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  They were fucking lost now. AJ couldn’t get any service on his iPhone, and the sky was uniformly covered in clouds. Back when he was fourteen or fifteen, he’d been out hunting with Pa. Those damn navigational tips would’ve been useful now, had AJ been paying any attention.


  In the distance, some bird was making a terrible racket: SKWAH! SKWAH!


  “I think we lost the trail ten minutes ago,” Daniel said. “I’m not even sure this is Baldwin Park anymore.”


  “It is Baldwin Park,” AJ insisted. “We would’ve hit a fence if we got too far out.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “I’m in charge, aren’t I?” He spun around and glared at Daniel. “I know this place. My parents used to bring me here all the time.”


  I can’t believe I got stuck with these losers, AJ thought. And what did Daniel know, anyway? He was a dumb nerd who always brought those Transformers action figures to school. Or Gundam? Some geek shit like that. His pale skin was probably allergic to sunlight, and his chubby body had definitely never touched a hiking trail. Or a bike.


  Grant was farther back, looking at a dead leaf like he didn’t understand what a leaf was.


  AJ might as well have been teamed up with kindergartners.


  It was a dumb assignment for their science class: find and pick three different species of flowers out in the wild. AJ had the two-sided instruction sheet on what to look for and for everyone in the team to sketch the flowers and name the parts. Except, in the span of thirty minutes, no one had found flowers. It had been a warm, spring day when they’d exited the bus, but over here—wherever here was—it was rather chilly. The grass was still dead. The trees were still bare from winter.


  “I think we have to go further,” AJ said to his cowardly group. “We should keep heading this same direction.”


  “We don’t even know what direction that is,” Daniel objected. “My phone isn’t working.”


  “It’s the same direction we’ve been going. If we get too far, we turn back.”


  Once again AJ shot Daniel a look, waiting for the kid to make a problem of it. But Daniel just shrugged. As he should’ve. Because he wasn’t the leader of the assignment. Ms. Chandler had assigned that duty to AJ for a reason. He had to man up. And if they were lost—they weren’t—he’d find their way back. Still, this stupid field trip would’ve been more fun with his football buddies. They’d gotten matched up. But AJ had drawn the short straw, apparently.


  Whatever. He just had to find some fucking flowers.


  Walking on ahead, Baldwin Park went on for longer than AJ had realized. The trees also grew closer together, until they were in a real deep forest, having to trudge a path around ankle-twisting roots and rocky terrain that could be real trouble if you weren’t paying any attention. And the trees themselves became ever more grotesque, with spindly branches that forked straight up rather than sideways, like hair that had been electrocuted. Birds kept squawking in the distance, but AJ never saw them.


  The farther they went, the colder it got. The highs were forecast to be in the seventies. AJ had worn a sleeveless jersey for the occasion. But now he was almost shivering.


  Someone had been out here, though. He passed a clump of rocks that were pink, like they’d been spray-painted. Maybe it was a trail marker.


  “Hey, can we stop for a second?” the other boy called from way back. Grant. He was the quiet kid. “I have to pee.”


  “What, you need permission?” AJ hollered back. “Find a damn tree.”


  Shortly after, the three of them came to a brook. AJ announced that they could take a short break. He checked his phone while Grant went to find privacy. No signal. Then AJ stood against a tree to keep himself out of the cold, fitful breezes. Damn, he thought. Where the hell had this weather come from? April was too late for freezing temperatures in the afternoon. Some global warming!


  “Hey, check that out,” Daniel said. He had appeared beside AJ, and was observing the calm-flowing brook. “That’s weird.”


  “What is?” AJ grumbled, staring at the water and finding nothing odd about it. What, had this kid never seen water before?


  “The waterfall.”


  “Where?”


  “Downstream.”


  AJ panned his eyes to the left, following the narrow channel of water. About twenty yards away was a little rocky outgrowth, over which the water flowed. AJ had been to Niagara Falls. This, on the other hand, was hardly anything to get excited over. Except…


  Wait.


  He and Daniel went over to the little waterfall. AJ thought he was seeing things. The water, contrary to the laws of physics, was running upward from the lower portion of the brook to the higher portion all by itself. Like a waterlift. Daniel, too, was just as stunned as he observed the phenomenon on the opposite bank. He took a small leaf, dropped it upstream, and both of them watched as the leaf was carried up with the rising water, and it eventually bumped to rest a little ways downstream.


  “Uh,” Daniel said. “This isn’t normal.”


  “Is it not?” AJ said. Baldwin Park was fairly popular. Other people had surely seen this odd waterfall. But he’d never heard about it.


  Daniel took out his phone and snapped pictures. AJ thought about doing it too, but that was nerd shit. And he didn’t want his friends finding nature photos on his phone later. He’d be endlessly humiliated.


  While they were checking out the peculiar waterfall, Grant called to them from upstream, where they’d been a few moments ago. AJ and Daniel followed the brook, and found Grant standing over an orange lizard in the mud. At least it looked like a lizard from a distance. Up closer, AJ realized that was inaccurate; the lizard, in fact, looked more like a fish with two front legs. The toes had claws, which it was using to dig around in the mud, perhaps in search of food. But otherwise it was totally a fish: it had the slender body, the scaly tail, the gills. But it had legs too. Like a fish that had been swimming through a pond of nuclear waste.


  Daniel told Grant about the waterfall.


  “Where the heck are we?” Grant said. “I don’t recognize any of this.”


  “You serious?” AJ said. “We’re barely into the woods, man. Like, I know for sure the Walmart is over that way.” He pointed a little to the right of where the stream was flowing. “Which means the interstate is the opposite direction. And that means we should be coming up on a bunch of new houses if we keep going. The town’s all around us. It’s impossible to get lost.”


  Grant had a look like he didn’t believe any of that.


  Figured. Those smart kids didn’t know a thing about being outdoors.


  AJ scoped out their surroundings. Even without the aid of GPS, he was fairly certain he could find his way back to the greater park area and the school bus. But they still hadn’t found their flowers. Across the brook, roughly in the direction they’d been heading, was even darker and more dense with trees. Moss hung from the branches above, like green curtains. That was good news; moss was vegetation, and there might be more vegetation if they kept going in that direction, such as flowers.


  Amid a couple groans, he urged his two partners to proceed ahead.


  The weather changed drastically in this part of the woods. The temperature had stopped falling, but the air became more humid, thicker; it almost made him dizzy to breathe. Huge, mammoth trees flanked the path, their overgrown, mossy arms spreading across the canopy and blocking out almost all the light. It had a stronger horror-movie vibe than most theme parks. Birds cawed and squawked and chirped every which way, as if protesting their presence.


  “This isn’t right,” Daniel was going on. “We, like, stepped into a different climate.”


  “What are you talking about?” AJ asked, stepping over a rotted log.


  “When have you ever seen trees like this?”


  AJ knew the guy had a point, but he wouldn’t agree with him. Instead, AJ said, “I’ve seen this before. Relax. It’s just some nature preserve area.”


  Right then, AJ received a text message on his phone. It was from Ms. Chandler—probably to get an update on their progress. But instead of the message being legible English, it was total gibberish. Letters were completely random, forming words that were nonsense. There were numbers and special characters too. He replied back with a string of question marks.


  Someone had butt-typed.


  Farther onward, the unofficial pathway—it was a continuous clearing, not really a path per se—snaked downward and fell into a lowland area with rolling fog. Now it was really fucking creepy. It was almost eleven o’clock in the morning, but it was so dark it might’ve been eight o’clock at night. AJ thought he heard an owl hooting, but it was real deep and growly. The trees around them grew so close together they were nearly a wall of bark, branches having grown in swirls around their trunks. Roots pierced the ground like claws digging into the soil.


  The fog dissipated just enough to reveal a cabin.


  AJ stopped and put his arms out, halting his partners.


  Okay, that’s just the cabin of a psycho killer who lives in the woods, probably, he thought. Probably with the heads of innocent human victims nailed to the wall. But he couldn’t appear scared in front of nerds. So he cleared his throat and confidently said, “Maybe we have gone too far.”


  Daniel had a different idea: “We should ask for directions. We’re gonna get lost in this fog if we don’t know the right way.”


  “Wh-what?” AJ stuttered. “Are you stupid? I know exactly where we are. We just went past the flowers. You two were supposed to be looking out for them.”


  But the chubby Asian kid trotted on up to the ramshackle cabin, climbed the rickety steps, and knocked on the door. Meanwhile, AJ kept his distance, preparing to flee if the cannibals in the woods suddenly decided they were starving for a taste of Asian meat. He saw Grant staying well away too. At least he had some goddamn sense. The two of them waited to see how this played out.


  Moments later, Daniel returned. “No answer,” he explained. “But the door was unlocked. There was a weird smell coming from inside. Dude, no joke, I was about to shit myself.”


  “That’s because you’re a pussy,” AJ said.


  “Then you go check it.”


  “No! Why? We should just go back the way we came.”


  “This is how kids end up getting lost in the woods for three days and turn against each other. We should find someone who knows where we are.”


  Eventually, AJ decided they would play rock paper scissors for the honor of exploring the cabin. He was starting to suspect that Daniel and Grant might be on to him, that he wasn’t all as brave and tough as he looked. With his football buddies, it was easy; they were a bunch of idiots. But now the responsibility was starting to be a nag. It also didn’t help that he was claustrophobic, and sometimes he would look at the trees and feel they were closer than they were before. But that was ridiculous. He was outside! And trees didn’t move.


  It sure didn’t feel like outside anymore, though. Whatever this place was, it was strange and different, and even the air had a different taste to it.


  The three of them gathered into a circle and held out their hands for the game. After a nervous breath, AJ counted them off.


  “One. Two. Three.”


  Right as he revealed his choice, tingles enveloped him.
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  After winning the game, AJ thought he heard a cry—himself, maybe—as everything around him became lost in a dizzying white light. For a split-second, he felt heat like that of a raging fire, then the arctic cold of a sub-freezing blizzard. He was not aware of how much time passed, but when he came to he was face-down in the soil. Loose, moist grains pressed into his fingers. Sand? He pushed himself up weakly, coughing and struggling to find his breath, which came to him after a few worrisome moments.


  He turned himself and sat up.


  Uh, he thought, taking stock of his surroundings. Yeah. Okay.


  The obvious detail was that he was no longer in the forest. He was on the beach of a vast lake, the opposite shore visible a few miles away. It was warmer out. However, the other revelations were downright bizarre.


  For one, the sky was a pink color. AJ feared maybe he had fallen unconscious or gone to sleep—however the fuck that was possible—and woken up at a different time of day, if not sunset then sunrise. But it was thoroughly pink. And his shadow wasn’t stretched out in any direction. That was because the sun was directly overhead. And it was gargantuan. Huge and red, it took up half the sky. Even so, this beach and this lake were dimly lit. Kind of like a late evening, but it was clearly not late evening. More surprising, he could stare at the sun and not be blinded. The dark swirls kind of made it look like a weird, redder Jupiter.


  Everything around him had the pinkish tint of the sky. The water in the lake was purple. Trees grew out of the sand, sort of like palm trees, but with something like afros atop their trunks rather than lofty leaves.


  “What the hell is this?” he asked himself, scanning his eyes around for any sign of the Baldwin Park forest or the cabin or his partners, and seeing nothing.


  And where the hell was this beach?


  Why was the sun so different?


  AJ wobbled to his feet. The sand was looser than what he was accustomed to; his feet sank down to the ankles before he found footing. He plodded down to the water’s edge, looking out across a smooth surface of what appeared to be grape juice. He didn’t dare touch it or find out if it tasted like grape juice.


  Then he heard a voice.


  “Hello?” he said, spinning around. “Who was that?”


  The voice spoke again. But it wasn’t in his ears. It was more in his head. A soft, pleasant female voice.


  The voice: You have arrived.


  “I have arrived? Where?” He was beginning to feel rightfully terrified. Either he was hallucinating, or this was some E.T., abducted-by-aliens shit! And he would sooner die than get probed by extraterrestrials!


  The voice: This is not a place of misery.


  “Who are you? Where are you?”


  The voice: Please remain calm.


  And then there she was. AJ circled around a third or fourth time, and suddenly he was no longer alone. The creature was humanoid, and about four feet tall. She was pink, but she looked more like a Pokémon than any real animal he’d ever seen before. She had wide hips, a narrow torso, all-black eyes, no apparent mouth, two ears that would’ve better belonged on a rabbit, and a pair of antennae sticking out of her forehead.


  The voice: Those are how I communicate.


  AJ almost tripped trying to back away from her. “O-okay. This is, uh, a joke, right? Are you like a kid in a costume?”


  The voice: I assure you I am real.


  “Bullshit.”


  The voice: Please remain calm.


  Calm. Ha! AJ was anything but calm as the alien freak-thing approached him. With her wide hips, she did have a vaguely feminine appearance. He noticed that her feet were webbed, and seemed more suited for padding along the sand. They didn’t sink like his did.


  He shivered when she came up close. Her eyes blinked sideways.


  The voice: My world is dying. My star is near extinction. My species will be destroyed in only a few days.


  “Oh. Um. That sucks, lady.”


  The voice: You have come to ensure my species’ survival. You are a gift. But first, you must prove you are worthy.


  AJ eyed her fingers—she had three per hand. They looked uncomfortably thick.


  “What, like a trial? A test? I’m in pretty good shape.” He flexed his arms for her. Maybe these alien chicks had a thing for muscles like Earth chicks did. And she was a puny thing.


  The voice: You will cross the lake to the island.


  “Swim it?” He looked out across the purple water. There was an island out yonder, but it was a good mile or two away. He wasn’t the best swimmer, but it was doable.


  The voice: Here. I will show you.


  The pink creature took his hand. Hers was cool and a bit sticky, and the tips of her fingers were like suction cups. With her beside him, AJ stomped his way through the sand and down to the water. She then guided him backward, and laid him down flat like how some people were baptized. He expected to be plunged. Instead, the water easily supported his weight; it was thicker than Earth’s water. Denser, or something. He was still in high school, and already he was suffering the consequences for not paying attention in those science classes!


  If this was all real and actually happening, he was going to have a hell of a story to tell.


  Soon he was floating away from the shore, carried by the gentle waves. The pink creature was alongside him, drifting as well. With her continuing to hold his hand, it felt oddly intimate.


  The voice: Now we will see if you are worthy.


  “How?” he asked.


  The voice: The water will carry us to the island. If you are not worthy, we will be trapped in its current until we die.


  “Jeez, couldn’t you tell me that beforehand?”


  The water felt like a lotion against his body, not so much sloshing as undulating, each wave pushing him farther away from the sandy shore. After ten or fifteen minutes, he craned his neck and saw the island approaching. He and the creature were about halfway in between. Around this time, her hand squeezed his tighter, as if she were afraid.


  The point of no return, he figured.


  Up above, that monstrous, angry sun loomed over them.


  Thankfully, they weren’t victims to the current; AJ and his alien guest were smoothly ferried by the purple water to the lone island, which was barely more than a knoll of sand with a few trees on it. When they reached its shore, AJ realized he was still completely dry. The water had not clung to his skin or soaked into his clothes at all. He was scared to ask what it was.


  He scooted back and tried to get up to his feet. But the creature politely pushed him back down. She swung a leg over and straddled him, putting her face near to his. The tips of her antennae were broader, and they swiveled around slightly. He could only see them as like little satellite dishes.


  The voice: Now you will be mated, the one who is called AJ.


  “Mated?” he said. “I like the way you speak.”


  The voice: You will be a surrogate.


  “Hey, whatever gets you off.”


  The voice: Thank you, my savior.


  “I can be whatever you want. Savior. Master. Hot Stuff.”


  AJ couldn’t believe he was about to get laid! Or mated. There must’ve been some confusion in translation there. Whatever. He was happy to be her last source of pleasure before her planet died—assuming he himself could escape that fate. There was still some uncertainty about that, but hopefully he could have it cleared up after the sex.


  The creature rubbed her mouthless face against his chin and neck. Nuzzling him. He was unsure if this was part of the ritual. Either way, he remained still. His hands came up and grabbed her hips. Like her hands, the skin was cool and clammy. It was definitely not a turn-on that her body temperature was so much lower than his. He imagined sticking his fingers inside a cold pussy and shivered. He hoped it was warm in the human sense—if, of course, she even had a pussy.


  What else would she have?


  She had the figure and voice of an Earth chick. It only seemed appropriate!


  The creature shimmied herself downward and began fumbling with his shorts.


  “Hey, if I’m too big,” AJ said, “it’s okay. I’m like seven inches. Do y’all even have inches here? However you want to do it is fine. I can lay right here.”


  The voice: That would please me.


  “Great. I’m ready.”


  AJ had been anticipating his erection. Sure, a pink alien life-form was a far cry from the girls he was more attracted to, but this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity! How many dudes could say they had fucked an alien girl? And she had an attractive shape. She wasn’t, like, hairy, or part insect, or shaped like a gross worm or something. The important features were all there.


  But his cock felt hesitant. As the creature worked his shorts and underwear off, AJ wanted nothing more than to impress her. To show her that he was a man were it counted. Yet there was a distinct lack of hardness in and around his groin. He didn’t feel the blood rushing to his organ, and nor was there that throbbing intensity that the prospect of sex inspired. But the whole region was tingling like he was turned on. Tingling…in a way he had never felt before.


  The voice: You will do fine.


  “I will do fine? What does that mean?”


  The creature sat upright. Naturally, AJ’s gaze zeroed in on her crotch area, searching for that alien cooch. But her body was strangely featureless down there. She did have a bulge of sorts—kind of like what an athletic cup looked like underneath spandex. Was it around there somewhere? She was rubbing it, so it must’ve been part of her sexual anatomy. During this massage, he noticed a darker crease running horizontal, around the bottom of her navel, almost like a C-section scar. With two fingers, she reached into the crease, and AJ realized it was a pocket. She folded the outer skin farther down, until a blood-red appendage was exposed. It swelled rapidly, gaining length and girth, until there was enough there to solidly grasp.


  Huh, AJ thought. How different that was! Its phallic shape almost resembled…


  The pieces came together: the mention of being a surrogate, the lack of his boner, and that his pink alien friend wasn’t quite the girl she appeared to be.


  He tried to scramble away. She pinned herself on top of him.


  The voice: You will relax.


  “I will relax?” The words felt ominous and heavy in his mind, commanding his obedience like a belly-cramping hunger or a dry-mouth thirst. Relaxing would feel a lot better, his brain reasoned. And the resistance in his body began to lessen.


  The creature situated herself on top of him, angling her unfeminine body part between his legs. It clumsily prodded his crotch once before, on the second attempt, it entered AJ; he felt its cool flesh pass into him, surrounded on all sides by a sleeve that seemed to have the same sensitivity as his cock but was definitely not his cock. He first thought it was his asshole. But that was lower.


  This could only be one thing.


  “Mmpphh,” he groaned, as his partner shoved her entire length inside him. He clenched her hips, fearful again. Somewhere in his mind, a guy was shouting how wrong and fucked up this was. But he was drowned out by a need to relax and accept, and to be mated.


  The voice: Does this please you?


  AJ nodded. “Yes. Yes.”


  And he moaned in pleasure as his brand-new pussy was broken in.
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  After winning the game, Daniel was swept up in a blindingly white vortex. He screamed, or tried to, but no voice came out. In a flash, AJ and Grant and that weird-ass cabin were gone, and within a moment he was lying in the dirt. Daniel thought he’d simply been knocked off his feet. But as he gathered his bearings and looked around, he saw nothing of Baldwin Park and everything of a tropical jungle on steroids. The trees were as tall as skyscrapers, ferns were as big as garbage trucks, and he was suddenly sweating his balls off from how hot and humid it was.


  He cleaned his glasses with his shirt.


  “Holy ravioli,” he muttered, seeing traces of a clear blue sky beyond a dense jungle canopy. “That was teleportation!”


  Daniel inspected himself to make sure he hadn’t ended up like Seth Brundle, a mutant hybrid of human and insect. Thankfully, other than steam rising off his body, he appeared to be unaffected by whatever technology had beamed him to a different planet. And it was a different planet; there was no place on Earth with trees this tall. He was both excited and nervous as hell as he stood up, wondering if he and AJ and Grant had accidentally activated some kind of alien snare. Only, when glancing around, he didn’t see AJ or Grant anywhere.


  Wicked, he thought.


  Daniel went over to the nearest tree. Its trunk had to have been twenty or thirty feet in diameter. Huge! And it was no outlier; they were all like that. And assuming their growth rate was similar to Earth trees, they must’ve been centuries or even millennia old. He took out his phone and snapped a few pictures. So at least that still worked.


  But with the NO SIGNAL message, there was no way he was contacting home.


  He headed onward through the jungle.


  There were rumbles in the distance, like continuous thunder, but the jungle was so dense he couldn’t see more than a hundred yards ahead. He was sweating profusely by this point. His clothes were completely soggy.


  He thought about calling out to the other guys, but he didn’t want to attract any unwanted attention. If this indeed was an alien world, there might’ve been carnivores out there looking for a human-sized snack. And with the trees as large as they were, he didn’t want to see how big the animals grew to be!


  Daniel heard a branch snap right before something bowled into him. The thing that scooped him off his feet then carried him upward, lunging to immediate, insane heights up the nearest tree. He saw flashes of blue. And distant ground. And clearing sky. He tried to shout, but the body of the creature was pressed into his face. All around him, branches and leaves rustled as they ascended, the violent movement making him dizzy.


  Oh fuck, he thought worriedly. This is it! I’m alien food now!


  After a long and tumultuous climb, Daniel was dropped onto a webbing of branches that made for a bumpy sort of platform. They were way up in the sky. He saw more blue than green, and his head was spinning like every time he visited his aunt and uncle in the Rocky Mountains. Altitude queasiness.


  He wasn’t alone.


  The creature—it, she, was a tall, gangly, blue cat lady. Large amber eyes studied him. A tail swished back and forth as she stood there on all fours, her razor-sharp claws providing a strong grip to the bark.


  “Oh,” Daniel said. “This is a movie set?”


  The cat lady turned her head, curious.


  “Is this Avatar?” He looked around for the camera crew, trying to find James Cameron. Alas, they were too well hidden. And that was ridiculous to involve random, unsuspecting people in a big-budget movie. It was probably a promotional video. Maybe he’d won something.


  “You,” the cat lady said. Her voice was scratchy. “You, man.”


  “Um. Yeah. Yeah? I’m a man.”


  She scurried over to him and started sniffing him. Daniel remained absolutely still as her long whiskers brushed his face, and then just about every other part of his body. He still thought it was silly that the female Naʼvi resembled human women. Like that was realistic! At least the tits had been taken out, because this one didn’t have any. Her chest was the furriest part of her body.


  “Good,” she said, and she moved her fist in a circle. Maybe a sign language. “You will be good, man. Very…thankful.”


  “You’re thankful? For what?” And then Daniel whispered, “Which scene is this? What are my lines? I didn’t get the script beforehand.”


  She waved her hand at him.


  Shut up. Okay. Got it!


  The cat lady crawled along one of the many branches, giving Daniel a glimpse of her round, furry butt. Either he was seeing things, or this movie was going to be more adult than the others, because her pussy was plainly visible! A pink slit, it looked mostly human, and it was large and glistening. She pushed a giant leaf aside, which revealed much of the landscape beyond. Treetops went as far as the eye could see, comprising a great jungle. But they weren’t alone. Little bird-shapes flew just above the green canopy, too small to make out. Then a plume of smoke rose up, and Daniel heard a rumble soon after.


  “They kill all,” the cat lady said. She tapped her wrist. “We will be dead. All dead.”


  “Who is killing you?”


  “Sky-beasts. They make fire.” She gestured her hand upward, her fingers spread out. “They burn. And kill.”


  Hm, Daniel thought. Must be the same plot as the first movie.


  On the other hand, he still couldn’t find the boom mic or the cameras. And if the cat lady had been wearing wires for her climb up the tree, they were nearly invisible. Also, she was like nine feet tall—true to Naʼvi proportions but taller than any person wearing a costume. Maybe it was a trick with mirrors?


  And how were the trees in the distance rendered? A screen?


  Or it was all real.


  Daniel felt a sharp chill up his spine, realizing he might truly be in the presence of an alien life-form. That had been his first assumption. But now it was looking extremely likely.


  “I take it I’m supposed to help you somehow?” he said, though he didn’t see how. He was overweight, nowhere close to being in shape like the cat lady, and he’d never been in a fight in his life. Surely there’d been a mistake here.


  The cat lady hopped over to him. “Yes. Man. Hope.”


  “Me, hope, okay. But if you were seeking a warrior, I’m sorry to say I’m not that guy. I tried wrestling in the eighth grade and went home crying.”


  She shook her head.


  “No warrior? Then what?”


  “Babies. Future.” She pointed to the sky. “Future. You give future.”


  Now Daniel was really confused. “You’re gonna have to run that by me differently.”


  “No time,” she explained. “No time, no time.”


  She began undoing his pants. Daniel stiffened up, wondering what the hell could prompt this—why a blue woman with cat features would want to remove his clothing. He tried to relax, although the rough branches made it awkward. The cat lady was not efficient with the button and the zipper, but she figured it out eventually, and off came his pants in a swift, forceful yank that nearly ripped them.


  Daniel let out his breath. “Okay,” he said. “I heard babies in there somewhere.”


  “Yes. Babies,” she reiterated. Her cat ears picked up a sound. She swiveled her head toward the jungle, listened, then turned her attention back to Daniel. “No time.”


  “S-sure.” He realized he probably couldn’t fight her off even if he wanted to.


  Daniel was still a virgin. Being half naked in front of someone else was a totally new experience. If sex was the goal here—a propagation of the species—he was happy to assist. But how exactly did that work? He was human. She was feline, or whatever. He didn’t suppose their DNA were compatible. Humans couldn’t even mate with apes, much less cat-people.


  He wanted to tell her that, but she probably wouldn’t understand. She was downright frisky with getting him stripped.


  Then the big moment arrived: she yanked off his underwear.


  Daniel’s eyes bugged out of his head.


  “You will help,” the cat lady said. “Yes.”


