I do?”

There was a pause. “Bleeding? From where?”

“From where? Where else? Is it my period, Cate?”

“That’s impossible,” she said. “You don’t have a uterus, Brad. Hold on. Let me browse.”

Right. He didn’t have a uterus. That made sense. And he was momentarily relieved that this had nothing to do with the menstrual cycle, or whatever. But blood was blood, and usually it stayed inside the body.

Cate’s voice came back: “Oh, okay. Brad, you’re not dying. And it’s actually pretty normal. Your vaginal lining just isn’t fully developed yet. So you might see a little blood for a couple weeks or so. Just stick one of my pads down your underwear. That’ll work.”

“Pads?” he said, confused. “You mean like a…” He almost retched as his vocal cords pronounced the word. “…tampon?”

“No, dummy. Pads and tampons are two different things. Look, my class is starting. Mom will be home in about thirty minutes. I’ll give her the heads-up about your flow.”

Brad could see the smile in his girlfriend’s voice. He’d been hoping to just survive and get through this uncomfortable stage of gender transformation with no hiccups. But after a week, his tits were far bigger than they should’ve been, and he was fucking bleeding like it was that time of the month.

Goddammit to hell, he thought, as the call ended. This damn virus!

He kept the wad of tissue in his underwear while waiting on the living room couch for Ms. Hill to arrive. Anything to do with feminine hygiene was beyond his knowledge, and he felt absolutely uncomfortable rooting around in a bathroom cupboard filled with women’s sanitary products.

Sure enough, near eleven o’clock, Cate’s mother arrived home after her early-morning shift down at the hospital. She was still wearing her scrubs. “Oh, honey,” she greeted him when she saw him on the couch. “Are you doing okay? This must be the real pits, huh? Dealing with what all us ladies have to deal with. Let’s go into the bathroom, sweetie.”

Honey. Sweetie. Brad had noticed those words out of Ms. Hill’s mouth more often lately.

He wasn’t really female, but that perception changed her vocabulary anyway.

Ashamed about all this, he and Ms. Hill went into the bathroom. He shouldn’t have been nervous; Cate’s mom was probably the nicest woman he’d ever met, and she’d instantly agreed to let him stay over while he was missing his manhood. Still, he’d never stripped partially naked in front of her before, never mind that he now didn’t have anything that she didn’t!

Other than perhaps a wild, jungle mess of dark pubic hair.

One of the few things still recognizable from a week ago

She smiled as he removed the crumpled batch of toilet paper. “That could work,” she said. “But there are better solutions for this sort of problem.” He tossed the toilet paper into the trash while she pulled out a package of Always UNSCENTED DAILY LINERS from the cupboard.

Brad’s cheeks were so hot that he wanted to cover his face.

“So, this is normal?” he asked.

“Uncommon, but nowhere near abnormal,” she explained. “As your vagina deepens, the skin stretches. And sometimes, for guys like you, it stretches a little too quickly. You just need to give it a week or two, and it’ll stop bleeding.” She held out a pantyliner, which was basically just a strip of absorbent material meant to fit up against his crotch.

He took it with a trembling hand.

Unexpectedly, she hugged him. “Aw, it’s okay,” she assured. “You must think this is the most embarrassing thing ever, getting told how to use pantyliners.”

Brad winced as her chest pressed against his. “It’s pretty weird.”

She laughed. “And if you need panties, feel free to borrow mine.”

“Panties?” he said, as she pulled away.

“For the pantyliner. The material needs to be taut to keep it in place.” She cupped her fingers slightly and moved her hand back and forth, illustrating how the pantyliner should adhere to the curve of his groin. “That way, there’s no chance of leakage. Your boxers probably won’t do the trick.”

“Oh,” he said, nodding. “Okay. Hey, Ms. Hill?”

She had just started to turn away. Brad felt guilty for grabbing her attention again, knowing she probably wanted to relax between shifts.

“Yes, hon?”

He felt their excessive and annoying weight on his chest, gently rising and falling every time he inhaled and exhaled. “Is it normal that my breasts are much bigger than my mom’s? With FAP-19, we’re supposed to be around the same size, right?”

“That’s typically so,” she said. “Unless you have gynecomastia.”

That word stirred up a few memories. Brad recalled that, before he played for the Jacksonville Renegades, he’d preferred the position of goalie because they didn’t run. And during high school, he’d had a small pair of tits—up until his mom had taken him to a doctor and he’d had the excess fatty tissue surgically removed at the age of seventeen.

He glanced down at his very noticeable bust, with HEAT stretched across the peaks of his globes.

He explained all this to Ms. Hill.

“It’s probably from that,” she said confidently. “In teenagers, gynecomastia is usually due to a hormonal imbalance. But that imbalance, from what I’ve heard, persists with FAP-19, and can cause your breasts to grow beyond their expected size.”

Brad nodded. “Yeah. Makes sense.”

“I have to run a few errands later. I’ll stop by work and ask a few of the larger-chested ladies if they don’t mind loaning you a bra.”

“Thanks, but I think I’d just rather buy a new one.”

She laughed on her way out. “You don’t know the price of large bras, honey.”

I guess I don’t, he thought, drawing on a blank.

When Ms. Hill headed out for her errands, he went into her bedroom and borrowed the first pair of underwear that his fingers touched—a silky, maroon-colored brief. It felt so wrong to be taking panties from his girlfriend’s mother’s dresser, with the intention of wearing them. But plenty of boys infected with FAP-19 wore panties. And they also wore girls’ clothing. Brad didn’t want to be like them. And he reminded himself that this was a necessity; he needed the pantyliner on account of the bleeding.

So, with it inserted along the middle, and cringing the whole way, Brad tugged on the panties until his butt and hips were snugly contained by stretchy silk. Surprisingly, the fabric was neither tight or loose, and fit astonishingly well—with the pad firmly yet comfortably pressed into his groin, to absorb any leakage.

This is so ridiculous.

And of course Cate was ecstatic when she came home and learned of his switch to panties. Brad couldn’t escape the humiliating conversation without showing her that, yes, he was clothed in her mother’s underwear and properly padded.

“Bet you weren’t expecting this part of womanhood, huh?” she said, while giving his bum repeated little smacks.

When Ms. Hill returned with the bra—a white 38DD, per the tag—Cate insisted he put it on in the bedroom, where she could freely observe and give advice. But Brad knew she only wanted to tease him. As a guy, his only experience with bras was taking them off, not putting them on. After the pantyliners, it was another humiliating chapter of womanhood, and he had no idea how many chapters there would be in the next three months.

“Let’s do this together,” Cate announced, as she positioned her topless body next to him in front of the mirror. She probably felt lucky right now, seeing as she was skinny and only an A-cup; he, on the other hand, possessed tits large enough to dish out some blunt trauma if they ever got to swinging. He could barely stand to look at them. “First, we’ll pick which strap we’ll start with. Let’s go left.”

Brad mimicked her slightly bent-over posture and held the bra out in front of him, as he was instructed. His breasts swayed gently as they became a little more pendulous, stretching down from his torso. Their weight was already substantial—several pounds, at least.

“Arm through the gap. Then the other.” Cate demonstrated her method smoothly, sliding her arms through and sort of snapping the undergarment to her chest as she thrust her ribcage forward.

Brad’s reenactment was a little clumsier. He succeeded with the left arm, but had to pull on the other strap. The owner of this bra was obviously slimmer in the shoulders, and because of that he struggled to get the second strap into position. And when he finally did, he realized the bra cups were above his breasts, not below his breasts, where they should have been—which kicked off an embarrassing endeavor of trying to lift his boobs and seat them into the appropriate holsters, which were thickly padded and constructed with sturdy underwires.

The whole time, he was cursing his genetics and the hormones for making his tits so damn huge. B-cups would have been way more manageable than these floppy handfuls!

Again he was hot, humiliated, and tired of this girl shit.

It had only been a week.

But Cate never once made a joke. She helped get his hooters into the large cups, at which point they became surprisingly secure and not so heavy. Their weight was now suspended up on his shoulders, as he felt the taut straps lifting them up. And the robust cups assisted too, holding the fleshy orbs and pushing them closer together.

The support was actually pretty nice.

His new and disturbingly deep cleavage? He’d have to get used to that.

Cate rubbed his shoulder. “Golly, check that out.”

“I am,” he said, staring straight down and seeing none of his lower body. Just tits. The cups were comfortably spacious, implying that his size was probably closer to a 38D than a 38DD. So he had some room to grow before he’d need a larger bra.

If he ever did.

God he hoped not.

“You all right?” Cate asked.

Brad gazed into the mirror, comparing his breast size with his girlfriend’s. He sighed so deeply that his tits quivered inside their cups. “I never thought I’d feel jealous of your boobs, but I think I am.”

She giggled. “Well, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be larger up top.”

“I can confirm it’s absolute hell.”
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At quarter past ten, Brad sleepily walked into the kitchen with the smell of breakfast in the air. Sizzling sausage, steaming eggs—their scents were like a leash on his neck, and he all but floated into the room, feeling his tummy rumble in anticipation of being fed. He thought he’d find Cate in between classes, or even skipping a class.

Instead it was Ms. Hill in command of the cooking. She spun around, then made a frown and pointedly cleared her throat.

Brad looked downward.

A tit had popped out of his MIAMI HEAT jersey, nipple and all. With a mumbled apology, he pushed one way with his palm and tugged the fabric the opposite way, putting the rogue boob back where it belonged.

“If you want breakfast, you can have some,” Ms. Hill said, retrieving a couple plates. “But you need to wear a bra before you enter this kitchen.”

“I’m sorry,” Brad said again. “I just can’t wear it to bed. It’s uncomfortable, and I get red marks.”

Ms. Hill snorted. “Darling, sometimes bras are the most uncomfortable things, but we have to put up with them. It’s part of being a decent lady, and Cate knows that too.” She began piling food onto her plate. “Now, I don’t want to see you in here without one.”

Brad sighed and went back into the bedroom to put it on.

A couple minutes later—and wearing the bra—he returned and washed his hands at the kitchen sink. Hair kept falling in his eyes. Lately, he’d been using Cate’s shampoo and conditioner, and he’d noticed a thickness and luster to his mane that hadn’t existed a couple days ago. On the downside, it was near fucking impossible to keep it under control, and he was pinning it behind his ear a thousand times per day.

He really needed to get it cut.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Ms. Hill sipping at her coffee. She looked amused over his hair difficulties.

“First time with long hair?” she said, through a smile.

“You can tell?” he joked.

“Hang on.” She removed a pink hair clip from her own hair, then came over to him, combed and gathered a bundle of his hair with her fingers, and pinned the clip’s claws around it. Instantly Brad felt that tension behind his scalp, holding his long tresses away from his face. “There. That’ll keep you from fretting with it.”

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for everything, Ms. Hill. Not just the hair, but the pads too. I was scared shitless when I started bleeding.”

“Being a woman isn’t so easy, is it?”

He shook his head. “Not really.”

She laughed. “How are you doing with the pads? Is there still flow?”

“A little bit.”

She glanced at her watch. “Shift’s about to start. I’ve gotta eat and run. Help yourself to the leftovers. Tell Cate I’ll grab a pizza for supper.”

“Sure,” he said.

Brad munched on a piece of cooked sausage while his girlfriend’s mother rounded up her purse and keys, and went out the front door. Moments later, he heard her car leave the driveway. He tentatively touched the hair clip, feeling how it kept everything bound and tightly fastened.

Damn, that is useful, he thought, already feeling positive about today with no annoying hair to worry about.

Just the ever-lasting and constant bouncing of his tits.

He swore the bra was getting tighter.

Brad spent the rest of his morning and the afternoon catching up on his university workload. The grades for the Calculus exam last week had been posted. He’d flunked it hard. And he wasn’t doing much better in Applied Statistics. Anything related to mathematics was completely sinking his GPA. And unless he turned the ship around, he’d have to redo Calculus again next semester.

He had thought he’d be a better student in the distance-learning program, but there were still distractions—mostly new ones. Constantly he was fidgeting with his bra, or getting sidetracked and exploring the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app and doom-scrolling the articles about gynecomastia, which were a warning that his breasts might keep expanding for the entire duration of his symptoms, growing to double or triple the size they were now. Almost everyone with gynecomastia, the articles said, needed to get surgery to remove mammary glands and stubborn fatty tissue that wouldn’t shrink away after the three months. And there were links to nearby doctors that would perform the surgery.

It was affordable, as long as they were an in-network provider.

But breast reduction surgery.

Fucking Christ.

Right as he was scrolling through before-and-after photos of the operations, and seeing many twenty-year-old guys with humongous floppy racks that nearly reached their belly buttons, something banged off the window behind the computer desk.

It startled him so much that he jumped in his seat.

“What the fuck?” he said.

Brad went outside to investigate the noise. In the front lawn stood the two high school seniors from next door, with the ginger-haired kid—Sebastian—picking up a basketball.

“Careful with that shit, dude,” Brad hollered as he went out toward them. To his ears, his female voice didn’t sound very intimidating. He tried talking deeper to compensate. “Watch where you’re throwing that thing. You could’ve busted the window right in my face.”

“Sorry,” Sebastian apologized. “It was a wild rebound. Nothing intentional.”

Naturally, Brad’s new physique invited their stares—even though he was wearing a loose-fitting jersey and a pair of his girlfriend’s cotton shorts. Blake’s attention was on Brad’s legs, while Sebastian’s sight was set on Brad’s chest. Then, as if on a timer, their gazes swapped.

Brad frowned and crossed his arms. He knew he was plenty guilty of ogling chicks when he still had the means of getting an erection, but it felt damn weird from the receiving end.

I’m not gonna fuck either of you no matter what, he felt like saying, in response to how their minds seemed to be undressing him.

Instead: “Yeah? What is it?”

“You were in the Jeep last week,” Sebastian stated.

Brad nodded. “When you were almost roadkill. Yep.”

“Did FAP-19 do that?”

“Uh-huh.”

“My brother had it,” the kid said. “Only he was up in New York and caught the H.1.29 strain—you know, the one that makes you sexually attracted to guys. He ended up sleeping with a college professor. Is that what you were infected with?”

Brad dramatically shook his head. “Nope.”

“Oh.” Sebastian leisurely tossed the basketball from one hand to the other. “Well, um, do you want to play a round with us? Guys versus girls?”

Brad couldn’t tell if he was being honest or trying to make fun of him. “First, I’m not a girl,” he said. “And, no, I don’t want to play. I got schoolwork.”

“Right.”

He should have let it go then. It’s what Cate would have wanted. But then the other kid—Blake—came up and urged Sebastian to head back to their driveway. Brad overheard the darker-haired high school senior tell his friend, “Come on, we don’t play with girls. Especially ugly ones.”

“Actually,” Brad blurted. “I think I will play with you two losers.” Then, in his best feminine impression, he added, “How sweet of you to invite me.”

“N-no problem,” Sebastian said.

Both of them were physically smaller than Brad, and both of them cleared the way as he trekked across the lawn over toward the neighboring house’s basketball goal. He thought they were checking out his ass, but he didn’t want to look.

As they took their positions—Brad running a one-man defense, and the two boys playing against him—all he could imagine was the easy shutout about to unfold. Sure, he’d lost muscle mass since coming down with the FAP-19 virus, and his stamina had sharply declined, but this was just a small round of hoops. And he wasn’t goalkeeper for the Jacksonville Renegades for no reason; he had the longest arm span on the whole team.

Long arms were also good for defense in basketball.

And it was easy. The two seniors clowned around at first, passing back and forth. Brad covered off the net and batted down a two-pointer from Sebastian’s hands, knocking it right back into the kid’s chest hard enough to make him audibly gasp.

Then came Blake’s turn.

All Brad had to do was stand on his tippy toes and swipe it away. Blake went sprinting after the rebound after it threatened to smash the headlight of the Chevy truck parked in the garage.

“You don’t play with girls, huh?” Brad said, wiping the sweat off his chin with his jersey. “Yeah, I see why. Because they stomp you.”

He eventually played nice: he minimally contested a few of their layups, allowing them to score a few points, which they were mentally keeping track of. Sometimes, in the beat-and-bang aggression of their trips toward the hoop, Brad had his tits smashed. Getting his nipples whacked by an elbow hurt like a motherfucker, and those occasions of letting the high school duo score weren’t so intentional.

But when it was his turn with the basketball, they stood no chance.

Layup after layup, dunk after dunk, Sebastian and Blake were just puny weeds to be knocked aside. After a while, the points made no difference; Brad was unrivaled on the driveway court, and the clear-cut winner no matter how long they wished to play for.

After about twenty minutes, they’d all worked up a sweat. Brad kept fanning his jersey to cool off his torso. Having sweaty tits was extremely weird, especially when perspiration trickled down his sternum. Even his bra began to feel a little soggy, like his jersey.

He remembered that sports bras were a thing. That’s what girls wore in basketball.

“Had enough?” he asked, while Sebastian dribbled and contemplated his next move.

Blake was off to the side, in position to receive a pass.

“Hey,” he hollered, getting Brad’s attention. “If I gave you twenty dollars, would you show us your tits?”

Brad laughed and put his hands on his hips. Twenty bucks, huh? he thought. Such a proposal would’ve been inappropriate if he were a real chick, and maybe even sexual harassment. It still sounded a little sleazy, from one guy to another. But also, he sensed a money-making opportunity.

“Twenty?” he scoffed. “My tits are worth more than that. Try forty. Nah, fifty. Give me fifty bucks and I’ll—”

Sebastian darted around him, in hot pursuit of the net.

Damn, Brad thought, realizing he’d been tricked.

But he was taller and faster, regardless of his substantial rack. When Sebastian jumped for the net, Brad jumped even higher; he swatted the ball away right before their two converging bodies met, and his chest slapped Sebastian square in the face. The effect was like a spring. The ginger-haired boy ricocheted and slammed the ground on his left shoulder while Brad landed with his feet on either side of him.

“Boom, bitch!” he yelled victoriously. “You thought you had me, but…”

Sebastian began wailing in pain.

Ah, shit.
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“You dislocated his shoulder!?” Cate exclaimed. Her voice had been on the rise since confronting Brad about the incident next door, and now she was nearly screaming.

“We were playing basketball,” Brad explained. He was sitting on her bed while his girlfriend paced back and forth. “Injuries happen all the time. It’s sports, babe. Remember when I fractured my foot in high school?”

“Did you hurt him intentionally?”

“Of course not. His head hit me in the chest.” He gestured to the general region. “It threw him back. I didn’t know my tits were gonna act like a trampoline to his face.”

What a surprise. He was being interrogated like he was the bad guy in all this. Cate hadn’t even heard the part of the story where they’d hit her bedroom window and they’d been the ones to invite him into their game. But at this stage, with her already fuming, he doubted she’d lighten her tone. Once she was overreacting, she never just faded back down to normal-reacting.

It sucked for Sebastian. His father, Stan, had been in the house; after the accident, he’d rushed his son to the hospital. From what Brad had heard, having the shoulder joint popped back in wasn’t fun.

He didn’t feel irresponsible.

It was just shitty circumstances.

“Why do you have to be so insufferably macho sometimes?” Cate asked. Still angry.

“Well, I’m a guy,” Brad said.

“But I know you. You had to win that game, didn’t you? You had to show them how much better you were. Even if it didn’t count for anything.”

He shrugged. Damn right he had to win the game. What else was he going to do? Lose to some high school seniors? And nobody played basketball without the competitive spirit. What the heck was the point otherwise?

Without warning, she jabbed her fist into his nipple. For a split-second, the pain was tremendous, and he recoiled.

“Ow! Fuck.”

“You can do better, Brad,” she said, before storming off.

How the hell was he supposed to do better? What did that mean? And since when did Cate take issue with his macho attitude? Well, he had an answer for that: ever since he’d been infected with FAP-19. And since he had moved in, both Cate and her mother had been expecting him to act more feminine. But his appearance was just a symptom. His tits were a symptom. Even the bleeding between his legs—which had now stopped—was a symptom. He was still a guy underneath, but everyone had a hard time perceiving that.

He thought it reflected a theme of the pandemic as a whole. When guys became infected, everyone else just assumed they should wear girls’ clothing and act like ladies. He’d known several guys who’d switched without a complaint, whether by choice or by recommendation from the girlfriends, sisters, or mothers in their lives. And they’d posted photos on Facebook of their new, transformed selves in dresses and makeup.

Brad felt himself caught between the strong perseverance of his masculinity and society’s gender expectations.

Maybe it wasn’t gender expectations. Because girls could be masculine and boys could be feminine, with or without a sex-changing virus spreading across the United States.

Maybe it was just him.

He was trying too hard to protect something—something that had been fractured ever since news of the positive test. He was compensating to no one but himself.

And Cate was right. He could’ve acted better and allowed Sebastian to score those two points. It was just a dumb, meaningless game.

Go softer, he thought. I think I can do that.

In the middle of collecting his thoughts, Ms. Hill entered. “Hey, honey. Are you holding up?” There was pizza waiting in the kitchen, but he wasn’t hungry.

“Yeah,” he said. “Any word on Sebastian?”

“His father’s bringing him home now. He’ll have to wear a shoulder brace for a while, but other than that he should be fine.”

Brad nodded. That was pretty standard for dislocations.

Ms. Hill said, “Stan told me he was cooking barbecue when he gets home, and he asked if we would come over.”

Brad perked up. “This evening?”

“Mm-hmm. No one’s touched the pizza yet, and I thought it would be a nice gesture.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Are you comfortable seeing them?”

He nodded. His mind felt completely blank right then. No thoughts, no emotions. He hadn’t realized how trying so hard to be a man all the time had meant focusing on his posture, his tone of voice, or even the way his brow was set. Something in his spine relaxed that had never relaxed before.

He saw that Ms. Hill had an assortment of clothing hanging off her forearm. “What’s that?” he said.

“Oh, a few of the ladies at work donated some things. I honestly have no idea what you would wear, so I am presenting these to you with no expectations.” She lifted a white, floral-print, spaghetti-strap dress off the pile.

“I’ll wear that,” he said right away.

Her eyes widened. “You will?”

“Sure. I mean, I’m a girl, right?”

She smiled. “And I bet you’ll look cute in it.”

Brad smiled back. No one had ever called him cute, unless it was sarcastic. But with his new open mind, he thought cute was a fun word. And the prospect that he could look cute was kind of exciting, and even motivational.

“We’ll head over in ten minutes,” she said, after handing him the dress and laying the other clothes on the dresser.

After ten minutes, Brad followed Ms. Hill and his girlfriend next door. Cate had no remarks for his change of outfit, though he did catch her stealing a few peeks. She might’ve thought he was wearing a dress for her—proving that he did indeed have a softer side beneath his blunt masculinity. But really it was more for himself.

The dress was comfortable! And its elasticity contoured to his wide-shouldered frame pretty well, although it was understandably clingy to his waist and chest. Functionally, it was like a very long and more-revealing tank top, with a bottom hem that swished around his thighs. His subconscious kept thinking he was dressed in drag, but those were two authentic bulges pushing out the front. The hint of cleavage was real too. And unlike his jersey—or any other clothes he had brought from the university—there was actually room for his breasts.

Because women’s clothing was designed for breasts. Obviously.

He wondered why the hell he’d kept wearing his male clothes.

Stan had the same curly red hair as his son—although currently receding. He already knew about Brad and his encounter with the virus, so there was no need to explain to Ms. Hill’s neighbor that he was really a guy. Stan was completely respectful, and understood that boys were boys, and they took their sports seriously.

“Sebastian’s resting up in his bedroom, if you want to see him,” he said. He was just adding hot dogs and hamburgers to the flame-spitting grill.

Funnily, Ms. Hill and Cate both nodded when Brad wondered if he should.

Did women have telepathy too?

Okay, he thought. I will.

He headed inside. The layout was fairly similar to his girlfriend’s house: a living room connected to a hallway, with bedrooms at the end. He found Sebastian lying on a futon beneath several posters featuring Miami Heat players throughout the years. The boy turned his head up, saw Brad. His mouth opened slightly as his eyes tracked down Brad’s body, checking him out. There was a black brace wrapped around his left shoulder.

“Hi,” Brad said softly. “It’s me.”

“You’re wearing a dress?” Sebastian said.

Brad looked down at himself, with a fleeting fear that he appeared wholly inappropriate or completely ridiculous. But the proper bulges and curves were still there. “Is that all right?” he asked, as he approached the injured high school senior.

Sebastian nodded. “Yeah. You look nice in it.”

“Even for a six-foot-two guard that dislocated your shoulder? I’m sorry about that.”

“It’s okay,” he said, as Brad knelt down next to him. “It was pretty awesome for a millisecond. When my face was touching your breasts.”

“Worth the injury?”

“Undecided.”

Brad’s laugh was soft and girlish.

“Can I ask you something?” Sebastian said.

“Shoot.”

“What’s it like being a girl? I’ve had friends who caught the virus, and I figure I’ll probably be infected at some point. But they all give me different answers about their experience. Some like it, some hate it. What about you?”

“Honestly?” Brad said. “I’m still figuring that out. You go into it thinking it’s just physical. Like dealing with boobs. Using the toilet differently. But there’s more than that. I thought I’d never in my life put on a dress, and here I am wearing a dress. And it’s pretty comfortable.”

“You like being a girl?”

“It’s not bad. Except I have gynecomastia, so my boobs are in a never-ending growth phase. They’ll probably be blimps by Christmas.”

The mention of boobs caused Sebastian’s eyeballs to swivel down and look fixedly at Brad’s chest again. He wondered if the dude was a virgin. Back when he was sixteen or seventeen, Brad had regarded boobs the same way: with that starstruck gaze toward anything cantaloupe-sized or larger. If only he had known back then that he’d inherit such a massive rack himself.

He reckoned the young male population, including himself, would never get used to the possibility that they could swap sex at any moment, from something invisible and contagious. No matter how long this stupid virus decided to stick around, it would always be a shock to the senses.

Sebastian swallowed audibly. And his quiet ogling soon began to have a visible reaction. Brad saw a lemon-sized lump in the front of the boy’s sweatpants, and within a window of seconds the taut bulge was swelling larger.

Brad glared at its owner. “Really?”

“I’m s-sorry,” Sebastian’s voice cracked. “It’s just…you’re really hot.”

“I’m hot? Well, thanks. But I’m not trying to be hot.”

“You are,” he insisted.

Brad sat back on his heels, and his eyes snapped back over to Sebastian’s proof of desire. He’d never watched another boy get an erection. It was a bizarre feeling, like even being within the vicinity of Sebastian’s inflating manhood was a disgraceful betrayal to his heterosexuality. He observed the phallic tent take shape, stretching up a few inches and very apparently pulsing as Sebastian’s heart began to beat faster.

Sebastian: “I’d do anything for a handjob from you.”

Brad grunted. “You’re very sweet with words.”

“But it’s true.”

A handjob, Brad thought, having a vision of fleeing from the room. Then he remembered Cate mentioning that Sebastian was good with math. And it just so happened that Brad was struggling with Calculus, and might have to repeat the class next semester if his grade didn’t improve. A few minutes here was better than several months of giving himself more migraines over equations and derivatives and that other shit, with no guarantee of passing the class the second time around. Wasn’t it?

Or he had another idea: he could just threaten to break the dude’s other shoulder if he didn’t want to be a tutor.

No, Brad told himself. None of that macho, tough-guy bullshit.

He looked over at Sebastian’s blue, wanting eyes again. “You good with Calculus?”

Sebastian nodded. “I had it two years ago.”

“Two years ago? In high school?”

“Yep. I was top of the class.”

“Can you help me pass my college Calculus course? In exchange.”

He nodded again, more enthusiastically. “Deal.”

Brad smirked and shook his head, disbelieving the situation he’d fallen into. He’d forgotten how easy eighteen-year-olds could be persuaded when there was a likelihood of sex. He recalled one kid in his senior class who’d driven across the country to meet a girl he knew online, only she turned out to be a forty-year-old truck driver.

“Okay,” he said, then nervously reached for Sebastian’s sweatpants. Clasping their waistband—and the waistband of the underwear beneath—he peeled them back. For as scrawny as the dude was, his cock was impressive. It was so stiff that it sprang out with force, hurling a few drops of pre-cum that landed farther down his thigh.

Brad was still confronting the truth that another guy was attracted to him. But not in a gay way. Sebastian was aroused because of Brad’s tits and vagina, and the rest of his altered body.

Fuck, this is weird.

Following a moment’s hesitation, he extended his arm and delicately encircled his fingers around the turgid base of Sebastian’s pale cock. And thus another unlikely milestone had happened: he was touching another guy’s dick. But he tried to put that out of his mind as he gently tugged his hand up and down, his palm involuntarily learning the rigid contours and blood-swollen vessels that comprised Sebastian’s manhood. The slow masturbation made it inflate even more; the color of his cockhead darkened from a rosy pink to near purple.

With his hand sliding up and down in autopilot, Brad looked over at Sebastian’s face. His eyes were tightly shut, as if he could barely stand the pleasure. And his abdomen was bucking slightly. Brad had been there before—on several occasions, when Cate gave him a handjob.

She was definitely more skilled.

His stroking action was very simple. But to Sebastian, it appeared to be more than enough.

“Yeah,” he panted. “God. You’re so hot.”

“I’m not hot,” Brad repeated.