  “Where the hell is my dick?” he almost shouted.


  Not where it was supposed to be, obviously! Rather than having a proud and turgid mast—hey, she was a different species technically, but she was still pretty hot—there was nothing but pubic hair. Or so he first thought. When Daniel sent his hand between his legs to investigate, his fingers incidentally encountered the warm, slick entrance of something else. He whipped his hand away, stunned. Then he rubbed down there again, slowly exploring the lips and folds of his altered genitalia. A tingle shot through him.


  “You like?” she asked.


  “No,” he said.


  “Yes?”


  “No. I should have a dick.”


  “You have nice hole.”


  “Which is the exact opposite!”


  The cat lady crawled over him, enveloping him with her fur and body heat. Unheard until now, she was purring! Daniel weakly struggled at first. Everything was wrong about this! And where the fuck was his penis at? First the teleportation, now the involuntary sex reassignment. But there was no fighting her. She had a body for climbing trees and hunting prey. Meanwhile, the only thing Daniel was proficient at was eating potato chips and chugging Mountain Dew.


  She kissed different areas of his body, even kissing his shirt as if she thought it was part of him. And then those smooches migrated downward. Daniel winced as her whiskers touched between his thighs. But it was nothing compared to her tongue! It licked up the entire length of his new slit.


  He jolted forward, ready to push her away, but after one second of being unbearable and uncomfortable, it was absolutely incredible. Cock or not, he was extremely sensitive down there. Daniel slowly sat back, groaning as his mind overcame this weirdness and accepted this new, strange pleasure. It felt pretty damn good to be licked like that!


  He scratched behind the cat lady’s ears. She paused her tongue and nuzzled into his palm, now purring even louder than before.


  “You do this many times?” she asked.


  “No. Er. Yes.”


  “Your words confuse.”


  “This is all pretty confusing.”


  The cat lady sat up. Now Daniel was wondering how the repopulation aspect was going to happen. He had his lady-parts, and she had her lady-parts—not exactly compatible. Then he noticed her blue tail poking through the gap underneath her crotch. He hadn’t really paid it any mind, since cats had tails. But this particular one had a flared tip that was hairless.


  And maybe Daniel was seeing things, but he thought it had a rather phallic shape to it.


  “We begin,” she announced.


  The tail moved toward his groin, seeking out his vagina.


  Oh shit. It IS a penis!


  “H-hey,” he stuttered. “Are you like a hermaphrodite? You have both?”


  The cat lady said nothing. She just smiled contently, guiding her prehensile instrument into position.


  Daniel tensed up when it penetrated him. Instantly there was a hardness plunging into a wet depth that he was unfamiliar with, filling a cavity that was acutely receptive and freaky as hell. His legs and arms shivered. He was absolutely still, overwhelmed and bewildered to a point where he felt stupid and numb—numb everywhere except where the cat lady’s cock-tail entered him. Then he sighed. Everything radiating out of that region was amazing. It was pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt before, throbbing and spreading and consuming him.


  And so, when the cat lady began to properly fuck him, he relaxed back with a smile growing across his face.
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  After winning the game, Grant’s immediate surroundings became white, as if he’d been engulfed in the beam of a bright spotlight. Tingles shot through his body in rapid raves, erupting from his toes and buzzing through his head. In an instant he felt nauseous; at some point when he was clutching his belly and thinking he might hurl, he stumbled and fell. His head pounded. His ears rung. Whatever was happening made no sense! He’d been standing with AJ and Daniel, doing nothing at all but deciding who would enter that stupid cabin!


  And then the white vanished. Like the spotlight had turned off.


  The cold, hard floor was the first clue that he wasn’t in Baldwin Park anymore. Sturdy gray walls had replaced the dark, spooky forest. He was in a room of some kind. But how? Was this the cabin? Had he passed out?


  It didn’t look anything like a cabin. Everything was practical and industrial. There were no windows. Crates lined one side. There was a single door, but it looked futuristic. Like something off a sci-fi TV show.


  With his joints aching, Grant stood up. It hurt his throat to use his voice, but he did so anyway.


  “Hello? AJ? Daniel? Is…this like a prank or something?”


  Grant was used to being picked on. It came with being quiet and effeminate. Back in middle school, a rumor had spread around that he wore girls’ underwear. Wasn’t true. But all it took was girls’ underwear being planted in his locker to make everyone think it was true. He’d received constant shit for that, although he’d been back to being mostly invisible in his junior and senior years.


  Still, he wouldn’t put it past the jocks—someone like AJ—to pull a practical joke on him.


  He carefully tried the door. There was no handle or anything to press. And it was pretty damn hefty; he could feel its robust weight when pressing against it. It wouldn’t budge.


  What was this place? Like a warehouse?


  “Hello? Hello!”


  No answer.


  Well this is just great, he thought. At least being drugged and abducted was an excuse to not do that stupid assignment with the flowers. If that’s what this was.


  But right as Grant began to believe there were nefarious reasons behind why he was trapped in this odd room, the door whooshed open. In rushed a person wearing a maroon, skintight unitard. But the person aspect was a loose interpretation. They were bald, with dark green skin, and something like scales. Despite this, they had a female shape: wide hips, narrow waist. This new intruder was definitely a she.


  A she who was clearly under heavy makeup so she looked like a humanoid lizard.


  She made clicking sounds at him.


  “H-hello?” Grant said. “Can you tell me what’s going on? I’m, uh, not supposed to be here.”


  More clicking.


  “Are you talking? I can’t tell what you’re saying through the mask.”


  The lizard lady pulled something small out of her pocket. Then she came over and inserted it into his ear.


  “Now can you understand me?” she said. But her lips weren’t producing the words. It was coming from the device.


  Grant staggered back, surprised by the sudden English. “What is that thing you put in my ear?” He fiddled with it.


  “A translator. It is required for you to understand my species.”


  “Your species? What’s going on?”


  She said, “We are in a time of desperation.”


  Grant was feeling some of that dizziness again. His whole body felt sore, but he had no memory of what had caused it to be sore. Maybe this was a dream. Although it didn’t have the fleeting, hazy quality of a dream. He was able to gaze at his surroundings and study every minute detail, and also every scale on the lizard lady’s skin. Inevitably, his attention fell to the outline of her body in that skintight outfit. Whatever species she was supposed to be, she had a nice rack.


  “You are becoming sexually aroused,” she asserted. “That is excellent. Please continue to be aroused. It will help.”


  His eyes snapped up to hers. “Oh, uh, sorry, I…”


  “Come with me.”


  “Oh. Okay.”


  But rather than head for the door, the lizard lady escorted him to the opposite end of the room—toward a wall. Then, with a twist of a ring around her thumb, she waved her hand and caused an oval-shaped section of the metal to shimmer and ripple and eventually fade out of existence entirely! Grant’s jaw dropped as he stared into a different room beyond.


  “Wha—”


  “Through here. Move quickly.”


  The lizard lady took him by the arm. They stepped through. When he looked back, the temporary hole was already closing. In just a few seconds, the wall had reformed, wiping away any evidence of the artificial doorway, or portal, or whatever the heck it had been.


  He had so many questions. But before he could get one out, he was being yanked again.


  The gray design of this place continued everywhere. There was a persistent humming noise in the background, fluctuating in volume down each corridor.


  Some place this is, he thought.


  And then, after rounding a corner, the lizard lady squeezed his arm and brought him to a sudden halt. Ahead was a cluster of dark figures. They were also humanoid, and rather resembled men in highly advanced spacesuits. He couldn’t make out any faces through the tinted helmets to see if they actually were men.


  Also, they had guns.


  Which they then raised and started firing!


  “This way!” the lizard lady hollered.


  Through a barrage of red laser-bolts lighting up the hallway, Grant felt a strong jerk on his shoulder and then he was passing through another wall-portal-thing. The hole sealed up, blocking out the sound of their rifles discharging.


  He turned and saw the lizard lady had a glowing orange scar on her scalp.


  “Jesus. Did they hit you?” he asked.


  “I’ll be fine,” she said. She didn’t sound the least bit concerned. “Our skin is tough. Tougher than their own. Or yours.” She pulled the unitard zipper halfway down, exposing a long stretch of green flesh, as well as the edges of her breasts. “You will want to undress too.”


  “What’s going on?”


  Her eyes studied him. Then she said, “The end of a long war. My people only number a few. We are out of options and out of time. I cannot tell you everything.”


  “Who were those people?”


  “Humans.”


  “Humans?” Grant began shaking his head. Clearly she was mistaken! Humans didn’t have guns that shot lasers like in Star Wars. And what were those spacesuits?


  More questions swirled in his mind. Where was he? How did this happen? Why was he here? So little made sense that he was just starting to go along with it. And maybe humans really were the ones shooting. Did that mean he was in the future? By several hundred years, at least, if humans had accomplished space travel and met alien species.


  His lizard partner reiterated that they had little time. Then she resumed her disrobing, taking the zipper and tugging it all the way down, to where it ended right at her crotch. Grant was silent and stupefied as she freed her arms, then her upper body, exposing herself from her shoulders to her waist, revealing that she was very much like human women in all the alluring ways.


  He stared at her large breasts, his eyes drying out from not blinking.


  “You gaze like you have never been with a woman.”


  “Well, it’s been a while,” Grant said, his cheeks burning. “And you’re green.”


  “Please undress.”


  “W-what are we doing?”


  “What is necessary.”


  He complied, first with his shirt and followed up with his pants. The lizard lady, topless, watched him throughout this. Grant knew he was not in shape or what he considered attractive to the opposite sex. Nevertheless, he felt the flame of arousal burning in his loins. When he just had his underwear remaining, he expected a substantial boner to spring out. But instead—


  He gasped. His briefs hit the floor.


  “That’s…that’s not…”


  “That is perfect,” the lizard lady cooed. “Now allow me.”


  As Grant tentatively felt his flat expanse of groin where his cock normally should’ve been, his partner wiggled her lower body out of the unitard. Although she had the pleasing, wide-hipped figure of the women who turned him on, his eyes immediately went to her crotch, where she wasn’t so female. Grant initially struggled to make sense of her anatomy. A green appendage jutted out of her pubic region, but it was connected to a holster strapped around her thigh. She disconnected the holster; it dropped to the ground, and out flopped a sizable and unmistakable penis! It was green like the rest of her, although pinkish at the head. She idly began stroking it.


  Grant felt his heart leap into his throat.


  “My species was uncontrollably horny,” she explained. “We only developed society and technology once we found a way to numb ourselves. That is what is attached to my leg at all times.” Her eyes rolled back. “But now I want to be horny for you.”


  He was back to his prank theory—but not a prank that high school jocks could orchestrate. This was something out of their league, and even his. Here he was, confronted with the existence of aliens and mankind’s future of intergalactic space travel, and a green lady with a cock wanted to fuck him. It was about like some of the Mass Effect porn he’d stumbled across.


  Of course, Grant wasn’t himself either. And his crotch wasn’t entirely devoid of ways to stimulate himself. A little ways back, his exploring fingers found a patch of folds and a central slit that was disturbingly wet. He knew in his mind what it was, he could see it, yet he refrained from calling to mind the word, even as his fingers dipped into and penetrated himself slightly, finding that the inside was just as authentic as the outside.


  His throat let out a moan.


  “Good, yes?” the lizard lady asked.


  “I…still have tons of questions.”


  “No time for questions.” She stepped closer to him. “Only time for what is necessary.”


  “And what is necessary?”


  Her tongue flicked out, tickling his cheek. It was like a snake’s. Of course it was. Grant was frozen stiff by her presence and scent, knowing full well how awkward and inappropriate this was, and unable to find the strength in himself to put a stop to it. He winced as foreign fingers came up between his legs. They slid across his new anatomy, not so much examining as masturbating him. After a few passes—and making him tremble in the process—a thick finger probed inside. It was unsettling how easy it thrust in, gliding along the slick walls that hadn’t existed this morning.


  How exactly did he have a pussy, anyway?


  Ironically, the full insertion of her finger made him less interested in the answer. It felt pretty damn nice to have something inside him! She began pumping it in and out slowly.


  Meanwhile, her cock was rock hard. It had made Grant squeamish and nervous. But with what her finger was doing down below, he could sense his opinion of that prick changing.


  “Are you…gonna use that on me?” he asked quietly. It was far from sexy talk.


  She nodded. “I will.”


  “Oh. Right here?”


  She nodded again. “It will feel good. And my species will be saved from the violence of humanity. I entrust in you, Grant, a destiny for a million future souls.”


  Grant fell back on a crate. The lizard lady removed her finger, then sucked it clean. The taste seemed to please her. Then she wrapped him up in her arms and moved in for the main act. He was half dazed as her cock slid inside him. Thicker than her finger, it was uncomfortable initially—until she had fully inserted it, and was thrusting it repeatedly, massaging the pain away and revealing only compounding pleasure like he had never experienced before.


  She was right. It did feel good.
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  AJ felt like he had been crushed by a steamroller. His damn body ached from head to toe. With his vision slow to return, his hands explored the ground he was on. No more sand. Instead, it was cool, moist soil. He thought he heard other voices, distantly. But his ears were ringing, and he couldn’t erase from his mind that weird fucking dream. Seriously, what the hell was that? An alien world. A pink bunny-chick. The purple lake. Oh, and the part where she pulled out a hidden cock and fucked him with it! AJ cursed his mind for its sick ideas. He was terrified of closing his eyes again just for the small chance of revisiting that nightmare.


  Where’d the tree go?


  Are we back?


  He pushed himself up. Gradually, and blurringly, the white fog that had knocked him out began to disperse. He saw the forest, but no cabin. What a relief. Although it begged the question of why the hell he’d fallen asleep in the first place, and if that fog had contained some kind of knockout gas. Which sounded pretty stupid and impossible.


  AJ groaned when he realized that he still had that dumb assignment to finish, and therefore a bunch of flowers to find. This was so, like, kindergarten shit.


  He looked around for his partners—


  Is that AJ? What happened to him?


  Something’s wrong. Where are my clothes? What’s that on my skin?


  “Uh,” AJ said, staring at the two people in place of Daniel and Grant, who were both naked.


  The one with glasses must’ve been Daniel, but there was no fucking way! Gone was the chubby Asian nerd. In his place was a boy about seven feet tall, or even taller. AJ had to look up at him! Also, this new Daniel was lean and lanky. He didn’t quite have an athletic build, but he wasn’t completely out of shape either. Also, he had cat ears! Yep! AJ rubbed his eyes, but those blue, feline accessories didn’t vanish. Daniel also had a tail—which he noticed around the time AJ did, leading to Daniel comically spinning around as if he were trying to find where it was attached to. At his groin, in place of his cock, was a bush of blue fur that would’ve looked more fitting on Sonic the Hedgehog.


  That’s just like hers! Why do I have it?


  He’s changed too. We’ve all changed.


  Grant, contrary to Daniel, had remained roughly the same size, and he was also completely nude. However, where Daniel had gained a little hair in odd places, Grant had lost all his. He was bald! The boy didn’t even have eyebrows. But his skin wasn’t completely the same; there were regions, especially on his scalp, where it was darker and broken up into plates, sort of like scales. AJ thought that was impossible—as impossible as Daniel having cat features!—and yet here Grant stood, no longer entirely human. He also didn’t have a cock anymore.


  Both boys were wider in the hips. Their shape was neither feminine nor masculine, but rather kind of in between. A mixture.


  Has he looked at himself yet?


  What are those things on his head?


  AJ, inevitably, and with a hard swallow, looked down at himself.


  He was still dreaming. He had to be.


  Firstly, his cock was still missing, but that was hardly the only source of concern. His body had been altered into something shorter and curvier. The features of the alien chick were evident: his rounder hips, his pinkish skin. Neither was exactly like her. More like he’d absorbed some of her qualities. And how the fuck was that possible? He was on the verge of having a panic attack as he slid a hand between his legs and felt his hairless, moist lips—the pussy he’d had in the dream, which the alien chick had fucked. He still had the faintest sensation of her weight on top of him, the thrusting, the spurt of her cum, the final lustful kiss that he had no control over. God, he wanted to puke!


  It was around this time that he noticed the other two guys were talking, only their mouths weren’t moving.


  Can we change back? What if this is permanent?


  How am I going to tell my mom?


  AJ reached up to his forehead, brushing his fingertips along a pair of stalks. He jerked his hand away.


  “So,” he said. At least he still had his mouth! “I’m still dreaming right?”


  Daniel and Grant shared a look. Daniel said, “I don’t think so.”


  “But there’s no way—”


  “Did you see the blue cat lady?”


  AJ shook his head. “Cat lady? The fuck? She was pink, and looked like a Pokémon. She took me to an island. Like, her sun was exploding, or something.”


  Daniel explained that he had seen something entirely different: a jungle of insanely tall trees and a blue cat lady like those in Avatar. He mentioned that her habitat was being burned by sky-beasts. Grant had been inside a spaceship with a lizard lady, on the run from humans in spacesuits who were trying to kill him.


  They’d all seen something different. And they’d all, mysteriously, inherited some of the features of the alien women they’d met.


  AJ found he had little control over the thoughts he heard. Daniel was feeling aroused over his new body, and he kept rubbing his tail. What a freak. Grant, at least, had the more reasonable reaction: like AJ, he was worried about how he was going to deal with this and he wanted a way to change back.


  Changing back was a great idea! Except the creepy woods were gone. Whatever had happened, it was over now, and all three of them were truly back in Baldwin Park. AJ could even make out the yellow of the school bus way in the distance. And it was warmer out—as it should’ve been.


  “Anyone else super horny right now?” Daniel said.


  AJ shot him a glare. “Really? After what just happened to us?”


  “Yeah,” he laughed. “Y’all got the short end of the stick. I came out a hermaphrodite.”


  A herma-what?


  Through reading his mind, AJ learned that a hermaphrodite was someone who possessed both sets of genitals. Daniel had a vagina, like the rest of them, but he also had a cock, which apparently happened to be his tail. That explained why he kept stroking it. The fucker was masturbating right in front of everyone.


  Lucky, Grant thought.


  AJ looked over at Grant. “You too?”


  “I didn’t say anything.”


  AJ realized that neither one of them knew he could read thoughts. They saw the antennae, but they didn’t understand their function. Actually, maybe this wasn’t so bad! For starters, he could read the minds of the smart kids during exams and steal all their answers. So long, studying! Or he could find out what was on girls’ minds—if girls were still interested in him.


  Fuck, this was bizarre! He himself was technically a girl, on top of being part alien. He didn’t have a future beyond being in a secret, underground lab somewhere.


  But goddamn it if Daniel’s state of arousal wasn’t turning him on too. AJ imagined his new antennae like satellite dishes again, receiving the signal and broadcasting it to his own body. When Daniel slipped a hand to that blue tangle of pubic hair, AJ felt that rush of need and desire in his own bloodstream, as if the two of them shared it. He envied Daniel for what he had seen and experienced in his vision. Or dream. Or apparently not a dream! And he actually saw flashes of that jungle and the cat lady, and felt himself being taken by her warm embrace as if he’d been there himself. God, she had been purring!


  AJ teased his fingers along his warm folds, feeling the wetness that had accumulated in such a short span of time. As with everything else below his neck, he was hairless and smooth down there. It required no effort, absolutely none at all, to push a finger inside himself. His soft, moist entrance readily accommodated a finger, then two. He began pumping himself as Daniel was, so immensely horny that he didn’t care that the three of them were naked in a public park, and within sight of the bus.


  AJ then cast a look at Grant.


  You’re horny too, right? AJ thought.


  Grant’s eyes searched around, looking for the voice.


  Yes, AJ spoke to him. Yes, you are so fucking horny, like the rest of us. You could REALLY go for finger-fucking yourself right now.


  The bald, reptile-skinned Grant seemed a little unsure of himself. His face flushed as he shifted his weight. Then, with a bite to his bottom lip, he gazed down and sent a nervous hand to the space between his legs.


  God, this is so awesome, AJ thought. His opinion was quickly reversing about this outcome. Not only could he read thoughts, he could control them too!


  And with Grant giving in to his implanted desire, that feedback only enhanced AJ’s arousal. He fingered himself faster and faster.


  He wanted company.


  Instantly, Daniel began approaching him. The former nerd stood a full head and shoulders taller. When he was within range, his prehensile tail came circling around AJ’s waist. With a sudden pull, he was thrust into Daniel’s arms. The half-female, half-feline boy then bent down for a kiss. AJ had no idea if he was making this happen, if his thoughts were orchestrating every action. He didn’t think he had that power. It was more of a subliminal thing. Nevertheless, he welcomed Daniel’s kiss and wrapped his hands around the taller boy’s body, finding a strong addiction to his heat and affection. While they nibbled at each other’s lips, AJ switched bodies; he sent his hand to that wild blue bush and discovered a pussy very much like his own, wet and ready. Daniel reciprocated. In no time they were finger-fucking each other as AJ’s antennae drank the boy’s arousal thirstily, feeding it to himself, making him get off to the thought that someone else was getting off to him!


  What a crazy way to be turned on. But did it ever turn him on!


  When Grant joined in, it was officially a threesome. AJ sensed his persisting hesitation and jitters over his changed body, but that was quick to change. AJ found he could channel Daniel’s confidence through himself to Grant, as if it were a physical, finite substance. Of course, he himself sipped a little of that confidence too! It felt so amazing to be without worry, to give in to his body and to be in the middle of other sexy alien creatures. Sure, they had once been male, and AJ was in no way attracted to dudes, but those details just didn’t matter presently.


  AJ turned to face Grant. The scales maybe only covered twenty percent of his body, and only in clusters; there were some over his hips, strips of them on his arms, more on his scalp. They were hard and grooved, highly unlike the rest of his soft skin. AJ saw into Grant’s mind and witnessed the woman they had been borrowed from, a badass green space babe in a skintight outfit, who also happened to have a cock like the cat lady and the Pokémon chick. All three of them had had cocks.


  That should’ve weirded AJ out, but it was a fleeting concern.


  He dropped to his knees. Grant’s crotch was very much human, even though the deep-pink flesh of a normal pussy had been replaced with a green tinge. Though it didn’t affect the taste! AJ pushed his mouth up in there and went to work, licking his tongue across those delicious, drenched folds. God, what a wet treat! He clenched Grant’s ass and brought him closer, shoving his face in between the boy’s legs until the taste and scent became AJ’s entire world. With Grant’s silky-smooth skin and flawless snatch, he was practically a girl. They all were.


  And AJ didn’t have to read the boy’s mind to hear his moans of approval.


  Up above, Daniel had joined the party and was making out with Grant. With the two changed boys side-by-side, it only seemed polite that AJ take turns with them. He retreated to catch his breath, pussy juice smeared from his nose to his chin. Then he went after Daniel’s blue muff. He couldn’t believe how soft that bush was! Like a cat’s fur. But it was only a momentary distraction before AJ had his face up between Daniel’s thighs, exploring with his nose and tongue until he found that dripping-wet slit further back. As with Grant’s, it was mostly human. And with plenty of experience on chicks, AJ had no problem getting into a rhythm of multitasking his tongue for clit-swirlies and hole-punching. He was drinking the juice as it leaked out, lost in its heavenly and intoxicating aroma.


  They all smelled so good!


  Grind me, AJ commanded his partner.


  And like magic, it became reality. Daniel clamped down on AJ’s head and began bucking his hips back and forth, pressing and rubbing his pussy all over AJ, who kept his face upward and still. It was incredible to be used like that! He stuck his tongue out, letting it drag across Daniel’s slit forward and backward. And all throughout this, he could read the boy’s desire and fully immerse himself in his position, a two-for-one pleasure.


  By now, AJ was relentlessly fingering his own snatch. It no longer bothered him that he had a hole between his legs, especially when that hole felt so wonderful to dip his fingers into. The arousal burned hotly inside him, seemingly at the core of his body, a continual need that was neither overwhelming or disappointingly faint. AJ figured the other boys’ libidos also had something to do with why he was acting like this. But he wasn’t hoarding it; he was sharing it evenly. Daniel was the horniest, but with AJ’s antennae they were all that same level of horny.


  Then Daniel had a thought about his cock-tail.


  AJ wordlessly gave his permission.


  Daniel stepped away. His tail came curving around. It too had some of that blue fur on it, though not on the tip. The tip was hairless and phallic, and it had a little slit on the very end. AJ wondered if Daniel’s tail—which was easily a few feet long—was entirely a cock, or if only the end was. Reading into the boy’s mind, he didn’t have many answers about these cat-persons and their cock-tails. But its function was pretty damn obvious.


  It hovered there, waiting. AJ gripped the furry part and brought the hairless, cock-shaped tip to his mouth. He gave no thought to his sexuality in that moment; he just parted his lips and slid it inside, holding it firmly from underneath with his tongue, and then enclosing his lips for a slippery, secure fit that made his heart race.


  Daniel felt pleasure from this. As a result, so did AJ. He pulled and pushed the tail in and out of his mouth, sucking it as he would a proper cock. Astonishingly, it was throbbing! This made AJ wonder what would happen if he kept at it. He kind of wanted to know—and have his mouth ready for when it happened!


  All three of them continued to go at it, everyone submitting themselves to their raw desires and not giving a single fuck about who they were and what they looked like.


  AJ wasn’t always on his knees. Daniel and Grant both had their turns eating him out. They were pretty fucking talented! AJ had assumed either one of the boys or both of them were virgins beforehand. Not no more. They were eating so much pussy they were getting drunk on it, all their lust broadcasting, reflecting, compounding in an endless feedback loop, thanks to AJ’s psychic powers. He was in their minds as much as he was his own, the receiver and the giver—no matter which position his body occupied.


  Eventually he wanted more than oral.


  AJ laid himself back against a log, spreading his legs. The pleasure was so incessant that he was trembling nonstop, juice dripping from his puffy pussy. He silently transmitted his proposal to Daniel, who, with his long legs and swishing tail, came sashaying over. He had begun purring about ten minutes ago—a surprise to everyone. AJ thought it was sexy as hell.


  “God, you look hot like that,” Daniel said.


  That was the intention!


  The cat-eared boy knelt down on top of him, and they locked lips. AJ was fast settling into the groove of just letting go of the reins, leaving his desires in control. He loved that he could taste both his own pussy and Grant’s on Daniel’s tongue. They made out for a few awesome seconds, their bodies undulating, AJ feeling up that long, slender physique that had replaced the Asian boy’s chubby figure. Though lacking for breasts, it was undeniably feminine in areas—he was subtly curved and smooth everywhere. AJ couldn’t get enough of how Daniel’s back flowed into a tight, round ass. His cheeks received plenty of fondling.


  For a few moments Daniel humped AJ, their bodies slipping and grinding, with AJ wrapping his partner tighter via his legs. He found that scratching behind Daniel’s ears got him to purr even louder. Fucking hot!


  But then AJ was envisioning that tail again. He didn’t even have to ask. Almost as soon as the thought crossed his mind, its phallic-shaped end touched his pussy.


  “Yes,” he told Daniel. “Fucking take me.”


  The cock-tail pushed up inside him. AJ gritted his teeth as the interior of his pussy stretched around it—a girth far superior than two of his fingers. But that initial discomfort went by in a flash. Quickly after, he was rewarded with the fullness of Daniel’s cock-tail, filling a void AJ had barely noticed until he’d had it cured. His short, quivering legs pinched Daniel tighter, until their abdomens and chests were pressed flat, the warmth of their bodies mixing into an erotic, pulsing heat. AJ stared into Daniel’s eyes, finding them unreasonably attractive—as attractive as his body, his pussy, his cock. In that moment, he wanted everything to do with Daniel the cat-boy.


  Daniel eased his strange cock in and out, gaining a shaky rhythm that rapidly smoothed out and intensified into a consistent pounding. Every insertion was a little larger, a little more energetic, and AJ felt the boy’s racing heart all through his body, even inside his own pussy, through the cock-tail.


  “Fuck yes!” he moaned. “That’s so amazing! You’re amazing!”


  Not wishing to hog the good stuff, AJ allowed Grant to have his turn. They all shared Daniel’s cock—including Daniel himself, who was capable of fucking his own pussy. He did this while AJ and Grant watched and masturbated, which eventually led into them all trading off and going sixty-nine on each other. AJ was the bottom, then the top, then the meat in a three-way sandwich of tongues and pussy. Daniel even snuck his cock into AJ’s ass once. He liked it so much that he didn’t even complain when Daniel left him sore back there.


  They all went at it for what seemed like an hour. And then Daniel announced that he was close. Through his mind, AJ felt the boy’s abdominal cramps from holding back his climax. His abdomen must’ve been where his testicles where. God, he needed release bad!


  AJ and Grant got down on their knees while Daniel aimed for their faces.


  As it turned out, Daniel didn’t climax like dudes; rather than forceful spurts, it came out in a continuous stream like a water hose! As his face scrunched in pleasure, his backed-up reserve of jizz came shooting out, blasting AJ and Grant all across their faces. Shuddering, Daniel sprayed it back and forth, literally showering their heads in hot, thick cum. AJ had fun trying to catch it in his mouth. Who knew gooey cat-boy spunk could taste so delicious! There was enough to have his fill—plus more to make it look like he’d taken a pie to the face.


  He and Grant then licked each other clean.


  Goddamn, he thought, sensing exhaustion and disbelief in all their minds. They’d come to Baldwin Park as high school seniors, and now they were barely more than horny animals.


  Not that that was a bad thing.


  It was far from bad!


  As they were wondering what to do next, the teacher, Ms. Chandler, strolled on up. “Boys! Where are your assignments? Don’t tell me you’ve spent this entire time goofing around.”


  AJ looked at Grant’s cum-dripping face, then at Daniel’s erect tail. They were all naked, an absolute mess, due for weeks of detention, and yet Ms. Chandler wasn’t acting like any of this was wrong. AJ peeked into her mind and detected no cause for concern—other than why the three of them were neglecting their assigned task.


  “Um,” AJ said. “We didn’t find flowers.”


  “You’re kidding,” Ms. Chandler said. “Well, there’s some right back by the bus. You can’t miss them.”


  “Oh. Okay. We’ll, uh, be over there shortly.”


  “I hope so.” Then their teacher walked away.


  AJ, Daniel, and Grant all looked at each other. Dealing with everyone else had been the greatest fear on their minds, but now that was gone. Everyone else thought they were normal! That itself raised too many questions—in addition to what had happened and why they were all transformed, and a feeling AJ had that they were all going to have growing bellies in a few weeks or months. They’d all been chosen to help a different species, and they’d all been fucked.


  On the bright side, they were extremely horny and bound to have tons of sex from here on out.


  AJ failed to see a problem!
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  Days after infection: 3


  Estimated age: 20


   


   


   


  As the Malone family’s Subaru Forester clawed up the last few feet of snow-packed driveway, Trevor realized Julian had been correct; Vermont in January was stunningly gorgeous. Outside his passenger window was a winter wonderland. The season’s snowpack glittered under an evergreen forest, like picturesque Christmas trees, all beautifully lumped with fresh powder from the week before. Farther on, the mountain landscape was faintly visible through a white haze.


  Like a living postcard, he thought, whistling at the view.


  The Malones had a hideaway vacation home near Stratton Mountain—the kind where reliable cell phone reception wasn’t included. Trevor had never been so far away from civilization that he couldn’t access his email, though that was the case here as he tried to open his inbox and received a NO CONNECTION error message for his efforts.


  No email, no streaming services, no Reddit. It was like going twenty years back in time.


  “We’re here,” Mr. Malone, the off-road driver, announced as the Forester stopped outside the two-story residence.


  “Oh, honey, isn’t is gorgeous out there?” Mrs. Malone asked, reaching across and laying a hand on her husband’s shoulder. “You picked the absolute perfect time.”


  “The slopes will be packed,” Julian commented. The end of his snowboard poked out from the luggage pile in the Forester’s rear compartment.


  “We’ll just have to get there earlier than the crowds,” Trevor said.


  “On vacation? I want to sleep in. Not get up at the crack of dawn.”


  Trevor and his best friend’s family got out. There was a good ten or twelve inches of snow to slog through as they made their way up to the front door. After a seven-hour journey, it felt good to stretch.


  But Julian had other ideas.


  Right as Trevor was twisting the cramps out of his back, a blindingly fast projectile nailed him in the chest and disintegrated. Caught off guard, he stumbled sideways and let out a yelp of surprise. To his right, the snowball thrower had a huge grin on his face.


  “Hey,” Trevor objected, dusting himself off.


  “What?” Julian laughed. “Bet you can’t hit me back.”


  But Trevor was already gathering a handful of snow for just that.


  He knew it was an unfair match. Julian had played baseball in high school and could pitch some real zingers if he put his arm into it. Plus he was built like a damn linebacker even when he wasn’t making the sports teams look like kindergartners. Nonetheless, Trevor chased him around the car, lobbing lumpy snowballs in return. Every throw was a complete miss. Meanwhile, Julian went two for two with Trevor’s chest.


  “Boys!” Mrs. Malone hollered. “Goodness sakes. How old are you?”


  “Old enough to see that Julian needs his butt kicked!” Trevor hollered back.


  There would be no butt-kicking, however; he knew he was grossly outmatched. By the time they were huffing and catching their breaths in the high altitude, Trevor’s only victory had been winging Julian in the upper arm. Julian, meanwhile, had painted the front of Trevor’s blue winter coat white.


  “You can’t beat the master of snowball fights,” Julian said, his breath steaming and his cheeks red.


  They stomped their boots and brushed themselves clean before heading inside behind Julian’s parents. Mr. Malone had activated the heater from his phone beforehand, so the interior was already nice and toasty. Everyone deposited their shoes and jackets by the door to dry off. The ground level was mainly just a garage and storage. Upstairs was the living area.


  The scenery from inside the house was even better than the car: wide, panoramic views of the entire countryside. Trevor went to a window and stared out, confirming that this was definitely better than going to a beach for the hundredth time. It was all so peaceful and calm. No crowds, no noise. No scantily clad babes either—so it wasn’t perfect.


  But it was pretty dang good.


  “So?” Julian said, stopping beside him. “Amazing, right?”


  “Yeah,” Trevor agreed. “It is.”


  “We’ve been coming up here for ten years. It’s a nice place to get away from it all.”


  “I’m glad you entrusted me with this secret paradise.”


  Julian smiled. “I need to change my luck. Last year it was my girlfriend who came along, and then she broke up with me. This year, I have my best friend.”


  Trevor sighed. “Sounds like our days are numbered.”


  Julian grunted. “Better not be.”


  Trevor had been buds with Julian for as long as memory served. And while they shared many hobbies, their fortunes through youth had varied: Julian had turned out better looking, luckier with the ladies, and he was attending a more prestigious university. Trevor, meanwhile, was taking some vocational courses and lacked Julian’s panty-wetting looks. Sometimes it made him envious, although Trevor didn’t think of himself as ugly.


  Next to Julian, everyone was just inferior.


  They spent the rest of the afternoon unloading their luggage and preparing their accommodations. The Malone mountain retreat had a master bedroom and a guest room. The guest room had two twin-sized beds. Mr. Malone sometimes put the house up for rent on Airbnb, hence the extra mattresses. As much as this two-week-long vacation was a trip back in time for electronics, it was a trip back in time in that it also seemed like a middle school sleepover. Before Julian had grown up into the poster child for hunk, they’d discuss which celebrities they wanted to see naked, who was the hottest chick in school, and sneak a peek into some magazines that Julian had stolen from his dad’s closet.


  Simpler times.


  They unpacked and made their beds. While Julian took a shower, an incidental trip to the kitchen led Trevor into getting corralled by Mrs. Malone into helping with supper.


  “Mr. Malone around?” Trevor asked, while chopping some carrots for their soon-to-be beef stew. Mrs. Malone had called a friend to pack the fridge with food before their arrival.


  “Out gathering wood,” she said as she cooked up the beef. “He had some ready to go, but there’s more in a shed down the bank. It’s supposed to get really chilly during our stay.”


  Trevor unconsciously shivered. He liked the views and considered himself pretty average at skiing, but he still preferred warm weather.


  Gradually the meal began to come together. After pouring in the broth, Mrs. Malone demonstrated to Trevor how to chop and peel potatoes. The cooking meet smelled delicious. It had been a while since Trevor’d had a good, home-cooked meal. With his parents living out in California, he rarely got out that way to taste his own mother’s cuisine.


  His mouth was practically watering as they brought all the ingredients together.


  It had never occurred to Trevor before, but abruptly, and with no real consideration beforehand—today, or at any point ever that he could recall—he recognized that Mrs. Malone was a very pleasant and lovely woman. In helping her with meal preparation, he stole a few looks, mainly to her outfit. She wore a kind of ruffled, teal-colored blouse of a flowery design. Beneath that were hip-hugging jeans that very much flattered her full figure. Even in her late forties, she had a well-shaped and healthy posterior. Trevor recalled that she was into yoga. The results were definitely on display!


  Checking out my best friend’s mom, he thought. Christ, get a hold of yourself!


  But it wasn’t his male-to-female attraction commanding his gaze. Rather, Trevor felt like he was more admiring the fit of her clothes, the complementing styles of her outfit, the overall appearance of Mrs. Malone as a wife and mother. He almost blurted out admiration for her perfume.


  Which was extremely weird.


  Why would he feel admiration for Mrs. Malone’s sense of fashion?


  He was a nineteen-year-old guy.


  After setting the beef stew on the stove, Trevor washed his hands in the sink. He noticed his fingernails were long. That was odd. Knowing about the trip, he’d trimmed them just last week. Or was he misremembering?


  Of course, there was another, more dreadful reason why his fingernails could be undergoing a sudden growth spurt. Julian had caught FAP-19 the summer prior, and one of his first symptoms had been lengthening fingernails—along with a tender chest, smoother skin, and no more reasons to shave his face. As Mrs. Malone busied herself with finding the dinnerware, Trevor rubbed his chin and grabbed his chest. There was no hair on the former, although he’d never been able to grow much of a beard anyway. And his chest…


  It did feel a little sore. Particularly around and behind his nipples.


  It could be anything, he reassured himself.


  The only public setting he’d been to in the last couple days was a hockey game. Julian and he had both gone. And Julian’s facial hair had grown since.


  Through supper and the rest of the evening, Trevor tried to put the possibility of FAP-19 out of his mind.


  For the following few days, Julian and he were on the go. They borrowed the Forester and headed out to the resort proper. With January being a prime time for the snowy mountains, there were hordes of aspiring skiers and winter vacationers all around. Julian, like with pretty much all of his other natural gifts, embarrassed Trevor on the snowboard, expertly navigating the slopes without a single spill. Trevor, on the other hand, introduced nearly every part of his body to several tumbles. He was bruised and battered by the end of the weekend, but it was so much fun that he didn’t care. And with a little bit of practice, he was able to stay in Julian’s tracks—whenever Julian was going easy.


  The overall soreness from snowboarding made Trevor forget about any particular reason why his chest should be aching.


  But he quickly remembered when he took a shower.


  It had been three days since their arrival. Since then, in the mirror, a lump had developed under each nipple. Tender and firm, he could scarcely touch his nipples without wincing, or without each nub of flesh—clearly longer and thicker than before the vacation, standing out upon wider areolas—instantly erecting.


  He was growing boobs. There was not a doubt in his mind.


  And if he was growing boobs, he must’ve had FAP-19. Which meant he was soon going to have everything else that came with the boobs.


  Apart from the swelling on his chest, his body overall did appear more feminine. His body hair had all but completely vanished. Some fat had disappeared off his middle, leaving his bottommost ribs well defined. Where that fat had migrated to was about a foot lower. Trevor hardly possessed an hourglass figure, in his opinion, but there was unmistakably more of a curve to his hips. He ran his hand along this flourishing and somewhat womanly contour, feeling nervous and excited in equal measure.


  Excited?


  Correction: nervous, excited, and confused.


  It wasn’t just excitement on the inside, either; his cock had pitched in its support for his visible and ongoing transformation. Trevor was slightly perturbed to see that he now sported a meager three-inch erection. Nonetheless, the arousal was too much to contain, and he couldn’t stop from jerking himself off. He would’ve thought it’d be more challenging to masturbate with such a puny cock, but it really wasn’t! All the sensitivity of his normal-sized manhood was still intact—now condensed into a smaller appendage. He might’ve only been able to use his fingers rather than his whole palm, but it felt no different!


  Stifling back a moan that included a worrisome voice crack, he ejaculated into a cupped hand. Although the intensity of his orgasm hadn’t suffered at all, his release had. It was totally clear. Not a sperm cell in sight.


  “Hm,” he uttered with concern. Then he washed his hands off, finished drying his body, and redressed. Unlike Julian’s bout with the virus, Trevor’s hair didn’t appear to be growing.


  He wondered if he could keep his condition a secret.


  In the kitchen, he encountered Mrs. Malone pouring herself a late-evening glass of milk. Trevor swooped by to retrieve a can of Dr. Pepper. Mr. Malone was reading in the other room, and Julian was listening to music back in the guest room.


  “Did you boys have fun today?” Mrs. Malone asked.


  Once again, Trevor couldn’t help but admire Julian’s mother. He really adored her blonde bob. It suited her so well! It made her seem so professional and youthful.


  “Yeah, we—” On the second syllable, his voice cracked up an octave. He cleared his throat and restarted. “We really did—” And it happened again.


  Mrs. Malone’s eyes widened. She looked Trevor up and down, as if trying to spot other symptoms. Then she asked, “Are you infected?”


  Trevor shrugged. “I don’t think so,” he said. But the new, higher pitch of his vocal cords betrayed him. He felt himself blushing.
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  Days after infection: 6


  Estimated age: 23


   


   


   


  Mrs. Malone accompanied Trevor into the house’s master bedroom. Inside, she shut the door. Afterward, she sat down on the bed and invited him to do the same. He observed the way she conducted the maneuver—by smoothing out her sleepshirt and perfectly crossing her legs. He mimicked this. He didn’t know why. He was wearing pajama pants, for crying out loud. But he’d been taking notice of Mrs. Malone a lot more recently: her attire, her mannerisms, her gait, her compliments to her husband, and even to Julian.


  She was just so pleasant to be around.


  And on some level, Trevor envied her position as the matriarch and wife of the household, and the love and respect she received.


  He shuddered, and suddenly he felt uncomfortable in his own skin.


  Mrs. Malone folded her hands into her lap. “When did the symptoms first appear?”


  “I don’t know.” Trevor cringed at the sound of his girlish voice and rubbed his Adam’s apple. Damn you, he told it. To his ears, it was like a little kid’s voice. “I’m pretty sure I caught it at the hockey game.”


  “With Julian?”


  He nodded. “But I don’t think he’s infected.”


  “Then he’s lucky,” she said.


  Trevor wondered what had Mrs. Malone looking so gravely concerned. In the big picture, FAP-19 was hardly a big deal, wasn’t it? Some hundred thousand young men every year in the United States had their chance to wear dresses and fulfill their feminine fantasies to their hearts’ content. Trevor really had no qualms with being a woman, other than the one major loss: his manhood. He supposed he’d be keeping the toilet seat down for a few months. Even Julian had been mostly indifferent to becoming a woman, and Trevor recalled when his best friend had showed him his temporary pussy.


  Trevor just hoped he didn’t end up fifty years old or anything like that, with huge sagging boobs. He would prefer to stay relatively young!


  A twinge in his chest alerted him that his new and small-yet-growing friends felt heavier than they did even a few hours ago.


  Mrs. Malone let out a sigh. “I wonder if this is the new strain.”


  “New strain?”


  “It’s more prevalent in the northeast now. It’s called H.1.29.”


  Trevor hadn’t been paying attention to the news, so this was fresh information to him. “Is it any different than the normal virus?”


  “It will change you physically, but also mentally. For a while. Excuse me.” Mrs. Malone stood up and went over to where her purse was sitting near the window. She returned with her phone. “I have a friend who’s a virologist. She was the person who first told me about this new version of FAP-19 coming across the Canadian border.”


  What’s this about mental changes? Trevor wondered. While his confidant browsed through her contacts, he laid his eyes on her wedding ring. An innocent and fleeting thought went through his mind, as he wondered how his own ring finger would look wearing Mrs. Malone’s jeweled wedding band—a signal that he belonged to someone.


  His head ran wild with this, and briefly he was imagining himself in bed with Mr. Malone, being held and touched and kissed, and perhaps even more than that…


  Trevor clutched his belly as his stomach contorted in on itself.


  Mrs. Malone called and spoke with someone on the phone. The virologist friend, Trevor assumed. She gave his name and listed off his symptoms—the ones she knew about. After a short conversation, she handed him her phone and told him a name: Gabby.


  “Please speak with her,” Mrs. Malone insisted. “She’ll have more answers than me.”


  Trevor nervously placed the phone to his ear and said, “Hello?”


  “Trevor. As I think I heard Catherine mention, my name is Gabby. I’m a virologist at the California Institute of Technology. I’m told you’re undergoing some changes.”


  “Yeah. I’m pretty sure I caught the girl flu.”


  “You already sound like a girl. Which means you were infected a few days prior. Catherine mentioned a hockey game last weekend. So, six days?”


  “Seems that way.”


  “I won’t waste your time, as I know it’s late on the east coast. You will be transforming into an older woman—I hope that much is clear. But what I’m very curious about are some mental changes, and I would like to discuss those with you.”


  Trevor darted a look over toward Mrs. Malone again. Other than the worried but sympathetic expression on her face, his eyes homed in on the lustrous shine of her blonde bob. Even before he realized the impulse had happened, he was wondering what shampoo and conditioner she used, and how much they cost.


  He wondered which Julian would prefer more: Trevor’s natural dark shade or a blonde makeover. His last girlfriend had been a brunette.


  Trevor recognized how embarrassing this next conversation was going to be. “I’m sorry to ask this,” he said to Mrs. Malone, hoping to not offend the dignified and attractive lady of the household, “but can you leave the room?”


  “Certainly,” she said, and she got up and did just that.


  Alone, Trevor breathed out heavily. With Mrs. Malone no longer present, he was more aware of his strange feelings. He was damn near idolizing the woman. On her way out, he’d been studying her gait, and longing to have her wide hips.


  Something was seriously wrong with him—and not just that he was going to need a bra soon.


  “It’s hard to describe,” he told Gabby. His hands were shaking now. “I’m having these weird feelings.”


  “They will be weird, if this is the H.1.29 variant,” she confirmed. “Go on.”


  “When Mrs. Malone—Catherine—is around, I feel this desire.”


  “You desire her?”


  “No. God no. I mean, she’s a good-looking woman, but she’s my best friend’s mom. Instead, it’s like…” Trevor wiped the sweat off his brow. His whole body was tingling even as he thought about what he was going to say. “It’s like I feel drawn to her. I want what she has. I want her looks, her clothes, her appeal. I want…”


  “You want her life.”


  “Does that sound insane?”


  “No. Trevor, it is not insane. What you’re going through is expected with this new mutation. And it will be hard to fight. When you put Catherine back on, I will reiterate that to her. Right now, it’s weak enough that you’re resisting. But in a few days—maybe even tomorrow—these new urges will start to control you.”


  “Terrific,” Trevor sighed. “So, what? I’m going to start acting like a middle-aged woman too? You know, I was happy to just deal with the physical changes.”


  “It’s complicated. H.1.29 has deep roots. You will begin to empathize with women like Catherine and imitate them. And you will start to feel attracted to men.”


  Oh Jesus, he thought. So it wasn’t just the girl flu anymore. It was the gay flu!


  He groaned into the speaker. Gabby assured him that his reaction was in line with most other recipients of this new strain. But it didn’t help. How could a virus, a little invisible thing, change his sexual orientation? But Gabby explained that it didn’t; it gave him an addiction to men, and that addiction would supersede the inhibitions of his sexual orientation very soon.


  Trevor didn’t want any of this. It was supposed to be a vacation, just him and his best friend’s family. But an uninvited guest had come too.


  The near future looked ugly.


  After a fifteen-minute chitchat about all the horrors Trevor should expect, he met Mrs. Malone in the hallway outside and returned her phone. Following another conversation with Gabby, she promised Trevor that he would survive, and she would happily offer her comfort, support, and clothes. Also, she’d be sharing the news with her husband and Julian tomorrow morning, to get it out of the way.


  Trevor did reckon it was only fair that he had his turn with the FAP-19 virus after Julian had contracted it the year prior. But Gabby’s diagnosis worried him.


  Would he find Julian attractive?


  Would he want to sleep with Julian too?


  Those thoughts and so many more hounded him as he lied in bed that evening, watching the other twin mattress where his best friend was lightly snoring.


  Trevor wasn’t attracted to boys. He repeated that to himself until he dozed off.


  But the next morning, his resolve to ignore the persuasions of FAP-19 was put into serious doubt. Had he been wholly male—with a full-size cock, and not this one-inch dwarf penis that now occupied his underwear—he would’ve had morning wood. That erect feeling wasn’t in his groin, however; it was on his chest. His nipples weren’t visible underneath his thick sweatshirt, but he sure felt them, large and fat and aching, but not the painful kind of ache.


  There was barely any light in the room when Trevor began rubbing them. His breasts were more noticeable every morning. No longer lumps, they were solidly in the mounds category. And in dealing with his daybreak episode of arousal, he began expanding his self-satisfying exploration beyond his nipples and squeezing these fleshy growths that were now beginning to show their true form.


  They were by no means huge. Possibly A-cups. And in his fatter days of his freshman year, he’d been chubby enough to have some boobs.


  But not like these.


  These were…


  “Mmph,” he groaned, pinching his nipples. God! Playing with them seemed to make them more sensitive, as if he were fondling nerve endings into existence. With relatively little response from his groin presently—apart from a persistent warmth—Trevor discovered a new and fascinating enjoyment to groping his young boobs. His nipples became so stiff and hard that he could scarcely touch them without squirming.


  His mind was a frightful place again. It became a photo album of Julian in swim trunks, or Julian in the locker room, or Julian confessing his love and telling Trevor that there was no one more beautiful on this green Earth, and that he wished to expand the Malone family with eight or nine more kids.


  Stop, Trevor begged to himself.


  This was nuts! Having kids? Seriously? He didn’t even have a fucking womb.


  He rolled to his side and clenched a bundle of the bedsheets, humping them like mad. Eventually, he overcame that sick fantasy and dosed off again.


  When he woke later, the sound of a running shower echoed from the adjacent bathroom.


  Trevor felt dizzy as he sat up. He rubbed his chest again, feeling where his nipples were still partially erect. It was like going through puberty a second time, only now he had two things that might spontaneously get hard.


  He saw that he’d soaked the bed with sweat.


  Seven days. And still, what? Ninety more to go?


  Trevor’s heart skipped when he noticed that Julian had stripped naked before entering the guest bathroom; a pile of the boy’s clothes lay near the door, including, on top, his most recently worn pair of briefs. On one hand, Trevor felt frustrated that Julian would leave his dirty laundry on the floor, even temporarily. On the other…


  “No,” he ordered his body as it stood up. “No,” he ordered his feet as they began moving.


  Then his hand reached down and plucked the briefs from the clothes.


  It was like two halves of his mind were constantly quarreling. One half was urgently trying to guard the room containing his heterosexuality, the other was trying to trick the guard into leaving his post. These used, sweaty, musk-infused briefs shouldn’t have done the trick.


  But then Trevor was holding Julian’s underwear to his nose and taking deep, generous whiffs.


  The scent was so…


  So manly.


  And so, so good!


  Trevor immediately envied every girl who’d had the pleasure of sleeping with Julian, and who’d had the honor of removing his briefs and being wrapped in those big, strong arms.


  They were so lucky!


  Gabby was right, he thought. I am losing control!


  This realization didn’t bring an end to his urges. Rather, prize in hand, Trevor woozily returned to his bed. He located the precise area of cotton that had been in contact with Julian’s manhood—and therefore was ripe with the boy’s odor—and clamped it over his face. He pressed his lips and nose into it, inhaling. His mind was screaming out at this point, but he didn’t stop.


  How could it smell so good?


  He’d been in locker rooms and seen plenty of dudes without their clothes on. Not a single thought had occurred.