“It’s even hotter when you say that.”

“But I’m not.”

“Ooohhh.”

Contrary to his initial apprehension, Brad began to get more involved, even practicing a little twist-and-turn of his wrist in conjunction with the up-and-down pumping. They’d been going for a few minutes, and he assumed he was just bored enough to add a little spin to his repetitive technique. If Sebastian’s more-frequent moans were any indication, he liked the additional swirls. More pre-cum beaded from the urethra; Brad unthinkingly rubbed along the head, gathering and smearing the liquid down and around Sebastian’s unrelenting erection, making it sleek and shiny.

He increased his pace as Sebastian continued to writhe. He started slamming his hand against the base. He had always loved Cate doing that.

“Show me your tits,” Sebastian begged.

Fine, Brad supposed. Having not grown up with breasts, he didn’t feel like he was exposing himself. His clean hand lowered the straps of his dress and bra. Then he stretched the front down, revealing his ample mammaries—which were still aching to this day, some ten days after infection. His fat nipples stung slightly as the cool, air-conditioned air greeted them.

“Happy?” Brad asked.

Sebastian nodded, and his eyes looked glazed over. It was pure lust.

Brad felt a little uncomfortable, but not undeterred.

“You’re gonna ace that Calculus class,” Sebastian groaned. “I promise.”

Brad smiled. “After this, I hope—”

“Hnn! Ah! Put your titties up there. Hurry. Let me j-jizz all over them.”

“Whoa,” Brad said. “The agreement was hands only.”

“Please! I’m so close.”

Reluctantly, Brad scooted closer and leaned himself toward the boy’s crotch, in such a manner that his tits rested on Sebastian’s thighs and were positioned downrange of an upcoming orgasm. Each time his arm jerked up and down, they jiggled. His nipples remained painfully hard throughout. He had no clue if that was an uncontrollable thing or if Sebastian’s evident arousal was having an effect on him.

“Yeah,” his partner cried out. “Mm! Oh!”

His hips thrust upward, and Brad felt the cock in his grasp harden immensely in that final moment. He angled Sebastian’s thick hard-on toward his chest—just in time for a creamy white rope to splatter across the slopes of his heavy-hanging breasts. He kept jerking Sebastian off during the climax, forcing out more pearly-white discharges that left the boy shaking in ecstasy.

After he had performed his duty to successful results, Brad gazed down at his chest, observing the mess of semen that now decorated a good swath of hairless skin between his collarbone and his bottommost ribs. He shuddered as he felt some of that cum oozing down his sternum. For some reason, his nipples were harder yet; he was suddenly self-conscious of how large and visible those thick, reddened nubs were.

Sebastian sighed happily.

“Did you enjoy that?” Brad asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Oh yeah.”
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“So, I need to tell you something,” Brad started. “I may have given Sebastian a handjob.”

He and Cate were floating in the above-ground backyard swimming pool on that warm Saturday afternoon—each of them in an inflatable lounger with cup-holders containing sweating glasses of fresh-squeezed lemonade. Brad’s breasts were stuffed into a somewhat overtaxed green bikini top, with his hairless legs emerging from his girlfriend’s skintight cotton shorts. The drawstring wasn’t tied, and still they gave him a slight camel toe.

Cate, facing the opposite direction, bobbed on the gentle waves wearing a pink bikini. Her A-cup breasts barely made impressions in the fabric, while Brad was convinced that the strings for his top could unravel at any moment, with his several pounds of boob-mass bulging outside the triangle-shaped cups.

She stared at him for a long moment, and raised her sunglasses. “You what?”

Brad felt his heart plummet a good ways. “I gave him a handjob. I’m embarrassed. I just thought I should tell you.”

Her eyebrows remained sky high. “When?”

“When we went over to see him two nights ago,” he explained.

In a way, Brad felt like he had been unfaithful to his girlfriend. He’d participated in a sexual activity without her presence or permission—even though that activity was part of a larger agreement between he and Sebastian over Brad’s Calculus coursework.

It hadn’t been sex, but…

He’d literally had cum on his tits. That was at least comparable or even more serious than kissing another girl, he thought.

But instead of Cate scolding him, she burst out laughing. “You?” she said, in between two rounds of giggles. “You gave Sebastian next door a handjob? Are you playing with me?”

Brad shook his head. “Dead serious, babe.”

Then her expression turned somber. “Wait,” she said. “Are you infected with the H.1.29 strain? I thought the university came out and announced it was the normal one.”

“It is the normal one.”

“But, I don’t understand.” She leaned over the armrest of the inflatable, causing the whole thing to rock precariously. “You? My macho boyfriend?”

His face was getting hotter. And with the additional fat in his cheeks lately, Brad reckoned he had a good, deep blush happening right now. There was no way around telling the whole story. So he did. He confessed about the arrangement with Sebastian and divulged all the details about the creamy finish on his chest.

Cate sat back in the air-filled seat, gawking at him. But then her lips spread into a smile.

“You could’ve asked him for help,” she said. “Instead of providing sexual favors.”

“He straight-up asked me for a handjob,” Brad said with a shrug.

“Is that a thing among guys? Do they just request handjobs? Locker rooms must be a real mess.”

He splashed water in her direction. She squealed and raised her hands out defensively.

Cate appeared to be in good spirits after hearing his secret. And their relationship had been on a positive track since two days ago. He had wanted to come clean immediately after the encounter, but he’d been too much of a wuss.

Really, he was mostly relieved for his tits. They weren’t getting punched again.

They relaxed for a couple more minutes, with Cate continuing to smile at him.

“You’re not mad?” he asked.

“No, I’m not mad,” she said. “Why? Do you think you cheated on me?”

Brad didn’t say anything.

“I’m fine with it,” she went on. “I know how tough these few months are going to be. My hormones and emotions went berserk when I went through puberty, and you guys’ bloodstreams have like ten times the amount of estrogen we do.”

He hadn’t thought he’d been emotionally or hormonally vulnerable. But maybe she was right. Giving another guy a handjob should have been way outside his comfort zone. Yet he’d done it. Pretty much without complaint or regret.

Sure, he wasn’t fantasizing about the boy next door like the H.1.29 variant might’ve had him doing, but the common strain of FAP-19 was a game-changer too.

It had made him realize what a repulsive, meat-headed ape he’d been.

Maybe that personality would make a comeback along with his testosterone and testicles. If it did, he actually wasn’t looking forward to it.

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked.

More blushing. “I don’t know,” he said, to neither confirm nor deny it.

“You should go all the way with him.”

This time it was Brad’s jaw that dropped. “Huh?”

Grinning, Cate pulled herself closer to him, until their inflatable lounge cushions were touching. “Yeah. Yeah.” A hand squeezed his thigh. “Seems like his heart’s already between your legs anyway. Let the rest of him in your panties, Brad.”

He couldn’t believe she was talking like this. The encouragement! All to have intercourse with another guy! And to think he’d been worried that he’d gone too far.

“You’re joking.”

“Nope. Come on.” She slapped his upper arm. “Having a dick inside you is pretty fantastic. I should know. And since you’re so persistent about swapping sexual favors for help with your schoolwork…”

“I am not,” Brad pouted. “It was his idea.”

“Is there another course you’re flunking?”

“Not flunking. But I’m barely above water in Applied Statistics.”

“Well there you go. I sense a trade.”

Brad continued to doubt that his girlfriend was actually a proponent of him having sex with Sebastian next door. More astonishingly, he wasn’t completely disgusted by the notion. The handjob had been kind of fun, seeing Sebastian totally consumed by his own desires and pleasure as Brad stroked his cock. Beauty was a strange power. And on that evening two nights ago, his beauty and womanhood had put Sebastian into a submissive trance.

What else could it have been? Brad sure as shit wouldn’t have been asked to jerk off the dude’s cock if he’d been a man still. That influence was all because of his massive tits.

I bet he would do almost anything I asked, Brad thought. As long as he offered his body and intimacy in return.

He knew guys. He knew how simple their minds could be.

In high school, his had been no different.

Brad felt blood rushing into his nipples again, and quickly their impressions made themselves known in his bikini top. And for the first time since his metamorphosis, a warmth bloomed in his loins. When Cate excused herself and went inside to use the bathroom, Brad lightly rubbed the indentation of his slit in the cotton shorts, and discovered a strong localization of sensitivity right around his clitoris. While the remnant of his penis was only a fraction of the size, it felt amazingly wonderful to play with.

He imagined how obedient Sebastian would be. And Blake.

I’m hot, Brad remembered.

He imagined a cock inside him.

By the time Cate returned from her potty break, a wet spot had formed in his panties.

The first of what were sure to be many tutoring lessons began the following Monday afternoon. Sebastian visited while Cate was at school and Ms. Hill was at work. Brad had chosen to wear the same dress as when he’d offered the pumping-and-twisting assistance of his hand the week before. Sebastian was still wearing his cast, but was hardly handicapped. They spent a couple hours going over Brad’s college notes and assigned reading material, and eventually Brad began to comprehend those aggravating things called derived functions, and at the end he was capable of redoing his homework from a couple weeks ago and successfully completing every single problem without error.

“See? You’re getting it down,” Sebastian said, after grading him.

“Now if I can just get some help with Applied Statistics, I might be able to pass all my classes,” Brad said. He counted off a few seconds in his mind. “Hey, Sebastian. You’re pretty smart with this math stuff. You think you can help me?” Or just do all my homework for me, he thought devilishly. He wouldn’t demand that right away. Maybe later.

“Um. Another college course? I’m already sacrificing a lot of my free time.”

“Is there anything I can do to convince you?” Brad asked. And before Sebastian could peer introspectively into his perverted, teenage mind, Brad stood from the chair, faced his ginger-haired tutor, and slipped the straps of his dress down. The constriction of the fabric alone kept it attached to his large knockers, so the next stage was peeling it off.

Sebastian’s gaze immediately settled on Brad’s naked chest, and didn’t let go.

“What do you want?” Brad asked, trying a sultry tone and instantly feeling aroused for how his own voice sounded. “You want to fuck me?”

Sebastian’s mouth opened. “Uh. Holy shit.”

Brad went about removing the dress entirely, shimmying his slightly fattened hips as he disrobed—panties included. Then, completely nude, he stood over his discarded clothing and let the boy’s eyes look wherever they wanted.

At six-foot-two, with a fully shaved crotch and a 38DD rack, he felt incredibly persuasive right now. And it required no threats, no macho attitude, no bullying. Just his naked female body, in all its wonderful and curvy glory, all for the taking.

Being a man is lame compared to this, he thought.

Brad pulled his younger—and trembling—tutor up to his feet. Sebastian’s shorts were sporting a massive tent. Brad reached down and rubbed the boy’s erection, feeling how hard and cramped it was.

“Applied Statistics?” Sebastian squeaked. He nodded nervously. “Okay.”

“You’ll help me?” Brad asked.

“Yep. Sure. I’d d-do anything—anything—to have sex with you.”

Brad smiled. “I’m your first, aren’t I?”

“N-no. Well. Actually, yeah.”

“Honesty wins girls over, Sebastian. Always be honest. And honestly, you’re my first too. Like this.”

He nodded again. “Good advice.”

Brad helped him take off his clothes.

Sebastian remained stiff—and not just his hard-on, which was also very stiff and visibly bobbing up and down as blood coursed through the pale shaft. He didn’t know what came next. It was up to Brad to initiate; he lifted the boy’s hands up, brought them over to his hips. They felt pleasantly appropriate resting on that gentle swell between his abdomen and the extra padding that had filled in around his lower navel. A soft little pouch had developed there, underneath his belly button. He recalled his mom having something similar. Nature’s protection for the reproductive organs, although he had none.

Then Sebastian came closer, wrapped his one good arm around Brad’s large ribcage, and put his cheek against one of his breasts. Like it was a pillow.

Brad just giggled.

“I’d worship you if I could,” Sebastian blurted. “You’re so hot and perfect.”

Brad’s loins tingled. He loved praise. Even as a chick, and even from a naked guy.

“I’ll help you with anything. I’ll give you massages, I’ll clean your room, I’ll mow the lawn.”

“Mm,” Brad moaned softly. “Those could be arranged.”

“Yeah?”

“Doing all those chores for me, and us having all the sex you could possibly imagine—you’d have no time for anything else.”

Sebastian groaned like the concept itself was orgasmic.

“Over here,” Brad said, guiding his partner to Cate’s bed. “Lie down.”

Sebastian did as he was commanded, until the only body part that stuck up was his pronounced erection. After a momentary, nervous flutter in his stomach, Brad joined the other boy on the mattress, situating himself into a crouched position over Sebastian’s skinny thighs. It was like his transformed body knew what was forthcoming; he felt a tingle in his loins and a tickle of wetness in the spot where his cock had been two weeks prior. He’d read in the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION that men’s vaginas were fully functional—other than their role in the baby-making process, of course. The skin that had once been his scrotum and perineum had been flawlessly remade into a tight tunnel.

Suddenly the knowledge of his pussy turned him on. More warmth flooded throughout his loins as he lifted his crotch over the head of Sebastian’s ready-and-waiting hard-on, and brought the two closer together.

Sebastian grabbed Brad’s thighs while Brad took hold of his partner’s cock, lined it up, and squatted down on top of it. That transition of contact from the outside of his pussy to the inside—when he felt it enter a tight, slippery pocket hidden in his damp folds—was beyond words. Brad was pretty sure he and Sebastian both gasped at the same time. And the sensation of being filled was so odd that, for a moment, it was both terrifyingly uncanny and immensely pleasurable. As he slipped Sebastian’s cock deeper inside him, he nearly forgot he was going through with this just to make the kid do his college homework.

Brad lowered himself all the way, until his groin was touching Sebastian’s pubic hair and those six or seven inches of throbbing cock were hidden inside him.

He abruptly laughed.

“Oh shit,” he said. “This is kind of wonderful. Isn’t it?”

Sebastian nodded. “The inside of your pussy is, um, pretty nice and tight.”

“Thanks.”

Brad gleefully wiggled his lower body, feeling that deeply buried rod shift back and forth inside him, and put pressure against his vaginal walls. His entire body was buzzing at this point. Even though he still considered himself heterosexual, having that cock inside him replaced an irritating void in his groin, and its continued warmth and pulsating firmness only made him more aroused. If his nipples got any harder, they’d fucking pop.

He bent forward and established a little bit of leverage on Sebastian’s good shoulder and the bed beside him. Pushing off with his four limbs, he hoisted his core abdomen up a few inches, brought it down. Then repeated again, again, again. As a result, Sebastian’s cock began to move back and forth inside his pussy, and every time his turgid cockhead surged deeper was unbelievably exhilarating. Brad loved that thrusting motion so much that he quickly began to increase his pace.

At first it was his arms and legs. Then he brought his pelvis into the action, sort of gyrating it upward and downward to lunge his lower body at Sebastian’s groin and hit them together. Soon the sound of their slapping flesh became as constant as their panting breaths.

The harder and faster Brad went, the harder and faster he wanted it. He was caught in the feedback of his own pleasure, until he was just about throwing himself down into his partner and slamming their two bodies together.

Sebastian’s mouth rarely closed. He was along for the ride.

But he did contribute: he began pulling down on Brad’s thighs.

And as Brad became winded by his own enthusiastic fucking, Sebastian’s strength took over in their pounding rhythm.

After this passionate and frantic assault from on top, Brad took his turn on the bed while Sebastian rose to his knees and got between Brad’s legs. But it wasn’t long before Brad was dissatisfied with his partner’s lethargic pace and needing more; he wrapped both legs and arms around Sebastian’s midsection and pulled with all his tired might, still acting as the aggressor even though he was the one planted on the mattress.

His tits bounced in a frenzy. Everything was wild and hectic and totally awesome.

“Come on,” Brad begged. “I’ve seen your cumshot. You want to worship—mm!—me? Then fucking shoot your load!”

Sebastian’s scrawny physique pumped and pumped, all his muscles bulging and flexing and devoting themselves to that ultimate goal—what almost every man on this planet was instinctively wired to crave shortly after puberty.

“Hnng! Ahhh!” the boy groaned. His eyes were almost rolling back into their sockets.

Then it happened. He jammed his cock so deep that Brad felt it stab his cervix. A long, unbearable second passed—followed by a warm, forceful spurt in the innermost corner of his vagina. Sebastian flailed humorously as he thrust again and again, as if he were desperately trying to get every last drop out of his body and into Brad’s pussy.

It was the hottest fucking thing.

The sex. The irresistible lust in his partner. The huge load of cum deposited inside his snatch.

He already wanted more.


Epilogue

It was another hot and humid Florida afternoon. Brad overlooked the backyard from the cool shade of the patio umbrella, savoring the chocolate-and-nutty flavor of a melting Nestlé Drumstick. Blake was just about finished with mowing Ms. Hill’s backyard; he had a few more passes left. The electric motor gently hummed as the mower gobbled up grass.

Three weeks had passed since the FAP-19 virus had transformed Brad’s body. For a while his mind had been turbulent with trying to balance his male mindset with his very female bustline, curves, and private parts. And he’d discovered that having tits and a pussy, ultimately, hadn’t really changed his identity. He still considered himself a man. And he still enjoyed being physically superior than those around him. Only that superiority was slightly different now.

His body no longer commanded appreciation and envy.

It commanded lust. It commanded obedience.

And guys like Blake and Sebastian couldn’t resist Brad when he ordered them to do chores. He just had to be sexy, talk like he wanted to fuck their brains out, and be an absolutely tease—and sometimes actually go through with his dirty talk and reward them.

He was perpetually horny just dwelling on the power he had over them. While eating his frozen dessert and watching Blake at the mower’s helm, he rubbed his hard nipples. His breasts—now 38F—were just bulging out of his dress.

Blake pushed the mower across the final strip of grass. Then he turned toward Brad, looking for approval over the freshly cut backyard lawn.

Brad uncrossed his legs and spread his knees apart, showing the high school senior his complete lack of panties.

The boy’s dumbfounded reaction gave Brad such a thrill. Entranced, Blake crossed the lawn like a zombie, his eyes thirsting and his crotch tenting.

He didn’t have to say a word.

It was obvious that he wanted his head buried between Brad’s legs, and Brad was almost willing to let Blake eat him out right there.

But while Blake was preparing to get on his hands and knees, Brad swung a nail-polished foot over and thrust it into the boy’s chest.

“There are still weeds in Ms. Hill’s flowerbed,” Brad said. He slowly and sexily licked his half-eaten Drumstick, dragging his tongue around the entire dessert. “I bet she’d like them pulled out. Do that, and you won’t have to pull out for me.”

“Okay,” Blake said anxiously. He went toward the flowerbed with a huge erection.

Brad just smiled. He was getting so wet that his juices were beginning to run underneath his butt, and soak the rear of his dress.

Maybe a lack of underwear wasn’t such a good idea, since his clothes were on loan.

Right then, he heard the gate swing open. When Cate appeared, he had already snapped his legs together. “Hey, babe,” she greeted him, appearing at his side. “Grocery run over. Now I have to get back to campus.” She gazed at the cut grass and Blake pulling weeds. Then she giggled. “You got Blake doing yard work?”

“Yeah,” Brad replied. “With the right motivation, those boys will do just about anything.”

“And how are you motivating them?”

He looked up at his girlfriend.

Her smile said she already suspected the truth.

His smile confirmed that her suspicions were correct.

She idly massaged his exposed bra strap, and Brad noticed that, like him, Cate’s nipples were clearly erect. That observation made his feel doubly hard, like a sympathetic response.

“I’ll be back later,” she said joyfully. “Don’t have too much fun.”

“Can’t promise that,” Brad said.

He heard her Jeep rumble down the neighborhood street. With Blake’s hands tending to Ms. Hill’s little garden patch, Brad had enough time to finish his Drumstick, cone and all. Afterward, he took a sip of ice-cold lemonade.

A minute later, the house’s back door slid open.

Sebastian: “Hey, I finished with the laundry.” The ginger-haired next-door neighbor appeared at Brad’s side. “Did the Applied Statistics exam scores get posted?”

“A few minutes ago,” Brad answered.

“And?”

He looked up at his tutor. “A-minus.”

Sebastian’s smile was hesitant. Like his friend Blake, he was also dealing with a lack of room in the front of his shorts. His boner had been constant since they’d come over to tackle some household and outdoor chores. “Is that what you wanted?”

“It’s great,” Brad cooed. “Which means I owe you a thank you.”

Sebastian began, “You don’t have to d-do anything if…”

But Brad was already unbuttoning the boy’s shorts and fishing out that cock.

He still identified as heterosexual.

There was nothing hotter on this planet than a chick in Daisy Dukes, or a thong bikini, or a see-through négligée. Lucky for him, Cate was a fan of wearing all three.

But as he opened his mouth for Sebastian’s cock, and softly enclosed his lips around that well-engorged cockhead, Brad knew that his sexual orientation had become a little more flexible lately, and there was nothing wrong with giving a blowjob. He hoped Sebastian had a big load waiting. After a cold dessert and a cold refreshment, he needed something to warm his throat.

He hoped Blake was watching. He’d work harder to receive the same.

And as long as Brad kept providing them with sexual satisfaction, they’d do just about anything he asked.

He never imagined a blowjob could be a power move.

But it was. Same as sex. Same as showing cleavage, or flirting, or just being a tall, naughty bitch. Guys couldn’t resist.

It made Brad almost wish he’d been born a girl.


Seafaring

Prologue

I’ve never been a fan of the ocean.

My mother used to tell me that salt water ran in her veins, and that she was a better swimmer than any of those “pretend fish” on the Olympics team. I remember asking her why she wasn’t in Sydney trying to win one of those big gold coins; she told me that her natural talent shouldn’t be wasted for feats of spectacle in some worldwide competition, and people would ask too many questions about an unknown waitress from Maine. I never understood that.

Dad’s the same way—he swears he has gills under his thick, leathery neck. The locals used to call him the God of Cod. He had his own boat and operated solely ever since he was sixteen, but I guess something changed in him around the time he fell in love with my mother. They don’t talk about it much, even though there are some days when Dad still smells like he’s been out on the water with a net full of fish.

Me? I can’t even swim.

Dad took me out on the water when I was eight years old, just off the coast of Yellow Head. A squall blew in without warning, and the waves knocked me overboard. After that, it’s all kind of hazy. Mom and Dad say they both jumped in and saved me, but I also remember being underwater for several minutes, way longer than I should have been able to hold my breath.

Ever since, it’s been my number-one fear: the ocean. I still have nightmares about it. And every time I’ve tried to learn how to swim, I panic and see nothing but the darkness, that murky abyss. That place that nearly became my watery grave.

Human beings don’t have fins and scales. They shouldn’t be going into the water.
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“Gary, don’t be a scaredy-cat! It’s just water. How can someone from Maine be afraid of water?”

“Water’s dangerous,” I told Heidi, my girlfriend, on our way down the rocky path that led to the cove. Ever since she had gotten her hair dyed red and curled, I couldn’t see her as anyone but Princess Merida from Brave. She even had three little brothers. No bows and arrows, though. “More adults die from drowning each year than drug addictions.”

She waited up for me and took my hand, and then petted it softly. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep you safe if anything happens. Especially if some evil little sea turtle comes to nibble on your foot.”

“Actually, jellyfish are more—”

“Gary, you and your stats are really ruining the vibe.”

That summer afternoon was warm and sunny, and although my milk-white skin could use some baking in the rays, a suntan could be had without touching the water, which Heidi seemed wholly intent on. She had busted out her new yellow bikini for the occasion, and with me in my not-so-attention-grabbing swim trunks, we were on our way to splash around in Swan Cove. Although one would assume frequent swan sightings may have led to the name, there was actually great debate over its origin. My favorite was the story of a guy—possibly high school age, possibly college age, possibly drunk, possibly just plain stupid—taking a swan dive off the rocks some forty years ago and snapping his neck in the shallow end. Thus the nameless inlet of water became Swan Cove.

Every time I’d come here it was empty, and today was no different. It wasn’t a tourist attraction waiting for the big boom or anything; the cove was about the size of a gymnasium in all, with a thin strip of beach just wide enough to stretch out on, if you didn’t mind the high risk of rocks hidden in the sand stabbing you in the back. There was a ten-foot-high cliff face on the north perimeter (the infamous diving spot of debatable truth), trees on the south, and open ocean stretching out toward the eastern horizon.

It was beautiful.

Except, you know, the water.

When we reached the bottom of the path, Heidi bounded ahead and splashed into the crystal-clear water. She made it out until she was waist deep before she turned around and, almost like a cartoon character’s reaction, bounced into the air and dashed back toward dry land.

“Cold, cold, cold!” she shrieked, stepping onto the sand and shivering as drops beaded down her legs. She pulled a towel tightly around herself. “Ugh, it’s like freezing in there. I should’ve brought my wetsuit.”

I laid my towel out next to hers, as far as I could from the incoming waves. “Hypothermia can also cause death.”

I don’t think she cared too much for my comment.

Following Heidi’s chilly discovery, most of the afternoon remained dry and water-free, for which I was thankful. We made out, I thoroughly assessed the waterproof properties of my girlfriend’s bikini—from interior wetness sources, rather than exterior—and my view of the Atlantic Ocean was obstructed by a bundle of red curls and a pair of sweet and soft lips doing a long, slow, vanishing trick. Heidi was unbelievable at blowjobs. Every girl I’d been with before—okay, just a few; two, actually—would focus on speed, whereas Heidi was a quality-over-quantity gal, really using her cheeks and tongue for maximum pleasure. I swear it was better than even her pussy, the way she could just squeeze her mouth completely around my manhood and effortlessly slide the entire length in. I didn’t know if that kind of skill took tons of practice, or if it was just aptitude. Back in our early dating days, I’d come within five minutes; now, she could hold me on the brink of orgasm for half an hour, and what orgasms they were! She’d leave me shaking like I was having a seizure, and her mouth would catch every last drop. I think she liked using her mouth more than anything else.

And I was in no position to complain.

I erupted huge, blowing my load into the back of her throat as she tightened her fist around my balls. My pelvis jumped at the moment of release; her cheeks bulged briefly, her throat lurched, and her lips pinched my shaft even harder for the next cannon-shot of cum.

Heidi drained me completely.

“Now,” she said, circling a finger along her lips and then sucking on that finger, “you can join me out in the water for five minutes.” She tucked my softening cock back into my swim trunks. “It won’t kill you, Gary. It’s completely safe. It’d be impossible to drown in this little cove. And I bet it’s warmed up a little.”

I suppressed a groan and sat up, my eyes scanning that blue-sky reflection. She’s right, I tried to tell myself. It won’t kill you. In spite of my childhood fears, the cove wasn’t the deep ocean; my feet would always be in contact with the ground, as long as I kept near the shore.

After my overboard accident, my mom had given me a seashell necklace, and told me to rub it if I ever felt scared. I never told Heidi about this, of course; she was clueless as to why I was rubbing the seashell on my chest as she took me down into the water, and she didn’t say anything.

The moment my toes sank into the cool water, my body shuddered suddenly. For good reason: I could barely take a shower without psyching myself up beforehand, and now I was going to submerge half my body in the very thing that had tried to kill me all those years ago. I was nervous as hell, every step blind courage and trusting that the ground would be there to hold my feet. If Heidi noticed any of my fear, she didn’t comment on it.

As the water rose to my shins, I was ready to turn around. But we went onward, the shoreline drawing further behind us. Then it rose to my knees, to my thighs, over my swim trunks. I could almost feel the tide—or something—trying to lift my body and pull it out into deeper waters. I was suddenly scared of floating away.

“It’s not that bad, Gary,” Heidi said, her voice gentler this time. I guess she realized I wasn’t joking around, and that water really did freak me out. “Mark, my littlest brother, hates the water too. Won’t even go in with floaties. Says there’s these half-human, half-fish monsters out there.” She laughed. “My niece dressed up as Ursula from The Little Mermaid once, and I think it somehow scared him for life.”

“Yeah,” I said, barely listening.

Once the waves lapped at my waist, she stopped, and I couldn’t have gone further even if there were a million dollars floating on driftwood a few yards in front of me. My toes clenched the sedimentary seafloor as a way of anchoring myself against the forces of tide and current, and I sort of rocked unsteadily for a few moments, finding this new and peculiar balance.

I had to admit that it wasn’t as terrifying as the nightmares. The water felt pretty nice, disregarding the goose bumps that had risen all over my arms. I even began to relax a little, my heart slowing down a notch from woodpecker on crack to heavy metal drum solo.

Maybe I was scared of the ocean for nothing.

“You sure you don’t want to go under?” Heidi teased, slapping water at my stomach.

I flinched. “No, this is good.”

“Just standing there?”

“Yeah.”

She shrugged and went under, her yellow bikini and a stream of red curls shimmering under the surface. She circled around me like some kind of fish, the occasional bubble rising to the air. But then all of her swimming had stirred up the sediment around my legs, and I lost sight of her behind a cloud of seafloor debris. It seemed like she was under for an entire minute, maybe longer.

“Heidi?” I asked, my voice quivering. “You can come up now.” I didn’t even know if she could hear me.

No answer.

All that courage that I had stored up began to leave me rapidly. I was just a kid in the middle of an entire ocean, my mother and father nowhere around. I felt like I was sinking, like the water was rising, the waves splashing higher on my body. What the hell was I doing out here? I had sworn to myself to never get back in the water, to avoid the ocean at all costs. And now I was stranded, alone, what felt like miles from shoreline, frozen in place.