  But now…


  His free hand found a tit. He giggled softly at that word, tit. It was supremely unladylike and naughty! Mrs. Malone probably didn’t think of her breasts as tits, or honkers, or funbags. That was the vocabulary of teenage boys. Though, boob was probably permissible. Trevor groped one of his smallish and girlish boobs. The nipple needed no stimulation; it was already rigid, a pulsating beacon far more sensitive than the skin around it.


  Whether it was Julian’s stench-stained underwear or the fondling, Trevor’s loins warmed rapidly. It was a totally new sensation. He was accustomed to that intense focal point of blood-pumping, pulsating tightness that signaled a hard-on, but this was less defined. It ebbed and flowed in and around his groin, sometimes deep, sometimes at the surface.


  It was the seventh day of his infection. His new pussy—oops, another raunchy word. Would Mrs. Malone think that way?


  His new womanhood would be in the process of forming. Trevor wondered if these sensations were evidence of that. In any case, even without that distinct hardness of his libido raring to go, he pushed the balled-up briefs down the front of his pajama pants and began rubbing them between his legs. There was no obstruction—no shaft, no testicles. He could smoothly and uninterruptedly grind his crotch into Julian’s underwear.


  And he did. Fervently. Humping and moaning.


  “Oh baby,” he cooed to himself. “Mm! Right there. Yes.”


  Trevor put his pelvis to work, thrusting it up and down, back and forth, while his hand rubbed down and up, forth and back. Rubbing his groin like that felt so incredible! Even his little boobs were bouncing from his energetic pace.


  Imagine if I surprised Julian one morning by grinding on him like this, Trevor thought. What a wake-up call! Then, as usual, he was wondering if Mrs. Malone ever provided her husband with early-morning sex—or if any wives did. Having experienced several cases of morning wood in the past, Trevor would have loved a woman relieving his pent-up stress before the alarm buzzed. It would clear his head. Make him more productive. And it wasn’t so bad from the girl’s perspective either. He was so turned on doing this!


  And getting more turned on.


  Actually approaching orgasm…


  “Mm! Oh!” he cried out, clenching Julian’s briefs to his crotch and trembling fiercely.


  While a burst of warmth and tingles rampaged through his shivering body, Trevor felt that acute, ejaculatory force in the center of his groin. His pelvis made a convulsive lunge toward the briefs, and the liquid output of his climax squirted forth. He bit his tongue as three successive spurts unloaded into Julian’s underwear, leaving him drained and panting.


  Afterward, Trevor had a look at the dark, creamy blotch he’d added to the fabric. It was all clear, like a blob of saliva—no sperm whatsoever.


  “Whew,” he sighed. “Oh my.”


  Right then, the shower turned off.


  Figuring that Julian would notice the absence of his underwear, Trevor hurled the cum-stained briefs back where he’d found them. They landed on the discarded clothes—not precisely in the same position, but good enough. Then Trevor hid himself under the covers and went absolutely still.


  About thirty seconds later, the door opened. Trevor heard the rustling of clothes as his best friend redressed—in the same clothes, not even fresh ones! Had he no sense of hygiene? What a filthy animal! Mrs. Malone wouldn’t have abode this, and Trevor felt inclined to give Julian the earful that his mother wasn’t here to do. But he remained quiet and hidden.


  If Julian ever noticed the extra fluid in his briefs, he didn’t hesitate nor say a word. His feet padded toward the door, and Trevor heard it open and close.


  He pushed the covers off himself and sat up.


  “What is happening to me?” he muttered to himself. He already knew the answer. Gabby had told him. But he felt like it needed to be asked anyway, because it was so hard to believe.


  Trevor held his head in his hands, while a whirlwind of feelings and emotions spun his brain around and around.


  In the middle of evaluating his recent choices—and pleading for his male pride to put up a better fight against these invading compulsions—there was a knock on the door, and Mrs. Malone herself stepped in. Trevor felt insufficiently dressed when seeing that she’d already gotten around this morning, and was wearing makeup. Of course; she was the woman of the house, and her duties as a wife and mother overruled any whims of laziness.


  He stood up and almost blurted an apology for his sorry, disheveled appearance.


  “Do you need help making breakfast?” he asked. “I bet Mr. Malone and Julian are probably hungry right now.” He made a beeline for his luggage to find a fresh outfit.


  “No, it’s not about breakfast,” Mrs. Malone said, with amusement in her voice. “I wanted to come see you, Trevor. How are you feeling?”


  Nonetheless, Trevor was still riffling through his packed clothes in disgust. Everything was just so casual. Seriously, how many T-shirts did he own? And just jeans? All loose fitting too—nothing like what Mrs. Malone would wear, or anything that would come close to flattering his figure. And even though he knew there wouldn’t be a skirt or a dress, he regretted not having any. Julian would absolutely adore him in a dress.


  “I’m feeling like I have poor taste in fashion,” he said, turning back to Mrs. Malone.


  “Would you like to borrow from my wardrobe?”


  He noticed her smile. Mrs. Malone always smiled when they talked. Trevor imitated it, and made a point to smile whenever he was talking to her, her husband, or her son.


  Men liked women who were always in good spirits.


  He looked down bashfully. “No. I don’t think so, right now. Thank you.”


  “But you want to wear my clothes, don’t you?”


  He nodded. “I’m sorry that I do.”


  “Aw, honey.” Mrs. Malone came over and hugged him, enveloping Trevor’s teary-eyed face in a cloud of her perfume. He hoped some of it would cling to him—at least until he was able to step into the shower. “It’s okay. It’s completely okay. Gabby prepared me for this, and I understand exactly what you’re going through. Don’t feel bad about wanting to wear my clothes, Trevor. You are more than welcome.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes. I encourage it. From what Gabby told me, it sounds like I don’t have a choice.”


  Trevor breathed out. “Maybe in a little while? I’m an emotional wreck right now.”


  “No rush,” Mrs. Malone said as they separated. “Although, I have invited everyone to the dining table for the announcement. This will probably be the most stressful moment of your next three months, so I want us to get it out of the way.” A thumb came up and gently wiped his eyes dry. “Shall we?”


  Trevor nodded. “Okay.”


  She led him toward the kitchen area. The smell of eggs and sausage cooking had already turned the air into a mouthwatering aroma. Julian and Mr. Malone were both seated at the table, but not served—other than Mr. Malone’s steaming cup of coffee and Julian’s orange juice, which looked like it could be topped up.


  Mrs. Malone sat across her husband. Trevor, with a smooth twist and turn of his lower body, seated himself next to her, across from Julian.


  “Mom?” Julian asked. “What’s going on?”


  “Well,” she said. “There’s some news I would like to share.”


  Trevor and Julian made eye contact. After being best friends for so long, and with FAP-19’s spree into the hormones of so many young American males, infections were easier to spot. Trevor knew he was sporting a hairless chin, plumper lips, and a little more fat in his cheeks. The average person wouldn’t notice. But best friends would.


  Julian’s eyes went wide. “Oh shit,” he blurted.


  “Language,” Mrs. Malone and Trevor replied at the same time. Mrs. Malone placed her hand on Trevor’s shoulder, as if to say, I can handle this.


  Mr. Malone looked up from his newspaper. “What’s going on?”


  “He’s infected.” Julian said. “Trevor is. With FAP-19.”


  Trevor gulped.


  Mrs. Malone cleared her throat and made the formal announcement to her family.
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  Days after infection: 7


  Estimated age: 24


   


   


   


  Mrs. Malone had hung her clothes up in a closet. Duh, Trevor thought, as his fingers perused. That way, there were no unsightly wrinkles. His heart was racing as he flipped aside blouses and shirts, dresses and panties. Before this vacation, he had never really regarded Mrs. Malone’s attire, but doing so now, actually searching for something to wear from her personal collection, had him feeling like a kid on Christmas morning. All the silky fabrics gave him such a rush.


  But he was plagued by indecision as he stood there naked, in the locked master bedroom.


  “What to wear,” he mused. It wasn’t just for his personal satisfaction; there was Julian’s opinion to consider. And perhaps even Mr. Malone’s.


  Trevor tapped his chin. Then he strutted back to Mrs. Malone’s underwear drawer, looked there again, debated.


  Gosh, with so many options, the choice was tough!


  From the neatly folded arrangement of ladies’ intimates, he carefully removed a blue lace panty. Blue was his favorite color. Not girly. But pleasantly neutral. Trembling nervously, he slipped his legs on through and tugged the undergarment up his thighs, smiling as the lace tickled his skin. He couldn’t imagine the joy Mrs. Malone felt when putting on underwear in the morning. And was Mr. Malone watching her do it? Did she show off for him? Maybe she’d flaunted this exact pair, and maybe his manly hands had helped her remove it once or twice.


  It was a surprisingly good fit. Trevor didn’t possess the child-bearing hips of Julian’s mother, but his larger bone structure made up for it. The waistband arched high over his slim hips, the fabric clinging to his smooth skin and molding itself to his androgynous curves. His butt had filled out in the last few days. And with his flat groin, he was hard-pressed to find anything masculine about what the panties covered.


  He trotted to the mirror and twirled around, admiring his selection.


  They made him feel so pretty, so sexy. How on Earth had he worn boring male underwear for so long? Not after today! He was so grateful for Mrs. Malone lending her wardrobe.


  The bras were a problem. His leaser of fine garments boasted a 34C chest. Trevor was nowhere close to that department—although he wished, with his jealous heart, that he could someday grow into Mrs. Malone’s dimensions, if only to have such perfect and bouncing breasts to tease Julian with. Boys loved that. It made them so happy.


  Back to the closet again.


  Trevor pulled out a casual dress. Hardly winterwear, but he had no plans to leave the house today. It had a floral pattern, blue and white, with spaghetti straps. Even better, it was easy to slip on. So much easier than a shirt and pants! He stepped into it, then shimmied and pulled. There was padding in the chest area to not just protect his breasts but also boost their size slightly. Lovely! And the built-in belt around the waist kept the dress nice and snug around his abdomen.


  But the rest…


  The rest flowed and swished. It was so awesome!


  To the mirror he went.


  To his disappointment, the dress didn’t magically provide him with Mrs. Malone’s figure. His bare shoulders were unmistakably masculine. His hair, largely unaffected by the virus, had remained boyishly short, although some subtle growth had lengthened his bangs.


  But he was smiling. Because smiling evoked confidence. It evoked sex appeal. And Julian would not want a wife who pouted and looked sad all the time.


  Wife?


  Trevor’s mind was getting ahead of itself!


  He couldn’t be a wife without first being a girlfriend, so that he may advertise his wifely attributes, and he could still provide and care for Julian as necessary without a wedding band on his finger.


  After smoothing out his dress and checking out his butt for the dozenth time, Trevor headed to face the Malones as a new woman of the house. But then he remembered: he wasn’t ready yet! And on Mrs. Malone’s vanity was the final ingredient. He picked up the perfume bottle, while his eyes flitted across her makeup accessories. He gave his neck a little spray, introducing his nose to that same flower-and-citrus scent that Mrs. Malone left behind wherever she went.


  There, he decided. Better!


  Now he was all set.


  With a compensating and coordinated sway to his undersized hips, he left the room with his chin high and feeling as confident as Mrs. Malone would in her own clothes.


  Julian was listening to music in the guest bedroom. Trevor leaned around the corner and softly knocked; Julian looked up and removed his headphones. There was a moment of bewilderment as his eyes roamed down to Trevor’s dress, then snapped back up.


  “Hey,” Trevor said sweetly. “How are you doing?”


  “Trev—” Julian hesitated. “Wait, are you using a different name now? Or pronouns? From what Mom said about this virus, it’s really whacked. I’m glad I didn’t get infected with this version.”


  “No, I’m still Trevor, and I’m still a boy.”


  Julian’s gaze again dropped down Trevor’s body, as if searching for that boy. “Hey,” he said. “Is that my mom’s dress?”


  “She let me borrow it.” Trevor did a slow twirl for his admirer. “What do you think?”


  “It’s…it looks good on you.”


  “Thanks, sweetie. I feel so good in it. And so feminine. And just so…mm!” Trevor went over to where Julian was seated. “I don’t think a word exists. Free, I guess? Free to act how I feel.” Trevor sat down much closer to Julian than he would’ve a few days ago.


  Julian’s nose sniffed. “That’s my mom’s perfume.”


  “I liked it so much I had to use it too.”


  Julian raised an eyebrow. “You’re not faking this, are you? Like, you seem totally different. It’s not an act?”


  Trevor giggled. “Why would it be an act?”


  That being said, he was aware of his actions and behavior right now, and that they didn’t fall in line with how he usually acted. But that person wasn’t here right now. The new Trevor saw Julian in a whole new light—saw his muscles, his handsome good looks, his body that invited thoughts of cuddling. Trevor considered himself lucky that Julian was single. And he didn’t have to introduce himself; they had known each other for so long, just like a wife and husband would.


  Unconsciously, Trevor had begun petting Julian’s thigh. It felt right. Trevor was just brimming with love and affection and a strong desire to make Julian as happy as possible.


  Julian had noticed this massaging, and visibly tensed as a result.


  Trevor laughed quietly. “It’s okay, sweetie.”


  “Why are you calling me sweetie?”


  “Don’t guys like that? Or honey. Your mother calls your father honey all the time. We can do that too. Anything you want.”


  Julian took a deep breath. “You swear you’re not pulling my chain?”


  “I swear.”


  “And this is really you?”


  Trevor nodded.


  “Mom said we should accept who you are for the next three months,” Julian said.


  “I think that would be easiest.”


  His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. “So, where do we go from here? I have to say, I’m really confused. You’re still Trevor to me. But in a dress. Are you wearing my mom’s panties too? That’s weird, man.”


  “Then let’s make it less weird,” Trevor suggested. He got up, strolled toward the door, and shut it. When he returned to the bed, his hand not only resumed caressing Julian’s muscular thigh; it went prowling for his crotch, and rubbed the very visible bulge in his khaki shorts. In one swoop, Trevor had a full impression of the boy’s manhood and testicles, as three separate and sizable lumps all tightly contained by a zipper.


  Julian sucked air between his teeth. He chuckled nervously. “Whoa. Trevor. I-I don’t know. I mean, you’re pretty, but…”


  “You’re sweet.”


  “But I don’t think this is right.”


  “What’s not right?” Trevor’s hand never stopped, and one of those bulges in Julian’s shorts was rapidly growing in size. “This will help you see things clearly, darling. It always did to me.”


  “Darling?”


  “Just relax. If you say no, I’ll stop. Whatever you want.”


  But Julian never did say stop. He looked like he wanted to, but the steady massaging of his groin took priority. Trevor knew he had never touched another man’s penis. But it was fine. Even if he considered himself straight, he knew it was his duty. Mrs. Malone surely hadn’t married her husband without spreading her legs and keeping her hands in her lap. This was a necessary and wifely step.


  She provides, Trevor told himself. She provided him with pleasure and comfort and—in Julian’s case—children. And now it was Trevor’s turn. As an eager protégé of the Malone matriarch, he was excited to be a responsible and affectionate companion.


  “I knew you’d like that,” he cooed to Julian. “Now you won’t be so confused, honey.”


  Julian’s eyes fluttered closed.


  In rubbing the boy’s crotch, Trevor was stress-testing the integrity of his khaki shorts, because that swelling got huge and cramped rather quickly, until it looked like Julian was smuggling a banana. Trevor reveled in his ability to not only make his partner hard, but to also make him want more. Soon, Julian was spreading his legs and helping with the zipper. Both of them pulled the fly open and peeled away his underwear.


  Trevor flinched when Julian’s prick came springing out! It slapped back with such force that it hit its owner on the belly, before curving back upright and wagging back and forth. A bead of pre-cum gleamed at the tip.


  God, Trevor thought, entranced by his buddy’s penis. Look at that sweet thing! How big was it? Seven inches? Eight? In any case, his dutiful hand remained close and immediately picked up where it had left off, taking a firm grip of Julian’s shaft and commencing a steady, sensual stroke.


  “Mm,” Trevor moaned. He naughtily bit his bottom lip. “Dang. That’s a lethal weapon.”


  “Now I know you’ve changed,” Julian said.


  “I told you so. Forget about the old me, honey. The new me is all dedicated to making you as happy as possible.”


  Trevor couldn’t have said why he enjoyed giving his best friend a handjob. A deep scrutiny of his sexual orientation would’ve revealed no erotic interest in boys—even the most handsome ones, the studs, like Julian here. But it felt so good to bring Julian pleasure. And that pleasure from providing pleasure was, itself, almost erotic. As Trevor’s hand quickened, and that turgid pole began to throb more vigorously, his loins warmed. But he didn’t touch himself. He resisted showing Julian that he was becoming sexually aroused by this.


  Because that would’ve been gay.


  All the while, Trevor had a big grin on his face, pumping his wrist up and down. He gasped softly when Julian’s big, fat member began to dribble out more pre-cum. It got swept up in the motions of Trevor’s hand, spread into a lubricating sheen.


  As Julian began to audibly groan a little, Trevor squeezed tighter, slammed his hand down harder, gave his arm more oomph and speed.


  “You like that?” he asked. “You are so hard. You look like you want to pop.”


  “If you keep going, I will.”


  Trevor let out another giggle.


  They’d come out to Stratton Mountain to snowboard and get away from civilization, and here he was jerking off his best friend. Some vacation!


  Even though it was another boy’s penis inside his fisted hand, he could sense the impending payoff. He scooted even closer until their hips were flush, and he rubbed Julian’s big shoulder.


  “Yes, almost,” Trevor said. “You’ve been needing this badly, huh?”


  Julian grunted appreciatively.


  But when the moment arrived, and Julian’s legs started to tremble, Trevor realized the forthcoming explosion was about to have messy consequences!


  “Mm. Oh!” Julian groaned.


  “No. Oh, wait,” Trevor said in a panic. There was only one solution. He threw his head down and engulfed Julian’s member with his mouth, just in the nick of time for a warm, sticky, creamy pop-off to blast the back of his throat. “Mmph! Mm-hmm! Mm.”


  Julian thrust his legs up several times, his body jerking as if to expel every last drop.


  And all of it went into Trevor’s mouth, and down his throat. All of his best friend’s hot, gooey load.


  Semen was more difficult to swallow than he imagined. It had a slimy consistency, and stuck to his palate and tongue and gums. In trying to gather it all and consume it, he instead succeeded in spreading it around and permanently filling his whole mouth with that salty taste.


  He pulled back, licking off any residue of semen and drool.


  Julian started, “You just…”


  “I-I know. I did,” Trevor said, rubbing his head. He hadn’t despised the taste of Julian’s semen. Though it had certainly been a shock—to his wavering masculinity, to his taste buds—that he would do such a thing. He looked into Julian’s eyes. “Did you like it?”


  Julian hesitated, then nodded.


  Trevor smiled. “Then that’s all that matters.”


   


   


   


   


   


  4


  Days after infection: 10


  Estimated age: 25


   


   


   


  With Trevor’s change of personality came a total loss of interest in snowboarding. He was sorry to no longer accompany Julian to the white slopes. But risking life and limb out there in the freezing-cold temperatures, around trees, and rocks, and any number of things he might slam into, seemed all too dangerous.


  Snowboarding was a guy thing. It was a recess for testosterone. Even though he knew of many professional lady snowboarders and winter athletes who might be offended by such an opinion. Nonetheless, it wasn’t him anymore. He—with a bloodstream currently flooded with estrogen—turned toward becoming a student of Mrs. Malone’s wifely and motherly responsibilities around the household. So, while Julian was busy having fun with his manly hobbies, Trevor helped Mrs. Malone with laundry, cleaning, and cooking.


  All the while he was studying her: studying her mannerisms, her way of talking to her husband, her way of being a pleasant and attractive woman who was committed to her household role. Entering the second week of their stay in the Vermont mountains, Trevor became so obsessed with Mrs. Malone that he frequently lied in bed at night begging the FAP-19 virus to give him that middle-aged, female body, complete with the pear-shaped hips, the extra pouch of fat on his belly, the slightly sagging breasts.


  He craved for big breasts. Breasts with mileage, with stretch marks. Breasts that had been through a pregnancy or two, and had once been filled with milk but were now past being firm and perky, and could exactly fill Mrs. Malone’s bras.


  But Trevor knew that boys with FAP-19 inherited most of their own mother’s qualities, and his mother was not large in the chest or heavy in the seat. And by the second week, his boobs had reached a small B-cup. However, to his joy, they did begin to sag right away—skipping entirely the youthful phase of puberty where they might’ve been pointy, puffy missile cones.


  His overall age, though, didn’t appear to change much. He knew that typically he’d be visiting a physician right now to have his symptoms checked out—as was the standard procedure. Being on vacation, he had to rely on guesswork. And each day saw no new wrinkles where Mrs. Malone had wrinkles. He was confident that he was still in his twenties, and at the rate he was aging, it was probably safe to assume he would remain in his twenties.


  Had he been infected with the original strain of FAP-19, he would’ve been thrilled. His hair had remained short, he wasn’t growing that old, and his breasts were small and rarely ever a nuisance.


  But with the H.1.29 strand…


  Sometimes he was on the brink of tears knowing that he couldn’t look like Mrs. Malone.


  Every once in a while, Trevor would experience a few minutes of snapping back to reality and realizing how wrong his behavior was. One time, he was giving Julian a morning blowjob and had just received a mouthful of sperm, when he was overcome with a sudden and distressful discord about nearly gulping down a large quantity of semen. He had to rush into the bathroom and spit it out, and rinse with mouthwash.


  A moment later, he was back to cuddling Julian as if no such existential crisis had occurred.


  The other episodes were brief and harmless: wondering why he was putting on panties, wondering why he was reading one of Mrs. Malone’s romance novels and really hanging on every descriptive word of the male hero, wondering why he was humming to himself while inspecting Julian’s underwear for stains before putting them into the washer.


  The beginning of regular oral sex with Julian also marked the official end of Trevor’s manhood—although it had been many days since he had been able to relieve himself standing up anyway.


  He was sitting on the toilet one morning, inspecting the general region of his lost manhood, and noticing how the place behind his removed scrotum had formed into a deep, vertical-running crease that extended back a couple inches to his perineum. His heart skipped when his fingers happened inside the entrance—aided by a bit of moisture.


  Oh, he realized. I guess that’s all finished now.


  Some outer exploration turned into deeper exploration, until he was less exploring the physical anatomy and more exploring how it felt if he kept thrusting a finger or two in and out of this newly created hole, a hole that was delightfully warm and tight.


  “Oh,” he breathed softly. “Mm. Okay. This isn’t so bad at all.”


  While mentally debating the inferiority or superiority of this new feature, Trevor wondered what Julian would think. Would he approve? Would he be turned off? If Trevor was to be Julian’s girlfriend, a vagina was necessary. A vagina perfectly sized for eight-inch penises, and to deliver a baby. A vagina to provide pleasure and life.


  Trevor hadn’t meant to masturbate, but inevitably his deep-plunging fingers weren’t doing anything but. He fingered himself as he imagined his walk down the aisle as Julian’s bride, then reading his vows, then kissing those angelic lips, then consummating their marriage during the honeymoon after.


  It was the perfect fantasy.


  “Oh,” he moaned, his hand going faster and faster. “Oh-ooohhh!”


  Trevor bucked on the seat, enduring his orgasm as his body’s release squirted into his hand. He was momentarily confused as he rubbed himself furiously, prolonging that tingly and toe-curling high. Then he remembered: his body still produced seminal fluid, even with the reformation of his external manhood into a pristine example of womanhood. The output from his urethra, despite lacking sperm, had completely doused his hand.


  He rubbed himself some more and relaxed, catching his breath.


  There was a knock on the door. “Trevor?” came Mrs. Malone’s voice. “I thought I heard screaming in there. Is everything all right?”


  He laughed nervously. “Oh. Yeah. Everything’s good.”


  “Do you need help?”


  “No. Thank you. I can manage.”


  “Just let me know if you need anything.”


  Trevor sighed and wiped his hand off. Then he finally emptied his bladder.


  Passing the second weekend at Stratton Mountain, and therefore nearing the end of their stay, the region was hit with a surprise snowstorm. Trevor woke up one morning—in Julian’s arms, now that they were bunking together—to find that the power was out. Mr. Malone calmed everyone down and put extra wood in the fire, while Trevor went with Mrs. Malone down to the garage to fetch batteries and lamps for however long the lights were going to be off. While down there, he caught a glimpse of the Forester, buried to the side mirrors in snow.


  “Jeez,” he remarked, rubbing his shoulders for warmth. If there was anything to hate about losing his male body hair, it was that the winter cold had a stronger bite. And a lace nightgown underneath a coat was not adequate winterwear.” Is this normal around here?”


  “All the time, unfortunately,” Mrs. Malone answered. “This isn’t too terrible. Not like a nor'easter that could dump thirty inches in twenty-four hours.”


  They brought the lamps and batteries up. Overall, nobody was too freaked out. The water for the house was supplied via local wells, and the stove ran on natural gas, meaning they could still cook. Trevor was glad for the latter. By this point of his metamorphosis, he loved to cook. And after their brief expedition into the frigid bottom level, he and Mrs. Malone tied on their aprons and whipped up breakfast for the men.


  It was common knowledge now that Trevor and Julian had become closer as a result of Trevor’s infection. Whether Julian himself had informed his family, or whether it was just readily observed, Trevor didn’t know. Although, with Trevor sitting so close to Julian that their plates almost touched, and Trevor encouraging Julian to eat every last bite, and the hand holding and shoulder rubbing and mouth wiping and frequent petting, he figured it was kind of obvious. Boys didn’t act like that.


  Girlfriends did. Wives did.


  And Trevor liked to think of himself as a wife in spirit. He was doing all the duties, acting the part. If it was a theatrical play, he would’ve received a standing ovation.


  But it wasn’t an act. To him, it was real. The virus had made him so fond and affectionate for Julian, his male best friend, that showing his love and even having sexual relations wasn’t shameful. Just the opposite: he was proud of himself. Proud of finding a handsome man and auditioning to be his housewife.


  If only the viral symptoms were permanent.


  Later on, after cleaning the tables and scrubbing some dishes, the family split off to find various ways to pass the time. Trevor privately asked Mrs. Malone if he could borrow her makeup.


  “I was wondering when you’d ask,” she said. “Would you like some help? Have you put on makeup before?”


  “Well, er, no,” Trevor said. “But I could practice.”


  “By yourself? I won’t allow it.”


  He smiled bashfully. And with that settled, Mrs. Malone led him into the master bedroom and sat him down at her vanity mirror. Without electricity, they had to resort to battery-powered lamps. Even so, the bright light revealed just how much Trevor’s face had changed. There were still the masculine features: the brow, the nose, the thickness of his jaw. But some details had been altered, like how his skin had become incredibly soft and smooth, his lips had grown slightly, and maybe he was just imagining it but his eyes seemed to be more visible, as if his eyelids were naturally retracting more.


  Mrs. Malone knelt behind him and gathered up her makeup supplies, scooting them toward Trevor. “Are you nervous?”


  His reflection smiled. “A little.”


  “I was nervous when I first tried my mother’s makeup. Like just about everyone else, my first result had me looking like a clown.”


  “I love your makeup. You look so refined and dignified.”


  It was her turn to smile. “Thank you. And, well, it takes practice. Let’s begin with some foundation, though you barely need a dab. Your skin is gorgeous as is.”


  She applied those creamy dabs—taken from a L'Oréal brand bottle—to Trevor’s cheeks, forehead, and chin. Then, with a stiff little sponge-like tool, she scrubbed and swirled it around. He closed his eyes for this part. His feet were hopping excitedly. After that, she applied a very small amount of concealer. Then more swirling and rubbing, this time with her finger. She explained that concealer would cover up any renegade dark spots or acne.


  “You honestly don’t even need it,” she said. “But now you’ll know to use it if you ever do. Are you learning a lot?”


  Trevor nodded. After she was finished, he had a peek. There wasn’t much to see, other than the color of his face seemed more uniform.


  For the next step, Mrs. Malone grabbed a stick of what was called contour. It was much darker in color. She lightly administered it to the bottom half of his cheek. This gradual darkening effect was barely noticeable in real time, but when she was finished, Trevor noticed that his cheek, as a result, was sharper and better defined on account of the shaded-in color.


  It was just an illusion, but immediately that side of his face looked more feminine.


  “Your turn,” she said, offering the stick.


  Trevor did his best to mimic his teacher on the opposite cheek, although he went a little too dark initially. Mrs. Malone swiped some contour away with her pinkie and redistributed it to his forehead and jawline. Then she swabbed on a tiny amount of blush, used a pencil to etch around and fill in his eyebrows.


  Afterward it was time for eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara.


  “There’s way more steps than I thought,” Trevor admitted, as his lashes seemed to magically gain thickness and length with Mrs. Malone’s talented strokes. He could feel them becoming heavier. “You have to do this every morning?”


  “Depends on the occasion, sweetie,” she said. “For work, yes. Or for a night out. You have so many options to express yourself—here, turn your head. And, sometimes, you want to look good.”


  “For your husband?”


  She laughed. “Not necessarily. I’ve worn makeup even when no one’s going to see me.”


  When she had completed the total makeover of his eyes, Trevor barely recognized the person in the mirror. He was quivering with excitement, seeing this girl—no, this woman—staring back at him. She had seductively dark lashes, perfectly arched eyebrows, and high cheekbones. He more appreciated the effort it took to apply makeup, and for the artistry involved. It wasn’t an easy process!


  Lastly, Mrs. Malone grabbed some vividly pink lipstick.


  “Just a smudge,” she said, circling the tip around his lips. “Beginners so often overdo it.”


  Trevor’s jaw went slack when he saw the final result.


  He looked so good. The boy was completely gone. Even with his short hair, the makeup enhanced the feminine qualities of his face. His lips were full and captivating, and he could easily imagine using them on Julian.


  “Well?” Mrs. Malone asked.


  “This is so amazing,” he said. “Thank you so much. I’ll have to buy my own collection.”


  “I suppose you’ll be wanting to show my son now.”


  He smiled. “I really do. I really like him. And, like, I know that’s just the virus talking. I’m not really into guys. But…”


  “But, you can’t stop thinking about him.”


  He nodded. “I even imagined us married.”


  Mrs. Malone chirped out a laugh. “Here I thought Gabby was exaggerating.”


  “So was I.”


  Right then, he had another of those snapping-back moments, and all the makeup suddenly looked ridiculous, and he felt ridiculous for confessing a fantasy like that to Mrs. Malone. Had he gone completely insane? Marrying his best friend? That wasn’t even the worst of it. The worst was when he had desires for Julian impregnating him, and for their family to fill up a two-story house out in the countryside.


  But that would be so lovely, wouldn’t it? Bearing children was a tremendous yet rewarding responsibility, and he craved to know what it would feel like for a life to grow inside his tummy.


  When he looked into the mirror again, he was all smiles.


  “Okay,” Mrs. Malone said. “You can show your boyfriend.”


  Trevor stood. “Oh, goodness. I should have asked you sooner. Are you okay with us being together? I know this is kind of strange.”


  “Heavens no.” Mrs. Malone hugged him. “Trevor, you’ve been a wonderful friend his whole life. I couldn’t imagine a better girlfriend.”


  “Aw, thank you.”


  “It’s the truth, honey.”


  “I love being around him. He’s so sweet and handsome.”


  “I’m glad. I’d whip him if he turned out any other way.”


  Flashlight in hand, Trevor navigated the dark hallway back to the guest bedroom, where Julian was. He was over at the window, checking out the heap of snow that Vermont had received, which was still accumulating as lazily falling flurries. When the door shut, he turned and saw Trevor, whose transition to womanhood—and dresses and panties—never drew a comment anymore.


  But the makeup did.


  “Whoa,” Julian remarked. His jaw was the second to drop.


  Trevor bounced over to him, swinging his butt emphatically so that his dress swished around. “Is that a compliment?”


  “Yeah. Definitely. You look amazing.”


  “I’m sorry I have to ruin it.”


  “You wha—”


  Trevor cut him off with a kiss.


  It was actually the first time they’d kissed. He’d cuddled Julian, he’d jerked Julian off, he’d given Julian blowjobs, but their lips had never met. Because, in a way, a kiss was more intimate, and Trevor knew Julian would only let a girl kiss him.


  That Julian didn’t push him away then was the confirmation.


  Trevor started giggling. He was so happy he couldn’t contain himself. But then he was focused back on that kiss, and roaming his hands all over Julian’s shoulders, and pressing tight against his lover so that he could feel that swelling reaction that poked into his own groin. It crossed his mind that they were similar in height; there was nothing fragile or dainty about his masculine physique. But he felt light anyway, as if a breeze could sweep him away.


  Or better yet Julian’s hands, which guided Trevor, with a bump and a stumble, over to their shared mattress. Julian’s shirt flew off. Then Trevor’s anxious hands were removing the hindrance of the boy’s zipper and massaging that bulge simultaneously. He whispered for Julian to rub between his legs.


  Trevor felt the chosen hand gradually seek out his crotch, and press lightly up against his mons pubis. The hand was shaking a little. Perhaps scared of what it would find. But if there was any worry, it quickly vanished when Julian discovered that Trevor was not dissimilar from other girls. He had the right parts. But of course Julian knew that; he’d had FAP-19 once too.


  Then maybe he was afraid of giving in to his urges, as Trevor had once been.


  The thick fingers began to rub back and forth, centering on his clitoris.


  Their lips separated.


  “Oh,” Trevor said, in a long and relaxing sigh. “Yes. That feels so good.”


  “Are you finished transforming?” Julian asked.


  “Down there?” Trevor’s smile was the answer. But he didn’t know how many years he had left. Normally it took a month to fully mature. At his current pace of aging, he didn’t expect he’d get to be much older. “Sit down, handsome. I need a taste.”


  Julian complied in a heartbeat, and then his member was out and waiting.


  Trevor knelt down and obliged his lover.


  He hadn’t embraced womanhood on the expectation of giving head, but he appreciated each and every time the opportunity arose. Having his mouth around that thick, hard penis was an absolute joy, as was feeling it slide toward his throat and tasting the musk and sweat. Trevor bobbed his head, gliding his sealed lips up and down the shaft, giving all that hardness a nice, tight sleeve to slide into. It helped that he’d had a penis before, that he knew the pleasures it craved, and he hoped that Julian enjoyed his mouth more than anyone else’s.


  While his mouth worked, his hands petted the boy’s firm thighs and his muscular abs. Then one hand slipped down and fondled his testicles.


  So heavy, so needy.


  Trevor wanted his mouth to always be available whenever Julian needed it—as a housewife’s mouth should be!


  He pulled away and gasped for air, licking away the ropes of drool clinging to his lips. He gave Julian’s fantastic cock a few swift tugs. “You want more than just my mouth, don’t you?”


  Julian nodded. “If it’s all right with you.”


  “Of course. It’s my pleasure.”


  Trevor stood up and gave his onlooker a quick strip show, ending with his dress and one of Mrs. Malone’s thongs on the floor. Then he squealed delightedly as Julian pulled him closer and smooched his belly. Two strong hands grabbed and squeezed his ass—of which there was more flesh to squeeze, as it had continued to steadily get bigger.


  Trevor loved every second of it. He loved being adored, but more than that he loved adoring his man. So, anxious to show Julian what benefits his body had to offer, Trevor swung a leg over his best friend’s lap, positioned himself into the ideal straddle, anchored his arms to those big shoulders, and squatted down.


  Julian oriented his erection toward Trevor’s crotch, and Trevor paused while the means for intercourse were finalized. He felt the swollen head brush his womanhood, then find its slot, then force itself into his tight entrance. Trevor’s jaw dropped, and a long moan escaped his throat as he took his partner’s member, inch by inch, into his waiting and dripping-wet hole.


  “Fuck,” Julian whispered, also experiencing pleasure from the biological coupling.


  “Yeah. That is the idea, isn’t it?”


  They both laughed.


  Trevor shuddered so deeply that Julian asked if he was okay.


  “I’m fine.” And to prove this, he lowered himself farther, until he could sense his vagina straining to take another inch. “Oh. Mm. Yes. Right there, honey.”


  Intercourse with a boy was new and unfamiliar. It took Trevor a dozen or so reps to establish a rhythm and find the limit of how far he should extend his body off Julian’s lap. Once, the penis slipped out. No harm, no foul; Julian stuck it right back in, and they resumed. That was around the time Julian clenched Trevor’s waist and began pulling him a little, and Trevor thought that made sense. Let Julian—the man—take charge. Let him use Trevor in any way he saw fit.


  “You’re so tight,” Julian announced, after they’d been going at it for a few minutes.


  Trevor had to laugh. “You expected different?”


  “I didn’t expect my best friend to have a pussy when we went on vacation.”


  “Well, I do, and it’s got your name on it.”


  Trevor pulled his lover into a snug embrace, pressing his chest into Julian’s face. Their inexperience together began to matter less and less, with Trevor enthusiastically increasing his tempo the longer they went. It just felt so right to be on the receiving end, to have a boy’s penis pumping into him. He didn’t want to go back to the old ways, to the old him. His place was here, in Julian’s arms—which then fell down to Trevor’s hips as Julian leaned back on the bed and let Trevor ride him cowgirl style.


  Seeing Julian’s muscular body sprawled out on the mattress was such a turn-on! Trevor rode him hard and fast, throwing his body up and slamming it back down, really getting the full impact of that wonderful erection thrusting in him, causing his breasts to jiggle.


  It was no surprise that Julian didn’t last that long.


  In the middle of their passionate lovemaking, the boy restrained Trevor and tightly wound his arms around him. Trevor felt the muscle spasms. Then an abundant warmth came shooting into his depths at the same time Trevor himself reached climax. His release squirted all over Julian’s groin, while Julian’s plentiful seed filled his insides.


  It was absolutely and unforgettably perfect.


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


  Days after infection: 17


  Estimated age: 26


   


   


   


  A couple days after when they were scheduled to drive home, the snow had finally melted enough to leave Stratton Mountain. Trevor and Mrs. Malone cooked a hearty breakfast and tidied up around the house while the men packed the Forester with luggage. When they were set to go, Trevor put on his boots, gloves, and jacket. Everything underneath his winter layers belonged to Mrs. Malone, including a pair of hip-hugging jeans, a comfy pullover, silk panties, and even one of her bras—the cups having been stuffed with tissues, to make up the size difference.


  Trevor and Julian piled into the backseat and held hands. The elder Malones climbed into the front seat, with Mr. Malone cranking the engine.


  “Everybody ready?” he asked, swiveling his head for an inspection of his passengers. His gaze found Trevor’s and Julian’s locked hands. He grunted softly. “Back in my day, there were plenty of girls to go around. We didn’t need boys.”


  Mrs. Malone draped a gentle, calming hand on her husband’s shoulder. “But they do make a cute couple, honey. I bet you wished your best friend was a girl sometimes.” Then she kissed him.


  Following the woman’s lead, Trevor turned to Julian and did the same.


  His heart was bursting with so much love and affection for his new man that there was no possible way he could fully express it all in that one, simple kiss. He wanted to cuddle him every night, make him breakfast every morning, wish him well on his schoolwork, and await his arrival at the end of the day—for, hopefully, hours of fun in bed, or wherever they wound up taking their clothes off. He couldn’t wait.


  Trevor still considered himself male, regardless of appearances. And he still thought of himself as straight. But he found himself fancying dresses, lingerie, heels, makeup. Whatever would make his lover happy.


  Some changes would have to be implemented in his personal life, he knew. Such as his vocational courses. Interest in academics had completely waned after devoting himself to Julian. He’d have to postpone this semester, and enroll again in the fall.


  Because his heart wouldn’t let go. The virus had made him yearn to be Julian’s wife, his lover, his number one fan. Anything that didn’t support that relationship was a waste of time.


  “Okay, let’s go,” Mr. Malone announced, shifting the gear lever.


  On their way down the slushy mountain trail, Trevor tapped his darling on the shoulder and whispered: “Hey, I have a secret to share.”


  “What’s that?” Julian whispered back.


  “I love you, honey. And I want to always be yours.”


  Julian smiled back. “I love you too, but only as long as—”


  Trevor pushed his index finger against the boy’s lips. “Pretend it’s not temporary.”


  “Okay. Then I love you. And I will always love you.”


  They kissed again, and they kissed for so long that Mrs. Malone took notice and told them to stop steaming up the windows.


  Trevor giggled and apologized.


  But he couldn’t apologize for never feeling as happy as he did now.


  They had come to this mountain retreat as best friends, and now they were leaving as soul mates.
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  Days after infection: 14


  Estimated age: 25


   


   


   


  “Rudd? Can I maybe ask a colossal favor?”


  I looked up from my psych homework and saw my roommate, Sonya, poking her head around the door. We were both majoring in criminal justice. But ever since I caught FAP-19, we’d stopped having our study sessions. Platonic or not, it was pretty weird when your roommate sprouted boobs and no longer left the toilet seat up.


  After two weeks of separately going on about our coursework, I was excited to hear she needed my help. “Anything,” I said. “What can I do?”


  “May I come in?”


  “Sure.”


  Sonya timidly came into my bedroom. Her eyes tracked over me from the neck down. My symptoms demanded that I wear female-cut jeans. I had on one of my old shirts, but it wasn’t like it was the old me underneath it. She definitely noticed the new hills.


  “Um,” she said, lowering her head and twiddling her thumbs. “Well, I have a date coming up this Saturday. I met a guy through a friend.”


  “Whoa, really? That’s great!” She’d had trouble throughout college finding someone to connect with—other than over criminal law and CSI: Miami marathons. So I was ecstatic for her. “Congratulations. I hope it goes well.”


  She smiled and blushed. “Thanks. But I’ve never been out with anyone before, and I’m so nervous.”


  “Hm. Need any tips?”


  “Actually, I’d like you to come with me.”


  Not what I’d been expecting. Though I supposed it was doable. Maybe I could play the part of her big sister or something, be the bodyguard in case her date made the wrong move. I hadn’t realized she was that scared about going out with someone. If so, this was a huge step for her, and I really wanted to hug her for taking that leap—though my present condition made hugs a little awkward. I still hadn’t mastered how to do them with the new, uh, merchandise.


  “Okay,” I said. “I can tag along. You said Saturday?”


  She nodded. “But I told Garth it would be a double date.”


  A double WHAT?


  Sonya must’ve saw my immediate apprehension because she came striding toward me—closer than she’d ever been in the last couple weeks. “Rudd, I was just nervous. I blurted to him something that would make us feel more comfortable. And…a double date just sprang to mind.” A smile was starting. “Could you? It could just be a friend, and you two can pretend you’re months into a relationship. You could set a good example for him.”


  I wasn’t following her line of reasoning. Until it dawned on me that her date—Garth—must’ve been the one guy in this college town who was as nervous as she was.


  “Can you?” she asked. “Please? I’ll make it up to you somehow.”


  “But I’m not really a girl, though,” I pointed out in my girlish voice. “I wouldn’t know how to sell it.”


  “You’ve seen movies. Just improvise.”


  “And you want me in a dress too?”


  Sonya giggled. “No. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”


  This proposal had me wondering how convincing I could be. With FAP-19 even more common than the flu, it was just accepted knowledge that not all girls out there were who they appeared to be. I had my nephew to thank for my next three months of wearing bras and dealing with the lack of pocket space in women’s jeans. From what I heard, he’d spread it to a dozen guys in his church. And now that he was a chick, his mom made him dress up as one every Sunday morning. He’d posted photos on Facebook.


  I took a deep breath. “Okay. A double date it is, then.”


  “Do you have someone to go with?”


  “I can probably convince my friend, Bobby, to go,” I told her. “He’ll jump at the chance for a date with a hot girl, even if it’s me.”


  She laughed. “Thanks, Rudd.” Then she came in and hugged me. I was a foot taller than her, which put her face nearly on level with my chest. But she got around that logistical problem by leaning away and pressing her cheek into my arm.


  Lesson learned!


  “Oh, but you’re going to need your hair styled,” she said. “You can’t just show up with a ponytail.”


  “I thought you said I can go with whatever I’m comfortable with.”


  Sonya shrugged. “Okay, but you can’t look like you just rolled out of bed.”


  “Ouch.”


  So she set me up with a stylist for that Friday. Out in public I wore a yellow wristband to broadcast to everyone that I wasn’t, in fact, a twenty-five-year-old woman. It was something I’d seen on the front page of Reddit that had taken off into an unofficial nationwide thing—and now it was even mentioned in the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION as a way for us infected guys to discreetly let everyone know our situation in social environments. You know, because the vast majority of us, me included, were still heterosexual and didn’t want to be hit on.


  For my hair appointment, I opted to go short again. I was tired of washing my long mane anyway. I couldn’t fathom how girls—or even just guys with long hair—put up with the cleaning, drying, and maintaining. It was why I’d gone the ponytail route. It was too much damn work for anything else.


  Faithful to Sonya’s request, I got myself a wavy pixie cut with a dash of red dye. Afterward, my reflection made me fear that I’d gone too far; my square jaw and broad face just screamed masculine. In panic mode, I got my eyebrows plucked too. A first!


  “Honey, another trim and I’ll have to wax them off,” the stylist said after I’d openly pondered thinning them out even more. She was a lady of at least fifty, who had the air of someone who’d been in the salon business half her life. “Guys always try to compensate too much. They still see their own face and want everything to hide it. Take a couple days first and get used to your mirror image. You’ll start to see the girl.”


  “You must handle a lot of FAP-19 guys,” I said, mussing with a few strands over my ears.


  “Oh, I’m thrilled for FAP-19. Business is better than ever with guys getting their hair done. So many don’t know how cute they can be. You included, hon.”


  Cute, huh? I wasn’t so sure I would associate that word with myself, but here lately I was associating bras and panties with my morning routine. So, really, who could say? I took her word for it and paid for the trim-job. I also took home some hair spray and fancy shampoo, per her recommendation.


  It still felt weird buying products with women’s faces on them. This virus had affected the entire world, but some days it felt surreal. Like I’d bumped my head and woken up in an alternate reality where it was perfectly normal for me to use women’s restrooms.


  After lunch, I drove over to Bobby’s apartment. He had no idea I was infected, and I hadn’t texted him anything about Saturday’s plans. So I really had no clue what to expect.


  I just knocked on the door and hoped for the best!


  It opened, and his groggy, pale face peered out at me. It took a few seconds for the correct neurons to fire as he checked me out from head to toe. Then, wide-eyed, he slammed the door shut, saying, “Oh shit, don’t spread it to me!”


  I knocked again. “Dude, I’ve had it for like two weeks. It’s only contagious in the first couple days. So, relax. Your wee-wee is safe.”


  No response.


  “I’m serious. Look, I need to talk to you about something. I’ll pay you a hundred bucks.”


  The apartment door gradually opened again. Bobby looked like he’d gone to bed shortly before the crack of dawn and had just woken up. A scent of marijuana wafted out. I used to buy from him before the college started cracking down hard on it.


  He stared at my chest like he’d never seen tits before. I snapped my fingers to get his attention.


  “They’re called breasts,” I educated him. “Girls have them.”


  “What the hell is that hair?”


  “Your compliment is much appreciated. May I come in?”


  “Uh, sure.”


  Bobby opened the door and I entered his cluttered apartment. He had the blinds and curtains drawn, making it practically nighttime. His cat, Myrtle, came trotting over to inspect the new visitor, sniffing my shoe. I was one of Bobby’s few friends who was on petting terms with Myrtle, but she hissed and scampered as I reached down to scratch her.


  I figured it was my new body odor from hormones and such. She probably didn’t recognize who I was.


  Bobby returned from the fridge with a couple sodas. He handed me one.


  “So you’re fully a chick?” he asked. “Like. Everything?”


  “That’s what FAP-19 does,” I said dryly, almost expecting him to ask me to prove it. Hey, I’d showered with the guy in high school PE, but I wasn’t about to be his private stripper.


  “Whoa.”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “How big are your cans?”


  I snapped my fingers again. It was like I was training a dog or something. “No mentioning my breasts, okay? No wonder you can’t hold a steady girlfriend.” That, and the trashy apartment. Even I felt dirty being in it.


  “And you can?” he laughed. “What were you gonna pay me a hundred bucks for?”


  I sighed. Far too many regrets ran through my head about bringing this dilemma to Bobby, but he was the only friend of mine who wasn’t in a relationship, wouldn’t be busy on Saturday, and would take the extra cash. Him being a pervert was the drawback. I’d tolerated it before. Now it felt a little different when my body was hardly dissimilar than those girls in his porn folder. Me and those scantily clad women shared an anatomy that most guys jerked off to.


  I took the straightforward route: “I’m here to ask you on a date.”


  “What?” His eyes scoped me out again. “I mean, okay, you could look hot if you dressed better, don’t get me wrong, but you’re still a guy.”


  “No, not a real date. My roommate is going out with someone, and she would feel more comfortable if I tagged along with her. And if I also went out with someone. Like a double date, but we’d be pretending.”


  Bobby scratched his head. “That’s confusing,” he said.


  “Nope. It really isn’t. Basically, I’ll give you a hundred dollars to be my boyfriend.” I sarcastically smiled and batted my eyelashes at him. “Think you can do that, sweetie?”


  “Never, ever call me sweetie.”


  “Honey-boo?”


  “Ahh.” He rubbed his eyes as he thought it over. If this was going to fly, then he’d need a fashion adjustment too. A girl like me would never date a bozo with a food-stained LINKIN PARK shirt. All the wrong signals!


  “It’ll just be for a couple hours,” I explained. “I think they’re going to the mall. We hang out, we shop, we hit the arcade or whatever. We don’t have to be around them the whole time. And then you’re a hundred bucks richer for dragging a cute girl around.”


  “I mean, I could use the hundred bucks.”


  “Easy decision, then.”


  Bobby sighed. Myrtle rubbed up against his shins. He continued to stare at my body, like his mind was slow to process that his guest was really me, Rudd. Guys sure were obnoxious with that—something I’d discovered while being a girl temporarily! I’d even had a catcall once, and that was with the yellow wristband on.


  Then Bobby asked, “Have you played with yourself yet?”


  I turned on my heel and headed for the door. “I’ll pick you up at one o’clock, yeah? And the hundred dollars is contingent on you being a gentleman. So keep your dirty mind at home.” Then I left and told him I’d see him tomorrow.
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  My date attire was nothing too flashy. I very much believed that no one needed different jeans for every day of the week, and my meager-but-steadily-growing female wardrobe only included the one pair. I still couldn’t get over how they clung to me. Guys’ jeans just sort of hung; girls’ really hugged my contours. And the seam digging into my crack was something I’d never in a million years feel comfortable with. Like whose bright idea was it to incorporate a wedgie as a design feature? I supposed, from an observer’s point of view, tight jeans did look pretty nice on ladies with good-looking butts. A two-tone fleece hoodie covered my top half. Very conservative. It accentuated my figure all while being super comfortable. Other than the pink color, I might’ve even worn it without FAP-19.


  I was all set for a casual social gathering.


  Bobby met me in the parking lot. The punk had cleaned himself up a little, and had even combed his hair! It was still shaggy, but not the unkempt mess it usually was. I passed along my compliments.


  “You look nice too,” he said, checking me out. “I mean, for a girl.”


  “Aw, you mean it, babe?”


  “Keep talking like that, I’m gonna demand two hundred.”


  For the double date, I hadn’t worn the wristband. My signal to the world that I was really a guy wouldn’t be on. But I wasn’t really all that apprehensive. The dose of female puberty had been a jolt to the senses, but it wasn’t like I was an alien living among human society. Half of all people on Earth were women, and I was just holding a membership card that expired in three months. And most of the time you could tell anyway. With my long torso and wide shoulders, how many could I really fool?


  The mall was packed on the weekends. Bobby and I strolled inside with the after-lunch crowd, who were mostly teenagers or twenty-somethings like us. Sonya texted me on her phone that she and Garth were waiting outside JCPenney. My date and I headed there.