“Heidi!” I yelled. “Heidi, where are you?”

Oh God, oh God oh God oh God.

“Heidi!”

A shape burst up through the surface, a huge splash of water going in all directions, and I screamed in terror. In my panic, I twisted around without the footing to support my sudden movement, and I fell forward. I was eight years old again; I had gone overboard, into the bottomless sea, into the dark and cold depths. I scrambled frantically, holding what little breath I had, clawing at the ground and feeling my fingers swipe through the loose sediment.

You don’t have to be afraid of the ocean, my mother’s voice said in my mind. It can’t hurt you.

But it was! I couldn’t even tell which way was up. I spun around; each way looked the exact same. Water. Just endless water.

Miraculously, in my dizzying tumble, my feet caught the ground and I pushed upward, breaking through the surface. I gulped down lungful after lungful of air, rowing my arms through the water, pulling myself toward the beach as my legs tried to keep up.

“Gary!” a topless Heidi called after me. “It was just a joke! I only meant to surprise you.”

I focused on the shore ahead.

Must get to land, must get to land, must get to land…
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Heidi texted me apology after apology for the Swan Cove incident, but I could never get around to typing out an acceptance. For two days after, I could hardly sleep; I’d snap awake half a dozen times throughout the night, nightmares of the deep ocean recurring every time I tried to shut my eyes. And inevitably the bed began to feel like the ocean with how much I sweat.

Over the weekend, I helped my parents move out of Portland and into a new house a half hour’s drive north, up along the coast. The moving company transported much of the furniture, but Dad didn’t want to pay more for another trip, so we hauled the various odds and ends in his Subaru Outback.

Having been living on my own for two months now, Mom was thrilled to see me again. I swear she ages in reverse to everyone else: even at forty-five, she could stroll onto a college campus and pretend to be a student without a second look. My memory of seeing The Hunger Games in theaters is ruined because the boy at the concession counter tried to hit on her. Dad thought it was hilarious; I just wanted to gag.

Even though she’s been a waitress since before I could walk, she always stays in shape. She goes out for a swim every morning, rain or shine or freezing cold, and I’m starting to believe that the water is what keeps her looking young.

By that metric, I should be losing my hair any day now.

After one final goodbye to my childhood home in the city, we hauled the final few items—Dad’s family heirlooms in cobweb-covered boxes, mostly—up to the new house, and I did the heavy lifting up to the attic.

Climbing up the creaking ladder, I noticed the old photo album sticking out of a collection of trophies from Dad’s track-and-field days. Curious, I sat on a tote and flipped through it, glancing through the Polaroids of me in Batman underwear, Christmas gatherings, now-gone relatives, and Portland’s many snowfalls. Besides the nineties fashion and my mother’s big hair, she looked exactly the same. Past the photos of me were photos of my father: on his dad’s tractor, on a Kawasaki motorcycle, running around in a pasture with a pack of hairy dogs, dressed up as a ghost on Halloween.

I flipped on, and my father got older. But after the poses with his first boat, the pages were empty. There were no childhood photos of my mother at all. The earliest were the wedding photos.

Right then, I heard footsteps climbing the ladder. My mother’s head poked above the hole. “Cozy little place, isn’t it?” she said, climbing into the attic. “I’ve always dreamed of having a house overlooking the ocean, where I can listen to the songs of fish right outside the window.”

“Birds, you mean?” I asked.

“And birds. But fish have wonderful voices too.” She came over next to me. “What are you looking at?”

I straight-up asked her: “Mom, why are there no photos of you when you were little? There’s everything from Dad, but nothing of you. Nothing from before the wedding.”

She gently rubbed my shoulder. “All those photos burned in a fire, remember? Lightning struck my house, and burned about two-thirds of it. That was before we could just save everything to the cloud, so all those photos are gone.”

“Oh.” I didn’t remember her telling me that, but it was very possible I had forgotten. I did remember that her mother and father had both died from health complications before I was born, so my only grandparents were on my father’s side—they lived in Vermont.

“What’s Heidi up to these days? Are you two still doing well?”

I nodded, and then I just shrugged. “I don’t know. She took me down to Swan Cove a few days ago, and tried to get me to go out in the water. She was just having fun, but it terrified me.” The memory of being underwear still made me shiver, days after. “I wish I wasn’t so scared of the water.”

My mother sat down next to me on the tote. “Honey, you don’t have to be scared. The water is completely safe.” She then grabbed my necklace and rubbed the seashell between her fingers. “The water will never hurt you, Gary. I promise.”

Easy for a swimmer to say.

It turned out that we got everything moved to the new house just in time; the next day was the first in what seemed like a week-long rain shower.

I accepted Heidi’s apology, and we resumed seeing each other, although our travels were limited to dry-land destinations with my fear of water now mutually understood—and with the rainy weather pattern putting a hard stop on any outdoor activities. So, the movies, the mall, and fast-food restaurants, like any dating-on-a-budget couple.

The weekend after the family move, my relationship confidence was at an all-time high. Why? Heidi’s sheets were in the washer from the huge mess we’d made in them. Her love for oral sex was something that had rubbed off on me, and I enjoyed putting my tongue inside her almost as much as she had fun giving me blowjobs. The timing worked out perfectly: after she cleaned my pipes, I would perform some tongue magic and get her to come about thirty minutes later, and I’d be ready for another round. Rinse, repeat. Afternoons of nonstop sex is the type of love that strengthens relationships.

On this particular, sex-filled Saturday, she was driving me back to Portland—the drawback of renting an apartment in the city being that I can’t afford a car of my own—and she was going to stay overnight at my place before she had to go to work in the morning. It was seven-thirty, and a steady rain was still falling, the wipers going swish-swash across the windshield.

I had just told her about my childhood boating accident.

“Jesus, I’m so sorry,” she said. “I must’ve given you PTSD when I pushed you under.”

“It wasn’t that bad.” It kind of was. “But yeah, I can’t handle being in the water, especially being under the water. I get disoriented and start freaking out.”

“It’ll never happen again.”

“Thanks.”

Unfortunately, irony is a cold-hearted bitch.

I had been down this coastal stretch of road a hundred times, and the southbound lane was notorious for catching inattentive motorists off guard with its downhill, tight bends. Heidi was being cautious because of the rain, doing everything she should, but even the best drivers couldn’t contend with the unpredictability of Mother Nature.

As Heidi cut the wheel into a slow, right-hand turn, I heard a rumble close by; the wipers swished, and I saw her Sentra’s headlights reflecting off a river of mud and trees flowing down the hillside. She was quick on the brake, just as quick to scream, but there was nothing else she could’ve done. The liquid flow of earth pushed her small-size sedan like a toy, and we went through the guardrail like it was aluminum foil.

The car went into a nosedive, and for what seemed like a full minute—probably just a second or two—we were airborne, staring at the raging sea beneath us. I braced myself against the roof, waiting for the crash.

“Gary! Oh shi—”

The airbags going off were like gunshots, and my head snapped forward as we hit the ocean. Even before I had fully registered the impact—or that we’d just careened off a cliff and into the Atlantic, really—my feet and legs were wet. Salt water was pouring through the windshield and firewall. I couldn’t even get a full breath inside me before it was sloshing around my chest and splashing on my face. I glanced over and saw Heidi slumped against the airbag, her body unresponsive. The crash had knocked her out.

I couldn’t shout her name before my head was completely submerged.

Oh God, oh no! Oh shit!

It was worse than Swan Cove; I was strapped inside a metal coffin slowly sinking to the seafloor. I would die if I didn’t do something. Heidi too. My hand worked desperately at the seatbelt button, pressing it numerous times before the pressure on my chest finally loosened. I whipped it aside, then worked the lever for the passenger door, all the while feeling my lungs burn because I hadn’t taken a deep breath.

The door opened. I pulled myself into the dark-blue abyss, hanging onto the car.

Despite my terror, I knew one fact: the car was going to drag me down with it if I didn’t let go and swim for the surface. Surprisingly, I was able to make sense of direction. The car was pointed down, so the headlights were aimed at the seafloor. That meant I had to swim the other way. Well, I didn’t swim; I more like pushed myself off the car and flailed my arms and legs in the hope that I’d get enough propulsion from them to reach oxygen before I suffocated.

And somehow I did.

I drank down the air in huge breaths, my head bobbing above the surface.

“Oh fuck, oh my God,” I kept saying, wiping wet hair out of my eyes. The road was a good thirty feet above me, the mudslide ongoing as more muck and street signs poured off the cliff. There was a small shore—jagged rocks mostly—that I could grab and wait on until help arrived. And I almost tried to swim toward them. Or flail toward them. I guessed I’d learned more from watching my mom swim than I’d thought.

But, Heidi.

She was still in the car.

You have to, I told myself. You can’t leave her. You have to be brave this one time.

So I took a deep breath and went back under.

The Sentra was farther away than I had anticipated, its headlights still shining bright in the kicked-up sediment. I swam down toward it—like, really swam. I didn’t know how, but I was able to point myself to where I wanted to go and kick my legs together. Like I could feel the weight of the water being displaced around my body, this surge of speed throwing me toward the submerged vehicle. In no time at all, I was at the driver’s door; my legs bent upward like a parachute to slow me down. I yanked on the handle. Locked. But luckily the window was smashed; I reached inside, pushed the button for the lock, opened the door, undid the seatbelt, and pulled my limp girlfriend from the driver’s seat.

By now I was just operating solely on adrenaline, carrying Heidi in my arms. Again, my underwater speed astounded me: I looked back, and the Nissan Sentra’s headlights were just little points of light in the distance, flickering, then extinguishing. I chalked it up to muscle memory, some kind of fight-or-flight response. Whatever it was, I was hauling ass. I took Heidi to the surface, then over to a reasonably smooth stretch of shoreline, my body sort of slithering like a snake through the waves.

She was coughing up water when I set her down. There were cuts on her forehead from the broken glass, but nothing serious.

“Heidi?” I asked. The water in my ears must’ve affected my hearing, because my voice sounded different. Higher. “Heidi? Are you okay?”

I tried to stand up, and that’s when reality pulled its big, unexpected twist.

First of all, I couldn’t work my knees to even get my feet underneath me. I could bend my lower body easily, but everything around my shins and lower was all tingly, like both my feet were asleep and couldn’t support my weight. So, I looked.

And, well…

You know, the boobs weren’t what I saw first. That honor went to my tail. I couldn’t operate my knees anymore because I didn’t have knees; in their absence—and the rest of my once-human lower body—was a gold, scaly fish tail. But at first I didn’t quite process that me and this aquatic appendage were one and the same person. I freaked out and squirmed, thinking that some man-eating creature from the depths had unknowingly begun ingesting me, and had already consumed half my body on its way to swallowing me whole. After a moment of fighting off this nonexistent predator, I realized that this golden tail flopping on the wet sand was an extension of my own body, which merged in a smooth fade with my waist. But that was different too, I realized: more slender, smoother, hairless. And only after taking it all in from the bottom up, my attention reached my chest.

Every guy on the planet has imagined, at one point or another, what it’s like to be a girl, and what they would explore first. I’ve done that; I’ve periodically imagined the pleasures and struggles of having tits. But actually seeing these droplet-specked globes on my chest…I was dumbfounded. With my halfway-lying-down posture, they sort of drooped to my left side, obedient to gravity just like Heidi’s breasts, rising and falling there just below my chin. And speaking of Heidi’s, mine were a similar size, round and full, but not on the extreme side of the scale. They were great tits—for a girl. On me, all I could do was gawk stupidly and keep my hands well enough away as if they were infectious.

And there was hair. No, not body hair; head hair. It was long and blonde and hanging over my shoulders—and soaked, just like everything else. I’d never had hair that hung past my ears.

Looking at my whole body again—the tail, the tits, and everything in between—I knew the word for what I was. It was on the edge of my tongue. But I dared not say it.

Also, where the hell were my clothes?

“Gary?” Heidi coughed. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her sit up. She rubbed her forehead where the cuts were; then she looked directly at me, raindrops beading down her face. “Who are you?” Her eyes did the full tour, just like mine had. “What? How?”

As I remained absolutely still, giving my girlfriend a full-frontal—well, technically, a half-frontal, given the tail situation—I was rubbing my seashell necklace. Just like my mom told me to do when I was scared. And I was; I was fucking terrified. For my girlfriend, for me.

Heidi saw the necklace. She knew.

“Gary? Is that you?”
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Heidi spent a night in the hospital following the crash. It was just precaution. The largest cut on her forehead required a few stitches. Besides that, it was mainly just tests and checkups to make sure she hadn’t suffered a concussion or any other internal injuries. No worries; everything came back in the clear.

I was there with her. Hospitals are surprisingly accommodating of mermaids, believe it or not: they have private fish tanks, seaweed lunch specials, and schools of fish for emotional support.

No? I’ve never been good at jokes.

A passing motorist called 911. Before the ambulance arrived, I was back to normal—a land-dwelling primate, in other words. Heidi saw the whole transformation as my tail separated into legs, my fin became a pair of hairy feet, and my breasts receded back into my chest. My clothes were still gone; I just told the emergency crew that they’d been torn off me in the crash. I don’t know if they believed me or not, but Heidi backed me up, and they gave me a robe. She knew this secret had to be kept between us, never mind that we didn’t know why the hell I had turned into a mermaid in the first place.

Before the flashing lights and sirens arrived, she asked me, “What happened?”

“A mudslide took us off the road,” I told her. This was before my reversal into Gary form. My high-pitched voice was weird as hell. “I was able to get out of the car and carry you to shore.”

“As a mermaid?”

“Yeah. I’m still trying to figure that one out.”

“Thank you, Gary.”

She stared at my tail for that whole conversation. I think she thought she was dreaming, or that the trauma had induced some wild hallucination. I was on that same boat. I constantly moved my tail around to remind myself that it was real, that those fins—which had a wingspan, so to speak, of a large hawk—were once my feet. I was half fish, half human, and not even the correct human.

I stayed overnight with her. Her parents were there too, so we couldn’t talk about what happened—although I recounted the story numerous times to the visitors, family or otherwise. Without mentioning the tail, or course. Everyone thought I was a hero. Her father hugged me and sobbed into my shoulder. And whatever was still dry, Heidi’s mother soaked with her tears. And at that point I realized that this was a pretty big deal.

I really saved her life. Me.

Heidi went home in the morning, and her parents suggested that we all get some rest. I took an Uber home, stuffed a stack of Eggos into my mouth to compensate for the going-on fourteen hours I’d been awake since the crash, and tried to find it in me to close my eyes and clear my mind.

I gave up after five minutes.

I took my clothes off and stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, grasping the seashell necklace and wondering what the trick was. I concentrated deeply on my inner mermaid self; no such luck. Then I took a shower and focused harder on growing a flappy tail and sprouting some tits; nothing there either.

Then how the hell?

Recalling the crash, at no point had I ever told myself to transform into a mermaid. It just sort of happened on its own. But surely I could do it again, right? There had to be a trigger, some kind of involuntary way to activate it—although I couldn’t exactly replicate the scenario by driving off a cliff again, even though I absolutely considered throwing down five hundred dollars on a shitty car just to give it a go. But that was way too dangerous, and I might not come out unscathed like the first time.

Then, what? Was it because I was underwater?

I biked to the one place where I knew I could have some privacy: Swan Cove. It was as vacant as ever, a retreat for my experimentation. I hopped down the steps, feeling the jitters of excitement and the unknown, taking my clothes off even before I had reached the tiny strip of beach. I put everything in a pile, glanced around one more time, and then removed my underwear. All I kept on was my mother’s necklace.

“Okay,” I said, clapping my hands together and wading a few feet into the cove. “Here goes nothing, I guess.”

That first stretch was easy, and I was feeling confident all the way up until I was more than halfway submerged and becoming more and more buoyant against the tidal currents; then I immediately remembered why I hated the water, that I couldn’t swim, and that if I went any further I might not be able to turn around and reach shore again. My feet were barely hanging on, each wave a test to my unsteady foothold.

You have to do this, I told the scaredy-cat living in my head. If you don’t, you won’t ever know what happened. You’ll get old and think it was all a dream.

And to be honest, I kind of wanted to experience having tits again—now that I knew I could change back!

I defied my fears and waded onward, my toes clawing at the sediment to push myself toward the ocean. The water splashed up to my chest; then my neck. I was at the mercy of the sea now, completely floating. I no longer felt the bottom, and the cove was moving past me as I slowly drifted out of the inlet.

“Okay,” my voice trembled. “Now would be a good time, please.”

But my legs remained legs. My feet, feet. My chest…flat.

There was only one more thing to try.

I took a deep breath, and went under.

I wasn’t alone in the cove; a small school of silver-scaled fish had joined me, and they swam in a slow circle around my legs as I floated just beneath the surface. They didn’t seem to be scared. I even reached out, and their dorsal fins tickled my fingers as they meandered around my hand. Elsewhere, it was like the sun had come out, even though there had been solid cloud cover: the sea had brightened into a rich, sparkling blue, and I could see all around me, from the gently rolling sandy bank toward the cove to the rockier terrain out in the Atlantic. I saw crabs a hundred feet away scurrying in the sand, a yellow-green cloud of plankton toward the deep ocean, long shadows from frolicking dolphins.

Then I realized I was no longer holding my breath. I was breathing. Calmly. I was somehow inhaling oxygen through the water, though I hadn’t the slightest clue on how that was possible.

And I looked down and saw a golden radiance.

That’s how it works, I thought. Going underwater. When Heidi had scared me into falling down the last time we were at Swan Cove, I must’ve not been submerged long enough. But during the car crash, I was.

I unconsciously rubbed my necklace. The water wouldn’t hurt me, just like my mother said. There was nothing to worry about.

Then it hit me: holy shit, did she know about my fin-and-scales shape-shifting power?

I’d have to ask her. Later.

With a kick from my flexible tail, I was off. I couldn’t believe how powerful it was! One quick whip from my new scaly fish-part, and I had to be going about fifteen miles per hour, my torso gliding about a foot off the seafloor as other fish scattered out of my way. Incoming! I thought, grinning huge as I officially exited the shallow inlet and embarked toward the deeper Atlantic. Glancing over my shoulder, I could see my tail serpentining up and down, maintaining my pace, my hundreds of scales glittering. For how fast I was going, I should’ve been winded, but that was the old, land-dwelling Gary thinking with his legs; with my tail, I could just soar effortlessly, my streamlined body just cutting through the water like an airplane through the atmosphere. It was no more exhaustive than walking.

But I didn’t just want to know my cruise-control speed.

Whipping my tail again, I instantly doubled my speed in the blink of an eye. I banked on a dime, and suddenly I was heading southwest, parallel to the coast, having used my hands as flaps to sort of steer myself around. Kick, kick, kick. The seafloor whizzed by; I darted around clusters of seaweed, zigzagging through an obstacle course like a slalom skier cutting back and forth on the snow. Only I was even more agile. But on a straight-line trajectory, I was a bullet through the water, my arms flat against my body for minimum resistance. I couldn’t even fathom my speed. Forty, fifty miles per hour? It was fast enough to kick up a rooster tail of sediment in my wake.

And all I could think was: holy shit, this is amazing!

I didn’t have to be scared of the water at all. The water was my bitch.

Interestingly, the closest I could compare Mermaid Mode to was my short-lived dirt bike career as a teenager. Those courses were all about momentum—carrying speed through the banked corners, keeping a smooth rhythm through the whoops, and using the elevations in the track itself to compress and push yourself off of. The water was the same way: the course was of my own choosing, but keeping my forward motion was all about that momentum, having my tail propel me off the fluid itself.

I must’ve been going for at least ten minutes, giving it all I had, until my muscles began to feel the strain of constant exertion. I backed off and coasted again, not even knowing how far I was from Swan Cove now, though I was pretty confident that I could find my way back without a map. This mermaid body came fully-loaded with a mental compass, it seemed.

Up ahead were those dolphins I had seen earlier. Smiling wickedly, I sped toward them and joined up with their five-member pod. At first I played it sneakily and kept out of their close proximity, afraid to accidentally send them scurrying off when they sighted a half-woman, half-fish creature trailing behind them. But even at a distance, they seemed to know of my presence, and they clicked and whistled at me excitedly, and—

My God, I think I understood them.

They were happy! They wanted me to join in! So of course I did. I inserted myself as an honorary guest in their seafaring group, and swam alongside as they broke the surface and splashed back down. They came close, twirling around me like they were showing off. As a response to their animated maneuvers, I spun myself into a quick barrel roll, again using my arms like wings to guide myself into an axial rotation. After the full 360-degree spin, they pranced and whistled delightedly, almost like they were rejoicing. Or singing.

I lacked the capability to speak in their language, so all I could do was just smile and mingle. Some swam so close to me that I reached out and petted them. They weren’t afraid; they only saw me as another fish—an odd fish; I think that’s what they said—but not a predator. They enjoyed my company.

Eventually they veered off south and east, toward the Atlantic, and I waved my goodbye, and watched them until they were just specks in the distance, a mile or more away, but amazingly still clear to my eyes.

A few large shadows passed over my head, followed by a long, muffled rumble.

Boats.

Once I was sure they were far enough away, I braved a look up top, breaching my head above the surface. It was so bizarre to not instantly gulp down oxygen. And to be honest, the air above tasted staler than the oxygen I was getting from the water.

Damn. I’d been so sidetracked with my dolphin buddies that I had gone so far south that I was at the mouth of the Fore River leading through Portland. There were boats everywhere: sailboats, fishing boats, a couple multimillion-dollar yachts. Just off the shore of Maine’s most-populated city wasn’t a good place for a mermaid to hang around, so I hooked a U-turn and went northeast before a sightseer or fisherman saw a topless woman floating in the water.

The shock and awe still hadn’t worn off even after an hour of traveling the Atlantic coast with my tail. It was so serene under the water, and I think that was mostly due to there being no people at all. Sure, I had to watch out for boats and their nasty propellers, but in the depths? That was my zone. I was with the fishes, and the whole ocean was my road. There were no traffic laws, no busy intersections, no stoplights; I could go wherever I pleased, swim as fast as I wanted. There was unmatched freedom in the water, and I couldn’t believe I had been scared of it for so long.

I took a more indirect course back toward Swan Cove, weaving between the islands. Scuba diving was a popular tourist attraction around these parts, so I kept my eyes out for an unwanted audience. But with my mermaid vision able to see miles off, I saw them well before they saw me and altered my path so that there was never any risk of being seen.

It was best if I kept my human interactions at zero.

Except, there came one exception to that. Because I couldn’t help it.

My heightened sense of awareness was telling me I was getting close to Swan Cove. I was cruising near the coastline, letting the northward currents push me along at a leisurely clip and just taking in the view—a view which then became contaminated with an empty, broken beer bottle splashing in the water right in front of my face. I had to take a quick evasive maneuver to avoid getting matching stitches with my girlfriend. I went on a ways further, then turned around and dared a look above.

There were a couple assholes about my age sitting on a rickety pier with a couple six-packs next to them, lobbing bottles into the ocean and laughing. They didn’t notice me. Maybe it was my newfound half-fish genetics, but I was instantly furious at them for polluting the water.

And I saw a way to exact a little eco-revenge.

I swam up behind where the pier jutted out. It looked to be a hundred years old, the wood rotted and uneven, the whole thing barely hanging together and squeaking as the waves lapped against the supports. Well, while these beer-drinking, littering assholes were busy seeing who could throw their bottle the furthest, I grabbed the support directly underneath them and used both my arms and tail to snap it loose.

The end of the pier collapsed, and both guys followed it into the water.

I breached in front of them as they were confusedly blaming one another for the accident. “You fucked with the wrong fish, assholes!” And then I turned around, arced my tail high into the air, and splashed them with a blast of salt water. They were yelling curses as I shot away.

Yeah, it was stupid and careless. I’d just shown myself when that had been the one thing I had told myself not to do. But dammit, they deserved it. And what credibility would a couple of drunk idiots spouting off about a mermaid have, anyway?

I swam seaward for a mile or two, shoaling up to a reef away from all the populated islands and pulling myself onto a cruise liner-length stretch of sand. Out of the water, my tail was heavy, and just crawling on my hands was tiring work. Once totally on dry land, I turned myself over and sat as best as I could, the backside of my tail not really being designed to sit on; it was hard with muscle, and not really soft and fatty like a butt.

And I just dripped water and stared across the ocean, the coast of Maine off in the distance, enjoying the view. I immediately wanted to call Heidi and tell her all about my underwater adventures, but of course my phone was back with my clothes in Swan Cove.

I was all alone out here, not a soul for miles around.

Many minutes passed before I built up the courage to look down, and to really inspect myself now that the sun was beginning to poke through the clouds. Inside my head was a debate about whether I should stare at my tits or my tail, and the tits won out. I cupped them and held them, acclimating myself to their fleshiness and pendulous weight. With no means of support—that’s what the water was for, I supposed—it took my breath away just holding them up and feeling their mass sit in my palms, and those supple mounds sort of trying to spill over the sides of my fingers. It was the wildest damn feeling in the world—which, for being a mermaid, was significant.

Being all by myself with no one around, and being a man despite my body having the appearance and functionality of a half-woman, half-fish submarine, I couldn’t help but massage my new breasts. The eroticism of being topless did not fly past me, and that these topless titties were on my body only intensified the titillation of my current situation. I gave them each a big, wholesome squeeze, and I shuddered there in the sand, my fin wagging up and down briefly. And my nipples—I didn’t forget about those! The stimulation brought them rapidly to attention, like two pink pebbles capping the glorious swells. Pinching them sent some greatly pleasurable signals to my loins, and I about fell right off my mermaid butt.

“Damn, keep it together,” I whispered to myself. But oh it was nice.

There was no denying that I was getting turned on with myself. Which had its obvious complications: the clear lack of an, ahem, outlet for my rising sexual desires. Don’t get me wrong, my tits were fantastic, and I could have spent an hour just groping the hell out of them—or however long they lasted—but the surge of arousal they generated made me crave more, and my human mind relished for an explosive sendoff.

Except, hmm…

Where I would have normally attended to a rising issue, there was nothing but tail. And scales. I didn’t have any sexual organs, at least none that I could see. And I’d been an attentive enough student in class to remember that fish didn’t reproduce via internal fertilization.

Granted, the inability to masturbate was a small problem in the overwhelming enjoyment of mermaid livelihood, but my heart was pounding and my adrenaline was flowing, and I just couldn’t take not being able to get off to this. I was so on edge, just twitching from how turned on I was. And it seemed like a huge disrespect to my tits—all the fun to be had in fondling them, but I couldn’t climax. Or maybe I could, and maybe I didn’t need sexual organs to achieve it? As far as I knew, an authentic mermaid had never starred in a porn video, so my repertoire of knowledge was all empty on this subject.

But I didn’t let it deter me.

My knockers were clearly the benchmark of my heightening arousal, and they were more often than not feast for my hands. Sometimes one would peel away and explore the contour of my slim waist and the ridges of my scales, and there would come more fuel to the fire burning in the relative center of my body, but my tits were always the center of attention. Their sensitivity had me gasping before long, and I was squeezing them relentlessly, sending bursts of tingles all the way down my spine and to the tip of my tail.

“Oh, okay, that’s not so bad at all,” I cooed, my voice only adding to the spark. “I love these tits. Oh man.”

Fulfilling my elevated desires with handfuls of jiggly, creamy tit-flesh, I felt such a naughty thrill! My human mind was looking around and trying to tell me, No, no, you can’t do this outside in view of anyone that comes passing by, but it had no control over me right now. My new mermaid arousal was a tough code to crack, but I gradually came to relish the whole-body buzz that playing with my breasts generated. And as my libido kicked into a higher gear, I became helpless and toppled over on my side, my whole body writhing and my tail throwing up sand, the muscles in my lower half riding the pleasure like currents in the sea.

I honestly don’t know if I came—there was no visual confirmation. But suddenly the tingles and the warmth and my uncontrolled squirming just peaked violently into an all-at-once spasm that made me cry out. My tail came curling inward; then it snapped straight. It did this several times as I only saw the backs of my fluttering eyelids, every other exhale out of my mouth a reverberant moan that seemed to come from the deepest hollow of my body, shaking my flesh and bones. I was nearly in tears from how amazing it was, how complete and whole.

For a while I just laid there, the orgasmic or not-orgasmic jitters lingering for several minutes. I felt like a tuning fork someone had just whacked against a table, my body vibrating at a frequency inaudible to human—and merfolk—ears. I put my hands on the alluring and femininely shaped flanks of my tail, and felt it too trembling.

“Wow,” I remarked. “That’s pretty good.”

Was it my first female climax? Hard to know. But I sure liked it, and it wasn’t going to be my last. Unfortunately, a much-anticipated sequel would have to wait: with me working up a sweat in the sand and baking for a while in the sun, my body had almost dried out. A seam was already forming down the front centerline of my tail, as if an invisible knife were slowly carving it into halves. It wasn’t painful of course, but watching my lower body literally cut itself apart wasn’t beautiful either. It was freaky as hell, the flesh and bones reforming into that of a bipedal primate. Up top, my tits went on their own departure, and my hands rested on the two deflating mounds as they sank back into my chest, leaving no evidence behind that I’d ever had a rack in the first place.