  “Walk closer,” I instructed him. “And put your arm around my waist.”


  “What?” Bobby said. “Are you nuts?”


  “I’m trying to make my roommate and her date feel more comfortable, which I paid you to help with. We have to look like a couple.”


  “Couples can walk with their arms at their sides, thank you very much.”


  Frustrated, I grabbed Bobby’s arm and slung it around my midsection. He fought initially, before the muscles relaxed as his hand held onto my side. He veered closer until our hips were bumping repeatedly. I didn’t have to look to know that his face was red—but I did anyway and almost laughed.


  “This feels gay,” he whispered to me.


  “Oh, relax. Your straightness is intact.”


  “You swear you’re not contagious?”


  I thrust my foot sideways, causing him to stumble. He glared at me briefly, but he kept his arm dutifully draped around my waist. Initially I hadn’t expected to have fun with this, but Bobby’s embarrassment at pretending to be my boyfriend was pretty damn amusing.


  If he was so bothered by us seeming gay, I could’ve shown him what was between my legs.


  On second thought, ew!


  In front of JCPenney, Sonya waved us over. I ruffled Bobby’s hair and told him to fake a smile. Any expression of happiness looked painful on him, but it was better than nothing.


  “Hey Ruby!” Sonya greeted me. Ruby was the name she had chosen for me. It matched my hair. “Hey Bobby!”


  “Yo,” Bobby said. “What’s up?”


  I pinched his neck.


  “I mean, hey, how’s it going on this splendid afternoon?”


  The name Garth had me imagining Dana Carvey’s character in Wayne's World, and truthfully Sonya’s date wasn’t far off! He wasn’t a carbon copy, but he had the blonde hair—short—and the black-rimmed glasses. He was nearly as short as my roommate was, and had that same quiet, reserved, socially awkward manner to him. When I shook his hand, I felt it shaking. Sonya’s was too, for that matter. She was overcoming a huge fear by doing this. It just made me smile more and silently root her on.


  How ironic it was that, out of us four, I was the most confident.


  And now that we’d convened for this Saturday afternoon date, no one had any plan what to do.


  “There’s a comic book store here that I like,” Garth suggested. His eyes then jumped to me, like I was the adult whose permission he sought. “If. Um. That’s okay with everyone?”


  “That’s near the store that has the homemade crafts,” Sonya said. “We can go there first.”


  “Lead the way,” I said.


  Sonya and Garth went on ahead. Bobby and I trailed behind. He removed his arm off my waist, now that our affectionate impression had already been made. I was fine with it. Really, having a boy’s arm around me did feel pretty weird. Thank God the virus didn’t actually change my sexuality. And if it did, I’d definitely aim higher than Bobby of all people, who’d eaten his own boogers up until the fourth grade.


  We lagged behind the other duo until we could safely speak to one another.


  “So,” he said. “How old are you now?”


  “Twenty-six from the blood test this morning,” I told him. This perplexed him, so I explained how the clinic had given me a little device to poke my finger and test my blood. “At the rate it’s going, I should hit thirty in a couple weeks. I’ll top out somewhere around there.”


  “I’m glad I haven’t caught it,” he said, sounding convinced that the FAP-19 virus was little better than a terminal illness.


  “It’s not that bad, dude,” I laughed. “You wear some different clothes, you do things a little differently, you live through it. I was scared of it too when my voice started cracking. But, hey, you get to see the other side of the fence for a while, right?”


  “Whatever you say, dude.”


  Sonya and Garth then peeled off into the comic book shop. Bobby and I hit the arcade across the way, staying close. With my lack of pocket space, I had to mooch for quarters. We played some old cabinets for thirty minutes, alternating between the two-player Ninja Turtles and X-Men games, until I started to feel woozy from the dim lights and bright screens. Normally I could’ve gone all day and night until my fingers fell off, but the virus had wreaked havoc on my body—and in more ways than just making it jiggle in new places.


  I dragged Bobby over to the adjacent clothing store, which was set up like an off-brand Victoria’s Secret. He groaned the second we stepped in.


  “C‘mon, boyfriend,” I joked, playfully slugging him on the shoulder. “Buy me something.”


  “You serious?” he said as we floated from rack to rack of lingerie.


  “Well, if Garth peeks over here, it’ll look believable. I’ll let you pick out anything in here, as a bonus for helping me out today.”


  Unfortunately, I didn’t know yet the agreement I’d just made. But I realized my error when Bobby hunted over to the boys’ section and scoped out the more-frilly items up for purchase. Before I could amend my offer, he picked out a sheer purple negligee and held it out to me, while wearing his dumb grin.


  I took a peek at the tag. “36D? You’re delusional. See if they have a 36B.”


  “Would you wear it?” he asked, putting the garment back and riffling for a smaller size.


  “A deal is a deal,” I told him, regretting it wholly now that I saw his intentions.


  “But you have to show me you’re wearing it.”


  “Yuck. Weren’t you just saying an hour ago how gay this was?” I then smiled at a passing saleswoman who had definitely overheard us.


  “Now it’s my turn to embarrass you.”


  “Putting on women’s clothing isn’t embarrassing.”


  “So you like it, huh?”


  I just rolled my eyes. There was no winning with him.


  Soon he had picked out a negligee in my size. Being in the boys’ department, it struck me that there must’ve been a market for guys wearing racy lingerie, and the negligee certainly wasn’t the only sexy clothing the store offered. There were teddies, corsets, garter belts, really naughty panties—pretty much a condensed version of what the ladies could choose from.


  As a guy, certainly their selection interested me. I would’ve loved to see that lingerie on a proper woman. That I could wear these clothes—and that they were marketed toward me, as a man who had contracted FAP-19—was a really bizarre feeling.


  I took the negligee, and Bobby and I went toward the change rooms. He insisted that he join me inside.


  “Then you face the corner,” I ordered him. “No peeking.”


  “But I’m your boyfriend,” he whined, turning around.


  “Yeah, and some boyfriends give their girlfriends privacy, dummy.”


  God, what did I submit myself to? I wondered, my hands rubbing the lace that my twenty-six-year-old body was about to wear. It was such a drastic step. Bras and panties were functional and practical; a negligee like this one really served no function other than for sex appeal. I was shivering as I laid it down and began undressing. With each article that came off, I glanced over to Bobby, but he was staying honorable.


  Still, when I slipped my panties and bra off—both plain white—and was officially nude in a room shared with another guy, I draped an arm across my chest anyway. In a way it was absurd: my breasts weren’t a part of the real me, but I felt obliged to enforce a little decency nonetheless. I had no idea what made me act that way. Gender expectations? Like I’d witnessed other girls doing it, so now my brain thought I had to do it, apparently.


  The negligee included its own panty. A G-string! Fucking hell. I tugged it up my legs, believing it to be entirely insufficient at its duty. I stifled a gasp as the floss-like back portion went into my crack. The front was barely wide enough to cover what it needed to, adhering intimately to my new sex. I was damn fortunate I’d started shaving! Because it hid my strip of pubic hair and little else.


  “Done yet?” Bobby asked.


  “Patience,” I reminded him.


  Finally, I surrendered myself to the negligee. Getting my legs through was the easy part. When my hips came in the way, I had to shimmy and wiggle to get myself into it. I thought I’d feel better with clothes on, but with this damn thing I really didn’t! Mainly because it wasn’t clothing. It was a flimsy little see-through cloth that I was somehow meant to look sexy in. I yanked the straps over my shoulders, settled my boobs into their lacy containers, and made the final few adjustments to the hem, which barely hung below my hips.


  And then I turned to the mirror.


  Firstly, I was astonished that a freak wasn’t staring back. The slim, curve-hugging quality of the negligee emphasized the changes to my body, and that I’d developed a decent hourglass figure from my widening hips. The broad shoulders were a distraction. But manly? My skin was smooth, my face was hairless, and my pixie hairstyle all worked against my bone structure. And of course those two orbs of flesh—underneath lace that was marginally transparent—were very real and homegrown.


  The stylist’s words rang in my head. I was starting to see the girl, and she was hella cute—although a little nervous about showing off this much skin.


  “Well?” Bobby asked.


  “Fine, yes,” I sighed. “I’m done. Turn around if you want to scream.”


  But like me, he didn’t scream. His jaw immediately dropped as he eyed me up and down. To say that I was uncomfortable would be an understatement. But I was also tentatively excited and anxious for his opinion. And with his stunned, open-mouthed reaction so far, the review seemed to be positive!


  “Dude,” he breathed.


  “Hardly.”


  “You look, actually, uh, pretty good. Holy shit.” His gaze attached to my breasts. Either his attention or the air conditioning made my nipples perk up. “Whoa.”


  I cocked my hip out. “Yeah? You happy with your choice?”


  He nodded. “Oh yeah.”


  “Then scram so I can change back. You did bring your credit card, right?”
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  Days after infection: 18


  Estimated age: 26


   


   


   


  To celebrate our smooth and flawless double date, Bobby and I hit up a local bar just past seven o’clock. The more-responsible voice in my head said I ought to be working on a paper that was due Monday, but hanging out with Bobby had been like old times, maybe even a little nostalgic. And as a twenty-six-year-old woman, I figured I was at an age where I could reminiscence about the carefree days of youth. After all, it was worse past twenty-five, right?


  Bobby bought the beers. I once more displayed my yellow wristband so any onlooker wouldn’t think we were together.


  “So what’d you do after high school?” he asked. Country music played over the speakers.


  “College,” I said. “Went for criminal justice. Met Sonya and roomed with her, since we pretty much have the same classes.”


  “You two never…?”


  “No.” I waved my girlish hand at him. “It was never like that. Guys and girls can be together without boning, you know?”


  “Like us?”


  That got a laugh out of me. The booze was hitting me faster with FAP-19 weakening my defenses. I told myself to take it slow. “Yes. Exactly like us, babycakes.”


  We chatted about life and jobs and careers we thought we were heading toward but changed course from. The bartender came and replaced our empty bottles with full ones. It was around this time I first noticed she was wearing a wristband like mine. She was a woman of about forty with a rather substantial rack and platinum blonde hair. Maybe it was just the alcohol talking, but I found her pretty attractive even with knowing she normally had a penis.


  On our third round of drinks, she said to me, “If this one ever gives you problems, sister, you let me know.”


  “Bobby?” I said. “Nah. He wouldn’t. He’s been afraid of girls ever since kindergarten. Even girls like us. Isn’t that right?”


  Bobby defended himself with the names of all the girls he’d slept with—true drunken style. I thought it was pathetic, but I was pretty far into my own buzz so I just laughed at him.


  “But I was still your first, right?” I interjected.


  He stared at me with a raised eyebrow.


  Oh shit, I thought. Somehow the beer had dislodged one of those old memories that had been tucked away since middle school. It involved a school play, but I’d be damned if I could remember what it was about. Bobby was in it. Me too. What I did remember was that, come the big day in front of all our parents, one of the main leads—a girl—had caught a stomach bug and had to sit out. After thrashing around for a replacement, one of the teachers figured I would do fine; she put me into a dress and wig, and I mumbled my way through the lines.


  And I remembered, clearly, the part near the end when the girl—me—had to kiss the boy on the cheek—Bobby. I did it.


  “Oh man,” Bobby said as I recalled all this to him. “How did you remember that? Now I remember too because my parents didn’t even know it was you. Like the wig and dress worked pretty well, and your voice was convincing.”


  “Who knew it would be a taste of what was to come?” I laughed, gesturing to myself.


  “Cheers to Ruby,” he said, and we clinked our bottles.


  Knowing the high likelihood of us getting sloshed, we’d taken a GO-EZ to the bar, and we took one back to Bobby’s apartment. My car was there. On the way there—after getting ma’amed by the lady driver—Sonya texted me endless praise and thanks for helping her out today. Honestly, I didn’t feel like I had done that much. If anything, it had been an excuse to hang out with an old friend. I replied with a bunch of emojis. With my limited capacity for coherence, I figured it was better than trying to put together a readable sentence. So at least I was still sober enough to be considerate!


  The GO-EZ dropped us off. Bobby took my hand and together we teetered and tottered our way up to his second-floor apartment. Once I stumbled and had to grab him. I felt my breasts pressing into his shoulder, and all I could think about was Bobby earlier that day, reluctant to put his hand around my waist.


  “Oops,” I snickered as we steered toward his door. “I’m making it gay again.” Then I pinched his cheek and wiggled it. “My schnookums is turning red.”


  “I think you’ve had too much to drink.”


  “We drank the same amount,” I pointed out. To my intoxicated mind, this was irrefutable logic that I couldn’t have possibly been more drunk.


  We meandered our way inside, supporting each other. Bobby smashed the wall for the light, missed, but carried on like he’d hit it anyway. He unloaded his wallet and keys on the kitchen counter, nearly tripping over Myrtle’s food bowl. All this time I stayed close to him. I felt dizzy without him, and clinging to him was the only way I was going to stay on my feet.


  I couldn’t remember how we ended up face-to-face. But all of a sudden he was right there in front of me, his boyish features outlined by the streetlight outside his window.


  It suddenly seemed hilarious to me that we had pretended to be boyfriend and girlfriend. Obviously I wasn’t a real girl! I didn’t even have a damn wig on. How the heck had we fooled anyone in the mall? Was Garth blind? I had the clothes and everything, but I just felt like a man in drag. And when Bobby had seen me in that negligee, he was just being nice. No way was I pretty!


  Something took root in my head. I wanted his honest opinion.


  “I’m ugly, right?” I said, leaning in close to him. “When I was wearing that lingerie, you just didn’t want to hurt my feelings.”


  “What?” he said. “No. Jesus, no. You looked fantastic.”


  “But I’m a guy.”


  “Right. But I didn’t see much of that guy.”


  “What did you see?”


  His swallow was audible. He was also trembling a little. “I saw a smoking-hot girl. Um. One I wouldn’t mind being with.”


  “Really?”


  He nodded.


  I moved closer until I was practically hugging him. Although well contained by my hoodie and bra, I could feel my nipples just throbbing away. “What would you do to that girl?”


  We stood still for a few seconds. He swallowed again. I looked down at how close our bodies were, and also how different they were. In the darkness below, a hand came wrapping around my hip; its fingers gently squeezed my butt. He was testing the waters, seeking permission without using his mouth. And while the sensible part of me rejected the very idea of what he was proposing, it didn’t have the strength to stop my hand from reciprocating. To my foggy mind—which had never experienced being with a guy—I just grabbed his ass like I would another girl. It was surprisingly firm.


  The foolishness of this made me giggle. Bobby smiled back, but I didn’t think he knew what was funny.


  The space between our bodies slowly shrank, then vanished entirely. I sort of relaxed against him, my hands roaming around his torso and awkwardly massaging his upper body. It felt like a clumsy hug, what we were doing. But while my mind was caught in the rather large gap between revulsion and temptation, my nipples sure weren’t reluctant to show their enthusiasm. I enjoyed pushing my breasts into Bobby—if not for the pleasure, then to make him feel their stiffness, to know the excitement that was rushing through my veins.


  He smooched me on the cheek. Like the school play. I moaned approvingly and giggled.


  But I was still cognizant enough to ask him, “I’m not making this weird, am I?”


  “No,” he squeaked. “I like this.”


  “Me too.”


  However, my body wasn’t so content with amateurish fondling, and I soon guided his hand to my front side. The first time it slipped between my legs, the contact was so faint that I might have imagined it. He’d seen me in the change room, seen that I was who I appeared to be, no tricks. And yet he was still afraid of an unattractive bulge. I took the initiative and undid my jeans, opening the zipper as an invitation. While I teased his neck with kisses, his hand dove on inside, pushing along the curve of my pubic mound. I jumped up to my tiptoes as he hit the sweet spot.


  I exhaled sharply into his ear. “Wow. Fuck.”


  At almost the same time, he said, “Whoa.”


  More nervous laughter escaped my throat. “Yeah. It’s real.”


  “And you’re wet.”


  “That’s one of its features.”


  Sensing a duty of returning the favor, my hands wrestled with Bobby’s jeans while he massaged my damp slit. I knew what I would find, and I also knew I’d never been with a guy before. I didn’t truly believe I was attracted to Bobby. We were both just young and horny, and we both had our pent-up urges after spending all day as a fake couple. And since I was female at the moment, it just seemed more acceptable that we lend a hand to each other. I could sense the allure I was giving off; I sensed it more when I found his cock, all swollen and erect. I playfully groped it through his underwear while he got me off.


  But our underwear didn’t last.


  Bobby had enough of warming me up. He pushed the cotton layer aside and thrust a finger into my pussy. I leaned harder against him, feeling beneath his briefs for his rock-hard shaft, finding it, then stroking it.


  Everything was automatic now. I was along for the ride.


  Whether this was a one-off fling or possible proof that my sexuality was a little more complicated, it was wonderful. Once Bobby discovered that my changed anatomy was indistinguishable from what he was familiar with, his thrusting intensified. A second finger joined the first. And while those digits hammered in and out of me, I tried to equal his energy in jerking him off. Not so easy when I was facing the cock! But I adapted. He lifted his shirt up. I did the same to mine. Our sweat-dotted bellies danced and undulated as we worked to get each other off.


  Since my metamorphosis, I had never tried for an orgasm. I’d barely touched myself. But even without that firsthand experience, I recognized that it was coming. From toes to shoulders, I was writhing nonstop. My free hand squeezed one of my tits. God! What a difference being turned on made! In the mornings I thought nothing about my boobs other than getting them situated in a bra. Now they were sensitive and ten times as awesome!


  Bobby inhaled sharply. “I’m almost there.”


  “Same,” I said, gritting my teeth.


  If we didn’t climax at the same time, it was damn close. A hot explosion went off in my lower abdomen; I bucked forward violently, slamming my shoulder into Bobby and burying my face against his neck. Then he was breathing and grunting like me. A second later, I felt something warm and sticky splatter my tummy. I stroked his manhood as rapidly as I could, holding him tighter as he became unsteady. More spurts came out, glazing my skin. I kept at it, trying to sustain his orgasm while he finger-fucked me to a mind-numbing crest of pleasure that put every male climax I’d had to shame.


  Eventually I could barely stay on my feet. I grabbed Bobby with both hands, supporting myself as my body trembled and jerked continuously.


  We stayed together like that for a long moment, locked in a stiff embrace.


  Mainly I just didn’t want to look at his face. When my drunken haze had started to wear off—around when he’d started fingering me—I’d persisted because of my arousal. And now I didn’t have that either.


  I knew that once I separated from him, it was going to be weird.


  So I didn’t. Not yet.


  I savored those last few seconds of ignorance.
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  Days after infection: 34


  Estimated age: 31


   


   


   


  Outside of college I took a part-time job waitressing at my mom’s diner. She’d been employed in the restaurant business at age sixteen, stayed and climbed up the ladder to owning her own joint. The opening came from another waitress quitting. I was happy to fill in until new help could be found. It was grueling work. And I quickly found that not wearing the wristband also led to bigger tips—and the sort of glances from men around the age of fifty who I did not believe wanted to know which college football team I was rooting for.


  I never got used to being objectified. Men, certainly the handsome ones, suffered the same, but it was nowhere as much as women. That was the risk I took for earning more dough. They’d order to my chest, extend gratitude to my legs, and tell me how delicious the burgers were to my ass. The attention from older men was also a wakeup call; I myself was getting older. According to the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app, I had reached thirty-one years of age. Besides having a lower threshold for exhaustion, my metabolism had come to a grinding halt. No matter what I ate, it seemed to add a pound or two. By the second visit with the physician, I’d had to replace my only pair of jeans for something more roomy.


  Everybody was self-conscious about putting on weight. But us guys with FAP-19 learned the hassles of the fairer sex. Our butts were sponges that absorbed junk food. Late into that first month, I think my ass got fatter just from looking at soda and snacks. It forced me to be more conscious about my calorie intake and eat more salads. But it always felt like a losing battle.


  I reckoned I had my mom to blame. And her son-now-daughter was feeling the effects of that late-twenties, early-thirties shift in energy. Which, in her genetics—and mine—included love handles. Terrific!


  Not surprisingly, the term love handles wasn’t so appealing when you yourself had them, and you knew why they were called that.


  During a late weeknight, and my last before the new help took over, I carried an armful of dirty dishes back to the sink. After a few early accidents, I had finally mastered the technique to stacking them inside my arm. It was just my mom and I still working. She was wiping down the kitchen area.


  I dumped my load of dishes into the basin and reached for the hose to fill up a nice, soapy bath for them.


  “Careful with the hot water knob,” she warned. “It’ll spray if you go too fast.”


  Too late.


  Water blasted out from underneath the fixture, soaking me all across the front. I jumped back from the sink, letting out a girlish gasp as my shirt pretty much absorbed the vast majority of it. A little of it managed to splash my face.


  “See?” my mom laughed. She tossed me a dishrag. “Sorry I didn’t warn you sooner. You have to know all the little quirks just to survive back here.”


  “It’s fine,” I said. Thankfully the water wasn’t freezing cold or scalding hot. I patted myself down, but the task was too impossible for a single dishrag. “Dang, I got really drenched.”


  “No problem. I have extra shirts for such emergencies.” She went into her office and returned with one such T-shirt, which she handed to me. “You can lock the door and change in there. I’ll get the dishes started.”


  “Mom, you really shouldn’t be working until midnight.”


  “Who else is going to do it?”


  Spoken like someone with a tough-as-nails work ethic. I admired her for that.


  I went into her office, locked the door, and changed shirts. Unfortunately, with my male skeleton, the fit was a tad insufficient. And I also realized, when seeing the front design, that the shirt was probably thirty years old.


  Back in the kitchen, I let my appearance do all the explaining. My mother broke down into laughter when she caught sight of me.


  “Kind of short,” I said, tugging at the hem which left about four inches of my tummy exposed. On the front was the movie logo for Dirty Dancing. The classic one, with Patrick Swayze and Jennifer Grey. I hoped it was from a thrift store or something, rather than I was wearing a shirt my mom had worn when she was my age!


  “You’re right,” she said. “I wasn’t even thinking. But no one will see.”


  So with my new eighties’ attire, I helped Mom finish up with the dishes and mopping duties. Afterward, she asked me how I was getting along as a girl.


  “Fine, I guess.” I had no other way to describe it. I didn’t hate it, but I didn’t really enjoy it. It was just a weird phase from a weird virus and its symptoms.


  “How big are you up top now?” she asked.


  “I just went up to a 36C.”


  “Are you wearing a bra all the time, like I said?”


  I nodded. “Yeah. Of course.”


  Then, unprompted, she swooped her arms around me for a hug. She said, “You can always ask me for anything. Clothes, tips, whatever.”


  I groaned. “I didn’t exactly dream of one day wearing my own mom’s clothing.”


  She laughed. “I just don’t want you spending so much money for things you won’t need in a couple months. Aren’t you glad it’s only temporary?”


  “Definitely. But if you start giving me high heels and makeup, I’m officially no longer talking to you.”


  She pulled back, smiling. “Not even once? You might look pretty with…”


  “Mom.”


  “Oh fine. Besides, I think your feet are too big for my shoes anyway.”


  After closing up, I got a call on my phone. I answered it just as I got inside my car.


  “Hello?”


  “Rudd? Hey. Hi. Um, it’s late. I know.”


  Sonya was correct. It was just past midnight on a weekday. “What is it?”


  “Well.” Stalling about something. “Garth and I are going out again. And I wanted to know if you could bring Bobby. Garth had a lot of fun, and so did I. The Plum County Fair is coming up, and I wondered…”


  “It’s past midnight,” I said.


  “Oh, I know. But I was excited, and I knew you wouldn’t be asleep yet since you’re not home. So I just thought I would go ahead and ask you. It’s not a bad time, is it?”


  “No, Sonya, it’s fine.” I slumped back into the car seat and sighed. Bobby and I hadn’t spoken since that Saturday double date. And the thought of acknowledging that drunken evening filled me with dread. It had been awkward and wrong, but neither one of us had apologized. I figured we were both waiting until the memory of it faded. So maybe in twenty years we’d reconnect again.


  “Can you?” she asked. “I’d feel so much better if you go with me.”


  “I’ll see,” I said. “No promises.”


  “Thank you.”


  Not wanting to disappoint Sonya, I drove over to Bobby’s apartment the following afternoon. I hated that journey. And I nearly blew through a stoplight from reflecting back on that short-lived affair between my hand and his hard cock. Interpretations ran through my head, but no interpretation could change the facts: we’d kissed, we’d masturbated each other, we’d gotten off together. When I’d been the boy in such relationships, those things didn’t usually happen because you were just friends.


  My heart was pounding as I went up the steps and knocked on the door. Mostly I just wanted to get through it.


  Bobby answered. He probably saw me through the peephole, because the door was very slow to open, like he was afraid of this chat too.


  “Hey,” he said quietly. His gaze scoped me out, perhaps to confirm that I hadn’t gained any masculine features since when he’d last seen me, to reassure himself that he hadn’t been sexually involved with a guy.


  The opposite was true: I’d filled out to larger womanly proportions. His eyes hung for a few long seconds on my round hips.


  “So,” I said, feeling hot, then chilly, then hot again, and rocking on my heels. “Sonya wanted to know if we were going to the Plum County Fair this weekend. She would feel comfortable with another double date. And the last time worked out pretty well.”


  “Oh,” he said. His shrug was barely perceptible. I thought about asking if I could come inside, decided not to. Then he said, “Uh, sure.”


  “I can pay you again. The standard rate.”


  “No, that’s fine. It’s not like I’m doing anything else anyway.”


  After that, we just stood there. His next-door neighbor—an elderly black woman—came, smiled at us, and went inside her apartment.


  I’d planned this conversation a hundred times in my head, and I knew I had to apologize. That was the first hurdle, and perhaps the hardest. Though to apologize was to admit it had happened, and Bobby’s jizz had actually touched me.


  “I’m sorry,” I said. “About last time.”


  “No, I’m sorry,” he jumped in. “You were drunk. Your tolerance was lower because of FAP-19. I read that online. And maybe I took advantage…”


  I took a step closer. “No, Bobby. That’s not how it went down. Yes, we were both drunk, but I never thought about resisting you. And I was the first one to make the moves.”