In moments I was myself again. Just regular ol’ Gary. Two legs, two feet, cleavage a thing of the past.

No surprise, a huge erection welcomed me back to mankind.

And, well, let’s just say that if someone else visited this reef and jerked off, they wouldn’t hold the title of being the first to do it.
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“Okay, hot stuff. Show me!”

That same day, Heidi was able to convince her parents that she was fine and perfectly able to go out into the world on her own. They thought she was at my place in Portland, and that she was getting some much-needed rest and rejuvenation after the car crash.

Sorry, Heidi’s mom and dad.

We were back at Swan Cove, and I was once again taking my clothes off in preparation for my little show-and-tell. She was justifiably skeptical about my upcoming trick, quoting the fundamental principles of human physiology for why something like this wouldn’t be possible, and yet egging me on to prove that me growing a tail and rescuing her from a drowning car hadn’t been a stroke of divine intervention. She was more excited than I was.

And full of humor: “So, being part fish, does that mean eating seafood is considered cannibalism for your kind?”

“Fish eat other fish all the time,” I countered. “And I don’t think lobsters and mermaids are too closely related for any moral debates.”

“What about cod? Are you going to have second thoughts about eating your cousins from now on, Fish Man?”

I just rolled my eyes.

As before, I waded out into the middle of Swan Cove, only this time with my girlfriend’s delightful hollering about my well-paying career waiting at Sea World, or that we could operate boating tours guaranteeing mermaid sightings, with me intentionally coming within range for onlookers to snap some photos of a rare, mythical, topless beauty. And honestly, it was tempting! We could probably be millionaires off that. But then I remembered what my mom said, about how her natural gift shouldn’t be a spectacle, and I knew I shouldn’t be charging ticket prices for what I was.

My mom had to be a mermaid. I’d been thinking about that a lot after my first fish-tailed jaunt into the Atlantic waters, and it made so much sense: the lack of childhood photos, her being a skillful swimmer, the necklace to keep me safe. She even said that she had salt water in her veins, and I’d thought that meant she was just an ocean lover.

No. My mother was an ocean dweller. And that salt water was inside me too.

I went far enough out until I was able to submerge myself. By now I was completely comfortable with going underwater even without the means to breathe in it, because I knew my sea-ready lungs and tail weren’t far behind. As before, I was less aware of the physical changes than I was of the underwater environment brightening around me, all the lushness of the seabed and the countless fishes being so suddenly clear and crisp. It was like a totally new planet, yet I didn’t feel like I was trespassing. It was my home, my turf; I belonged in this hidden, gorgeous world.

And with a near-effortless swat of my tail, I glided back toward the sandy shore where my girlfriend was waiting. I didn’t go all the way to dry land, though; I parked myself in the shallows, my arms propping myself up as my golden, scaly tail bobbed with the incoming waves. My girlfriend’s gaping expression made me grin.

“Unreal!” she exclaimed. “That’s really you, Gary?” And then she was laughing. “It has to be. I’d less believe you befriended a mermaid and this is some prank.”

“It’s me.”

Heidi waded out to where I was, and I turned over and sat on my fish-tail bum with the bottom half of my tail floating on the surface. This form was just so relaxing, and I almost couldn’t bear the thought of being on land, of walking; swimming was so much easier and natural. I almost felt bad for my girlfriend, being a two-legged specimen.

She knelt down and ran her hand along my golden scales. While she was transfixed by my fishy appendage, I snapped my fin up, flinging a spray of droplets at her. “Hey!” she shouted when I did it again. “Uncalled for! You’re lucky I didn’t bring my flippers, or I’d smoke you in an underwater race, Gary.”

“You couldn’t keep up with me,” I laughed.

She continued to feel my tail. “I can’t believe it’s real, and it’s not a suit.”

“Do these look like a suit?” I asked, drawing her attention to my own personal pair of flotation devices that bounced pleasantly with the incoming waves.

“Gary! Where did those come from?”

“With everything else.” It was funny. Heidi was so mesmerized by my tail and breasts that she never commented on my overall appearance—that I was essentially a totally new person, with a new face. I was a girl. Well, half of one.

“First rule of being my mermaid boyfriend: you’re going to show some decency, Ms. Perky.” She plodded back to land, unzipped her backpack, and returned with the top half of the yellow bikini she’d been wearing that first time we’d come down to Swan Cove. Then she held it out to me like I knew what the hell to do with it. She giggled and said, “Typical guy. You know how to take one off, but you can’t put one on if your life depended on it. Bend forward a little.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, Gary. You can’t just let your girls hang out like that. What would people think?”

That “holy shit, it’s a mermaid,” regardless of whether I was topless or not, I thought, but I didn’t put up an argument. I pulled my wet mess of hair aside—probably the only thing I didn’t like about being a mermaid—and Heidi slung the bikini top over my head and knotted the string around my back. Then came the embarrassing-but-kinda-enjoyable-only-I-didn’t-want-to-admit-it part: her situating the yellow triangles of stretchy, form-contouring spandex over my breasts. The material, much to my embarrassment—and delight, I’ll admit—was exceptionally grabby, completely unlike any piece of clothing I’d ever worn in my life. Contrary to my girlfriend’s intentions, I thought the neon yellow color made my boobs even more noticeable, how their shape and size was so obviously advertised in these bulging, round, bright-ass mounds. Her adjustments to get me properly fitted also reminded me why I liked this particular bikini: the padding in the cups acted to push and hold Heidi’s tits closer together and higher up on her ribs. Naturally, that same effect was evident on me, and soon I was sporting some delicious cleavage.

“Gary, I think you’re more endowed than me,” she said in my ear, giving my boobs one final bounce to confirm that they were fully supported and restrained against environmental forces. To tell the truth, I think she was intensely aware of my mortification and just pouring salt on the wound. But while there was some embarrassment from more than filling out her bikini top, the other side of that coin was the pure enjoyment for this comfy, cushy imprisonment that my tits had been wrapped in, as if two cotton-soft hands were cradling them.

I felt a little turned on from it—and from gazing down at my on-display rack.

“There you go, Fish Man—excuse me, Fish Woman,” she giggled. “Now how about we head into the water?”

To that suggestion, I was a hungry dog watching my master pour food into my bowl.

Heidi trudged into the waist-deep water in a purple bikini and showed off a cute little dive. I flicked my tail and pursued, the Jaws theme playing in my head while I zoomed in on this flailing shape in the water, the smells of her and the rest of the ocean fluctuating with the currents. In no time I was right up on her, and I did laps around her while she tried to spin and keep up with me. Eventually she had to break for the surface and take a breath.

Me? I was good.

We made our way to the far end of the cove, where the water was more than ten feet deep. Every muscle in my tail was just urging me to take off, because at my girlfriend’s side I felt like I was no more quicker than a snail. Driftwood moved faster than this! And I was doing everything I could to not rub in my superior swimming prowess.

Those impulses eventually got the better of me.

I dove deep and aimed myself for the rippling surface, giving it everything I had. When I broke through, I was practically a missile: I flew a few feet off the water, my mind trying to coordinate this elegant twist I had in mind but which turned out to be a less-than-graceful, tail-first flop that actually stung a little. But I splashed Heidi good. When I came up to the surface, she was still rubbing water out of her eyes.

“Gary, I’m so jealous,” she said. “I used to think mermaids were real when I was little—along with unicorns, space aliens, and the Tooth Fairy. I dreamed of being one, and just swimming to some faraway land.” Her legs came wrapping around my tail, and her arms pulled me in closer. “It was just silly kid stuff. But now I see they are real. And they’re beautiful.”

I had zero time to react before she drew me in for a deep, tongue-heavy kiss. And with our bodies so close together, there was no way to avoid boob-on-boob contact. Talk about erotic! My nipples instantly decided that they weren’t so content being smothered by ladies’ swimwear, and I felt them swell; before long, I thought they were going to rip through my girlfriend’s bikini top. And as Heidi asserted her desires with more unreserved embracing and smooching, I had the oddest sensation of her nipples pressing into my tits, and this struggle of jiggling as our bodies squeezed even tighter together, a quadruple affair of bullets poking back at each other.

Being held in her arms was as comforting as it was sexually invigorating, and the effect of this intimacy totally took me by surprise. I wasn’t a man currently, and I think there was some insecurity with my self-image. Sure, I was a hot-as-hell mermaid with a fantastic pair of bazookas and a ravishing tail, but that was my perception; with Heidi, I hadn’t a clue what to expect now that her boyfriend was half fish and able to understand dolphins. There was going to be a hump to get over.

But as it turned out, that hump was already in our rear-view mirror.

Once our mouths had had enough, I planted kisses on her cheek and down her neck, and I heard her moan responsively into my ear. I was half trying to concentrate on being a dutiful, courteous boyfriend, half resisting the urge to rip her clothes off, and half trying to not be distracted by the mash-up of wet, shiny cleavage between the both of us. Was that three halves? Oh well. It was a mouth-watering sight, and I adored how the cool water made the bikini top extra clingy, and the weight of all that bobbing mass tugging on the string around my neck. I was constantly aware of them, and what I was beginning to think of as their delightful burden. Let’s be honest, tits were unwieldy and heavy—especially in my size. Maybe it was just because I hadn’t experienced owning my own pair until very recently, but I found myself appreciating their restlessness, their projection, their hindrance to the countless, thoughtless movements that now came with cause-and-effect jiggles and bounces.

And there was the pleasure…

Heidi grabbed one of my tits without warning, and then it was my turn to moan. She apparently hadn’t anticipated this reaction, because then she was giggling. But the fondling didn’t cease; her hand slid underneath the taut bikini top and grasped my left breast directly, her fingers spreading out like a catcher’s mitt to contain and handle my abundant boob-flesh, and even then it was more than what she could hold. I felt my tail flipping back and forth, that surge of warmth and tingles through my body. I would’ve loved to have my cock right now, but my alternative fish-form was emphatically clear about what it liked.

As she began to really massage and manipulate my breast, my hands roamed underwater and found an equally delectable hot spot: her ass. I clutched handfuls of her firm, round backside before taking the from-behind detour and rubbing the impression of her sex through her bikini bottom. Her body jerked against mine, her ministrations on my tit ceasing as she closed her eyes and moaned her approval.

“We should go back to land,” she said softly. “If this is what I think it is.”

“It definitely is,” I told her, rubbing two fingertips around where her clit was. “And I know the perfect spot, if you don’t mind a little journey.”

Heidi wrapped her arm around my waist, and utilizing my scaly, flappy propulsion system—albeit at a fraction of its potential power—I led on to the sandy reef I had found earlier today with my girlfriend riding shotgun.

It was incredible to witness the childlike joy on her face whenever I dove down and swam inches off the seafloor, her hand reaching out and grazing the thickets of seaweed. If there were fish, they’d come and join us, swimming alongside as if we belonged in this underwater paradise. We obviously couldn’t go very deep, though; Heidi needed the air, and I breached every minute or so to let her take that full breath before resuming our voyage of the Atlantic’s sights and sounds. Initially she was just a passenger, but about halfway toward our destination I looked over and saw her kicking her legs and trying to mimic my tail. I really wished she could have the full mermaid experience, just to feel and see what I did when I was in the water.

Maybe she could.

At my relaxed pace, it took about fifteen minutes before we made dry ground.

“Not so quick on land, are you?” she laughed, helping pull me ashore as my water-advantageous appendage became useless dead weight on our little private reef. We made it a few yards up the sand before calling it good.

I didn’t even have time to appreciate the view before my perspective became a wet tangle of red, curly hair—from her throwing herself on top of me. The kissing restarted anew and more passionately than before, and I felt both her hands knead my heavy boobs with the tenacity of a teenage boy having his first go with a lady-friend. But unlike a testosterone-driven klutz, Heidi actually knew what she was doing. And I was all hooked on her hot-and-wet kissing until her fingers found my nipples—wowza! My spine arched, and my head tilted backward on its own volition, breaking the union of our lips.

“Oh!” I squealed, louder than I expected, but seeing as there was no one around I didn’t stifle it. It was quickly followed by several chaining moans.

Heidi laughed. “Good to know my talents extend to mermaids!”

She rolled my nipples between her fingers again, and I was just about thrashing from the pleasure. “Jesus.” I said, when I was able to find my voice. “They were never that sensitive the first time.”

“The first time?” Heidi said. “Gary, have you been having fun without me?”

I didn’t answer. And, anyway, I probably didn’t have to.

She peeled the triangle-shaped spandex off my boobs, though without undoing the bikini itself, thus giving her unimpeded access. The caressing and fondling was just the start—and undeniably incredible on its own. Like before, all the emphasis on my tits was about the same as repeatedly punching a button that said PLEASURE NOW. But her mouth on my nipples? That was unexplored territory for a guy who could shape-shift into a mermaid. Trapped underneath her as I was, I became barraged with unceasing, body-trembling, eye-popping pleasure. I’m not kidding when I say it would hit me. Pleasure with a punch. And whenever I glimpsed my tail, it was whipping up and down, the fin almost flicking Heidi’s back.

This time, there was no question that I came. In spite of there being no bodily fluid to accompany my climax, the general area of my groin became awash with what felt like a popped bubble of flooding warmth and buzzing energy. And with Heidi sucking away on my breasts, my engorged nipples being squeezed and massaged by her lips, this orgasm extended for far longer than the first one. Minutes. I was overloaded, on fire, convulsing—everything about the best male orgasm but times a hundred. Her mouth really was phenomenal, and it was the most amazing, sensational experience of my life, and I was almost disappointed when the high of it began to taper off.

But of course there was no time to bask in my mermaid afterglow; the favor had to be returned!

Lovemaking with a big fish tail has its limitations, let’s just say. I couldn’t straddle her, and without my dick I was absent the most important tool in my bedroom bag of tricks. So I was restricted to just my mouth and hands. But if Heidi could give me an explosive orgasm with only those three things, then couldn’t I do the same for her?

You better believe I could.

Having my tits be the centerpiece for intimacy had been an educational experience, so I was eager to show Heidi the fruits of her teachings. Getting myself on top of her was a challenge—my wet tail and the sloped beach combined to make my body want to slide away—but she secured me with her legs and held me down. I gave her breasts a reciprocative, playful work-over before guiding my mouth down to a fat nipple and giving it excessive oral love. As this happened, I felt her body oscillating against mine, as if we were properly having intercourse and fucking on my bed. What I didn’t expect was my own arousal from watching her get off, and my mermaid body was once more dialed in to our mutual passion, Heidi beaming her pleasure back to me like a satellite dish.

“Oh Gary!” she squealed, bucking hard and embracing me so that we moved as one. “I can’t get enough of you! Make me come!”

This time, my downward slide was intentional, setting my sights on something else I could stimulate with my mouth and tongue. Heidi opened the spandex-door of her bikini bottoms, and I dug in to warm, extra-creamy dessert. With me clutching her thighs for support, I lapped at her slit hard and fast, dragging my tongue deep into her folds and finishing at her clit. I’d always known that to get her off, and this time was no exception. My male mind was still adamant that I should be fucking her, that I had a dick for a reason—never mind its temporary unavailability—but my tongue served as an adequate replacement. Hearing the grunts that came out of Heidi’s throat, it was an angry, animalistic climax, and she pinned me against her snatch with barely any room to breathe, let alone avoid the nectar that poured from her pussy. I heartily drank it all up, a refreshment for the long swim.

Then my fingers gave her an encore.

The sun was setting when exhaustion defeated us. The mermaid was gone, and I was watching my worn-out cock settle into a state of wrinkled dormancy after Heidi’s fantastic blowjob. My insides were still humming with all the orgasms, male and female alike, and all I wanted right now was to savor the entire day and look ahead to the trip home—having legs was boring.

Next to me, Heidi sighed. “So. This is real.”

“Uh-huh.”

“You were a mermaid, and you can change back and forth.”

“Yep.” And I told her my work-in-progress theory about my mother and this necklace, only I wasn’t sure if the necklace itself held the power or if my mermaid-shifting ability was locked away in my genes.

But there was a way to test that. And when Heidi inevitably asked permission, I handed over my seashell heirloom, equally eager to see the results.

She slipped it around her neck. “You say you have to go underwater?”

“Yeah, you have to be submerged for a few seconds. And then…” I open-arm shrugged, knowing that my girlfriend knew the rest.

Heidi stood up, trotted down the beach, then returned and snatched her purple bikini top off the sand and put it on. “If it does work,” she said through a smile, “I want the other fish to think I have a little class.”

“The other fish…who don’t wear clothes?”

She winked and took off for the water, and dove in.

With the fading light had come a dense, rolling fog from the north, seeming to eat some of the other islands in the distance and totally obscuring the mainland. And with it, a noticeable plunge in temperature. I was suddenly wishing I had more than just Heidi’s bikini top—which I was still wearing, regardless that I had the insufficient means to fill out the front. It was better than nothing.

A few minutes passed, and there was no sight of my girlfriend. I got up and headed for the water, scanning around for any ripple that wasn’t from the wind, current, or any aquatic life breaking the surface. And as her disappearance began to feel like it was past the five-minute mark, I narrowed down the possibilities to two: either Heidi was trying to set the record for the longest a person had held their breath underwater, or…

Suddenly, about fifty yards out, a shape came blasting out of the water, and all I saw at first was a flash of violet. The figure somersaulted through the air while a girl’s voice hollered jubilantly.

“Heidi?” I asked myself, glimpsing a humanoid torso attached to a lengthy, purple tail before they both splashed down and disappeared. Holy shit, I realized. It worked! And not only had the necklace granted my girlfriend with the mermaid shape-shifting ability, her scales were a different color! Mine gold; hers violet. And it didn’t pass my notice that her tail color was nearly an exact match for her bikini top, which was an amusing coincidence.

My girlfriend proceeded to put on a show for the next few minutes, launching into the air and pirouetting her body in, more often than not, chaotic tumbles that resulted in clumsy landings. But every now and again, she’d nail a picturesque flip and land in the water like a diver off the board, or spin her body in a near-perfect rotation.

“Yeah!” I cheered, rooting her on. “Looking good!”

Unbelievable. Now it was my turn to feel jealousy. I was suddenly frustrated that I couldn’t leap into the water right now and grow a tail so I could swim out there and join her. Just imagine: underwater sex. Even my tired cock sensed how enjoyable that would be, and it managed a half-mast as this purple glimmer flew high above the sea and crashed back down.

Maybe my mom had another one of those necklaces…

The fog was starting to get thicker, partially eclipsing Heidi’s stunt performance. It was hard to see anything out there. But I knew she wouldn’t lose her way; mermaids had a sixth sense of nautical telemetry, what ships needed dials and gauges and instruments for.

But as I waited for her return, I saw something else in the fog: moving lights. And I heard the distant rumble of a gas-powered engine, back-and-forth chatter. There was a small boat out there, not far from the last sighting of mermaid Heidi, its ghostly shape fading into existence in the milky haze. Oh shit, I thought, hoping the fog was too thick for them too, or that Heidi would sense the danger and stay under—or better yet, immediately come back to this reef because any human interaction with a mermaid could go very badly.

I spotted two men on the little inshore boat. They had searchlights that they flipped on and pointed at the water around them. Then one of the men hoisted what looked like a gun used in spearfishing, with a long barrel and a bottom-mounted reel. There was a glint of metal flying into the water.

Oh fuck, oh fuck! By now, I was pacing back and forth, unable to look away. I kept waiting for Heidi to show, for her purple tail to surface. I wanted to be upset with her for keeping me in suspense and scaring me like this. It wasn’t funny!

The man with the spear-gun fired several times. Then there were hollers and a sudden flurry of action from the second man: he operated a boat-mounted winch, jumped in the water, attached the hook to something I couldn’t see, hopped back aboard, and reeled in a—

A long, purple tail raised out of the sea.

“Heidi!” I shouted, knowing that if I could hear the men chattering from this far, they could hear me. “Heidi!” But no matter how many times I called her name, they didn’t stop. I was trapped and powerless on this reef as they dragged her out of the water and put her on their boat. In moments, they were going to drive off with their new trophy, and I might not see my girlfriend again until it was too late.

Fearing the worst, I tore down the beach and into the water, knowing I couldn’t swim without that necklace, but having no other choice. I couldn’t just stay! I had to do something, even if that something involved my worst childhood phobia.

There were about sixty or seventy yards of open sea between the reef and the small fishing boat, and I ran into the water until my legs lost touch with the ground; then I was trying to kick like I had done so many times before, when I’d been the fighter pilot of the sea, with a powerful tail that could push me anywhere I wanted to go. Only, I had no tail this time. Or fins. Or any fucking clue how to swim. My determination to save Heidi quickly became horror as I flailed in the waves, unable to translate my haphazard strokes into any forward motion.

I went nowhere. And it was a losing battle between buoyancy and gravity as I felt myself being pulled downward, another drowning victim-to-be of the Atlantic.

One last breath, and the mouth of the sea closed over me.

The nightmare of my youth had manifested: me caught in the cold depths of the ocean, with no one around to rescue me. Already my lungs were burning, and no amount of pulling or grabbing or pushing could bring the surface any closer. I was just a sinking rock, and my family would never know what had happened. I was a goner who had once believed he didn’t have to be afraid of the water, only to be proven wrong.

Right as I was about to accept my invitation into Davy Jones's locker, something brushed against my shoulder. Without my mermaid vision, I was nearly as blind as a bat, but this culprit was close enough to faintly make out: a dolphin. One from the pod earlier, I was sure. It whistled and nodded at me, and—maybe I had retained more than just memories from my mermaid adventure?—I swore it was telling me to grab on to its dorsal fin and hold on tight.

Seeing as my life-or-death situation wasn’t open to options, I complied.

And I rode to the surface, blowing out the painful bubble of air in my lungs and sucking down that sweet, delicious oxygen. The relief that I, in fact, wasn’t going to suffocate underwater was a huge, dizzying feeling; it required me a moment just to get my bearings and realize that my dolphin savior was hauling me somewhere. Up ahead, the fishing boat with the two men—and Heidi somewhere on board—loomed larger and clearer in the fog.

The dolphin honked at me.

“Yeah. Those are bad men. But I’ll save Heidi,” I said, still panting.

It clicked back.

“I’m working on it, okay? Just take me in close.”

We swam up alongside unnoticed, and I hopped off and grabbed some netting hanging off the starboard side of the hull. I couldn’t have cut it closer; in the next second, the engine rumbled to life and the fishing boat was moving. I remained where I was, clutching the rope with my feet dragging in the water.

There were voices above me, on the deck.

“I told you she was real,” one said. “Only that tail I saw was gold instead of purple.”

The other: “Does it make a difference what damn color she is?”

“Probably not. And my uncle should know what to do next. We’ll be famous for something like this. A real mermaid. This is going down in the history books.”

I heard their footsteps walking away, so I risked a glance. My heart skipped. They were the two men from the rickety pier! The bottle litterers! It’d been so careless of me to show myself to them, even if they had deserved every bit of their comeuppance, and it physically pained me to realize I was to blame for this. If I hadn’t taken down that pier, they wouldn’t have been out here looking for mermaids. My girlfriend wouldn’t have been taken as their catch.

Self-loathing later. Save Heidi now.

I pulled myself up again—a little higher this time. The men’s backs were turned. There was Heidi, tied down on the deck nearer to me, netting wound around her body. The spear had punctured the lower end of her tail, and there was some blood pooling beneath her fin. Not a lot. But the fact that there was blood at all had me seeing red. I was suddenly furious, and ready to climb aboard and feed these assholes to the fishes.

Then Heidi noticed me, and I just sort of froze as a brief flash of happiness replaced her expression of despair. Wordlessly, she removed the seashell necklace and lobbed it toward me. Not the plan I’d had in mind, but nevertheless it might do.

Unfortunately, one of the men happened to see me catching it.

“Hey!” he yelled. “What the hell are you doing?”

Shit, busted! I let go of the speeding boat and dropped into the water, my relative velocity sending me on a short, bruising tumble. But that didn’t matter; with the necklace, I didn’t have to be afraid any longer. I was the goddamn queen of the sea, and I quickly put it around my neck and watched the darkest depths of my nightmare open into a new, spectacular world of color and light and life. The pressure in my lungs abated, and I looked down and saw my tail ready for action.

I whipped it and sped off after the fishing boat, following in the wake of the propeller. Catching up was easy; the more important part about saving Heidi was still in the brainstorming phase. Because as I began to think about a mermaid-versus-boat engagement, how did me being part fish help at all? I couldn’t climb aboard anymore, and I wasn’t exactly toting some heavyweight brain-clubbers with these girly arms—not that my arms had been anything to boast about before. But being a mermaid had me on the disadvantaged team here.

Or did it?

I crossed underneath the keel to the port side, thinking that if the two men were looking for me, I’d have better stealth opportunities over here. I raced ahead of the bow and looked ahead in the water. Everything was pretty shallow, with a handful of hull-gouging rocky islands dotting the course. At its current path, the fishing boat would safely avoid running aground. Unless I had something to say about that…

How much does a fishing boat this size weigh? A ton?

It was worth a try.

I swerved toward the parallel-cruising boat and put my shoulder against the bow; bracing myself against the corroded hull, I began to kick my tail as hard as I could. It was the only plan I could think of: push the boat off course, slam it into a rock. With Heidi tied down, she was safer than the men who were walking the deck. For them, it’d be like a car crash without seatbelts.

With my tail muscles exerting their fullest potential, I felt something like the weight of the entire ocean pushing against me, millions of gallons of seawater bending around my muscular, fishy appendage and shoving me against the boat. I didn’t know if it was enough; I couldn’t even watch. I was so focused on saving Heidi and giving it everything I had that it was just me and that fishing boat, a war of colossal forces.

Turn! Turn!

Suddenly the hull lurched hard, and the entire fishing boat stopped abruptly. I went spinning through the water. But I was never out of control; my tail flicked, and I circled around and breached, catching the end of two figures tumbling overboard and splashing in the water amid confused screams. Behind them, the bow of the fishing boat was perched on a small protuberance of rock, the propeller still spinning in the water.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, realizing a mermaid—me—had just taken out a fucking boat.

I jetted past the men and went around to the other side of their bottomed-out vessel, once more climbing the net, but now having to fully rely on my upper-body strength, which made it seem like I was lifting a hundred pounds of tail. Heidi hadn’t budged in the net, just like I’d predicted. Without the necklace on, she had instantly reverted back to human form, and the wound in her tail was now a wound in her right shin.

Her eyes brightened when she saw me crawling toward her. “Gary! Did you just crash this boat?”

“When you gave me the necklace, I had to think of something,” I told her, undoing the knots and loosening the net. “So, yeah, I kinda did.”

“I thought you were just going to distract them, and maybe I could cut myself loose. Or if they saw I wasn’t a mermaid anymore, they couldn’t do whatever they were about to do.”

“Well, this is quicker.”

Once we were both back in the water, I carried her in my arms and set course for Swan Cove—the only guaranteed location of privacy and immediate contact with emergency services. While we were leaving the crash scene, I heard the two men hollering and yelling after us, and I glanced back once and saw their fishing boat slowly sinking into the ocean.

Good riddance.

We made landfall in the inlet, and I helped Heidi ashore next to the undisturbed pile of our clothes and belongings. I gave her my T-shirt to tie around her leg in the meantime while I fetched my phone and called an ambulance.

I had just about finished dialing when I noticed she had tears in her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Sorry for about getting us killed.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, removing the seashell necklace so I could have the mobility to embrace her and comfort her. We were both cold and shivering.

“It kind of is. When I saw the boat, I just felt this strong impulse to stay and get the fish out of harm’s way, because I didn’t want them to be hurt. I’ve never felt that way before.” She shook her head and sniffled. “It was like they were my friends, and I had to protect them.”

Now it made a lot more sense why my dad had quit fishing for cod after he met my mom. And how Heidi described her short-term tenure of aquatic membership was how I had felt too—that I and the animals in the sea had been, on some level, more equal in status, that there had been this almost-personal affection for all the creatures that called the Atlantic their home. And so I perfectly understood that compassion, and I didn’t blame her for her decision to protect them.

It just made me hug her that much more.

“My parents are going to wonder how I got myself hurt again,” Heidi said, after I had called for an ambulance. “That’s twice you’ve saved me.”

“And I’ll do it as many times as needed, with legs or fins.”
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After two back-to-back nights of escaping serious injury—and quite possibly worse—Heidi and I decided that a dry land vacation was probably the best for both of us. She told her parents that the injury to her shin had been from gouging herself on a rusty piece of rebar, which drew the typical parent reactions about being more careful and safer when out near the water. The wound wasn’t anything severe; she just had to keep weight off her leg and replace the bandages every day to prevent infections. In other words, any seagoing adventure would have to hold off for a couple weeks.

As for me, I stayed on land like we agreed to, though never without the seashell necklace. The car crash convinced me that I should always have it on—no telling when turning into a mermaid might prove useful, or save someone’s life.

I visited my mom the weekend after, though I couldn’t quite work out how I wanted to approach her with the topic of mermaids. Her adult son suddenly taking on an interest in women with fish tails would be pretty damn embarrassing if my hunch was wrong.

But in the end, I was spared the choice.

As part of furnishing their new homestead, my parents had put out a couple chairs on the cliff overlooking the ocean. I was sitting in one, deeply contemplating my inner mermaid self and what this meant for my family ancestry, when my mother sat down next to me. For what must’ve been five minutes we sat in total silence, with the distant sound of waves crashing beneath us.

Then she said, “There was something on the news a few days back, about a couple guys claiming they saw a woman who was half fish, and who ran their boat into a rock. You wouldn’t think people would believe that fairy tale stuff anymore.”

I looked over at her, and she had this knowing smirk, and I knew I didn’t have to explain anything. But I still had questions aplenty. “You’re really a mermaid, Mom?”

She nodded. “And it must remain a guarded secret. I believe you found out what people would do if they knew mermaids existed.”

“And Dad knows?”

“It was how we met. He snared me when he was out catching cod. I thought my days in the water were over, but I saw something in him that I didn’t see in other fisherman. Rather than taking me as an ornament for his wall, he was regretful and apologetic, and released me with all the other cod that were still alive. We began seeing each other, and the rest is how you came to be.”

“So, you also have a necklace?”

She smiled at me. “Pure-born mermaids don’t need a special artifact. The seashell you wear is from the ruins of Atlantis, and with it, a child of man and mermaid can unlock what’s in their blood.”

I found myself rubbing the necklace, thinking about my journeys in the water. And Heidi. She had worn the necklace too, and she had also transformed into a mermaid—which must’ve meant that her mother, or grandmother, or some other woman in her family tree had been born in the sea.

“I won’t tell you what to do with your gift, Gary,” my mother said. “I dreamed of having this talk with you one day, and explaining everything about where I come from and what you should know. But all you have to do is be careful. You are my son—you are meant to enjoy this gift. But just be careful.”

I nodded. “I will. I promise.”

Then she stood, kissed me on the cheek, and walked over to the cliff, removing her dress so that she only wore her bikini.

Then, in what seemed like slow motion, she gracefully leapt off the edge with the perfect form of an Olympic diver, and disappeared. I heard her splash a couple seconds later.

I had a lot on my mind after that: my mother’s origin, my adventures yet to be realized, and more questions about mermaids and where they came from and how many there were. But in the end, as I got up and followed my mother’s footsteps to the edge and gazed down at the twenty-foot drop to the water—and glimpsed a green tail just below the white-capped waves—my vortex of thoughts whittled down to one.

I wasn’t afraid.
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James repositioned the ice-pack against his knuckles, hoping that some of the blood had belonged to Nolan Baker. Probably not. When it came to fists and jaws, the former usually got the most scarred up on the outside. It stung a lot, but the pain was worth wiping the smug grin off that prick’s face. He felt his actions were wholly justified.

“Let me get this straight,” Principal Warren said. She’d been atop the high school hierarchy for going on twenty years. Even with her gray hair, she was such a fitness freak that she could probably run laps around all the girls and most of the boys. Her biceps—exposed by her slim-fitted sleeveless dress—bulged as she folded her hands on the desk. “You attacked our star quarterback in the hallway?”

“Whoa, whoa,” James said. “Sure, I punched him. I dunno if I attacked him, Ms. Warren.”

“And why would you punch Mr. Baker?”

He felt like he was caught in a loop. First he had to explain his actions to the teachers who witnessed the incident, now he had to tell the principal: “He was harassing the freshmen. Like stealing money out of their pockets. No one was doing anything about it. Even Mr. Garcia was looking on like he didn’t care at all.”

Principal Warren had an expression like she didn’t believe any of this.

James opened his mouth to go on.

Her frown strengthened.

He sighed.

“Whatever your recollection may be,” she said, “the physical assault of a student is not something I will tolerate. And this normally would be grounds for having you expelled from this school.” During this, her Apple Watch beeped. She paused from her lecture to grab a spray bottle and lightly water a plant that was sitting on the edge of her desk.

James waited with his hurting wrist. He glanced at the calendar hanging up behind her right shoulder, which had the days all crossed off except for the final week of May.

“But with the school year nearly over,” she continued, “an awful punishment would be to deny you of graduating over a simple misunderstanding with a classmate.”

“It’s not a misunderstanding,” James mumbled.

“What?”

He shook his head. Her rehearsed preaching was such bullshit.

“Mr. Baker has always been a perfect student—and the school’s best quarterback in all its history,” she stated proudly. “Even the state took notice and is funding a better football field.”

And there it was. Whatever Nolan Baker did or didn’t do to some little freshmen was irrelevant; he was the star of the school, the big shot athlete who would get a full ride to a university of his choosing. The prospects of his sports talent were far more important than some hallway harassment.

The way the school protected him was disgusting. James wondered how much Nolan could get away with. Hell, he could probably flash his dick in the girls’ locker room, and Principal Warren would say someone had poisoned the cafeteria food and everyone had hallucinated the star quarterback’s willy-nilly willy.

It wouldn’t surprise him.

Nolan was royalty. James was just a commoner. A nobody.

“Let me propose a question,” Principal Warren said. “Who’s the bully here?”

“Huh?” James asked, looking up from his injured knuckles.

“You initiated a fight. You have blood on your hand. And Nolan’s going to need a back molar replaced.” Her already-squinted eyes narrowed behind her spectacles. “You look like the bully, Mr. Stoddard. Not Nolan Baker. I want you to remember that.”

Unbelievable, he thought.

He refrained from back-talking the principal. It didn’t matter. Only a week remained of school, and then he’d no longer see Nolan Baker—or hopefully anyone else like him. This shitshow couldn’t be over with fast enough.

The final bell had rung five minutes ago. James found the school halls mostly empty as he headed out front and found his mom parked by the curb, alone instead of waiting in a queue that typically backed all the way into the street. He slid into the passenger seat, during which an arm wrapped around him.

Unlike Principal Warren, his mother seemed much more sympathetic. He was glad to have someone in his life who understood his actions.

“They gave me the call,” she said.

“He was picking on other kids,” James stated as the car began to move. “I don’t care what anyone else says. It was the right thing to do.”

“I’m sure it was. It was the same when I was your age. Warren was the principal back then too. Can you believe that?” The gears made the usual grind as she shifted from third to fourth. Even James was beginning to hold his breath and pray for the transmission. “The school has always cared more about its football team than what goes on in the halls.”

“Yeah,” James sighed in agreement.

He had tried to intervene and make a positive change. And what had that done? He had been branded the bad guy. A bully, even. He’d never punched a classmate in his whole life. But at that moment it had seemed like the morally correct thing to do. He wondered if it would go on his record. Like would future employers be able to see the incident report like it was a crime? Given that Nolan Baker was a hall-of-fame player in the making, maybe.

But it could have been worse.

At least he hadn’t been expelled and forced to repeat his senior year, or miss receiving his GED entirely.

And just like that his mind wanted to be grateful that Principal Warren hadn’t come down harder on him. Damn her psychological talons.

The final week of school seemed like an eternity, but James survived it without seeing any revenge from Nolan Baker or his football posse. Probably all the seniors just wanted to get those last few days over with and finally move on with their lives. James had already been working a part-time job with a family friend—Greg—who painted houses. He figured he’d be doing the same when the semester was officially over, only full-time. And after that? He didn’t really have any plans.

The richer and smarter kids all had colleges and scholarships lined up. Maybe if he had applied himself more and elevated his C grades, he could have parlayed his academic accomplishments into some trade skills at the local community college. He’d thought about becoming a mechanic or a welder. Those generally paid well. But Mom wouldn’t be covering the tuition; she worked ten-hour days as a secretary downtown and barely made enough for their basic needs. Any money she was putting aside was for their sedan’s drivetrain when it inevitably kicked the bucket.

So as graduation came and went with a whoop and holler, a festive dance, and an exciting toss of their mortarboards, James’s lifelong plan at that stage was to get some money saved up in his bank account and consider his options from there.

Until two days later.

It was a Sunday, and it had started out like shit. He’d woken up feeling somewhat feverish: a hot forehead, a runny nose, and a widespread soreness all over his body. And then his mom received word that Greg was in the hospital after falling off a ladder and breaking his leg. So right away James’s only source of income was ruined like Greg’s femur, and the official first week of summer was still weeks away.

James took a long shower to think about his future. He knew he needed a job. Preferably not minimum wage, but he couldn’t imagine anything much better for a recent high school graduate with no particularly marketable skills. He’d probably find something in retail. Or fast food. Whatever. Anything to get some money flowing.

He pondered all these options as he rubbed one of his nipples, finding that region of his chest to be more sensitive and firmer than in recent memory. And the nipple itself—or, rather, the areola, he corrected himself, after remembering his biology class—was more visibly protruded than normal, creating a mound-like shape underneath the sensitive nub of skin that was the actual nipple part.

Must’ve been some kind of inflammation. Or bedbugs? He hoped not. His mother couldn’t afford an exterminator bill.

Then he noticed the water in the tub not only pooling but continuing to rise over his feet and ankles.

“The hell?” he muttered, identifying a clump of something dark clogging the drain.

He saw his chest. It was totally smooth, absent its usual pattern of male body hair except for a few resilient clusters around his belly button. But a gentle wipe with the washrag sent those, too, floating down the tub and swirling over the clogged drain.

He checked his arms. Same deal. And his face too! Where usually a bit of stubble could be found, there was no scratchiness from his follicles whatsoever.

The main areas were unaffected: scalp, eyebrows, groin. But elsewhere it was coming out even easier than dirt off his skin.

Shit, he thought, switching off the water and stepping out. What remained in the tub needed a couple minutes to drain out, during which he was toweling off and finding more hair plucked out from the friction of the cotton.

James was initially bewildered by the sight of his near-hairless abdomen, his slim torso gleaming smoothly with dampness. Similarly, his legs—especially his thighs—felt completely alien as he rubbed his hands across them. Without hair, they seemed more sensitive. It made him shiver.

A list of culpable diseases and infections ran through his mind.

But there was only one with these exact side effects.

Goddammit, James thought, taking his eyes off his smooth body and inspecting his nipples again. From a side-profile angle in the bathroom mirror, their projection off his torso was more apparent. And even in their premature stage of development, there was a clear resemblance to what they were destined to become, with his plump, half-dollar-sized areolas being the most concerning of all. His hair as well was thicker and a bit longer, draping over the tops of his ears.

He observed the rest of his body, but besides some trouble spots, he was still firmly on the male side of the gender spectrum. His penis was still intact—and maybe a smidgen smaller, or just withered from the water and from his realization that it would soon be gone.

Had to have been during graduation two days ago. Someone must’ve spread it around.

They’d all learned about FAP-19 and what it did. Still, memorizing it for a test and experiencing it firsthand gave him two wildly different emotions, and he was less than thrilled about imagining what his body would look like in a week’s time, or from knowing that he’d have breasts, no longer be able to urinate standing up, and probably start having to wear panties and bras. It gave him a headache.

This was not what he needed right now!

After a few moments to gather his thoughts about his departing masculinity—and manhood—he cleaned out the shower drain. That afternoon, he watched his Facebook page for the incoming reports from classmates about their changing bodies. By three o’clock, nearly every post talked about the FAP-19 outbreak. Around fifteen seniors had caught it, although it was hard to get an accurate figure with not everyone using social media.

“Wonderful,” he said, occasionally feeling his nipples and checking his hair length. The former began to feel especially tender and achy in the middle of the afternoon. He winced several times as they rubbed irritably against the inside of his T-shirt.

Already they were annoying at the bud stage, and the worst was still to come.

When his mom returned home from work that evening, James broke the news to her.
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James took a seat at the dining table, sliding in gently so as to not trigger a manic recoil from the new, unsupported weights on his chest. He hated everything about them—how they moved, how they bounced, how they stung like hell if he didn’t mind their presence when throwing on a shirt and whacked them with a forearm. He wished they would go away.

Everything else too. His hair. His higher-pitched voice. His softer skin.

But especially the memories of the examination thirty minutes ago, when a doctor had inserted two fingers inside him.

He hadn’t stopped shaking.

The feverish side effects had vanished early on, but he couldn’t help but feel traumatized from such a drastic metamorphosis to his body. It seemed entirely unnatural, even though the virus affected millions around the world annually.

He supposed he couldn’t have avoided it forever. Maybe he was lucky to catch it early.

His mom hugged him and kissed him on the forehead. “Aw, baby.”

“I’m fine,” he said, but she smooched him again. “You’re treating this like a terminal illness.”

She laughed. “No, I’m not.” Her fingers fiddled with the hair tie managing his ponytail, making it more secure. “I’m just reminding you that I’m here for you, James. I know all these changes are a stressful time, and I don’t want you to think the world’s ending just because of some temporary misfortune.”

“Message received.”

His mother went over to the counter to pour a couple glasses of iced tea. With the confirmation that his body would be exhibiting more of his mother’s physical traits over the coming weeks, he couldn’t help but eye her full-hipped figure with substantial dread. Would his hips become that wide by Independence Day weekend? Would he be storing more fat in his thighs because his genes were convinced that he needed to have a childbearing figure? He was nowhere near that stage yet. Actually, he had shed a few pounds since the onset of his metamorphosis—probably from the muscle loss in his arms and abdomen.

He looked down at his T-shirt, where the GARDEN STATE logo was warped and stretched over the moderately sized breasts which had begun life as small mounds last weekend. His deep sigh caused them to jiggle slightly. A deep cringe filled him.

Mom returned with two glasses of iced tea and a third item for herself: a notepad. She sat down alongside him. “Okay,” she said. “We should make a list of everything you’re going to need.” Click went the ballpoint pen, and instantly she was scribbling out a word.

Clothes. Duh. The obvious first.

Then she added: undergarments. Then: hygiene. After that: makeup.

“Makeup?” James scoffed. “Really?”

“We’re talking three months,” she said, and she smiled. Perhaps at his embarrassment. “I don’t mean we should buy you a whole vanity for the corner of your room. But we can share, if ever a time arises that we need to dress you up a little.” She pinched and wiggled his nose.

James groaned.

I’m sick, he wanted to remind her. These changes are because I got infected with a virus. I’m NOT suddenly your daughter. But most of society didn’t see it that way. Three months the symptoms lasted, but boys were fairly healthy in spite of their changes. And he knew his mom wouldn’t let him stay locked up in the house to wait out the infection.

He’d have to get a job. As a girl.

Another shudder.

The list covered the basics, except for the last item: purse. It was written with a question mark. James emphatically refused to use a purse, even with his mom reminding him that women’s clothing didn’t have adequate pocket space. Well, that wasn’t his fault!

Then came the more-frightening discussion.

The blood test had confirmed that James was carrying the H.1.29 variant, and that he was roughly twenty-four years old, up from eighteen just nine days ago. It was scary as hell to think that his mind would be affected by this virus, and he wondered if it was already changing his emotions and perceptions about various things.

It didn’t seem like it.

But was that because those changes hadn’t begun yet, or that he wasn’t aware that they had begun? For instance, he had caught himself staring at his mother’s earrings earlier and thinking how cutely the studs adorned her earlobes.

He wasn’t, like, jealous or wanting to wear such earrings.

It was just a harmless observation.

His arms broke out into goose bumps as his mother held his hand. “Are you okay, sweetie?”

“Yeah, just…” He gestured to the vague but tremendous burden of his current life. “You know. Everything.” He sipped at his iced tea.

“Do you know Brooke Thomsen? She works at Knight Legal Group, just down the street from where I work.”

James nodded. “Yeah.” She was a childhood friend of his mom’s. They’d stayed in touch.

“When I told her about your condition, she laughed and said you should come down and work for her. They have a clerical job open. Some kind of basic office assistant. It’s open to men or women, but since all their clerks are women, they would prefer a woman. And then she kind of made a serious offer.”

“Really?” he said, a bit dumbfounded. “I don’t even know what an office assistant does.”

“Oh, it’s nothing, sweetie. They write memos, schedule appointments, do some simple accounting, and generally try to keep everything in the workplace neat and tidy. You don’t need anything more than a high school education. And since it’s a law firm, you’ll be making a fair amount more than minimum wage.”

All of that sounded attractive to James. More than minimum wage? Hell yes. And he spent half his free time on his computer anyway; such skills were second nature.

But he’d have to appear as a girl.

On the other hand, half of Earth’s population was female. Surely he could manage something that half of the planet did every day.

He let out a gusty exhale. “Sure. I guess.”

“Great! We’ll get you some outfits this weekend.” She checked her phone. “And I better be heading back to work.”

Without even trying, James knew he couldn’t just slip into his mom’s blazers, suits, and shoes. They might have been similar in weight, but he was five-foot-ten compared to her five-foot-three, and had much broader shoulders, larger feet, and wasn’t big enough for her bra cups. He would need his own clothes.

For the remainder of that week, he did a little bit of studying. He found a YouTube series of videos aimed at guys like him—with millions of views—offering lessons for basic female etiquette, hygiene, and tips for acting feminine without going overboard. Of course there were the expected how-to guides, like how to use a toilet, how to understand the colossal variety of women’s panties and bras, how to sit down and get up from a seated position while in a dress or skirt, and how to apply makeup. James was more interested in the workplace video, which detailed how to put together an outfit, how to know when pantyhose and garters were needed, what type of underwear wouldn’t show through his outerwear, and how much jewelry was appropriate.

It was a huge heap of information. Real women had years to learn all this, and acquire all the nuance and mannerisms that men took for granted.

For James, it was like a speedrun. He felt like he’d have to become a totally different person just to pull this off, never mind that he actually had a vagina now.

The choice to work for Knight Legal Group weighed on him constantly.

Nevertheless, by that weekend—two weeks after his infection, and when the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION showed him as being twenty-six years old—he was as confident as he’d been since news of the outbreak. The financial burden of so many new clothes remained a serious hurdle, however. Fortunately, the primary resource for feminine clothing in male sizes, Hamilton Menswear, offered affordable rentals. James hadn’t even known such a service existed, but it made total sense. He only needed the clothes for three months, after which they could be returned and used by someone else like him.

That Saturday, he rode with his mom to the nearest Hamilton Menswear, glancing at the women on the sidewalk along the way. How do they make it look so easy? he would occasionally wonder. It was a redundant question. Yet he felt obliged to not make a fool of himself—to be a respectable guest of the female sex.

Every breath he took outside the house came more courageously. He stopped slouching in the car seat. Even his recently shaved legs stopped trembling.

It would all be fine.

They found the store and parked. James followed his mother inside, using her as a slightly too-short shield to avoid the gaze of other customers leaving. He constantly fidgeted with his hair and posture as his mother explained his situation to an employee; he turned beet red as every step produced a substantial bounce in his chest, even with the partial control of his mother’s sports bra; he looked around constantly, sure that he was under observation or being discreetly laughed at.

“How are these?”

James looked. He hadn’t even realized he was standing in front of a rack of professional attire, blazers and blouses sized for men’s skeletons. On the wall above, there was a picture of an infected man who must’ve been six-foot-five and towered over the other people on the sidewalk, but his linebacker shoulders and large torso comfortably wore a silky red blouse that had a few buttons undone and revealed an attractive hint of cleavage.

James was beginning to sweat. He felt overwhelmed again.

His mother held him close as the employee left them to browse. Then she said, “You’re doing great. And you’ll look great. Trust me. Once you’re dressed, no one’s going to look at you twice. Well, maybe some of the guys will.”

“Mom,” he whispered back. “I don’t want guys to stare.”

“It’ll happen no matter what. I’m sorry.”

Ugh.

The rental service covered everything, excluding undergarments. His mom paid for the work clothes, while James chipped in for the panties and bras. Everything he picked out was white and as basic as possible. He had measured himself prior—having learned how to do so from those videos—and found himself to be a 36B, and he was embarrassed all over again while selecting his size while in front of his mom. She pointed out that one he had chosen was a push-up; he immediately put that one back and replaced it with a normal bra.

He constantly consoled himself with the timing of his infection, and that it hadn’t happened during the school year. Imagine that! Going to school dressed as a girl.

He would’ve died.

A few lace thongs caught his attention as they were leaving with their purchases. His mind equated thongs with sexiness, and he felt a momentary curiosity for how he’d look in one.

But they were more expensive. And probably uncomfortable anyway.

James’s first orientation as an office assistant came on Monday morning. He got up at seven o’clock to get ready. All his clothes felt like a costume, even down to the bra that was now necessary and yet felt completely out of place on his body, with its ensemble of straps going over and around, and all the purposeful effort to restrain his new and easily excitable boobs. He wore his hair down, as well as some low-wedge flats. The main outfit was a white blouse and dark gray zip-up skirt.

After her compliments, his mom gave him a simple pearl necklace to add, as she described it, a dash of luster.

James didn’t complain. After all, he was in a damn skirt already. It wasn’t like a pearl necklace was going to make it worse.

“My son has turned into a fine young woman,” she said.

“Temporarily,” he reminded her. “And I will rejoice the day I can leave the toilet seat up again.”

On the ride to the Knight Legal Group offices in the midst of morning rush hour, James felt his poise slipping again. He couldn’t stop thinking about his panties, his bra, his shoes, the perfume he was wearing. There was a conflict in his mind about whether he was brave or insane for doing this—and perhaps it was a conflict most guys felt when they were infected with FAP-19 and had to venture out into the world looking like someone other than themselves. His heart pounded as every intersection brought them closer.

It’s just for a few hours, he reminded himself. It was only his orientation. By lunch he’d be out of the lion’s den.

But those lions were pretty damn scary.

His mom parked at the curb. James showed her a smile despite the terror building inside him.

“Knock ’em out, sweetie,” she encouraged him.

“I’ll try,” James told her, exiting the car with a smooth, practiced grace.

After the car door was shut and his mom had motored on, he was completely alone.

Phew, he thought, turning to face the law firm’s imposing façade. Okay. Please, God, let me make it through today without dying.

His short trek toward the entrance was interrupted by a man in a suit exiting; he flashed a grin and held the door open. James looked down bashfully and blushed as he went inside, only giving his quiet thanks for the chivalrous action after the man had begun walking away.

The air-conditioned lobby made him shiver.

He smoothed his skirt for the hundredth time and wondered if he should have worn pantyhose.

He aimed himself for the receptionist and began marching his feet one after the other, remembering to swing his hips as the instructional video showed. It was better, he decided, that his gait be convincingly female, and that he not look like a man in drag.

A voice: “James?”

He turned and saw a woman with straight dark hair looking at him. Brooke Thomsen. His mom’s friend, and also his new supervisor. But her reaction then was anything but professionally solemn. She came over with a huge grin and hugged him instantly, and then held him at arm’s length for a head-to-toe inspection.

“You look terrific!” she complimented. “You’re certainly not the boy I saw…how long ago? You must’ve still been in middle school. And now you’re in skirts.”

James’s cheeks went from hot to hotter. “Er, thanks. It has certainly been a transition.”

“And your voice! I wouldn’t have guessed you weren’t born a girl if I hadn’t known who you are. I can’t believe what that virus does.”

“Me either.”

“Did you dress yourself, or did Meredith help?”

“I did the clothes. Mom helped with the hair and a little bit of makeup.”

Brooke peered closer at his face. “Goodness, that is a little foundation I see. Awesome! Let’s head back into my office. Regulation says we should have a job interview before you’re on the company payroll, but it’s just a formality we can breeze through.”

James followed Brooke out of the lobby, where the loud echo of his wedges finally ceased on the carpeted hallways. Being behind her, he couldn’t help but observe how she walked, with that repeated and energetic thrust of her hips from side to side. He tried to mimic it, hoping that he felt as confident as she did, although his male pelvis was more resistant to such a dramatic sway. Nonetheless, being greeted by Brooke was a huge cure for his nervousness. He hoped that trend continued.

The interview went quickly like she said it would. James was asked about his grades, his education, and his overall proficiency with computers and software. As an office assistant, he only needed to know his way around email programs and word processors. Most of the time, they were chatting and catching up while she was inputting his information and getting him all set up for employment.

“What about Jamie?” she asked.

“Hm? Who’s Jamie?”

“You,” she laughed. “I was thinking it would be simpler if we introduce you as a woman. You have the appearance, and honey you cross those legs like you’ve been doing it for years.”

James looked down at his lap. He had indeed crossed his legs, without a conscious thought to do so. They did feel appropriate that way. “Is that legal?”

“Well sure it is,” she said with a smile. “And everything will be less awkward.”

“Okay.”

“Excellent.” Her fingers resumed typing.

Jamie, he thought. It had a nice ring. He wondered if his mom would have picked Jamie for him if he had been born a girl.

“And there’s one other detail,” Brooke said, turning to face him. “It’s a silly dress-code thing. All the ladies need to wear heels. A couple inches.”

With how friendly they were getting along, James thought she was telling a joke. But her expression remained serious. “Oh,” he said. “Okay. I can do that.”

“Have you practiced?”

He nodded. “Although they kill my feet after five minutes.”

She laughed again. “Welcome to our world, honey. It’s all pain, blood, and beauty standards. You’ll have to worry about two of those things.”

Why heels? he wondered. His pride was a little wounded after having picked out the wedges himself, and having thought they looked good on his feet.

But also he was delighted to think that heels might cause his hips to swing more.

Did he want his hips to swing more? Who was he showing off to?

After the expedited interview wrapped up, James was led to the corridor of main offices. Knight Legal Group was a fairly small building, pinched between a Starbucks and a UPS store, so everything felt shrunken and cramped. During this walk, Brooke told him that he would be working alongside a clerk, Lizzy Brewer—who he would shadow and learn the fundamentals of his job.

It all sounded simple.

Sure he was wearing panties, and a bra strap was constantly and irritatingly pinching his shoulder blade, but the world wasn’t any different just because he was presenting as a woman.

At their destination, he found that working alongside was meant literally; his desk was in the same room as Lizzy Brewer’s, and a stack of folders was already waiting.

“She’ll be along to get you up to speed,” Brooke said. “Good luck.” She gave him a thumbs-up on the way out.

“Right. Thanks.”

James only had a few seconds to catch his breath before the door opened again. Lizzy Brewer was a short, squat woman with mussy blonde hair, and bifocals that enlarged her gaze. She introduced herself with a handshake.

He noticed, prior to her entering, that her mouse pad had a printed-on image of the original Star Trek series, featuring what looked to be the whole cast.

James made his hand into the appropriate, geeky sign. “Live long and prosper.”

She laughed. “You’re a Trekkie?”

“Oh, no. I just know the Spock sign. And”—he raised and shook his fist—“Khan.”

Lizzy smiled and had a curious look in her eye like she had already figured out Jamie wasn’t who she appeared to be, but she said nothing of any revelation. Instead, she pointed at the stack of folders on James’s desk. “We’re in a long process of digitizing documents from 1986 and before,” she said. “There’s instructions on your computer about how to format the cases, memos, correspondence, and everything else. Um. If you need anything, just let me know.” And she turned and sat down at her workstation, and went on with her duties as if James weren’t there at all.

James eyed the foot-tall and slightly leaning stack.

All right then, he thought. Some orientation.

He sat down and got to work at transcribing.

By noontime, his fingers and eyes were hurting. He wondered if the age-progressing symptoms of the virus were having any adverse effects on his vision and joints. Twenty-six was nowhere near elderly, but it crossed his mind nonetheless. He kept thinking about the dudes who became so old that their hair turned gray and their boobs sagged down to their belly buttons. Hopefully that wasn’t in his future.

After hours at his workstation, he’d chipped away at the pile of documents, finishing two whole folders—though about fifty remained. Then Brooke came in and announced that he was finished for the day. With a yawn and stretch, James rose to his feet.

“Well?” she said. “Did you survive, honey?”

“It wasn’t so bad,” he said. And then in a lower voice: “I’ve been needing to go to the bathroom for like an hour, but I was too scared to ask which one I should use.”

“The ladies’, of course,” she said with a giggle. “You’re a woman around us, Jamie. You get all the same privileges—including an escape from the dirty, smelly men’s room.”

“Right. Thanks.”

Brooke was heading out to lunch. She offered to drop off James at his mother’s job just down the street. En route to the door, he spotted a well-dressed man hovering over the secretary and being aggressively flirty, touching her hair and complimenting her clothes. He was nearer to thirty while she couldn’t have been much older than James’s real age. She was trying to keep a smile, but she was clearly uncomfortable as he was angling his head to peek down her blouse.

Apparently frustrated with her disinterest, he left her alone and headed the way opposite Brooke and James. When they passed, the guy gave James a side-eye that turned into a barefaced ogle. A smile formed as he stared at James’s ass. They made eye contact, and he winked back.

“Who was that?” James asked his supervisor afterward. He felt disturbed and uneasy.

“Tanner Knight,” she said. “The boss’s son. He’s a lawyer.”

Just like Nolan Baker, James thought. Another royal bully.
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A week later, James met his mom for lunch at a Chinese restaurant in between their two jobs. He slung his crossbody-style purse off and deposited his rump into the chair, letting out a sigh as his body weight was transferred off his two-inch heels and onto his soft buttocks. The clothes had not become more comfortable the more times he wore them, and he wanted to tear everything off and flop down on his bed.

Or maybe take a trip to a sauna. Or get himself a massage.

He wondered if he’d prefer a masseuse or a masseur.

The thought of big, strong hands squeezing, groping, and pushing on his body like a chef working a mound of dough wasn’t undesirable. His skin tingled.

Across from him, his mom just smiled. She was enjoying her son enduring the trials of womanhood, the good and the bad. She offered her lip balm.