  “Because of the alcohol—”


  “No, not because of the alcohol.” It was suddenly amusing to me that we sounded like a real couple trying to mend our relationship after a violation of boundaries. I smiled at him. I wanted him to see that I didn’t have regrets. I certainly had questions for myself, and for my own feelings about making out with another guy. But none of that was Bobby’s fault.


  He’d done precisely what I’d encouraged him to do. In his shoes, pressed up against an attractive woman, I probably wouldn’t have resisted either.


  “Are you older?” he asked me, changing subjects. “You look older.”


  “Thirty-one,” I told him.


  “I wasn’t sure about the hair the first time, but now I like it. It’s cute.”


  “Thanks.”


  “But I’m not saying that to hit on you or anything.”


  “I didn’t take it that way.”


  “But you do look pretty good.”


  Being called cute was growing on me. Rather than feel embarrassed, it was making me smile. It wasn’t that I set out every day attempting to be attractive to the opposite sex; I was just figuring out my own style and trying to follow in the steps of girls who had more experience with this. When Bobby said I was cute, my efforts felt validated.


  I would never try to be cute as a guy. But as a girl? It just felt like part of the experience.


  And damn did compliments make me feel all warm and tingly.


  “So, you down for another date?” I asked. We hadn’t discussed that Saturday night like we did in my imagined conversations, but there was always less said in real life, I’d found. Mainly because there was more to conversations than words. And Bobby wasn’t acting like that Saturday had been the worst day ever. More like he was hesitant to admit that he enjoyed it.


  “Okay,” he said. “The fair?”


  “That’s right, pumpkin. I’ll pick you up. Sound good?”


  “Sure.”


  I went back to my car and shared the good news with Sonya right away. Then I turned the rearview toward me and stared at my reflection.


  When guys spoke of FAP-19, it was mostly about the major stuff: the breasts, the sex organs, the fat distribution. What they rarely talked about, and what was just as significant, were the subtle changes to the face. As a guest to womanhood, my cheeks and lips had plumped, my eyebrows had naturally thinned, and my face was just overall smoother and rounder. The real Rudd was in there. Somewhere. But for now a girl had taken his place.


  And she was starting to smile.
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  Days after infection: 39


  Estimated age: 31


   


   


   


  We arrived at the fairgrounds around six-thirty. The Plum County Fair had been erected around the town’s small and barely used rodeo arena. It wasn’t a big fair; it maybe saw a few hundred visitors at any given moment, and the largest attraction was always a junior-sized Ferris wheel. It had been many years since I’d gone, and everything pretty much looked the same to how I remembered. I couldn’t imagine fairs were rising in popularity these days. And with FAP-19 always lurking around, you had that extra threat of the crowds.


  Lucky me, I already had the tits!


  My outfit was, again, pretty unspectacular: jeans, a tank top, and a windbreaker. The tank top, which said I RIDE ROUGH with a picture of a bull rider on the front, belonged to one of Sonya’s friends who had lost weight. Even so, it was short on me. The windbreaker was for a little decency. Hey, I liked girls who bared their midriffs, but in a small town there were always those judgmental eyes about insufficient skin coverage. If I’d worn this top in high school, I would’ve been sent home to change it.


  Bobby wore the same outfit as the mall date. I assumed it was the best-looking outfit he had. Either that, or the only one that didn’t carry around the smell of weed. My arm was draped over his shoulder as we bought our tickets and entered the row of noisy, flashy attractions. I didn’t even have to tell him to put his arm around my hip!


  “Same deal,” I explained. “We just pretend we’re a couple, and everything will go smoothly.”


  “You think Garth will notice you’re five years older than last time?” he asked. “And you’ve grown. In places.”


  It hadn’t crossed my mind. “It’s dark. It’s been a few weeks. I mean, I look mostly the same, right?”


  “Right.”


  “Then we got nothing to worry about.”


  Besides, I didn’t think Garth would bring it up even if he did notice. He was an introvert as much as Sonya was. And if he did notice? If he assumed that I was really a boy? Heck, I thought Bobby and I were doing pretty good at selling our relationship anyway. It probably didn’t matter. But it was Sonya’s request, if maybe a little over the top.


  Though, I didn’t hate Bobby having his arm around me.


  The four of us met up near the concession stands. It was mostly a repeat of the mall. We scoped out the forms of entertainment, discussed where we wanted to go first, and headed off two by two. Bobby bought me cotton candy. I called him a sweetheart loud enough for the other date-duo to hear. We shared it with Sonya and Garth watching. Then we meandered on toward the tents with the games, Bobby and me glued at the hip.


  Years ago, I’d brought a girl to the Plum County Fair. It must’ve been when I was a freshman or sophomore in high school—the age when I was still borrowing my mom’s car and she wanted me back home before nine o’clock. Bobby and I acted more intimate than I ever did with that girl, which was suddenly hilarious to me. To think, the behavior and desires of the opposite sex had once been as strange and mysterious to me as an alien civilization, and now I was wearing panties and debating if I should’ve worn lip gloss. And guys—high school age, college age, even older—were staring at my ass.


  But with Bobby’s arm around me, the message was clear: this ass is off limits.


  I saw a game called COWBOY SHOOT ’EM UP. I steered Bobby over to it as we broke away from Sonya and Garth. It was the classic carnival game of shooting targets and winning prizes, with the targets being little cowboys that crossed perpendicularly on a conveyor. A few other children were having a go at it.


  “But it’s a kid’s game,” he whined, taking a seat and handling the gun like he was embarrassed to be seen with it.


  “If it’s a kid’s game,” I said, “then you’ll have no problem winning me that stuffed bear.” It hung with the other prizes, and was roughly the size of a kid itself. “Twenty points. Think you can manage it, cupcake? For me?” I batted my eyelashes at him to make my request impossible to refuse.


  He reluctantly paid for a round.


  I just loved the power I had over him!


  The game proved to be more challenging than what either of us expected. Bobby’s first attempt was twelve points. He played two more times at the same station with me cheering him on, but he never improved. After complaining that the gun’s aim was off, he moved to another that freed up and tried again. I thought I saw Sonya and Garth watching from afar, so I pecked Bobby on the temple and rubbed his shoulder for a little encouragement.


  Whether me or the gun, it worked! He knocked down twenty-three targets in the allotted time, and the bear was all mine!


  I snuggled it and thanked him. I’d probably give the bear to Sonya later, but for now I felt like a special girl with my special man! We held hands and roamed over to a cart selling cheese-covered pretzels. I repaid the favor by covering the bill.


  About an hour into once more playing the romantic couple and hitting up the games—and really an hour was more than enough time to check out all the attractions at the Plum County Fair—I was having more fun than what I’d predicted. Besides the occasional complaint, Bobby was acting like a true gentleman. He never hesitated in the role of boyfriend. And believe me, as the girlfriend, I tried to find his limit just for my own entertainment, even going so far to grab his ass and scoop a little food off the corner of his mouth and eat it off my finger.


  It was totally gay. Or maybe it wasn’t.


  God, I really didn’t know.


  I tried not to concern myself with my sexuality; I just went along with it, acting on a whim and finding out if I enjoyed it or not. Most of the time I did.


  Later into the evening it wasn’t even a conscious thing to put my arm around Bobby. He was fun company, and we were good friends. Maybe the me-being-a-girl part factored into it, but I honestly wasn’t sure.


  To cap off the night, we went on the Ferris wheel. My high school self would’ve called it lame, but the college me with a case of FAP-19 thought it was sweet. Sonya and Garth took a car. Bobby and I piled into the next one.


  As luck would have it, the wheel broke down while we were at the top. The operator waved for the line to disperse and shouted for us to hang on for a few minutes while he fixed whatever was wrong. Paramedics arrived on the scene, although it was just precaution.


  While peering down and assessing the situation, I felt a hand squeezing mine.


  “Don’t call me a wimp,” Bobby said, “but I’m afraid of heights.”


  “But we’re only like three or four stories up.”


  “Yeah.” His voice was shaky, and he was leaning away from the railing—leaning into me. “I guess.”


  I started rubbing his shoulder to make him feel better. It was a reflex, something a mother probably would’ve done. And even though I registered how weird it was, I kept doing it. I’d read about the effects of hormones in the companion app. Though the high quantity of estrogen in my bloodstream wasn’t affecting my brain permanently, it could alter the host’s emotions pretty substantially. And while I wasn’t becoming my own mother, the line between myself and the personality of an older woman was blurring a little.


  Bobby looked over at me. “Is this weird between us?” he asked.


  “I would say it’s a little weird. But I’m enjoying the weird.”


  “I mean, I’m still straight,” he defended.


  “So am I. I think. But I’m discovering an open-minded side to myself.”


  “But you have the body of a chick, so it’s not gay.”


  “If that makes you feel better, sweetie.”


  He laughed. We were just having fun, and when he began massaging my thigh I didn’t mind at all. Heck, I squeezed myself closer to him in case there were other parts he had an impulse to caress. My nipples, aware of this privacy at the top of the Ferris wheel, went stiff inside my bra. They were totally noticeable through the tank top. Like beacons of my arousal.


  Bobby had his own beacon too: he was crossing his legs to hide it.


  “I want to be clear,” he said. “I don’t want this relationship to continue when you turn back to normal.”


  “Neither do I,” I agreed.


  “But I’m actually, kind of, well, attracted to you. This you.”


  My heart skipped. My hand moved up into his shaggy hair and began mussing with it. His hand inched closer to my crotch, toward the epicenter of heat I was experiencing down there.


  “Just tell me,” he said, his eyes locking on to mine. “Are you acting right now?”


  I shrugged. “There’s no one around us. We don’t have to act.”


  “But your roommate’s in front of us.”


  “They’re not watching.”


  Bobby bit his lip. He was second-guessing every moment, every move, questioning his own feelings as much as I was my own. And I thought that’s what made it awkward—our hesitation. We were two compatible lovers, friends, and we’d already shown each other a heavy dose of affection back in his apartment those weekends ago.


  It was me who took the initiative again. I leaned across and pushed my lips softly into his. It wasn’t a make-out kiss; it was more like I was telling him something, and I could tell him so much more with a kiss than with words. At the same time, his tense muscles relaxed a little.


  I broke away. We both laughed.


  No way in hell my psych professor could explain what was happening between us. I’d never had feelings for a guy, but the excess estrogen and my pre-existing feelings of friendship for Bobby were mixing into a strange, enjoyable arousal. I was so high on it that I excitedly began rubbing his bulge.


  But of course, the Ferris wheel bumped back to life right as his hand was going between my legs. We kissed a few more times on the way back down.


  Before heading home, we made a pit-stop at the restrooms. I had avoided soda all night, so I didn’t need to go. Bobby and Garth did, which left Sonya and I alone.


  “You won’t believe what happened up there, when the Ferris wheel stopped,” she said, showing me a huge grin.


  “Oh?”


  “Garth kissed me! It was sweet. He was so nervous when he did it, but us being alone gave him the confidence. I can’t believe it.”


  “That’s great!” I hugged Sonya, shifting my body sideways like I’d learned, so we didn’t go boob-to-boob. “Sounds like you’ll need more dates.”


  “Thanks! And yeah. But I don’t think we’ll need you two anymore. Speaking of, I bet you were happy to finally be alone, so you didn’t have to pretend. I hope I’m not making you two uncomfortable, by having you do this.”


  “Bobby and I?” I laughed. “We just talked about video games up there.” I saw the two guys returning out of the corner of my eye. “Besides, I’m so far out of his league, he could never have me.”


  Sonya giggled.
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  We couldn’t rip our clothes off fast enough.


  What am I doing? I thought—coinciding with Bobby’s tongue exploring the inside of my mouth and his hands squeezing my tits. He was more aggressive for the sequel. My throat let out a hearty moan as my nipples became his playthings. Meanwhile, my crotch was irritable and warm inside my panties, each little twist of my body seeming to turn up the heat.


  We were back at his apartment after leaving the fair. Neither one of us had uttered a word, asked for permission; we were just two minds of a common desire. These symptoms of womanhood felt less like a costume and more like a treat. And because I was a respectable young lady—well, not so young presently—I wanted to share.


  The two of us, tangled and smooching like we were madly in love, stumbled into Bobby’s bedroom. He discarded my windbreaker. I damn near pulled a muscle getting his fly open. When it was, my hand went diving inside, easily finding that hard shaft that was pressed to his leg. Knowing all too well the discomforts of an erection inside jeans, I assisted his with a prompt escape. There was no second thought as I began stroking it, gliding my palm around its hardness, kindling the excitement in his groin.


  Sometime later—I didn’t even know what time it was—we separated and looked at each other long enough to start laughing. My eyes fell upon his hard-on. It was smooth, thick, and deliciously appetizing. That I could be aroused for another man’s cock was still a new sensation, and I wasn’t totally comfortable with it yet. And it didn’t have to be a cock. There were plenty of other ways my body could achieve climax, fingers and toys and other ladies included.


  Maybe I was just a good friend, and I was helping him out.


  When in Rome; when I had a pussy.


  Locking eyes with him, I dropped to my knees.


  “Ruby—er, Rudd,” he croaked. “You don’t have to…”


  “It’s fine,” I cooed. “I want to.”


  “O-okay.”


  “Just relax.”


  With my head at crotch level, I was treated to the full package: that long and slightly crooked shaft staring back at me, the heavy testicles hanging underneath, the little tuft of brown pubic hair. It was similar in size to mine. But now Bobby’s cock was the only one in the room. It never felt more exhilarating than when gazing at his erection head-on. And I knew what a responsible girlfriend should do when she had her hands wrapped around a fat, hard cock.


  So I did it.


  I leaned forward, and I parted my lips to that pink, engorged head. For a moment we remained that way. I closed my mouth behind the glans, and my tongue explored this strange, throbbing object inside my mouth. A concern about germs came to me, but I relaxed when I felt Bobby’s hand running through my hair. That’s right, mess it up, I thought. The good girl’s had her day in the sun, and now it’s the bad girl’s turn to play.


  Slowly and cautiously, I pressed onward down his stiff meat, taking it inch by inch until it bumped the back of my throat. Everything about this felt so naughty and wrong—but wrong in a good way, as if we were subverting the biological designs of our bodies. In a sense, my mouth was the incorrect hole. But here we were! And that musky sweat was all I could taste.


  “Oh fuck,” Bobby breathed overhead. “I haven’t had a blowjob in so long.”


  “Mm?”


  “Nothing. Never mind. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”


  My head moved back and forth. In a way it was involuntary. I was simply mimicking what real girls did. A part of me had seen blowjobs as kind of disgusting, and something I never should participate in. But now, doing it, I actually kind of enjoyed it! It was more intimate than a kiss, and maybe even more intimate than sex itself. I was putting my mouth all over the appendage that primarily functioned as an instrument for reproduction.


  During this steady oral exercise, I began undressing myself. One of my bra straps was already down. I helped the other, then stretched the neckline of the tank top open so that my bra-encased tits were free. With Bobby’s cock having a field day with my mouth, I rubbed my palms over my nipples. Over the course of my temporary womanhood, I’d found them to be picky. Sometimes they wanted to be pinched. Other times they settled for a slow, sensual massage. Whatever it was, it directly sent feedback to my loins.


  I loved the sensation of being wet down there, having my panties cling to my groin as my juices steadied stained them. It was such a wild feeling! More subtle than an erection, but not necessarily worse. Maybe even better since I didn’t have to worry about anything being visible.


  Women could hide vibrators in their underwear while they went out in public.


  Jelly!


  As I let Bobby’s cock slide out of my mouth, a whole gob of drool splattered down my chest. I giggled at myself for forgetting to swallow while I’d been sucking him off. First-timer mistakes! But then I saw the mess as kind of hot. I nuzzled the head of his dick, spreading more saliva and pre-cum on my cheeks, and just overall having fun with it.


  There were no rules for blowjobs or sex. Especially for me, a guy with FAP-19 who was a virgin to the female perspective, it was all improv.


  Bobby lifted me up. We fell back together on the bed, his fingers digging under my bra cups to free my jiggling orbs. When he successfully got them out, I heard him gasp.


  “Something the matter?” I asked, grinning.


  “You have tits.”


  “I’ve had tits.”


  “But I’ve never seen them, you know, naked.”


  That was more of that power I had, to make boys dumbfounded. Really, tits were nothing special. Once you had to deal with them every day, they lost some of their charm.


  That wasn’t to say they were boring.


  Heck no!


  Bobby put his mouth around a nipple, and I about squirmed out of my skin. They no longer wanted to be massaged. They wanted to be pinched and abused! And my friend delivered.


  The foreplay was terrific, but I knew this was all just the warm-up. And even with the surprising amount of pleasure my nipples gave me, my thoughts began converging to my crotch. My pussy. That whole region of my body was throbbing hotly. It had the same energy as an erection, but it was spread over a larger area. And quickly I realized that I wasn’t squirming from having my boobs toyed with; I was squirming from how damn eager I was.


  “Take me,” I moaned, trying to make my voice as sexy and erotic as possible. “I can’t stand it anymore. I need you inside me.”


  Bobby pulled away from my chest and looked at me, wide-eyed.


  But I was damn serious.


  He scooted down and worked to get my jeans off. I did the wiggling for him. My drenched underwear followed. There was a long moment where he stared at what lay between my legs, like its existence confused him—even though he’d done a great job fingering it last time.


  I put my feet around him to make my impatience clear. He situated himself for the deed.


  Other than Bobby’s fingers that last time, nothing had been inside me. A ball of fear, anxiety, and excitement tumbled in my head. I had no idea what to expect. He positioned himself above me, wrapped me up in his arms, and bent his spine a little. The first little nudge between my legs made me shiver. Then, when he had found the spot, that rigid hardness of his cock began to slide inside me, forcing my outer lips open.


  I lied there, stunned, my entire brain focusing and feeling this thing entering the hot, damp cavity behind my vulva, burrowing further than I ever imagined. It was tight, but not uncomfortably so. And the cock’s warmth—Bobby’s warmth—flooded inside me, and he completely filled me.


  “Oh God,” I squealed, my eyes rolling back.


  “Rudd? You okay?”


  “Tremendously! Oh, that’s great.”


  I didn’t know what to do other than to present myself for him. His hand pressed firmer into my back; I wrapped my arm over his shoulder. He adjusted himself, finding the leverage. I scooted closer to him, incidentally plunging his manhood deeper into me. My mouth was just stuck open at this point, and all sorts of girlish sounds were coming out of it.


  He began to buck his hips, and that was when the real sex started. I thought it was just his cock my pussy wanted. But when the rhythmic motion set in, I wanted that too! My hands roamed over his body, feeling his muscles flexing, their intensity, their drive. He was working up a sweat. And goddamn I found that hot. Girls were mesmerizing in their own way. But as the girl, there was something intensely erotic about a man fucking me, and feeling his strength and energy all being devoted and channeled into the act itself.


  I pulled him closer, trying to merge myself with that energy. He thrust harder and quicker, throwing the both of us back and forth on the mattress, rattling the whole thing.


  “Yes!” I cried. “Fuck!”


  “Ruby,” he grunted. “I think I love you.”


  “No you don’t, honey. You just love my pussy.”


  “Right. Mm.”


  I had never felt anything like it in my life. The wholeness of my arousal was breathtaking. Sure, the action was all below the waist, but even my damn eyeballs were tingling! Bobby was a fucking steed. But with the violence came a gentleness. He kissed my neck and held me tightly, to keep me secure as my body took the pounding.


  “I’m close,” he whispered.


  “Inside, inside, inside,” I begged him. “Give it to me.”


  “I don’t have a condom.”


  “I can’t get pregnant, silly!”


  I thought he’d slow down and prolong the build-up—that was my strategy. But then he lunged deeper than he ever had, ramming his cock all the way inside me. I felt the warmth of his ejaculate spurting out. I had pretty much been in a constant state of climax ever since he’d gone full speed ahead into my pussy, but that sticky splatter of cum sent me over an even greater edge. I clenched him tighter yet, squeezing my humping, writhing body against his.


  Afterward, neither of us moved. We were so tired that we dozed like that—still technically in the process of intercourse, although his cock had significantly shrunk.


  It was sometime after midnight when I stirred awake. Bobby had moved off and was lying next to me, staring at me. I thought his green eyes were especially pretty all of a sudden.


  “Hey,” he said quietly.


  “Hey,” I said back.


  “Does this make it official?”


  “Does it make what official?” I asked, snuggling up next to him. I twisted around to show him my ass. He began caressing it without a word said. What a guy.


  “Well. We were acting as boyfriend and girlfriend. But now we…”


  “We are boyfriend and girlfriend?”


  “Yeah. Right?”


  I could find no fault in his logic. Sex on its own could have been a one-night stand, but repeated sex pretty much sealed the deal. The thought didn’t disgust me in the slightest. I liked Bobby as a friend, and he was good in bed. What more could you ask for?


  “But temporarily,” I told him. “Two more months.”


  “I’ve had shorter relationships.”


  “Well,” I said. “You know exactly how long this one is going to last, so we’ll have to make the most of it.”


  “What’s on your mind?”


  “Oh, you know,” I giggled. “Just sex.”


  And I rolled on top of him to begin our next round of it.
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  Sal Lanowitz was a filthy pervert, and he couldn’t help it.


  Just a couple weeks back he’d gotten caught by Mr. Parker pulling the fire alarm. He’d told the principal, Ms. Sheehan, that the prank was meant to postpone his math test—when really the senior girls in the locker room, strategically undressed at the moment of the alarm, were of more concern. But due to Mr. Parker’s untimely arrival, Sal hadn’t seen if his female classmates had come bolting out or not.


  One more strike, and he was expelled.


  And yet his eyes were on that damn locker room again.


  This time, though, he was smarter; he wouldn’t bring the girls to him, he’d go where the girls were. Obviously, that was a little tricky without a few qualifications. He couldn’t just throw on a dress and sneak in undetected like Agent 47. He needed a real disguise.


  No worries. That’s where Swap Mate came in handy!


  Inside the janitor closet, Sal launched the app and browsed to the SWAP MARKETPLACE feature, where users lent out their bodies for a fee. A budget of three hundred dollars—about the entirety of his pitiful savings—ruled out the social media influencers and B-list celebrities, and just about anyone who didn’t want their skin going to some cheap loser like himself. Fortunately, Swap Mate catered to most everyone, and filtering the list by PRICE allowed him to see affordable alternatives. He narrowed down the few thousand results by age, weight, and hair color—blonde. No reason other than he wanted to be blonde. And from the leftover fifty-odd options, he scrolled down until he set his eyes on a candidate.


  The name and location were censored. Not uncommon. Some of the keywords included: BRACES, SHAVED, SMALL TITS, SLENDER. But the most important: FULL USE, which meant there were no restrictions in place on sex. Feeling his briefs tighten around his erection, Sal confirmed his choice, went through the payment process, and finalized his bodily transaction with some of the MODIFIERS. He chose to take everything except for GENITALS. Just because he liked vaginas didn’t mean he wanted to have a vagina. The subject’s GENDER, however, would be all his, meaning he would be perceived as female no matter that he was fully equipped for a urinal.


  Babe central, here we come! he thought.


  He pressed down on the PURCHASE button.


  Sal had zero experience with Swap Mate. Some of his friends did. One had been coerced by his older sister to trade places for a weekend as punishment for leaving trash in her car. Another sometimes switched bodies with his girlfriend and had sex that way. Freaky.


  So as Sal felt the wave of tingles resulting from his body-swapping rental, it was a new experience. The creepy-crawly shiver in each of his arms led to the first observable changes: dwindling muscle and thinning hair. He rubbed the smooth skin of his forearm and noticed that the fingernails on his other hand were painted pink! His knuckles cracked as they resized; his wrists popped; his fingers shrunk to new, slimmer dimensions.


  And elsewhere too were the effects of a full-body metamorphosis.


  Sal gazed down and saw the floral-pattern flats that now encased his tinier feet. Bye-bye sneakers! His jeans, too, were transitioning into shorts, the denim retracting up his smooth calves and climbing over his knees. Up near his hips, the fit had begun to reveal the slight flare to his figure; he placed his hands on either side of his legs and felt them actually widening! Deeper within, his pelvic bone popped and reformed. It was a ticklish feeling like someone’s hands were invisibly remolding it, twisting it, and it actually made him wobble for a few seconds as the joints changed angle.


  Hair brushed his shoulders—the girl’s blonde mane, no doubt. But only fleeting attention was given to his face before all focus went to his torso.


  The blue fabric of his T-shirt filled in darker, the material itself alive and constricting as if it had a consciousness. It tightened around his midsection—which itself withered down into an impossibly girlish proportion that he could scarcely believe. His hands rose from there to his chest, encountering the bumps of a teenage girl’s bra that had apparently just spawned into existence! Knowing what came next didn’t reduce the shock. Pressured by two growing mounds, the little cups stretched outward. True to the girl’s profile, they stopped well short of being anything significant. But to someone who had lived life with a flat chest, even A-cups felt larger than they should’ve been. He caressed the soft, form-fitting details of his hidden-away bra as the rest of his transformation came to an end. A glitter-coated heart had appeared on his shirt.


  “Whoa,” he uttered in his new voice, scraping his teeth along his new braces. Everything about his mouth felt different. And even the way his eyes moved in their sockets! Also, exactly like the real owner of this body, his blonde hair was styled into pigtails. He held one for inspection, mystified and impressed.


  Swap Mate was fucking awesome!


  And, true to his preferences, his junk had survived intact. He rubbed between his legs, feeling the extra cramped bulge of his manhood against his daintier hand. Suddenly, the thought of those pink fingernails wrapping around his cock made him hornier than ever. It’d probably feel bigger!


  But as the school bell rang, he knew he was operating on limited time. The senior girls would be hitting the locker rooms right about now.


  And since Sal was a senior girl, he figured he should join in!


  Out in the hallway, no one paid him any mind. Even with a body deserving of the clothes he wore—such as the jiggle of very real breasts inside his bra—he felt phony and exposed. Any minute now, someone was going to point and ask why the hell he was dressed up like a chick.


  But they didn’t.


  And it was amazing.