“Oh. Thanks,” he said, smearing some on. He liked the brand his mom used; it gave his lips protection and a slight glossy sheen. But he was still trying to control his habit of licking them all the time. He just wasn’t used to his lips having a fruity taste.

“Well?” she asked, after the lip balm returned. “How’s the businesswoman liking her job?”

“There’s hardly any business,” he said. “Most of my time is spent digitizing those damn documents. It’s going to take a year for all those boxes. Besides that, I don’t know.” He shrugged. “I write a few emails. I fetch lunch. I cover at the front desk if I need to.”

“Are your clothes still fitting?”

“For the most part. I think my butt’s still growing a little. And my boobs.” He rolled his eyes. “I don’t want to buy new bras. They’re so expensive.”

She laughed. “Oh, it’s terrible. Just be thankful you’re not bigger than you are.”

James glanced down at his green blouse and the mounds on his ribcage. He could remember hunching over a lot when they first grew in; now he was generally apathetic toward them. They were honestly nothing special. He had loved boobs as a guy, but that sentiment had evolved substantially while having his own pair to deal with.

After their food was delivered, and James was waiting for his noodles to cool off, he looked around the tiny-but-cozy restaurant. There was a guy on the other side, early twenties and distractingly handsome, eating lunch with either his girlfriend or sister. They did share resemblances in the face, and they each had the same thick blonde hair—although his was shaggy like a cliché surfer’s. There weren’t any waves a hundred miles inland from the Jersey coastline, though.

His head turned. They locked eyes.

Caught, James just smiled.

The boy smiled too.

James turned back to his food and hid his face in his hands. Everything just felt so wrong: the hair falling in his eyes, the unrelenting tightness of his clothes, the shudder of his hormones or whatever was making his skin feel like someone was rubbing feathers all over him.

“Ugh,” he groaned, trying to ignore how warm his loins felt. “I think it’s happening.”

“What is?” his mom asked.

It had been eighteen days. It was too fast. The paint hadn’t even dried on the memory of his high school graduation, and now he was flashing smiles at boys. His male mind felt like it was falling farther and farther behind, and this new person he was becoming was just a speck in the distance, uncatchable.

But it was only temporary.

He hoped everything was temporary.

“Boys,” he admitted. “I think I’m starting to notice them.”

“Oh?” His mom wasn’t the slightest bit perturbed. In fact, she seemed to be brimming with excitement as she smiled over her half-eaten beef and broccoli. “The one over there? Do you need me to make the introduction?”

“Mom. You’re missing the point. I don’t want to like boys.” James poked at his noodles, but suddenly he wasn’t hungry anymore. He felt a little sick. “Everything I’m feeling…it’s not the person I recognize, and it freaks me out sometimes.”

“Are you feeling any other new urges?”

He thought. “Yesterday, Brooke was wearing a dress I really liked. I looked it up online, but it was like two hundred dollars. I browse other clothes sometimes too, imagining how I’d look in them.”

“That’s normal, sweetie.”

“Normal for a girl.”

“You are a girl.”

“Just on the outside,” James insisted. “I am not a girl on the inside, Mom. And I know it’s the virus—I hope it’s the virus. If I could resist it, I would.”

“It sounds to me like you’d feel better if you didn’t resist.”

He snorted. And for the rest of their lunch, he didn’t look at the sandy-haired boy again.

But those feelings persisted.

Since his metamorphosis, James had abstained from any sexual exploration of his body. That had nothing to do with whether or not his orientation was changing; he just wasn’t comfortable in his own skin. He was also afraid of the implications if he enjoyed masturbating as a twenty-eight-year-old woman whose mind sometimes lingered on half-naked men.

That Saturday his mom had to work, and James had the house to himself.

He lounged for most of the day, happy to not be in heels and to leave his bras in the dresser. Sure his boobs bounced a lot, but god they felt so much better without being compressed and pinched all the time. After lunch, he hopped in the shower with his mom’s razor and cream and shaved his legs again. Not that the hair was especially noticeable; rather, he loathed that stubbly feeling after a week of growth. Then he rubbed lotion on his body as his mom always did after a shower, and wrapped himself in one of her finest silk robes.

Skincare was definitely a habit he’d picked up from her recently. Was it a byproduct of the FAP-19 virus twisting his mind? He wasn’t sure. But he enjoyed that massaging effect of rubbing the lotion in, and caressing his body after a long week of torturing it with chafing and perspiration.

While he relaxed on the couch, he heard a car’s engine revving across the street. After a few minutes of the throaty exhaust blasting the whole neighborhood, he got up and strolled toward the window to look.

Alec was tinkering with his old Mustang again. That hunk of junk had been on jack stands since Christmas. Now that he was home from his college semester, he was giving his hobby a little more elbow grease. James observed him wrenching under the hood and occasionally giving the throttle a few belches.

Before this whole sex-changing virus, he’d been intrigued by the driveway project, and he’d hoped to see Alec finish restoring the muscle car sometime this decade.

Today, however, James had his sights on Alec himself.

That sleeveless top and those sweaty, bulging biceps; that greasy hand cranking the wrench; that chiseled jawline.

A man who was good with his hands under the hood of a car was probably good with his hands elsewhere.

James, realizing where his thoughts were heading, recoiled from the window. He stubbed his leg on the coffee table, nearly tripping. The incident threw his silk robe open, exposing his breasts, his flat tummy, and the dense patch of pubic hair between his legs.

It was impossible to miss how rigid his nipples were. I’m not turned on by guys, he told himself, and he swore those pink nubs grew even more, like Pinocchio’s nose.

He felt them too: that throbbing firmness at each peak, the blood pumping through his tender flesh. They were pleasantly warm all of a sudden.

Just like his groin.

James went to the couch and curled himself into a fetal position. This virus was eating away his identity; it had claimed his body, and now it was attacking his mind. He wanted to fight it. He really did. Because the thought of being sexually aroused by men was a horror he could not comprehend himself indulging in. What was there to like, anyway? They were hairy, smelly, and they had gross dicks.

It had only been three weeks. Three goddamn weeks.

How could he take three months of this?
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James had no knowledge of the brewing-and-now-boiling-over crisis happening behind the scenes at Knight Legal Group. He was, after all, just a lowly office assistant who did the bidding of his superiors and rarely had time for gossip with the piled-up work demanding his attention.

But when Brooke poked her head around the door late one afternoon—right on the cusp of five o’clock—and requested he be in the break room in five minutes—he knew something was up.

He powered off his workstation and joined the other female clerks who had been invited to the same after-hours meeting. Brooke and Lizzy were already present. Two other ladies, Kara and Samantha, made five.

As they assembled themselves around the small room, most of them resting against a table or countertop, James wondered why he was here.

Everyone else had been here for years and made at least double his salary.

“Where’s Veronica?” Brooke asked after shutting the door.

“Home,” Kara said.

“I told her—”

“She doesn’t care. She has to pick up her kids from daycare.”

James eyed each of the women, seeing anger and anxiety on all their faces. Whatever this was, it was more than just a hard day of work, or a particularly troublesome client.

“I assume you all know what this is about,” Brooke said, stepping to the center of the room. When James began to raise his hand, she said, “Jamie, you’ll find out in a second.”

“Okay,” he said quietly.

“What is HR doing about this?” Samantha asked.

“As HR, we aren’t doing anything,” Kara answered. “The moment we come forward to Knight or his son, he’ll fire all of us. This has to stay between us.”

Lizzy: “You’re saying we should let him get away with it?”

An uneasy silence filled the room. What the hell was this?

Brooke: “Jamie, check your email.”

James’s phone buzzed at that moment. He opened his employee inbox to read the recent message from his supervisor. There was nothing in the body of the email; it was only an attached document. He opened it. First off, he noticed that it was twelve pages long and formatted like a novel. And as he began reading from the first paragraph, he realized it was kind of a novel. A short one, albeit. Although there wasn’t much story leading up to a very graphic sex scene.

The author had described Brooke as wearing nothing but a collar as the protagonist unzipped his pants, and Brooke pounced like a kitten upon his engorged cock. The description of her blowjob went on for the entirety of the first page.

James scrolled on, avoiding the details.

Kara, Samantha, Veronica, and Lizzy were all treated similarly: as submissive, sexual deviants in whoever’s twisted sexual fantasy this was.

But even after seeing all his coworkers mentioned in this filth, he was not prepared for the final page of the erotic novella.

Jamie came into my office, it started. She’d been a bad girl.

James shuddered as his skimming eyes now hooked into every word, every detail. The author described him as bending over the desk and begging to be spanked. But the discipline only lasted a paragraph before this fictional version of him was getting fucked from behind. She squealed like she’d never been fucked before, it said. She knew she was addicted from this day forth, her pussy at my beck and call.

There was no mystery who the author was. It was signed.

Tanner Knight.

He’d sent this story out to the female clerks.

James was speechless. The abuse of power here was pretty damn evident. That Tanner could write this and send it around the office with no accountability whatsoever was a blatant demonstration of his authority within the company.

It was just like high school all over again. Tanner Knight and Nolan Baker were cut from the same cloth. Guys like them believed they were invincible, and they loved to brag about it. Nolan’s teeth hadn’t been so invincible to James’s fist, but it hadn’t done much good.

The girls were right. Knight’s name was on the building. He wasn’t going anywhere.

And any hope of legal action was met with mixed feelings. Half the women came out and said they couldn’t afford to lose their jobs, no matter that this lewd story was obvious sexual harassment. None of them believed Tanner Knight would face any punishment for it.

God, James thought, feeling sympathetic for his coworkers.

He had only wanted to make some money this summer; now he was in the middle of a scandal and learning a hell of a lot about what women had to put up with in the workplace.

The answer: a lot of vile bullshit.

They all went home with no solution to Knight Legal Group’s newest fanfiction. James lay awake that night not just thinking about what douchebags like Tanner Knight deserved, but also reflecting on the story itself. Just past two o’clock in the morning, unable to sleep, he opened the file on his phone and read it again, skipping down to the scene with Jamie.

Someone had actually fantasized about him. Tanner had written himself and James—who he believed was a woman—seducing each other.

She was my new wild stallion…

James realized he was pinching one of his nipples while reading about Tanner’s thick load. He dropped his phone like it was hot and buried himself under the covers, trying to purge every sexual thought from his mind.

He fell back asleep knowing that someone had to take a stand.

And if not him, who else?

This erotica was way out of line.

The following day, the morning went as routine: James donned a floral-printed white blouse and pink skirt for his shift at Knight Legal Group. The colors were perhaps more girly than his typical office attire, but he liked how everything matched. The skirt went well with the rose petals on his blouse, and even his small purse—a salmon shade—fit right in. By now, he was applying lip gloss and fussing with his hair in the mirror without a concern for the boy who had been spraying on his mom’s perfume for the past two weeks.

Gender had nothing to do with it.

He just wanted to look the part of a thirty-year-old woman, even if he had to spend an hour getting around every morning for some desk job.

But his tasks as an office assistant were far out of his mind that morning.

His mom dropped him off at the same spot, following with her usual fortuitous send-off: “Give ’em hell, sweetie.”

“Oh, I will,” James replied with a smile. “Love ya, Mom.”

Once inside, he stopped by his office to leave his purse. Then he strutted toward the end of the corridor and the executive offices. The job-post of Tanner Knight was directly next to his father’s, and far more spacious than the little closet that James and Lizzy shared. The man himself wasn’t in yet; regardless, James strolled in, closed the door, and had himself a seat on the desk that was as long and wide as a small hatchback.

He didn’t know what he was going to do. Scenarios had circulated through his mind of a heated confrontation, a knockout punch, a security-escorted removal from the premises.

James didn’t expect to still have his job by lunchtime. He knew his mom would understand, though. And perhaps she would understand this payback even more than him socking Nolan Baker in the school hallway.

Some assholes just needed a reality check.

He continued to wait, checking the clock on the wall every fifteen minutes as the bustle outside reached its usual morning sound levels.

Then the door flew open.

James steeled himself as the author of the overindulgent orgy, Tanner Knight, stepped into his own office. Not even an unexpected visitor could wipe that permanent smug grin off his face—the grin of someone who knew he could have anything or anyone he desired.

He was Nolan Baker after ten more years of wealthy privilege.

“Hm,” he grunted, softly closing the door. His eyes made a very obvious and very slow path up James’s body, beginning at his heels and pantyhose and stopping at his chest. “Hm,” he grunted again. “Mm-mm-mm.”

James crossed his arms. “I’m not here for your sick fantasies,” he said. “You’re a douchebag. And the women who work here don’t want to read about the twisted things that go on in your head. You’re going to apologize to them.”

Tanner’s grin widened, and he wagged a finger. “Jamie,” his voice purred. “You’re the new girl. This is simply how I run things. I think you’re punching above your weight.”

I’m definitely going to punch something very soon, James thought. The two of them were about the same size, although James was taller on account of his heels. He’d lost muscle mass from the virus, but he was positive he could still throw a fist.

Tanner walked closer, straightening his jacket.

James tensed up.

Tanner placed his hands down on either side of James, and bent closer until mere inches separated their faces.

The boss’s son stared for a while, his dark eyes seeming to peer inside James’s mind. Then he said, “What are you going to do?”

James couldn’t hold it in any longer.

He slapped Tanner across the cheek.

After rubbing the side of his face and looking surprised, Tanner retaliated by shoving James back onto the desk. A flailing arm sent a computer monitor tumbling and crashing to the floor. Something made of glass shattered. James grabbed the man’s throat, but he didn’t squeeze yet. He panted hard as Tanner leaned over him.

James realized his nipples were achingly stiff at that moment, stabbing the inside of his bra cups. He wondered if something was wrong with him as his enemy began to lay soft kisses upon his forearm. He could’ve squeezed. He could’ve choked him. But his fingers only retained a limp grasp of Tanner’s neck.

And when Tanner ran his fingertips delicately along the inside of James’s thigh, the hand fell away completely.

“I see my words had an effect on you,” Tanner said.

No they didn’t, James thought as he nodded slightly.

“You’re a bad girl,” he continued, as he began unbuttoning James’s blouse. “It’s time for a little discipline.”

I am bad, James thought. I should be decking this fucking bully, but instead I’m letting him SEDUCE me.

It was that damn virus. Never would James have thrown himself into the arms of another man, but god he was so turned on right now. And the ongoing intimacy and disrobing immediately cast away the concerns of the boy who had recently graduated high school. When the last button of his blouse was undone, he nearly moaned. His torso arched, as if encouraging Tanner to take him. Instead, James was wrapped in a tight embrace and had his neck kissed. It was a wonderfully sensual gesture from a man who had emailed his perverted fantasies to all the female clerks.

James wrapped his leg over. Tanner began to thrust a little, humping him.

Yes! James thought. More of that!

He was simultaneously scared and excited by how his body was reacting to this. A man on top of him should’ve been a nightmare; instead, it was making his loins burn.

Tanner began to pull at the blouse.

“Hey,” James breathed. “Easy with that. It’s not cheap.”

Tanner smiled and heeded the advice, and James assisted in extricating himself. The skirt was much easier. Two strong hands tugged it off, and James was down to his undergarments.

He blushed profusely—not because this was his first time with a man, but because he hoped Tanner liked what he saw. Women had so many tricks and apparatuses for making their bodies look good underneath clothes. As a thirty-year-old woman, James had some flab. And the feminine shape of his body was a little disproportioned by his long torso and wide shoulders. But the important pieces were all there.

See? he thought. I am a woman.

Tanner confirmed this by groping one of James’s tits. The pressure to his sensitive flesh made him gasp. Elsewhere, his body was just buzzing all over—but especially between his legs, where, not long after, Tanner’s other hand sought his female sex. His fingertips began rubbing over the impression of James’s pubic mound through his panties, where a damp spot had already formed.

“Oh,” James moaned. “Yes. Please. More of that.”

“I’m sorry about the inaccuracy in that silly story,” Tanner said. “I should’ve known a beautiful woman such as yourself wouldn’t be a virgin.”

“Of course not,” James said. “I’ve had lots of men.”

“You seem to know what you want.”

“I want you. Right here.”

And soon his wish was on its way to becoming fulfilled. James was relieved of his bra soon before Tanner removed his jacket and unbuttoned his own shirt. The more they kissed, the more James needed that ultimate pleasure. Everything in his body was yearning for it. He would have cried if he had come this far and not gotten it.

It was harder and harder to be disappointed with his actions the more nude he became, and the more that bulge in Tanner’s trousers began to tent forward.

“I have a meeting in ten. Gotta hurry,” he said, unzipping his pants.

When he pulled out a condom from his pocket, James raised a hand. “No. I’m on the pill. Don’t worry.”

“God, you really are perfect.”

James smiled.

He thinks I’m perfect. Holy shit.

James squealed as Tanner positioned himself between his pantyhose-clad legs—which continued to shiver with nervousness and horny anticipation. A wet, ticklish heat pulsed between his legs. He loved the sensation. It was like his body was announcing it was ready. And when Tanner pulled his cock out, James was instantly captivated by it. A tingle shot up his spine as he observed his partner stroking his hard-on, and then taking a firm grasp of that thick rod and bringing it closer.

There was a momentary dread as Tanner pressed his manhood against James’s entrance, and James shook so hard that the whole desk rattled. A gasp later, the first inch was pushing itself inside his pussy. His eyes bulged as a new organ-shifting fullness moved up from the bottom of his lower abdomen, sliding inside him with hardly any effort at all.

“God,” he gasped, starry-eyed by the sensation of a large cock occupying his snatch. “Mm. Wow.”

Tanner chuckled. “You have the cutest reactions.”

A bit dopey, James said, “It’s really nice. Like, really nice.”

Tanner leaned forward and kissed him with a heavy amount of tongue. It was during this that he began to gently thrust. As they slowly moved together, James was realizing how uncomfortable the desk was; the weight of their bodies had the wooden edge pinching his lower back something fierce. But he didn’t want to stop. Stopping meant giving up that fantastic girth, the undulation, the heat and sweat of their arousals.

The ride was under way.

And James wanted his conductor to keep mashing the throttle.

The whole desk rocked, bucking off pens, papers, and other paraphernalia. Tanner steadily quickened his pace. James had no idea where his partner’s cock stood on the spectrum of average size and thickness, but it was damn near perfect as it pumped into his warm hole. And his fiery libido was causing him to moan louder.

There was a crash behind him. A printer or something.

James began yanking on Tanner’s necktie, pulling him like he was operating the reins on a horse. And despite Tanner’s choking sounds, James pulled harder.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my God, yes!”

“Guhhh-ckkk,” Tanner groaned, thrusting like a bronco despite the pressure on his neck.

Then the finale arrived. Tanner’s cock spewed its gift deep inside James’s pussy. Tanner then thrust in so forcefully that James felt another round of cum gushing against what would have been a woman’s cervix. He trembled and shivered as his own climax answered his lover’s. Then Tanner fell into his arms, and the two kissed until his erection had begun to soften.

James’s mind was a whirlwind as his horny thoughts began to fade. There was no question that he had loved every second of Tanner pounding into him.

But he felt dirty.

He had come here to get back at the boss’s son for penning that awful story, not make it come true.

Maybe he still had some leverage here.

“You’re going to apologize to every single one of them,” James said, once he had caught his breath. “What you did was wrong. They’re upset. Your privilege doesn’t mean you can treat women like objects.”

Tanner tilted his chin up. He rested it on James’s collarbone.

“What if I don’t want to apologize?” he asked.

James looped the necktie once around Tanner’s neck, like a noose. He gave it a playful tug. “You will,” he said. “Because, if you can act like a gentleman to them, I’ll do anything you want me to. From nine to five, I’ll be your wild stallion.”

The boss’s son began to grin.
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The morning sex hadn’t satiated either of them; it was after their late-morning encore that James finally had a moment to relax and gather his thoughts. He lay in the prodigal bed of Tanner’s penthouse apartment, his sweat and bodily fluids surrounding him as one giant stain in the silk sheets. Tanner snoozed, his head resting on James’s naked tummy while the recent discharge of his balls trickled out of James’s worn-out pussy.

He let out a giggle, and then the giggle became a laugh that he had to cover his mouth for. Tanner twitched, but did not wake.

There was something extremely satisfying about receiving a man’s load, although James didn’t want to delve into his emotions further about why it was satisfying. But he had finally done it. He’d had intercourse with a man. Twice. Though that man was a repugnant douchebag.

Correction: a repugnant douchebag who had himself a nice, fat cock.

James wasn’t proud of himself. Bottling up his sexual urges had been a ticking time-bomb, which had happened to explode at an opportune time for the ornery protegé of Knight Legal Group. But damn. The sex was far and away better than anything he’d experienced in high school. Maybe he just hadn’t found a good partner until now. Or maybe sex really was more enjoyable as a thirty-year-old woman. Either way, he knew his legs would be opening for Tanner’s erection again soon. Possibly several more times.

“This is fucked,” he whispered with a quiet laugh. “Whatever.”

James slid himself out from underneath Tanner and gathered up his clothes. His panties were nowhere to be found. He wondered if he’d left them at the office and just not realized it until now, being so clouded by his libido.

He dressed quietly and slipped out. He grabbed a GO-EZ ride home, and texted his mom that he had left work early due to a stomach bug.

The next morning before his shift, he went into the break room and approached the coffeemaker. He had never drunk coffee in his whole life. Nearly all the female clerks did. His mom did. And today just felt like a coffee day, as if his identity of Jamie was beginning to take the wheel from the eighteen-year-old boy who had just slept with the boss’s son.

I’m never going to forgive myself for that, he thought.

And the deal. To be his wild stallion.

He remembered that line right when he took his first sip, and he nearly gagged.

“Morning, Jamie,” Brooke said. “Coffee? Good idea.”

He scooted aside as she poured herself a cup.

“I’m terribly sorry about all the shit that’s going on,” she said, stirring in cream and sugar before taking a huge gulp of her morning wake-me-up. “If I had known Tanner was going to pass that garbage around, I wouldn’t have invited you to work here. He’s been a dickhead long before you walked in the door, but this is the most heinous crap I’ve ever seen.”

“It’s okay,” James said.

“Well, it’s not okay for the girls.” Her phone beeped. She pulled it out and stared at the screen for a long while, leaving her coffee untouched on the countertop. Then she uttered, “Is this for real?”

“What?” he asked.

“This company-wide announcement. It says that, from now on, all breaks are being doubled in length, lunches will be reimbursed, every employee is getting a fifty-percent bump in pay, and we’re all receiving more PTO. And there’s also an apology about…well, you know.” She showed him the message. “Did you know anything about this?”

James shook his head. “No.”

Brooke rubbed her forehead. “I mean, fuck him. If this is to make us feel better after what happened, I won’t feel better. But maybe someone’s finally knocked some sense into Tanner.” Then, after another swig of coffee, she laughed at herself. “Sense, Brooke? Please.”

James wanted to think so. Or, at least, that his steamy sex yesterday had been more purposeful than just to find out how it felt to have a dick inside him.

The memory made his knees tremble.

He hoped the problem of Tanner Knight had been solved. For now. Although he couldn’t help but feel like he was rewarding a bully.

Well, duh, he thought. Tanner told me I was a bad girl.

Right. Clearly he just needed to get spanked like in that story to get his act together.

He wondered how it would feel to get spanked. Like, hard. And if he’d be into it. At least his nipples already were. Damn things.

After Brooke left, he went to his office and prepared to slave away at the mass-digitization project. Lizzy was already there. And when he shut the door, he didn’t have a chance to sit down before she spoke to him.

“I saw you,” she said.

“Huh? When?” James said, being slightly startled by his office-mate talking to him.

“With Tanner. Yesterday.” She pushed her glasses up her nose; the lenses magnified the disappointment in her eyes. “I was going to tell him that I quit. But you were in there. Doing stuff.”

“Oh.” James relaxed against his desk, waiting to feel embarrassed but not really feeling anything. “I’m sorry you had to see that. Things got out of hand.”

“Are you sacrificing yourself for us?”

“Sacrificing? Uh…”

“Or are you really sleeping with him because you like him?”

James saw what this was. He had to pick a side. Either he was a victim like the girls, or he was supporting Tanner’s behavior and therefore an enemy. Workplaces, like high schools, were all about cliques and choosing your friends. And he was the new girl. Lizzy needed to know how he felt about recent events.

I’m doing the right thing, he wanted to say. Just probably not the right way, because, well, I just grew tits like a month ago, and I’m wrestling with desires I don’t like but sometimes do, and it’s complicated.

The morning announcement was proof that he had made a difference. His actions had mattered this time.

It didn’t even require violence.

Only the power of pussy—even a pussy that had formerly been a scrotum and foreskin.

“I guess it’s a little of both.” The good guy in him said, “I’m being honest when I say that I’m trying to help you, and all the other girls.” And then the bad girl smiled and said, “But he’s such a charmer in bed too, and he can fuck like you wouldn’t believe.”

Lizzy scooted away in her chair. “We can’t be friends,” she said firmly, and that was the end of their conversation.

I know, James thought, and he looked at the stack of folders awaiting digital transcription.


Epilogue

James showed up at Tanner’s office wearing a miniskirt so short it almost didn’t cover his ass. On a girl who was five feet tall, it would’ve been a head-turner; on him, it was stripper attire. He’d worn it underneath a more-modest skirt to hide it from his mom, and then removed it at work. His newly red-dyed hair hung in perfect waves. He felt sexy as hell, which was a strange but electrifying emotion for an eighteen-year-old boy who had never known what it felt like to be sexy until he had caught the FAP-19 virus.

He pushed the door open. Tanner was reclined in his chair, his feet laid on the desk.

The boss’s son whistled approvingly as James entered and twisted around to close the door. He’d watched one of those instructional videos about how to flirt with his body language, and now he was sticking his ass out all the time.

His pussy was already wet.

“Damn,” Tanner said. “You had me convinced.”

“With what?” James asked, sashaying over to the desk. He couldn’t decide if he was going to give Tanner a blowjob first, or just skip straight to fucking him.

“I had to take care of some tax information. I looked up your social security number.”

James swallowed.

“Did you know that you have the same SSN as an eighteen-year-old guy? Whose current address also happens to be in this city?”

Uh oh, James thought. His Jamie identity had been blown.

But Tanner was still smiling. Maybe he had taken delight in tracking down the new girl’s real identity. Maybe he was about to enjoy whatever he had in mind.

James tried to play it off. He raised his skirt and showed Tanner his shaved crotch. “A boy would have a penis,” he said. “Not a tight pussy like mine.”

“Unless he’s infected with FAP-19.”

“Well, that’s silly.”

“You’re not on the pill. You can’t get pregnant because you’re really a guy.”

“That’s an interesting theory.”

“Cut the crap, James. I looked at your Facebook page. There was an outbreak during senior graduation, and you two look exactly alike.”

Dammit, James thought. He wasn’t as frustrated about his real identity becoming known as much as he was about potentially not getting fucked today. He’d shaved his pussy just for Tanner, and he hadn’t even commented on it.

“Yeah, I’m really a guy,” James sighed. “You wrote that story while fantasizing about a guy. You’ve been fucking a guy. A guy has been sucking your dick.”

Tanner laughed. “Way to rub it in.” He looked a little hurt, as if he was questioning his masculinity like James had been while the virus had been altering his sexual orientation.

“I guess I’m sorry for not telling you,” James said. “But I’m not sorry for all the orgasms. I really enjoy being fucked like a girl, and you’re pretty good at the fucking part.”

Tanner seemed to ponder this revelation. “I don’t like being lied to.”

“You never asked.”

He raised a finger. “Is it the H.1.29 variant?”

James nodded.

“So you crave sex more than normal girls?”

“Constantly,” James moaned.

A smile was forming again. “That’s interesting. And I find it so hot that you enjoy your changes. But after this discovery, I need you to convince me that you really do want to be a girl.” He scooted back in his chair, revealing the erect cock sticking out of his trousers. “Can you do that, Jamie?”

James definitely could. And with a lick to his lips, he got down on his knees.
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“There she is,” Gavin announced, as he wheeled the four-wheel-drive Jeep through a Gulf Coast sand drift—probably left behind from one hurricane or another. The modestly sized house overlooked America’s southern coastline, alongside many other houses that were perched on the half-grassy knoll. He stopped, slammed the gear lever up, and sighed in relief.

Tom was relieved too. They’d made it with Gavin behind the wheel and without one of his classic near-death experiences. All his morning prayers had paid off.

“You said it was a mansion,” Jack argued in the front passenger seat, eyeing the house that didn’t live up to his expectations.

“It is a mansion,” Gavin argued back. “It’s got two stories. Four bedrooms. It is considered a beachfront estate.”

“Four stories would be a mansion. Like those houses we passed that had Bentleys out front.”

“Well, compared to our college apartment, it is a goddamn mansion. Now you gonna keep arguing, or am I gonna have to drag your ungrateful ass out?”

Tom just laughed. It was the usual type of banter between his friends. They all grabbed their bags and got out. Gavin had brought his surfboard, which had been sliding around in the rear compartment and nearly whacking Tom in the head during sharp bends—because Gavin couldn’t resist taking corners any slower than a speed that squealed the tires. Tom was glad to get away from that thing, and retreat to the—hopefully—relative safety of a beach house.

They had planned for a four-week stay. Nothing but sun, fun, and babes.

Gavin unlocked the door. “Gentlemen first,” he said, barging his way inside with an armload of luggage. Jack and Tom followed. They set their things inside the door. Gavin went on ahead to turn on the lights and air conditioner. The interior decor had all the fingerprints of retired grandparents, including a BEACH STREET road sign, giant plastic clamshells, starfish decorations, and an obsessive amount of photos featuring a Gulf Coast sunset.

Sometimes it was rented out on Airbnb, but this summer it was all theirs.

On the way back out, Tom noticed some action from the neighbor’s house. A short Hispanic woman was taking out the trash. She was wearing a bikini top and those weather-appropriate Daisy Dukes that were practically underwear—although the strings over her hips suggested that she was wearing bikini bottoms underneath. She tossed the garbage into the bin, then looked at Tom.

Tom waved politely.

Their neighbor scowled and marched up the steps and back into her house.

Tom heard footsteps beside him. “Not a very friendly welcome,” he said, before turning and seeing Jack next to him.

His shorts were monstrously tented out.

“Oh, dude,” Tom said. “Boner alert.”

“Hm?” Jack glanced down. “Oh. Shit. Thanks.” Then he went about adjusting things.

Jack had been diagnosed with depression late in high school. These days he was on meds. On the positive side, he was more outgoing and eager to hang out with his friends, and had been psyched as hell to come down to the Gulf Coast for a month. However, the antidepressant—Desyrel—gave him rock-hard and frequent erections. He got them so often that he sometimes didn’t even notice that his body was trying to sprout a third leg. It was on Tom’s shoulders to be his buddy’s wingman for such situations.

It wasn’t that big of deal. Actually, it was pretty goddamn funny, and Tom was well accustomed to seeing Jack with a huge boner.

They’d showered together. And, well, to make matters worse, the guy was fucking huge.

When he was excited, it was a scene. Like a missile ready for launch.

Tom was kind of jealous.

“Phew,” Jack exhaled. “You think she saw?”

“Probably why she ran away,” Tom laughed.

They headed back inside. Even though he’d been sitting in a backseat for eight hours, Tom was exhausted. Road trips really drained him. He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, then roamed around. The bottom-floor bathroom door was closed, and the light was on—likely the wheelman taking a shit. In Gavin’s room at the back, Tom stopped and had a look inside.

There was a workstation of sorts: a computer surrounded by printed-out photos of blurry half-naked women, binoculars, and a telescope aimed at the house next door. Like a pervert’s office. Someone had a babe-watching obsession.

“Jesus,” Tom muttered, scratching his scalp as he trotted up the stairs toward the loft. His head had been itchy ever since they’d arrived. Probably the sand or whatever.

The room upstairs was a similar story. Another telescope. The single window in the room was a perfect mirrored copy of the window in the neighbor’s house, giving him a rather voyeuristic vantage point inside the loft of the house that the Hispanic girl had gone into.

More of Gavin’s handiwork, undoubtedly.

Hey, they all liked girls. But that guy took it to another level.

The window across had the blinds drawn. Regardless, Tom scooted the telescope out of the way, trying not to think about what else the hands that had last handled the telescope had also been touching at the time. Yuck.

Jack had already claimed the upstairs bedroom—evidenced by his luggage. Tom chose one of the downstairs bedrooms for himself.

The three of them mostly kept to themselves for the remainder of the evening. Tom was too damn tired to do much of anything other than relax in bed and catch up on what he’d missed on social media. After getting DoorDash from a local barbecue place, he texted his mom and told her that he’d arrived safely.

His damn scalp kept itching. He was beginning to wonder if it was something worse. Like lice or something. Did adults get lice? He’d thought that was just a kid thing.

Tom fell asleep in his clothes.

He was woken up by someone poking him in the shoulder.

“Dude.” It was Gavin. Even through the tired-eyed blear of an early morning, his reddish hair was the dead giveaway. And his snickering. “Wake up, man. You gotta check this out.”

“Wha…?” Tom started, before he was interrupted by a long, jaw-cracking yawn. There was a phone being held in front of him. The image on it was all green.

Gavin: “I flew the drone out last night. There are”—deep inhale—“three hot babes next door. Look. Look, man.” He tapped the play button, showing Tom that it wasn’t a picture but a video. The night-vision camera hovered outside one of the windows. There was no audio, but two college-aged inhabitants had been clearly identified. One was the Hispanic woman from yesterday, another was a taller, possibly blonde friend with a killer figure. Gavin even paused the video to zoom in on her rack.

“Yeah,” Tom groaned. “I see her tits, man. You know, that’s kinda weird.”

“But wait. You’re gonna love this.” Now he fast-forwarded the video; the drone zoomed around the house to the opposite side, where it floated toward another window, this one fully open.

Tom couldn’t believe what he was seeing as the camera went inside and hovered across the room. Gavin’s point of interest was very clear: there was a bathroom and a blurry figure taking a shower. He must’ve gotten within a few feet of her before slowly retreating.

“Jesus.”

“I know!” Gavin laughed. “Three college guys here. Three college girls over there. And trust me, I know they’re college girls. I found a sweater with University of Texas logos.”

Am I the only one who sees how fucking creepy this is? Tom wondered to himself. First the telescopes and camera. Now a goddamn drone that Gavin had flown out in the middle of the night. It had goddamn night vision.

Tom sat up, scratching his scalp again.

“Whoa, hey, I didn’t notice you were growing your hair out,” Gavin remarked. “Rad.”

“My hair?”

Tom felt across his ears. Sure enough, his normally well-kept and short-cropped style was thicker and shaggier this morning. That wasn’t right; it’d been pretty short yesterday. He’d intentionally gotten it cut the weekend before so he could look his best and not have to worry about it while he was vacationing down here.

Gavin took a step back. The realization widened his eyes. “Oh shit,” he said. “Are you infected?”

“Of course not,” Tom laughed, his voice briefly cracking. “I’m not infected.”

Gavin inspected his own hair. But his was already shaggy to begin with—and didn’t look a millimeter longer since yesterday. Then he was all smiles. “Hey, you know what’s better than three chicks? Four chicks.”

“Not funny. And I am not turning into a chick. Get your damn eyes checked. Being half blind would actually explain your driving.”

“Ouch.”

After Gavin left, Tom refused to believe that he had contracted FAP-19. Sure, there’d been a few small outbreaks in high school and during his freshman semester in college. The faculty cracked down on that pretty hard, putting contagious guys into quarantine and offering all of their classes online. He couldn’t even remember knowing anyone who had been infected. Maybe one of his friend’s older brothers, but they’d never talked to each other.

He looked at his fingernails, observing how they now extended well over his fingertips.

His heart was starting to race.

Fuck, he thought. Where the hell did I get it?

Once he had accepted his worst fears, he got up and took care of his morning wiz. Everything downstairs was accounted for—except for his cock seeming to be more shriveled up inside its foreskin than usual. More noticeable, however, was his shirt rubbing against his nipples.

The hair. The fingernails. The nipples. Those were all early symptoms. The college had sent out a bulletin specifically warning all male students what to watch out for.

He’d barely glanced over it, but he remembered the first signs.

When there was something out there—be it an invisible virus—that could make your manhood disappear, guys took notice. Not always fully, but at least partially.

Over the sound of the flushing toilet, Tom inventoried his appearance in the bathroom mirror. Indeed, his hair was now hanging over his ears and generally looked like he’d gone five or six weeks since a cut, not a few days. His chin still had stubble. Maybe it was sparser. Hard to tell. He always kept his face clean shaven anyhow.

Tom lifted his tank top—which ironically said CHICK MAGNET.

With his torso bared, he stared at a pair of nipples that were very much larger and more swollen than they should’ve been, like bad spider bites. He brushed his fingers across one of them and immediately winced from the sensitivity. An aching throb vibrated through his entire pectoral muscle. And, embarrassingly, the puffy mound seemed to puff out a little more.

He noticed hair on the countertop.

A shake to his tank top caused more to fall out.

“Shit on a fucking stick,” Tom groaned, hoping it wasn’t the H.1.29 variant.

Being a girl wasn’t really the scary part. It was summer. He could’ve just stayed home, closed all the blinds, and endured this three-month struggle without anyone else in the world seeing his transformation. Instead, he was hundreds of miles away from home, stuck on vacation with two of his male buddies for the next four weeks, and unable to avoid being seen. Or pestered. Or, possibly, hit on.

Tom looked at his face again. All that rugged maleness of his facial features. He couldn’t picture himself as a woman—much less an attractive one.

But he’d seen some crazy transformations. Sometimes, it didn’t even take much.

Cursing to himself, Tom grabbed his phone, found the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app in the store, and installed it.

When it asked him for his current status, he chose: I AM EXPERIENCING SYMPTOMS OF FAP-19.

“And am growing some tits,” he said to himself—with another voice crack.
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Tom switched on the Braun beard-trimmer he’d borrowed from Gavin and swept the vibrating blades across the right side of his skull. Tresses of foot-long hair fell into the sink basin. He continued with more passes around the circumference of his head, until the amount of fuzz began to outnumber the hair that nearly reached his shoulders. For a moment, he had the half-and-half look of some punk rocker groupie—sans a spiked collar and the tattoos.

He had quickly come to hate long hair. Every damn day it was falling into his eyes and sticking to his mouth. How ladies put up with it, he could never understand. He liked women with long hair, but a few days was enough for him.

It was soft and silky too. Like girl’s hair that was well conditioned. The influx of new hormones into his bloodstream apparently made it come out of his scalp that way.

After ten minutes of going gentle and not overburdening the little underpowered trimmer, Tom slashed off the last few strands and brushed his new, fuzzy head.

He wished he could say, even with a short hairstyle, that he looked masculine.

But…

Shit.

His face was bizarre. The elements of his masculinity were all there; his bone structure hadn’t changed. But details had. Like his eyebrows, which had crept a little way up his forehead and thinned out. His eyelashes were longer too. And his lips were larger, and seemed more inclined to naturally pout if he wasn’t consciously controlling his facial expression. Between all those, his skin was baby smooth.

He didn’t look girlish. More prepubescent. But on an adult-sized skull, which was all more evident with his shaved head.

Again, bizarre.

Tom collected the hair and dumped it into the trash. All the hand and arm motions caused his chest to jiggle. His budding breasts of three days prior were now a distant memory; he had actual tits now. Fleshy, bouncy, erratically animated fat-cones that spent half the day being sore as hell and the other half feeling warm and tingly. He was stunned by how fast they had developed, almost erasing any evidence of his pectoral muscles overnight—which heralded pretty much every other muscle group in his abdomen diminishing in size. Tom’s waist was smaller than he could ever remember.

It wasn’t, like, hourglass or anything. But there was a hint of what was coming.

If not for his hips being pretty much the same size, he feared he wouldn’t even be able to keep his pants on. Everything he owned was now tight in the chest, loose in the waist, and snug around the seat area.

And he knew the metamorphosis wasn’t finished with him yet.

Tom flexed his arms in the mirror. Still some bulging. Not bad.

“No way I’m gonna act like some chick,” he told his reflection, with a voice that was far from manly. “I’m still a man. Even if I got tits.”

Yet he knew that, within a couple days, categorizing himself as a man might be a stretch of the imagination. He looked at the toilet in the mirror, seeing the seat still up.

It had no reason to come down. Yet.

Tom left the bathroom. Footsteps came from the hallway. He knew the feet belonged to Jack on account of the scent of marijuana that preceded his arrival.

“Hey, man,” Jack said, with a Powerade in hand. “Whoa. All shaved, huh? That’s cool.”

“Was getting tired of it,” Tom said, rubbing his head.

“I thought you looked pretty good before.”

“Too late now.”

Jack’s morning chat was accompanied by the usual guest: his massively swollen erection nearly tearing the front of his boxers in half. A lone button soldiered on, holding back the turgid tide. He seemed completely unaware of it.

Tom just chuckled and pointed.

“Oh. Yeah. Sorry.” Jack made the appropriate adjustments. Even still, his cock looked like a fat banana stuffed down the inside of his boxers.

“You ever jerk off?” Tom asked casually. “I mean, that usually does the trick, right?”

“Not with the meds. It’s like Viagra times ten.”

“Oh. That sucks.”

Their boner-related conversation was interrupted by some shouting nearby. Mostly female voices. It sounded like the sort of commotion that only a pervert like Gavin could cause.

Jack looked like he had come to the same conclusion.

The two of them hurried out the back door—with Tom gingerly using his hands like a makeshift bra to keep his tits still. As expected, Gavin was the center of excitement. The Hispanic woman was taking handfuls of sand and flinging it at his face. Two other women, a blonde and another in glasses, watched from the porch above.

“Get the fuck out of our house!” the Hispanic woman screamed. Another handful of sand came flying. She had the softball stance. Then she noticed the two extra onlookers. Suddenly a self-defense stun gun was in her hand, zapping ferociously. “Hey! Stay the fuck back! I’m gonna call the cops!”

“Whoa! Shit, lady!” Tom said, holding his hands out. “What’s going on?”

“Your friend here had his face in my hamper, sniffing my fucking panties!”

Ah, crap, Tom thought. Here we go.

The accusations didn’t wipe the stupid-ass grin off Gavin’s face. He scrambled over toward Tom and Jack, as if the boys and girls were two opposing factions on a battlefield. The woman continued to hold her weapon out, and didn’t look afraid of using it for its intended purpose.

Then Gavin whispered into Tom’s ear: “Whatever she says, it’s all true. She’s fucking pissed, man. But it’s all to get us laid. Trust me.”

Tom wasn’t in a trusting mood. He was upset that he had to deal with this shit. He blamed his fluctuating hormones.

And it appeared that he was the only level-headed person on his side.

The Hispanic woman was checking him out. “You infected? You didn’t look like that a few days ago.”

“Early stages,” Tom explained.

“Huh. Maybe your friend should sniff your panties then. Because the next time he tries to sniff mine, I’m zapping him in the balls.”

That’s probably fair, Tom thought. He glanced at the Hispanic woman’s friends in the background. Their attention was on him too. Probably the tits. It was always the tits. He’d been guilty of ogling women in the past, so in a way he saw it as karma.

A minute went by, and everyone had cooled off. The Hispanic woman was no longer holding out her stun gun like she was meaning to lunge with it.

“I’m sure we can sort this out without the police getting involved,” Tom put forward. “Right?” He turned to Gavin. “None of us is going to act like a bonehead again, and we’re all going to treat our neighbors with respect?”

Gavin shrugged. “Yeah. Sure.”

Tom wanted to hit him.

The Hispanic woman: “We can sort this out, but sacrifices will have to be made.” She pointed to Tom and beckoned him to come over. “You’re the one who’s least likely to molest me. You’re going to live with us.”

Wait, what? Tom thought.

“I won’t molest you,” Jack said in the background. He was ignored.

Tom joined his fellow neighbors, led by their stun-gun-wielding leader. He had no desire to get shocked, so he obeyed—even if he didn’t understand why he was the one being punished after Gavin had been trespassing and acting like a stupid fucking pervert.

This woman would definitely call the police if she knew about the drone.

“Okay,” she said, the groups now four against two. “Truce?”

“Yeah, totally,” Gavin said, smiling.

“Now wait a minute—” Tom started.

“Done waiting,” she said. “Let’s introduce you to your new home, sister. Make one wrong move, and I’ll zap you in the fucking nipple.”

To Tom, in the midst of his gender-change metamorphosis, that sounded more terrifying than getting zapped in the balls. He compliantly accompanied the girls back inside their house, which—like in the summer rental belonging to Gavin’s grandparents—also had its kitchen in the very back. The girls’ stares made him feel like an extraterrestrial. He was becoming one of them, but he wasn’t quite there yet. But he was definitely no longer a man.

He was stuck between two worlds.

Inside, after the back screen door banged shut, the Hispanic woman began digging through his pockets, from which she confiscated his wallet and phone.

“Collateral,” she explained, to Tom’s unasked question. “I trust you more than that stalker you seem to be pals with.”

“Gavin,” Tom said.

“Yeah. Him. Maldito pervertido. Don’t try anything funny.” She introduced herself as Ramona. And then her friends: Morgan, the blonde, and Lana, the one with glasses. Those two kept their distance. Morgan was tall and busty—the kind of woman Tom would’ve been trying to get the phone number of, before his whole disappearing-manhood situation. But it reassured him that he did still find her attractive. Lana stayed near the end of the room, kind of like a reclusive cat that hadn’t made up its mind about a new guest in the house.

“Why are we punishing him?” Morgan asked. “It was that Gavin twerp that was sneaking around in our house.”

Tom liked her thinking.

“Doesn’t matter. He’s a man. They’re pretty much all the fucking same anyway. I don’t trust Gavin, and that other pot-smoker would just stink up our house.” Ramona opened the wallet and found the driver’s license. “Your name’s Tom Arnold?” She started laughing.

“Congrats, you’re the hundredth person to laugh,” Tom said, with more than mild sarcasm.

“What’s so funny?” Morgan asked.

“Tom Arnold,” Ramona said. “He’s an actor.”

“Never heard of him.”

In the back, Lana finally spoke up: “How long have you been infected?” She was quiet.

“Five days, I think,” Tom said, after attempting to clear his throat. His male voice wasn’t coming back, but it didn’t stop him from trying.

“My brother caught it once.”

Tom thought she was working up toward a story, but she said nothing else.

Then Ramona announced: “Strip.”

He looked at her like she was out of her goddamn mind—which she was.

“No men in this house,” she said, tugging on his tank top. “No men’s clothes either. You can do what I say, or I can burn your nipple off.” She smiled. It was a high school portrait smile. Perfectly happy while imagining violence.

Tom submitted and began stripping.

He was embarrassed to take his clothes off, to let them see. On any other beach vacation, he would’ve happily taken his shirt off for the curious eyes of cute ladies. Hell, he loved playing volleyball shirtless because it usually earned him a date or two with the local hotties.

Today? He was showing them his tits.

The fabric whisked across his nipples, causing the spongy flesh to bounce. Morgan giggled. She couldn’t take her eyes off them. Neither could Lana, who just smiled. And when Tom removed his shorts, they all had a good look at the developing curvature of his once-masculine physique.

Ramona nodded to his briefs.

“Really?” he squeaked.

“Yeah. Really.”

She left the room as he finished disrobing. Morgan covered her mouth as the briefs fell around his ankles. He was very consciously aware of how small his genitals were—his testicles most of all, which had withdrawn into his body cavity the day before. His stomach twisted at the thought of them turning into ovaries.

Everything else was tiny. Like kid-sized.

Ramona returned with a pair of distinctive pink panties in her grasp, lacy with a floral design. She ordered the inevitable.

Tom’s heart pounded as he slid into them, tugging the feminine fabric over the subtle flare of his thighs until the waistband had surmounted the curve of his hips, at which point they were snug against his groin. The panties squeezed him like no male underwear did, as if they were molding his body into the feminine shape it hadn’t quite attained yet. In the front, all impressions of his junk were practically nonexistent—minus an easily overlooked lump.

He situated them until they were as comfortable as could be.

Ramona patted him on the stomach. “Come on, big girl. There’s cleaning to do.” She raised her stun gun and activated it briefly, filling the room with a punctual zap.
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Tom gave the toilet handle a flip; the scrubbed-off mildew and blue-tinted water swirled into the pipe with a loud cough. Then he sat back on his haunches and wiped the sweat off his forehead with an equally sweaty forearm, being sure to avoid touching his skin with the soiled latex gloves.

What the hell, man? he kept thinking.

This was supposed to be a goddamn vacation.

Instead, he was role-playing as a maid for the girls next door, reduced to crawling around on his hands and feet to scour the porcelain in their bathrooms, whether it be the toilets, tubs, or sinks. It was basically abuse. He was currently a sick man! And because of his hard labor and ongoing syndromes, he was feeling exhausted and lightheaded from the chemicals wafting into his nostrils. He had to sit back and relax for a moment, never mind that he was sharing the space intimately with a goddamn toilet.

Tom gazed down at the mounds hanging from his chest. Today, this seventh day of watching his own body gradually erase all signs of his manhood, they were very near the size of his mom’s—although he wasn’t the kind of pervert who had memorized his mother’s bra size. It was just a guesstimation. They were good handfuls. Larger than grapefruit, and sagging a bit more now that gravity was having a more significant effect on them.

He watched them rise and fall.

FAP-19 changed pretty much everything. But nothing so obvious as growing tits. Tom hardly cared that his waist was smaller, or that his body hair had mostly fallen out, or that a stranger might trip over which pronouns to use.

The fucking tits were just so obvious.

He wondered if he ought to consider wearing a bra. On the other hand, his shoulders and chest were much too large to be strapped into anything his new housemates might wear—unless it was extremely stretchy, like maybe a sports bra.

Tom removed the latex gloves and tossed them alongside the other cleaning accessories. Shortly after, company arrived. He looked up and saw Lana standing over him; she then shyly backed away and hid herself behind the wall once she noticed he was topless.

That was a rule. He had to wear the panties. Only the panties.

“I thought you might need a drink,” came her muffled voice on the other side. “I made some lemonade. If you’re thirsty.”

“Yeah,” Tom said. “Sure. Thanks.” He stood up and thoroughly washed his hands in the now-clean sink. “You can look. It’s no big deal.”

Lana slowly made herself visible again. With a timid fling of her hand to secure a loose strand of hair behind her ear, she held out the refreshment. Her eyes tried to not look at Tom’s nudity, but they couldn’t help themselves.

He took the drink and gulped down two heavy swallows, then sighed his enjoyment.

“I’m sorry about my friends,” she said quietly. “Particularly Ramona. Her parents are both cops. That’s just the way she acts sometimes.”

Explains the militant attitude, Tom thought.

“It was kinda deserved,” Tom said. “Gavin’s a jerk. I apologize. But his grandparents have that nice beach house, so I have to stay friends with him for these free vacations.”

Lana smiled. “Yeah. Ramona’s parents own this house.”

“We both have to put up with our jerks.”

She nodded.

Tom was self-conscious about his breasts throughout their talking. A concerned voice in his mind kept insisting he should cover himself; there was a perfectly good towel within arm’s reach. But he’d already been going for a couple minutes now, tits out, and Lana had seen everything anyway. And, besides, she was a girl herself. It wasn’t like he was standing there with his dick out or anything.

Out in public, he would have to cover up. In here, it wasn’t the first thing on his mind.

Part of growing up as a man, he supposed. Different rules.

Lana gestured to his new assets. “They’ve definitely grown.”

“Yeah,” he agreed.

“Have you had them measured?”

He shook his head.

“I have a tape measure. I like to knit, so lengths are kind of crucial. Want me to measure you?”

He shrugged. “Okay. Do I need to be measured?”

“If you want a good-fitting bra,” she explained with a smirk.

Tom waited as she disappeared and returned. Holy hell, I’m getting my tits measured, he kept thinking, the situation having a sharply surreal quality for a moment. Lana went right to work: she used a string to measure the circumference of his ribcage, then wrapped the string a little higher so that it encircled his torso and the fullest part of his boobs. She assessed each length with her tape measure.

Then the results came in.

“Looks like you’re a 37C,” she said. “I’d probably get a 38C, then use the tightest hooks. Then you have extra room to work with in case you still get another growth spurt.”

Tom couldn’t believe he needed to know such a number. Bra sizes were a girl thing. Until that damn virus had come along, anyway. He cupped his breasts and juggled them slightly, considering their squishy roundness from the perspective of someone who’d always strove for his body to not be soft and squishy.

It was certainly an adjustment.

For lunch, Tom was allowed a peanut butter sandwich. Afterward, he exhibited his cleaning skills to Ramona, who inspected each bathroom closely. He was confident that he had polished every surface to be clean enough to eat off of—although he did not want to demonstrate such an opinion.

“Not bad,” she said, peering into the upstairs toilet. “Now I have a new assignment for you.”

Tom sighed. “Okay. Can I at least put on clothes? Or change my underwear?” He’d been wearing the same pair of pink panties for three days straight. There wasn’t an odor or anything, but it bothered him subconsciously. Plus, they were tight on his male frame, and he was having to constantly dig them out of his ass crack.

“No. You’re missing the point. But you’ll see.”

In the upstairs loft, Ramona lowered the blinds to halfway. Then she scooted a wooden chair into the middle of the room, faced it toward the single window. Finally, her third act as lord of the house was to give him one of those battery-powered Hitachi Magic Wands, only it seemed to be a knockoff brand without the official logos.

What the hell am I supposed to do with this? he thought, nervously handling the device as if it were coated in infectious germs.

He was still looking at it in confusion when he heard the snap of a picture being taken. A flash went off, and Ramona put away her phone.

“Get to it, chica,” she said, nodding to the deliberately positioned chair. “This is your reward for all that hard work. Don’t you want to play with yourself? That’s what all guys want to do when they turn into girls, right?”

“Not really,” Tom admitted.

He was trying to piece together her intentions here. She wanted him to masturbate, but also he was going to be visible—well, half of him was. If Gavin or Jack noticed what was going on from the loft of the other house, they wouldn’t be able to see Tom’s face.

That was kind of reassuring?

Tom was about to protest anyway; he’d rather go back to cleaning. But then Ramona pulled out her stun gun as motivation.

“Okay. Jeez. I’ll play with myself. And my friends are going to watch me, right?”

She smiled and pointed at the chair. “You go for fifteen minutes. Then I’ll let you leave.”

“Whatever.”

Ramona gave him privacy and shut the door. Tom, meanwhile, walked over to the chair and dropped his more-padded ass into the seat. Again, he looked at the massager like it was alien technology, studying the apple-sized head and the buttons and knobs that seemed to control the speed and pattern of vibrations.

Tom tried to relax as he sat with his knees toward the half-open window. He observed the front of his underwear, the pink lace contoured smoothly to his restructured groin. This morning, he’d had to sit down to urinate. It’d been nothing less than a traumatic experience. Like waking up and finding out that he’d been in a car crash and needed to be amputated.

He tried not to think about any of those details south of his beltline.

“Oh God,” he whispered worriedly, jerking his thumb against the button that turned the massager on. Suddenly it buzzed to life, the whole device trembling in his grasp.

Thirty more seconds—and several nervous swallows—passed before the prospect of shocking punishment made him focus on Ramona’s request. He tilted the massager down and led the vibrating head into the valley between his thighs, inching it closer and closer to his groin.

Until the two made light contact.

Tom bucked in the chair and whipped the massager away. “Holy shit,” he gasped, his entire crotch abruptly alight with a tingling, pulsing warmth. It dissipated so fast that he wasn’t even sure if it was pain or pleasure.

Damn!

Tom applied a more calculated angle with the massager on the second go-round, opting to apply pressure with the side of the vibrating head rather than the more violently buzzing middle. It still made him squirm, and again he hesitated and pulled the Hitachi knockoff away. But just a hair’s width. He pressed it back, centering the vibrations right in the middle of his groin, where a functional penis had existed mere days ago.

He leaned his head back, inhaling and exhaling in short bursts. He tried to stop his legs from quivering until the effort was too much of a distraction.

Damn, he thought, finding the most sensitive region of his crotch and holding the massager directly against it. Soon, it wasn’t just his legs that were quivering; his whole body was. Waves of warmth and tingles rippled through his loins. He shifted his pelvic bone forward. The pleasure immediately doubled, and he couldn’t stop himself from actually moaning.

He assumed it was his clitoris sending off these awesome signals. His actual goddamn clitoris. Neurologically speaking, a clitoris was fairly similar to a penis, so it made sense that it was the focal point of intensity. But he hadn’t imagined it would be so quick and so overwhelming.

“Whoa,” he breathed, now beginning to rub the massager up and down. This kick-started a discovery of an even better method: circles. He rotated the vibrating head around the top of his altered genitalia, concentrating all his masturbation energy on giving his clitoris the attention it craved. And goddamn did it deliver! He lost himself in the euphoria. At one point he realized he was drooling on himself. He didn’t care.

He went for it, turning the massager’s power and frequency up to their max settings. And then he was pressing it between his legs so tightly that he could feel the vibrations all the way up in his ribs.

Tom had no basis for knowing when a female orgasm was coming. But it sure brewed for a long, pleasurable while. His whole lower navel—and thighs, even—seemed to melt from the warmth radiating from his crotch.

And then everything down there just fucking exploded.

He bucked forward, surprising himself with a loud, girlish cry of pleasure. His throat squeaked out more whimpers as he shook and shook, almost on the brink of tears from the satisfaction and relief. A hot buzzing flooded through his lower abdomen.

“Guh! Ah! Oh fuck!”

In the aftermath, Tom was spent. The orgasm took more out of him, stamina-wise, than he was used to. But his libido was still kind of raging.

He only now noticed that someone was standing in the other house’s loft. Just their legs were visible. Tom realized he had put on a show for one of his friends.

Ramona gave him a full change of clothes and congratulated him.

Later on, after sunset, Tom was relaxing in the upstairs loft when he saw motion in the house next door. Gavin was downstairs, opening a bubble mailer. Out came the pink panties.

Which he promptly—and happily—buried his face into.
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Tom rolled over on the lumpy mattress, sweating. The girls kept their thermostat three degrees hotter than the house next door, and up in the loft it was downright toasty—even before noon. That hadn’t stopped him from catching some shuteye, and he had a feeling it was near eleven o’clock when he finally couldn’t ignore the brightness of daylight.

He saw Morgan dressed in nothing but a very flattering yellow bikini.

Tom didn’t make a sound. The resident natural blonde was over by the window, peering outside. His eyes traced the rather pleasant curve of her toned thighs and swimsuit-clad backside, where the bottoms pinched her tan skin oh so gently. The terrain above was just as wonderful: a flat belly, a bulging bikini top, and long curls of blonde hair that danced in the breeze. He couldn’t see her face.

The subsequent excitement that Tom felt reminded him that he was incapable of getting morning wood. But a small region between his legs felt comfortably warm all the same. He discreetly rubbed there, feeling the firm knot of sensitive tissue that must’ve been his clitoris.

Size apparently did not matter, as so many girls liked to say.

That little thing was wickedly responsive!

Tom cleared his throat.

Morgan leaned back inside. He hadn’t noticed she was holding binoculars to her eyes. She saw him and giggled. “Hey. Oops. Did I wake you?”

Tom shook his head and yawned. “Nah.” His sleepwear consisted of a woman’s tank top with BEACH BESTIE written across the chest and blue cotton panties. He absentmindedly scratched his nipples, which were prominently displayed through the undersized garment. He swung over and planted his feet on the hardwood floor. “What were you watching?”

Her grin stretched. “One of your friends. Not the redhead.”

“Jack.” Tom recalled that Jack had taken the upstairs loft in their house.

“Jack.” Morgan bit her bottom lip playfully. She was the kind of girl who looked like she always started her morning by sucking down happy gas. “He’s in the bathroom. I was kind of being a peeping tom. Well, a peeping Morgan. If you were watching, you’d be a peeping Tom.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess so.”

Tom rose to his feet and wandered over to the window. He immediately saw what had grabbed Morgan’s interest: his buddy Tom was in the bathroom on the opposite side of the loft. He was brushing his teeth. Nothing extraordinary. But his boxers were obscenely stretched out in the front, showing off a nine-inch kickstand in case he ever needed to take his weight off his feet. His antidepressant was working as expected.

“Oh,” Tom laughed. “Okay.”

“He’s massive,” Morgan said. “Isn’t he? That’s got to be the biggest I’ve ever seen, unless he’s stuffing it. Is he stuffing his pants?”

“Nope. He’s natural. But it’s partly because of a medicine he takes. It makes him have constant boners. I always have to remind him when he does, because he’s so used to being rock-hard all the time that he’s oblivious.”

Morgan burst out laughing. “Really?”

“Yep. Honest.”

Eventually, Jack went out of view—probably downstairs to eat either breakfast or lunch, or perhaps brunch. Morgan put the binoculars on the windowsill.

“How big were you?” she asked. “Before…” Her eyes swept down his body to finish the question. Before you joined the girl squad.

Tom shrugged. “Average. I wasn’t obsessed with measuring myself.”

“Are you attracted to your friends now?”

“No way.”

“You should try giving a blowjob sometime. It’ll change your mind.”

He laughed nervously until Morgan had joined in. It was kind of unsettling how similar their voice pitches were, although she was definitely more of a giggler.

She grabbed him by the upper arms. “Come on. I bet Jack would lose his mind if you led him up into the bedroom and dropped to your knees. Then you just let desire take over.”

“And you’d watch from this spot?”

Her smile didn’t deny it.

Tom couldn’t admit he’d ever had a girl encourage him to provide oral sex to another man. So many people had misconceptions about FAP-19. Changing sex didn’t automatically change your orientation. And since the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app was ninety-nine percent sure he hadn’t been in contact with the H.1.29 variant, Tom was confident that he was going to spend the next three months dick free.

“If you had a million dollars,” he said. “Then maybe. With the cost of student loans, I probably would suck a dick to have them paid off.”

Morgan looked sad. “Aw. I want you to be like me,” she pleaded. “I think it’s so hot when a guy gets infected and has fun with it. My first time having sex just opened my eyes so much to the pleasure us girls can have. You need to experience a cock inside you, Tom.”

Tom was less eager for such experiences. “We’ll see.”

Once Morgan had left, Tom looked down at his changed body, wondering if he’d ever want to have a man’s arms wrapped around it. The thought made him shudder.

He didn’t have a chance to think about it too much, though. Suddenly there was someone shouting outside. For the second time in a week, he set out to see what the hell had gotten everyone riled up this time.

It was Gavin. No surprise. Only, instead of having a shit-eating grin, he looked furious. Tom met him behind their houses.

“Dude, what the fuck?” Gavin said, holding up his phone. There was a photo on the screen. “Ramona sent me this.”

Oh, she got him good, Tom thought. He recognized the photo instantly. He ought to have; he was the subject in it, and he was wearing nothing but those lacy pink panties. Gavin must’ve seen Tom masturbating and believed it was one of the girls pleasuring herself. And when he’d received the panties, he thought he’d gotten a special gift from the exhibitionist herself. Only, Tom had been that exhibitionist.

And Gavin had just put it together.

“I didn’t have any part in this, man,” Tom said calmly. “Ramona made me do it. But, yeah. That’s my pussy you’ve been burying your face in. Which, let’s face it, you kinda deserve it after sneaking into their house and doing that pervert shit. And the drone. I mean, come on, man. That’s really weird.”

Gavin still looked furious. “I blew a load to these panties, man. I thought they belonged to Ramona. Or maybe even the blonde. I just saw the legs.”

Tom was getting to be fed up with Gavin’s attitude. “Just drop it, man.”

“What are you, on their side now? You grew tits, now you’re wearing their clothes? We were supposed to get some action, man. You were supposed to spend the last few days bragging to them about how awesome I am in bed. Like when we went to Florida and banged those Cuban chicks.”

I missed that part of the plan, Tom thought with an eye-roll.

Then, without a word, Gavin dropped his khaki shorts. After those, his briefs. Tom turned away after receiving an unfortunately long look at his buddy’s cock and balls. Apparently Gavin shaved! Then those briefs landed in the sand in front of his feet.

“Your turn,” Gavin demanded. “Sniff my underwear.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Fair’s fair! I sniffed your underwear. You sniff mine. Get your face deep in there until you’re licking my ball sweat. Otherwise I’m not giving you a ride home.”

Tom couldn’t believe any of this. It was the most insane shit. Gavin had lost his goddamn mind over something he rightfully deserved—but instead he was reacting like someone had slipped his man card into the paper shredder.

“I ain’t sniffing your junk,” Tom said, lobbing the briefs out across the sand with his foot.

“Fine. Enjoy your new friends.” Bottomless, Gavin marched back into the house.

Tom let out a heavy sigh. His relationship with Gavin had always been a little rough around the edges. But sometimes the guy was a downright creep. Although it worked. He had no problems getting laid. Whether some women wanted creeps like Gavin, or if Gavin was just really good at hitting the right buttons, Tom didn’t know.

He stared at the discarded briefs, shook his head, then returned inside the girls’ house.

Upstairs, he sat on the bed contemplating the weight of his new breasts, the slight wedgie feeling in the front of his underwear, and how men were giant assholes sometimes.

Not long later a knock came. He looked up. Lana was standing in his doorway holding the lacy pink panties.

“Um, these were at the front door?” she said. “I thought Ramona had given these to you.”

Tom snickered. “Yeah. She did. They’ve been on a journey, and—” He almost choked on his own tongue when Lana brought that balled-up bundle of pink lace to her nose and sniffed. Her eyelids fluttered, although she seemed to be doing it as a joke. Then she lowered the panties, revealing her smile.

Sure are a lot of panty-sniffers around here, Tom thought. Gavin sniffing his underwear kind of grossed him out, but Lana doing it gave him a different feeling altogether.

“It’s nice,” she said bashfully. “I mean, the scent. You do smell like a girl. I would know. I’ve slept with lots of them.”

“Oh.” He was unsure if that was a compliment.

Lana shut the door. Tom was suddenly overcome with a realization that sex was soon to follow. Jesus, he wasn’t prepared for this! And with a lesbian of all people! Or at least someone who was pansexual but about to have sex with him as a woman.

He’d wanted to get laid.

But a few things had gotten in the way. Namely the loss of his dick.

So many emotions tumbled through his mind. He felt like he was fourteen again, about to have his first kiss and freaking out over all the details.

Lana came over and sat down beside him. She didn’t dress to show off her body as much as her friends did. She was the skinniest of the three, but not unattractive in the slightest.

Tom gulped. The weight of his tits and the emptiness between his legs were distractingly apparent.

“So, I’ve never been with a guy like this,” she said.

“A guy with a vagina?”

She nodded with that persistently nervous smile of hers. “I like watching videos of guys masturbating for the first time. After they’ve changed. And they have no idea what they’re doing, but then they slowly get the hang of it. And then they start getting so wet. I think I read a study that said guys’ pussies get wetter than girls’ do.” She leaned in closer. “Does yours get really wet?”

Tom’s brain was still trying to process this. It felt like a few gears were jammed. “I don’t know. I’ve never really….experimented with, uh, the wetness factor.”

With no warning, Lana slipped her hand right into his panties, pushing her fingers across his newly formed vulva. It stunned Tom so much—having his female mound brazenly rubbed by someone else—that he completely froze in place. Again, the geography felt all wrong. Her fingers should have been wrapping around something, not pushing inside something. Which they did. Teasingly. Pressing between the outer lips of his vulva and then massaging the whole slit up and down. Tom shook during this, half from his continuing flabbergast and half because it was turning him on.

“That’s amazing,” Lana whispered. “It feels like any woman’s.”

“That’s generally how this virus works,” Tom explained shakily. “Yeah. It’s really a pussy.”

“Have you been with anyone yet? Like this?”

He shook his head.

“I’m your first?”

He nodded.

This revelation delighted her so much that she moaned and began necking him.

Tom fell backward, the mattress catching both of them. Now’s when he typically would’ve started returning the favor. Instead, this whole sequence of events had him paralyzed. He couldn’t think straight. His mind was caught on the details of that lively fingering going on in his panties. And there were so many strange and incredible details: the churning of those digits pushing and probing the new folds of skin that surrounded his new orifice, the burning heat throbbing in his lower abdomen, the tickle of what felt like moisture crawling in his new pocket.

He was getting wet.

God, he was actually getting wet!

Lana was relentless, rubbing her fingertips firmly and quickly around his clitoris—not unlike the method he had introduced with the vibrator. That area was just so dang sensitive. And apparently not just on guys, but girls too. The methods she used to get herself off now worked on him.

That was a wild thought.

Is this what lesbians did in private? Stick their hands down each other’s underwear and give each other swirlies? Porn depicted lesbians as scissoring, licking acrobats.

But this was nice. Really nice.

Tom’s mind fell into a deeper state of relaxation; a moan slipped out of his throat.

Lana smiled throughout. “I thought I wasn’t attracted to guys who went through these changes,” she said softly, keeping up the tempo. “But now I find it all really hot. You’re all so big and tall still, but you have to deal with the things we have to deal with.”

“Yeah,” Tom said in a daze.

After this prolonged massage of his new female parts, Lana lifted his tank top. As with the growing wetness in between his legs, Tom had been acutely aware that his nipples were doing their damnedest to spear through his clothing. With his breasts unveiled, he saw the pink, erect extensions atop each heavy mound. They weren’t just stiff; they pulsed. He swore he could feel the blood rushing through the peak of each tit and pumping through each nipple, to make them as swollen and hard as possible.

It kind of reminded him of an erection—times two.

So did their sensitivity. When his partner leaned across and took one in her mouth, he inhaled sharply and squirmed.

“Whuh!” he gasped. “Mm. Jesus.” And he didn’t stop squirming as her tongue prodded at that tender nub of tissue, attacking it in force.

His body wouldn’t stop writhing.

He felt like there was a creature inside him, slithering through his flesh, becoming hotter and hotter and begging to come out.

Sexual pleasure was so amazingly different as a woman. There was no comparison to how it consumed him from head to toe. He’d experienced it while using the massager; here, with a partner, it was easily ten times more powerful. And he was still a long ways off from climax.

Gradually, Tom overcame his amateurish anxiety. His libido became fiercer than hunger or thirst. He threw himself back at Lana, until the two of them were entangled in a knot of limbs and kissing each other nonstop. He kissed all along her cheek; she nibbled at his ear, nearly ripping the thing off with her lust.

His fingers made the journey to her womanhood, shoving underneath her PINK-branded sweatpants and launching on a reckless crusade to find the center of her warmth and wetness. He wasn’t disappointed. Her folds were equally as slick as his, and he immediately swirled and stirred his fingers across her engorged clitoris like an apprentice-turned-master.

Both their hands worked tirelessly: hers on his pussy, his on hers.

Tom was hardly inexperienced with women. But the intimacy of making out with someone who had the same genitals as he did was strange yet exciting.

He picked up skills in real time.

When Lana began thrusting her fingers inside him, he reciprocated.

Within minutes they were bucking madly and taking turns moaning over each other.

“Yes! Yes!” she squealed, her shy personality overtaken by a mean injection of lesbian desire. Down below, her fingers mimicked a jackhammer.

Tom wasn’t even thinking about getting penetrated, or how this should have conflicted with his male perception of sexual intercourse. It was what his body needed right this instant. The first time her fingers had slipped in, he had become profoundly aware of how empty he was down there. In the same way that a raging hard-on propelled him into actions that would satisfy his urge to stick it in something, the deep emptiness of his new pussy propelled him toward means that would fill him.

Lana was taking care of that. Lord, was she ever!

Pumping and slamming her hand down into him, fucking the shit out of him.

Tom came first. The orgasm went off like a bullet traveling up his spine and into his brain, impaling him with pleasure. He threw his head back and cried out, his body undergoing a whiplash of spasms in his abdominal core. The intensity was unparalleled. Where a male orgasm was like a stick of dynamite, this was a nuclear bomb.

Soon Lana joined him.

For minutes they writhed and squealed and panted. The scent of their sex began to fill the room. And, truthfully, Tom’s nose couldn’t tell how much of that strongly female scent belonged to her or him.

The inside of his thighs was coated. She withdrew her hand from his panties and sucked the shining fingers. He did the same with his fingers and her juice.

Then she rolled onto her back and stared toward the heavens.

“Wow,” she said. Her trembling lips formed a smile. “Wow.”

“Same,” Tom said, still suffering from random twitches.

They both caught their breaths.

Lana: “So, how long are you staying on the Gulf Coast?”


5

Days after infection: 8

Estimated age: 24
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Tom tossed the kitchen trash into the blue-painted bin. The night was cool and calm along the coastline. Somewhere, a few miles away, someone was setting off fireworks. Their cracks and pops filled the air, intermixed with the cries of a few seagulls over the water.

He heard a psst.

Gavin was hanging out on the front porch, a Coors Light—the preferred beer of all rowdy college guys—in hand. He nodded for Tom to come over.

Tom padded barefoot through the sand, crossing from one lot to the adjacent lot. He wasn’t looking forward to anything his buddy had to say, especially after their argument just a few hours earlier. Tom was beginning to like the company of the girls, even without the threats of Ramona’s stun gun.

“What’s up?” Gavin said. “You been getting any over there?”

“As a matter of fact…”

He’d been leaning over the banister, but now he jumped up straight. His grin had vanished. “What? You’re kidding.”

Tom shook his head.

“Well pull my fucking pants down and tug me off. Tom gets a pussy and gets laid before I do.” He chuckled. “Congrats, man. Really. I have nothing but support for lesbians.”

“You’re not getting any details,” Tom said. He mounted the rickety steps of the old rental house. Gavin’s beer didn’t seem to be the first; there was a whole ice chest with more Coors Light by the front door. Tom figured what the hell. He grabbed one of the chilled cans, popped the top open, and poured some down his throat. It tasted like shit, but that really wasn’t the point, was it?

He relaxed with his butt against the siding. Gavin’s eyes scoped him out.

Tom waited for the comment. Having fun with Lana had rewarded him not only with an unforgettable climax but also a ton of confidence about his altered body. He was wearing a thong bikini and nothing else, feeling completely comfortable that it advertised the flatness of his crotch and showed off plenty of cleavage.

Gavin didn’t get a word in just yet. A girl started to squeal. The two of them crossed over to the far end of the porch and looked up toward the neighboring house. Morgan’s head was sticking out of the upstairs window. And, based on the joyous sounds and the forward jerking of her body—with two spectacular breasts swinging underneath her chest—she was getting fucked from behind.

The process of elimination answered everything.

“Shit,” Gavin said. “Jack’s scoring with her? Lucky son of a bitch.”

“Maybe don’t be such a pervert, man,” Tom suggested. They both took sips of their beer from their voyeuristic vantage point. “The less you go trespassing into people’s houses and sniffing their panties, the more you might get laid. Just a thought. And don’t get me started on that fucking drone. And the telescopes. You know, if I caught you spying on me like that, I’d beat your fucking ass.”

“Being a girl has made you an expert on what they want, huh?”

“Kinda,” Tom said. “And not being an asshole.”

Gavin sighed and hung his head. The honorable thing would’ve been an apology. Tom might’ve even believed him. Instead, to this day, Gavin had such a thick skull that even—

“I’m sorry.”

Holy shit, Tom thought. Mark the fucking calendar. On this date in history.

“Yeah,” Gavin said. “I have been a major asshole. I mean, you and Jack are getting laid while I’m on Loser Island over here. Makes it pretty clear. ”

“They could’ve called the cops on you.”

“I know.”

“Hell, they probably should have.”

He nodded.

Tom wondered if he was seeing an authentic change in his friend, or if it was a seasonal shift in the winds. He hoped it was permanent. Too many guys like Gavin went through college thinking they could ride the academic challenges and beyond while still being frat boys. Tom had always seen his friend as pathetic and disgusting; now those traits were magnified due to Tom’s new physiological alliance with the girls next door.

For that whole panty-sniffing debacle, he kind of wished he had Ramona’s stun gun so he could give Gavin a jolt in the balls.

Tom walked over to the banister and leaned back against it. He loved rubbing his thighs together, feeling that smoothness over and over again. Lana had taught him the tricks of the trade to shave properly—even his pubic hair, so he could wear a skimpy bikini without a bush showing.

Gavin watched, his eyes feasting on the new curves on display. “You look nice,” he said. “So, what are you? A tomgirl? A tomboy?” His smile returned.

“I’m a tom-whatever,” Tom said. “Recently a tom-lesbian.”

“You liked it?”

Some of that pervert was trying to break out again. But Tom nodded and smirked a little. “Yeah. It’s wild, man.” He chugged more beer. “I wouldn’t have thought I would enjoy being pleasured like that, but it’s pretty nice. You’ll probably have your turn one day. Then I can enjoy your comeuppance when you turn out to be a humongous slut.”

“Hey, fuck you,” Gavin laughed. “I ain’t gay like that.”

“Yeah?” Tom wiggled himself against the banister, thrusting his chest out slightly. “You’ve been eye-fucking me since the moment I walked over here.”

“Yeah. You’re a chick now. That’s what I do.”

Tom laughed. He knew he was nowhere near drunk, but the idea was tossing around in his mind nonetheless. Lana had shown him how pleasurable his body could be; the dance of her fingers was still fresh in his thoughts, as well as the deeply distinct emptiness that accompanied female arousal. He gave Gavin’s shirtless body a once-over.

Gavin smiled back.

“Poor guy,” Tom said, noticing that his buddy’s swim trunks were bulging out a little. “No one wants to have sex with you. Must suck.”

“I haven’t been rejected by every girl yet. But doing it with this one would be kinda gay.”

“You’d quickly forget about that,” Tom said, finishing the last of his beer and tossing the can over his shoulder. “It’s the real thing, man. And I gotta say, I’m curious.”

Gavin pointed at himself, then Tom. His brow was raised inquisitively.

Tom nodded.

Gavin meandered over, his gait loosened by the alcohol in his bloodstream. Or either he was showboating his swagger. He propped his arm up against one of the vertical-standing beams that held the roof up. Tom’s gaze flicked across his buddy’s naked muscles again. He knew he was blushing. He knew he was also, quite possibly, insane in the membrane to flirt with the idea of sex.

His loins, however, were less intimidated. Like with a rising stiffy, he could feel the blood coursing in and around his clitoris. There wasn’t much to erect anymore, but his body was damn sure trying. Same for his nipples.

Gavin continued to look him over. “Okay,” he said. “How do you want to do this? You’re kinda hot, man, but I’m not drunk enough to stick my tongue down your throat.”

“Just focus on these parts,” Tom said, gesturing to his body below the neck. “That’s all that matters, right?”

“Guess so.”

Gavin moved closer. Tom had never been with a partner who was the same size as him, and he figured the same was true of his buddy. It made it awkward. Gavin’s hands wavered for a few moments before they reached out and gently grabbed Tom’s upper arms. Tom was slowly turned around, so that he looked out across the beach.

Then the unimaginable: Gavin kissed his shoulder blade.

Tom tried not to snicker. There was hardly a romantic mood in the air, but he was halfway aroused nonetheless; he didn’t want to ruin this breakthrough in Gavin’s maturity. So he remained still. Goose bumps rose on his arms as hands untied the bikini top. Then the slackened strings fell aside, letting the cups fall down. Tom shivered as the cool ocean breeze caressed his hard-as-fuck nipples.

“God,” Gavin whispered, his fingers now sliding down Tom’s back.

“What?” Tom said.

“Your skin is really soft.”

“Yeah. Estrogen does that. Didn’t you learn anything in school?”

Tom could tell his buddy was nervous. Gavin’s hands fumbled around, uncertain how to explore a six-foot-two frame. But, at last, they circled around to the front and found those new goodies. Tom sucked in a quick breath as ten large fingers squeezed his free-hanging tits, pressing and rolling the soft flesh, kneading it.

“God,” Gavin said again.

“What now?”

“Just…these tits, man.”

“Yeah.”

A week ago, Tom would have never believed a breast massage could feel amazing, but it really did. His nipples were aching for attention, two beacons calling out to be pinched. Gavin delivered. And then Tom was quickly forgetting that another man was feeling him up as he began to moan a little—soft noises bubbling up from his throat.

Maybe it was gay. Maybe it wasn’t.

His boobs couldn’t care less.

When the hands left his chest, Tom was tingling all over. They traveled along the inward curve of his waist, then outward across his wider hips. Then the fingers addressed the other half of his thong bikini, untying the knot on each side. Soon, all of Tom’s clothing was laying at the ground around his feet.

He heard the heavier sound of Gavin’s swim trunks hitting the ground too.

“Do you want a condom?” Gavin asked.

Tom had a good laugh. “Sorry. No one’s ever asked me if I wanted a condom. I mean, I don’t want one if you don’t want one.”

“I’m good.”

“Then I’m good too, man.”

Tom had anticipated more foreplay, but Gavin had a one-track mind. Typical. Tom’s heart raced as his buddy’s hands pulled his hips back a ways, so that he had to lean more forward to reach the banister. Doggy style made the most sense. Neither one of them had to look each other in the eye. It was the least gay way for two dudes to have sex.

Gavin placed himself in the expected position. Not long after, something bumped in between Tom’s legs, poking around his nether region; it rubbed along his slit until, abruptly, it found where there was a significant drop-off in resistance. Firm hands clenched Tom’s hips as a pillar of hardness entered his pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Gavin gasped.

“Oh fuck,” Tom echoed.

“Dude, you’re fucking tight.”

“Uh, thanks?”

Tom gripped the banister tighter, quivering as his buddy’s erection entered an oasis of warmth and wetness. It was the most mind-boggling thing, feeling a cock enter a hole that he hadn’t possessed last week. His knees shook; Gavin restrained him more firmly. The shaft plunged deeper, until his abdomen was touching Tom’s ass.

Goddamn, Tom thought, just reveling in the sensation of being filled. It didn’t matter what was inside his pussy. Just having it stretched open like that was one of the most amazing things ever, the interior membrane tight like a sleeve around a huge phallic object.

Gavin started to thrust.

Tom just focused on his new role: remaining steady and presenting himself.

It wasn’t long before he was laughing again.

“What?” Gavin said.

“Just this,” Tom said. “That’s it. That’s the best I can explain it.”

“You’re a good friend, man.”

“Uh-huh.”

Tom sensed that both of them were reluctant about getting overly passionate. Having tits and a pussy might’ve been the only requirements for being anatomically female, but Tom knew he wasn’t a woman in the same way that their neighbors were women. The membrane inside his vagina usually belonged on a hairy scrotum. And his clit? That was just a greatly shrunken penis. And his ass—which Gavin showed more interest in groping—was, before this week, a man ass. The virus had reshaped him to have all the attractive qualities that most men looked for in a sexual partner.

But it wasn’t the same. He told himself it wasn’t.

Getting fucked by Gavin was like playing video games with Gavin. Mutual entertainment.

Not, like, affection or anything.

Tom only planned for Gavin to get his rocks off. But then he was pumping faster and faster—and Tom was feeling more comfortable in the rhythm of their bodies, and even pushing back to give his buddy more pleasure, to intensify those thrusts.

Hell, he even started to moan.

“Goddamn,” Gavin panted, pushing Tom forward until he was halfway upright again, their naked bodies now flush together as Gavin accelerated from gentle lovemaking to full-on railing. “You should’ve been born a chick.”

“Yeah?” Tom said, his body getting pounded against the banister.

Speed changed everything. At a slow pace, the effect of sex had been concentrated in Tom’s lower abdomen. Now, he was being jolted violently, the energy throwing his tits into a bouncing frenzy. He couldn’t help but moan his enjoyment at being truly pounded from behind, his soft ass taking the repeated blows of Gavin’s pelvic jabs.

I’m losing it, Tom kept thinking. Oh fuck!

“Oh fuck! Fuck!”

And then: sudden release.

Gavin’s dick punched in hard. Tom almost went flopping over the banister. Instead, however, he experienced the flood of warmth deep inside his pussy as Gavin shot his load. The realization that his partner had reached orgasm gave Tom his own orgasm; they shook and trembled together, interlocked at the groin while the massive wad of cum and still-hard cock made Tom’s lower navel ache a little. He touched the skin below his belly button, pressing in slightly to feel that knot of firmness from how much the deep end of his vaginal canal had expanded.

Tom still gripped the banister with Gavin wrapped around him.

Again, the air reeked of their sex. But this time half the scent was detectably male, the other half not so much. Tom knew that was his scent.

“I love you,” Gavin murmured.

“What?” Tom asked.

“Uh, nothing. I said I love your pussy. Can I just, like, keep squeezing you for a while?”

“Sure,” Tom laughed. “Then you and I are taking a shower. And, because you’re a good man now, you’re going to scrub me clean. Every inch.”

“God, do you want me to get another erection?”

“Maybe try keeping it in your pants for a while,” Tom suggested. “At least for a couple days. Now that you finally got some.”

“What about you? It sounded like you enjoyed it.”

Tom was afraid to answer that. His mind wasn’t currently in a rational place. He’d just let a man jizz inside him, and now he was enjoying the afterglow of his female orgasm.

Maybe tomorrow he’d realize the horror of what he’d done.

Hopefully.


Epilogue

The girls—Tom included—all watched from the back porch as the firefighters filed out of the neighbor’s house, carrying the hose back to their truck. Gavin and Jack, both in their boxers, stood safely out of the way. An electrical fire in the downstairs bathroom had set off a small blaze. Fortunately, the closest fire station was down the street; help had arrived to douse any flames before they consumed the house.

No one was hurt. Not physically, anyway.

However, most of Gavin’s clothes had been incinerated.

As the fire truck motored away, he dragged his feet over to the group of female onlookers. “This is bullshit,” he told Tom, who was looking down from the balcony. “All my shirts and underwear went up in smoke. The only thing that didn’t burn was my damn swim trunks, which were airing out by the front door.”

“You’re lucky it didn’t take the whole house,” Tom said. That could have been a very bad deal for everyone, especially if the flames had jumped next door.

“Sorry, man,” Ramona said.

“Yeah,” Lana said.

Meanwhile, Morgan had gone down to meet Jack. The two were hugging. The threat of fire hadn’t stopped Jack from growing a huge boner; he’d had it all while the firemen had rushed in to take care of business.

Ramona: “You know, we’ve got some clothes. I’d be happy to let you borrow some. Until you get some delivered. Although, out here, it takes at least a week even if you order from Amazon.”

Gavin laughed. “Thanks, but I think I’ll stick to these boxers.”

“You sure about that?” Ramona said, showing her hands which held the stun gun. “You wanted to get in our panties so bad. This is your chance.”

“And you can stay in my bed,” Tom offered. “You better let your grandparents’ house air out. I don’t want you inhaling smoke.”

“We can all be friends. Unless you do that pervert shit again. Then I will electrocute you in the balls until they fall off.”

After showing some hesitation, Gavin came toward their house and began climbing the stairs to the rear balcony. All the girls cheered. Ramona headed inside to begin making arrangements for their new guests. Lana followed. And then only Tom and Gavin remained.

“Stop smiling,” Gavin said. “That damn house almost burned down with me inside it.”

“Sorry,” Tom said, his smile getting helplessly larger. “I’m just thinking about you in panties.”

As a sign of their new erotic relationship, Gavin began caressing Tom’s bikini-clad ass.

“Remember,” Tom said. “Act nicely. Please.”

“As long as I can get some of this,” Gavin said, with a light tap on Tom’s booty.

“Why else would I want you to stay in my bed?”
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