  Taking a nervous breath, Sal followed some other girls into the gymnasium locker room once off-limits. The surreal quality hit a peak when he was bumped aside by the cheer captain—who was in the process of pulling her top off. She smiled and apologized, with Sal just gawking over the tits nestled comfortably in her pink bra.


  Up ahead was more of the same.


  Dozens of his female classmates, oblivious to a faker in their midst, were undressing and changing clothes. Holy titty overload! Bras of all shapes and colors came out. And panties too! More than a dozen girls just casually stripped down to their thongs, boyshorts, and every style imaginable. And some started removing their bras!


  Sal ducked behind an unused row of lockers. It didn’t matter that he was apparently invisible to them; the naughtiness of what he was witnessing just made him feel like a peeping Tom. He didn’t dare go any closer. He watched around the corner, glimpsing panty-clad asses and tits galore, salivating over his classmates’ exposed flesh.


  It was better than any porn!


  “Fuck,” he whispered, his altered vocal cords making him sound like a lesbian with the hots for the athletic, senior ladies.


  But there was one body part a lesbian wouldn’t have. He unzipped his denim shorts and went fishing for it, finding his new cotton panties taut around its trapped hardness. He breathed relief when it was freed and jutting out from his female body. Right away, he put his slender hand to work, stroking in triumph from successfully invading a place where no boys were allowed.


  Sal kept one eye planted on the prize. The row-by-row layout of the locker room didn’t give him a clear perspective of everything going down, but what he saw was plenty. One of the basketball players, a redhead—Mary Poole, the star everyone in town knew about—had her locker at the end. Down to her undies, she skillfully thumbed loose her black bra and let her beauties hang. For a few precious seconds, Sal had line of sight on what were rumored to be D-cup tits. The firm, pale orbs swung out of view as Mary ducked back toward her bottom-row locker, the side-boob fitfully jiggling. Then they came back around as she donned a sports bra, tucking them into the snug-fitting layer. Sal jerked his cock even harder when he saw her nipples poking through.


  Good God! Ahhh!


  The girls joked about classwork and sports. They passed out fashion advice. They discussed boys. Even one of them was happy to show off the thong she was wearing and share with the group where she’d purchased it.


  In Sal’s mind, an orgy broke out.


  Unrealistic, but damn exciting!


  Furiously beating his meat, he staggered over to the bench nearby and sat down. He liked how his voice sounded when it was panting, so he started doing it intentionally—even moaning a little. A curious hand climbed to his chest and squeezed where his left breast was. Underneath, his nipples pulsed and ached. The parts of him that weren’t male were getting turned on too! But Sal was hardly interested. The female body was just a ticket.


  Right now, it was just him and his cock.


  And that load begging for release.


  Did it ever!


  The force made his muscles tight. He hunched over, pinching his pink panties around the head of his manhood and frantically pounding off into them. The barrier wasn’t enough to hold back his ejaculate. Little spurts made it through; the rest bubbled and soaked into the material, spreading in a massive, sticky stain around the end of his dick.


  He kept masturbating until he had a lesser follow-up, and then until he was sore and raw and totally winded.


  “Shit,” he sighed, admiring his handiwork. Although not intentional, there was something erotic about his bulge being wrapped in cum-stained panties.


  He’d done it.


  For three hundred dollars, he’d snuck into the girls’ locker room and made his mess.


  A warm sense of accomplishment passed over him.


  Still hearing the girls behind him getting ready for their PE class, Sal guessed he’d only lasted a few minutes in all. Hell, if he was quick about it, he could still be in his math class before the second bell rung. And he wouldn’t have to change back! Thanks to Swap Mate, the world saw him as a chick.


  He’d probably have to ditch the panties first, though.


  Right as he was about to get up, his phone dinged at him. Sal looked down and saw it in his hand. He hadn’t grabbed it; it was just there. The Swap Mate interface was advertising a new feature—something called CHALLENGE MODE. Although limited on details, it described this mode as “an augmented, risk-versus-reward game focusing on the thrill of the unexpected.” And the challenges were scenarios that could feature just about any transformation theme imaginable. They were also automatically recommended based on the user’s whereabouts and interests.


  The one it was suggesting right now was called DOWN AND DIRTY.


  Huh! Interesting! Sal thought. And it was free! Looking through the details, he found that completing challenges gave him credits to use within the app, like for the SWAP MARKETPLACE.


  Only, the description and keywords for DOWN AND DIRTY were secret. He had no clue what he’d get himself into if he tried it.


  But it sounded fun! And with a title like DOWN AND DIRTY, what could go wrong?


  Sal gently pressed his fingertip on the START! button, and was engulfed in white light.
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  Gradually the room regained definition, shapes coming into focus. Sal recognized his surroundings as the locker room before everything became clear, due to the uninterrupted conversations of the girls. But they were much closer! And as his sense of hearing returned, it sounded like he was in the middle of the group, voices carrying left and right and all around him, all spoken louder than before. The fog dissipated, and—


  Sal saw a giant foot descending from the heavens, so massive that its movement toward his face produced a strong, head-on breeze. Its dirty sole resembled some colossal beast’s paw.


  “Holy shit!” he shrieked.


  He darted out of its path, narrowly missing the fate of a squashed bug. The impact with the ground knocked him for a loop, nearly sending him head over heels. And then the huge foot peeled off, lifted, and flew onward, seeming to span the length of a football field in one swoop before it came crashing down again, causing another tremor.


  Ding!


  Sal craned his neck and saw the girl the foot was attached to. She was goddamn enormous! Like a hundred feet tall, or more! He had this shock like he was watching a skyscraper pick itself up and strut along. Something so large moving so gracefully didn’t fit with the logic of physics.


  As he became more cognizant of his environment, he realized the giantess who’d nearly flattened him was accompanied by half a dozen more, all the same jaw-dropping height. Their voices echoed and boomed; when they laughed it was almost deafening. They seemed to take no notice of him. And why would they? He was the size of a fucking ant!


  The DOWN AND DIRTY challenge had made him tiny. But why? Granted, there was some erotic appeal in gazing up at huge giantesses in their underwear. For one, he could make out their cameltoes Wowza! The pussies that made them must’ve been his size, or even larger. He could scarcely imagine.


  When one of the girls came to stand above him, Sal stumbled and fell backward. The view above was unreal. Legs as wide as a city street stretched for what seemed like the length of a neighborhood block. With a stomp, she could sink a cruiseliner! And for his tiny, fragile body, what could the full extent of her mass do? Nevertheless, Sal was fighting an erection. Way above, his gigantic classmate began undoing her bra, a humongous arm swinging back to fiddle with the hooks. The teal monstrosity slipped free. Then she grunted frustration as it escaped her grasp and tumbled toward the ground.


  Toward Sal.


  Oh fuck!


  He threw himself clear, narrowly avoiding a decapitation by the mammoth cup striking down on its edge. Then the great wall of cotton rocked forward; the inside of the cup eclipsed his periphery and tumbled around him like a dome falling into place. In a frenzy, Sal scrambled for the sliver of light ahead, ducking underneath and sprinting for safety as log-sized fingers flew past to retrieve the larger-than-real undergarment. Again, the turbulence about knocked him down.


  He ran for the bench, now the height of a multistory parking complex, seeing safety in having an impenetrable ceiling over his head. It was a filthy landscape underneath—tumbleweeds of lint, pubic hair, and enough clumps of dandruff to gather and make a snowman out of. There was even a gum wrapper, appropriately the scale of a blanket from Sal’s perspective. He trudged across the berm between where the tile floor was clean and where it wasn’t, stepping across a loose ground that looked to be piled with flakes of skin. There was a wall of stench to welcome him too: a general odor of uncleanliness, pungent hair sprays, and an overpowering mildew smell.


  Sal coughed and gagged, almost suffocating his minuscule nostrils on the residual debris from years and years of senior girls tramping around and undressing.


  But at least he was safe.


  The other girls eventually filed out. In the distance, the rumbling of their feet and a shrill whistle provided a constant, noisy backdrop.


  Sal left the shadow of the bench and took stock of everything. Although no taller than the average strawberry, he was still proportionally himself—and still in possession of the body from the marketplace, along with his normal equipment. He was also naked. For the first time, he saw the conical, jiggly bumps that comprised his breasts, including their pink nipples. They were both erect just like his dick.


  He realized he needed to find his phone.


  And then, immediately, it was in his hand! Just the right size.


  “Okay, now just what the hell is going on?” he asked. He thought his voice sounded even higher than before.


  Swap Mate showed an ACTIVE CHALLENGE menu, which listed DOWN AND DIRTY as being in progress. There was a score bar. Somehow, he had accrued a hundred points out of a thousand, from some kind of achievement named STAMPEDE! Clicking on that, he received a description for it: NARROWLY AVOID GETTING TRAMPLED. And there was a whole list of others, some explained, some secret. Like Xbox achievements! For instance, one was titled TAKE A BATH, which was GET DRENCHED IN BODILY FLUIDS. And THE WORLD’S TINIEST PERVERT for FIND RELIEF IN A GIRL’S UNDERWEAR. And SMELL YOU LATER for HIDE OUT INSIDE A DIRTY SOCK. And that was just the beginning.


  The score bar went up to a thousand. Naturally, Sal assumed that a thousand points would end the challenge. There didn’t seem to be any way to cancel it or exit out.


  And there was an info pane. His current height was 2.5 INCHES.


  He was stuck as a tiny fucking ant in the girl’s locker room.


  But now that he was alone, maybe he could knock out a few achievements.


  Sal spotted a bottom locker door that was ajar. To reach it, he had to once again brave the wilderness underneath the bench, trampling shed skin, long coils of pubic hair, and circumventing other obstacles like wrappers that looked like they’d once held tampons. He even passed a few fingernail clippings that looked like scythes.


  The locker wasn’t flush with the floor; he had to pull himself up a metal edge. And past the door that looked more suited for guarding a dungeon with a giant troll, he made his way inside. It was so dark that he nearly slammed into the two parked SUVs—or that’s what they seemed like. But the Nike swoosh indicated they were shoes.


  Sal’s mind drifted back to the achievement list. He wondered if he could find any socks laying around.


  And then, although not socks, he did see a way to get another hundred points.


  Whoever this locker belonged to, she’d left behind a pair of panties. He thought he’d fully acclimated to his new shrunken stature—or at least enough to not totally freak out—but the dimensions continued to be something to behold. The mystery gal’s panties could’ve been used as a tarp for a backyard swimming pool! They were red and lacy. Surprisingly mature and stylish for a teenager. Regardless, Sal felt his erection returning in force. Stepping himself up on the folded-over garment and feeling the stitches of lace underneath his feet gave him a shudder.


  “God almighty,” he whispered, marveling at its sheer enormity and picturing the size of an ass required to fill it. Clambering over its crumpled fringe, he found himself closer to the region he was more interested in.


  At such a dwindled size, and in terrible light, it all looked the same. But finally he found a strip—almost as wide as he was tall—without a waistband on either end, which meant it wasn’t a leg hole. And at its narrowest part, the scent of its owner was very much stronger.


  One sniff, and Sal fell to his knees.


  “Oh yeah!” he exclaimed. “Don’t mind if I do.”


  Utilizing his needle-thin arms, Sal stretched the lace out. Manipulating the fabric gave him more whiffs of that wonderful, embedded scent. Up close it was more than entrancing; it brought out the pervert inside him, someone who suddenly didn’t mind his own handicapped height. There was the evidence of wear: pubic hair, spots of crusted discharge. In the dim conditions, Sal couldn’t tell what color the hair was, only that it was long and curly and suggestive of a natural bush. With his stiff manhood wagging, he piled the fabric on one side like a makeshift pillow for a bed.


  Then he lied down and sprawled himself out, absorbing the awe and arousal from literally sitting down in a chick’s underwear, the aroma of her pussy still fresh and strong.


  There was only one thing to do.


  Sal rubbed one out. His libido didn’t seem to mind that a healthy wad of jizz had been recently expended. He was painfully erect and so close to the edge that it didn’t take but a couple minutes of stroking to get himself right up on it. Edging what would be his second orgasm in the girls’ locker room, his free hand found its way up to his boob and pinched a nipple.


  “Yow!” he said. “Oh. That ain’t bad.”


  With his borrowed body being on the small size, Sal hadn’t expected sensitivity. He’d always associated larger tits as being more pleasurable. But now that he’d actually committed a hand to feeling himself up, it was pretty nice! The nipple still had some firmness left in it; it swelled to a tender, stiff nub that throbbed almost as much as his cock did. And its twin, although untouched, grew just as large and erect.


  But before Sal could let loose his latest load, he had to make the moment perfect.


  He grabbed the panty near his feet and folded it over his body, so that it was almost like a sleeping bag. And inside that cocoon, a cocoon that had rubbed up against a pussy, absorbed a pussy’s sweat and juice, and lived a life that a man could only dream of, Sal added his mark to its assortment of stains.


  Ding!


  After wrapping his arms around the upper half of the panty and smothering his face and cock into everything that he loved, he rolled to the side and imagined his phone in his hand—and there it was.


  Sure enough, he’d unlocked another achievement: THE WORLD’S TINIEST PERVERT. And with that, his total score had risen by another hundred points. He was a fifth of the way to completing the challenge, assuming all the achievements were worth the same amount.


  It’d be a while before the girls returned.


  Sal had only meant to close his eyes for a bit. But being on the tail end of a fantastic orgasm, and being snugly wrapped in a used pair of women’s underwear, he couldn’t help but doze off with a huge grin.
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  Sal woke to the sound of thunder.


  He jolted up when the pounding of feet came close. His mind flashed back to those first, terrifying moments of being a tiny man in a room of giantesses, and something primal made him cuddle that oversized pair of panties even tighter. Although thin, they were protection. The whole locker seemed to shake, metal distantly vibrating.


  Well now what? he wondered, knowing that a list of perverted achievements separated him from living an ant-sized life forever or returning to normal.


  Then the huge metal door swung open, its screeches seeming to tear through his eardrums. Blinding light shone into the metal hollow of his temporary hideout. He peeked, saw a huge hand reaching in, then ducked back underneath his lace blanket. Objects shifted above him. Voices—enough out of pitch that all the words didn’t quite seem like English—conversed and roared.


  Sal tried to be brave again. But goddamn! The size difference tricked something in his mind to make him feel like prey.


  And then something whipped his safety pouch violently.


  He half-flopped backward until he too was being dragged with the lace panties. He glanced at his leg—now quickly rising above him—and saw his foot tangled up in a hole!


  Oh no!


  Jumbo-sized hands unraveled the underwear. At his size, it was a savage tug-of-war that tossed him every which way. With all his puny strength, he clenched the crotch portion of the panty, stabilizing himself against the violent agitation. A mighty foot dropped past him, sliding through the leg hole he was dangling against. Then, opposite to it, another! Acceleration suddenly threw him downward, and the fabric carried him upward between the two monstrous legs like a whipping, yanking elevator.


  As turbulent and chaotic as it was, Sal understood what was happening. He even saw glimpses of the redhead girl: Mary Poole! Of all the lockers, he’d ended up in the one belonging to the star basketball player. And now, through with her daily PE class, she was changing from her athletic attire and putting her regular school clothes back on—with no shower in between.


  His destination was where all panties went!


  Above, with a jerky series of motions, Sal rose between the valley of pale, creamy thighs, briefly witnessing—when he wasn’t being chucked around—follicles of hair on her legs, a pimple the size of a tennis ball, and the perspiration of a hard workout. And then, as walls of flesh pressed in on both sides, his ascension leveled out just enough for him to turn and focus on the ceiling about to come down on him. The two massive legs met at a fiery bush—literally the size of a bush! And beneath that gleaming, matted tangle of pubic hair was a moist pink slit that stretched as long as he was. A drop of sweat beaded off, smacking Sal in the face.


  “Ack!” he coughed, being splashed with her stench.


  As it loomed overhead, a great gash like a fleshy cave, the final pull brought him up close and personal.


  The lace panty smashed him into the thicket of coarse, damp hair. A longways tug then dragged him backward, rubbing his face across sweat-soaked clumps and moist wrinkles in her skin that smelled of a hundred pussies, the friction nearly ripping his nose clean off. Then the force reversed. The taut fabric ground him against the massive, dripping-wet vulva, shoving his head into a groove—maybe the vagina, maybe just part of the labia—that left his surroundings all dark. The rest of his body slid across it too, taking on so much sweat and juice that the adhesive tension in the liquid literally sucked him to Mary’s massive slit.


  With the underwear finally in position, Sal was stuck.


  He was trapped inside her panties!


  Ding!


  His world was in a constant state of motion as Mary undoubtedly began to put on the rest of her clothes and move around. But inside her underwear, his eyes saw none of it. He felt compressed between two immovable surfaces, wedged into a space barely large enough for his body. With the lace tautly supported on her hips, it wasn’t so elastic; any struggle to loosen that girdle effect was met with an equally strong opposing force that shoved him back into her snatch. And as for what was on top of him, there was no fighting that!


  There was a concussive banging against his head, repeating every minute. It took Sal a moment to realize he was hearing Mary’s heartbeat, and that resonate slushing sound was her vessels channeling her blood around his face.


  Speaking of. He wondered if it was possible to suffocate. Whatever crevice of her pussy he was planted against, the moist skin was like a sleeve around his head. Breathlessly, he turned his neck—sliding his cheek across that sweaty surface—until his mouth finally found a passageway for air that wasn’t blocked off by an immense wall of pussy.


  Jesus, he thought. I hope Swap Mate doesn’t let me die!


  The space was rank with her body odor. Although Sal figured Mary usually respected proper hygiene, something about being the size he was made smells a hundred times more powerful. And so, being almost embedded in her vagina as he was, the pervasive smell in that cavity was foul, musky, and pussy to the nth, gagging degree.


  And he fucking loved it!


  Had he been capable of moving his hand over to his cock, he would’ve masturbated in this giant pussy’s honor. But inhaling it was good too.


  It wasn’t long before he felt sealed in, the sweat and juice flowing around his body and sticking to the underwear. Against one of its many drenched folds, his tiny cock pulsed and throbbed.


  The fabric and flesh muffled the outside world. Sal heard what he thought were voices sometimes, but he might as well have been underwater. The vibrations then took on a rhythm, his body twisting and undulating from left to right—walking! Mary Poole was on to her next class. Sal didn’t share any period with her, so he had no clue what her schedule was. Although the thought of being pressed into a chair gave him concern for the integrity of his bones.


  More voices passed. Footsteps echoed. A door opened. And now the voices were completely gone.


  Sal felt the centripetal force of a quick spin. Then he dropped a little ways.


  Oh, what now?


  The pressure against his back suddenly vanished; the lace stripped off, giving Sal a glimpse of the water just underneath. The adhesion of the juice and sweat gave him enough time to quickly react and grab anything—a bundle of her ginger-colored pubic hair, it turned out. Hanging from a bushy jungle gym, he swung perilously above a toilet the size of a swimming pool.


  Oh shit! he thought. If she’s on a toilet, then—


  He looked up just in time to be sprayed.


  “Grrrbbllghhhll!”


  Ding!


  The blast of Mary’s piss sent him careening backwards, its expulsion from her urethra continuing to pepper him with more warm drops. Below his dangling feet, he watched it splash and foam in the toilet water.


  Unfortunately, his pendulous motion brought him right back to the source. Sal clenched his eyes and mouth shut, and turned his head away. Still, it was like having his face against a fire hydrant! There wasn’t any orientation that could stop his whole body from getting absolutely drenched in pee. Again, the force knocked him back; again, he came swinging forward for another bath in the waste of whatever fluids Mary Poole had put into her stomach since morning. Like the aroma of her pussy, its smell was a hundred times more powerful.


  It went on, and on.


  “How many gallons did you drink, lady!?” Sal shrieked while trying to wiggle himself like a wet dog. At his reduced stature, the surface tension of fluids made for relatively huge drops. Basketballs of piss beaded off his body—only to get replaced by more.


  Eventually the monsoon came to an end, although not without a few final sputters. And when Mary grabbed a wad of toilet paper, Sal counted his blessings that only number one was on the agenda. The white clump came zooming toward him, bulldozing him upward and smothering his face. The texture wasn’t as soft like he was used to! It was abrasive and scratchy. But it did the job of soaking up whatever was on him.


  After more wipes, Mary lobbed the tissue into the pool below, flushed, and pulled her panties up. Sal, once again, was powerless to stop getting smashed into her privates—although this time he managed to turn himself downward. The soiled, crusty fabric was marginally better than having his face find whatever little droplets of piss the toilet paper had missed.


  His giant form of transportation continued on.


  Man, how am I gonna get out of this? he wondered.


  There was a lot more walking this time—more than if Mary Poole was heading to her next class. Sal felt dizzy from the up and down, side-to-side movement. He’d never felt motion sick in his life, but he was starting to. The warm, humid body heat inside his little lace-covered pouch didn’t help either. It got to be pretty hot in there!


  Some doors opened and closed.


  Then gravity shifted ninety degrees.


  Sal didn’t hear the sounds of school, muffled or otherwise. He wondered if Mary Poole had study hall after PE. The seniors were allowed to leave the school and come back. Maybe she’d walked home to have a nap, which opened up an opportunity for escape.


  But as he sat there, captive to panties and one monstrous, sweating pussy, the girl wasn’t staying still like she was dozing off. In fact, the flesh above him was beginning to feel warmer. He actually felt the underwear becoming tighter, though the reason for it wasn’t the fabric; it was from Mary’s pussy swelling a little bit, the vulva pressing into his back.


  Is she becoming turned on?


  Shortly after, he got his answer.


  The panties were once more removed. Sal looped his arm through a clump of pubic hair to prevent a dangerous fall. Around him were the purple walls of a bedroom fit for a giantess, with an acre-sized blanket stretching out underneath him.


  Something was buzzing. He matched it to a deep-red missile coming straight for him.


  Jesus!


  Unable to swing himself out of harm’s way, it punched Sal in the gut and drove him straight back, the vibrations rattling his organs and bones. Mary’s pussy squeezed him from behind. For a moment, the compression between the two was almost unbearable, and he knew something had to give—and hopefully not him!


  The pressure at his back split in opposite directions, wrapping forward around his sides and shoulders. Simultaneously, he felt the upper end of this cavity shoving his head forward. He had no choice but to wrap himself around the tip of the vibrator and hold on while he was plunged inside her slit, its wet walls sliding around him. He was shoved inside until the entrance was only a faint light ahead.


  Then the driving force reversed into a pulling force.


  Whoa! Ha!


  Sal was surprised he could hang on. But this time, the surface tension of her juice was a benefit; it helped him cling to the vibrating toy. And if he fully contorted his body around the bullet-shaped end, that effect was intensified until he was firmly affixed.


  In and out he went.


  Mary Poole was fucking herself!


  And in a way, he was fucking her too!


  The vibrations weren’t only having an effect on her either. The part of Sal’s body stuck against the toy included his cock. Should it have been a surprise that it was erect? Certainly it raised some questions about how deep his perversions went. He’d been trapped inside a girl’s underwear, nearly suffocated by a huge pussy, and almost lost in the sewage system.


  Nonetheless, he began to hump the vibrator, rubbing his cock against its underside while the rest of him repeatedly submerged into her pussy, becoming completely slick with juice.


  Eventually he shot his sperm. At around the same time, the vibrations stopped. The huge hand carried him and the toy way out, giving him a bird’s-eye view of the bed, the room, and everything else that belonged to Mary Poole. He flew over her long, naked body, admiring her huge, sweat-dotted breasts.


  He looked back and saw her mouth.


  Oh fuck, he thought, experiencing a fear of getting swallowed and digested.


  “Hey!” he shouted. “No! Stop! Mary!”


  The lips opened.


  And then so did her eyes.


  She screamed at the top of her lungs.


  Ding!
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  The fingers gently dropped Sal on the desk. Rather than their owner being exasperated about a tiny person exploring the inside of her vagina, she looked only mildly annoyed.


  “How long have you been inside my underwear?” Mary asked, keeping her face close so she could hear Sal’s answer. Although spoken soft, her voice sounded unnaturally deep.


  “Since PE,” Sal explained.


  “All this time?”


  He nodded.


  The logic of this was baffling. Here he was, smaller than even that vibrator she’d been going to town with, and her reaction was surprisingly subdued. Sal could only presume that Swap Mate’s magic had something to do with it. Or the challenge itself. He was tiny enough that toilets presented a very real danger of drowning in, but riding along in her underwear was the only part she was peeved about.


  Mary chewed on her nails for a bit. Her cheeks showed red. She must’ve known the scent of her sex still wafted throughout the room. To Sal’s nose, it was as potent as a sea breeze.


  His erection throbbed.


  She said, “Maybe next time you can ask for permission? I’m not comfortable with you being down there.”


  “Not a problem,” he said. Things had taken such a sharp detour for the wacky that he was just going along with it.


  “You probably need a bath.”


  “Okay!”


  Mary stomped from the room and returned with a tumbler that she’d partially filled with warm water. It clinked down next to Sal. Then she picked him up—again, pinching him by the shoulders—and dropped him inside the makeshift bathtub. The water level was just right so he could sit down with his head just above the surface.


  Really he’d been indifferent about a clean-up, but he realized he kind of needed it. Given time to solidify, Mary’s juices had caused the fingers on Sal’s right hand to stick together. What would’ve been only viscous at his normal size was now basically glue. Same for his hair. Whole lumps were caught together, encrusted with shiny, gummy juice he’d incidentally taken with him after being the first human in history to put his entire body inside Mary’s pussy.


  Most of his body was gooey and sticky. Probably that trifecta of sweat, pee, and juices. In the end, he was happy to be rid of it. Mary even dabbed a little soap into the water so he could come out properly fresh and clean.


  Afterward, he bundled himself in tissue paper to dry off. The absorbency rate was much quicker at two-and-a-half inches tall. In less than a minute he was completely dry.


  Then Mary carried everything away. On returning, she noticed her vibrator was still on the bed—forgotten about with a tiny visitor in her presence. She hastily grabbed ir, took it into the bathroom, and came back with even redder cheeks.


  “Now why in the world were you in my locker?” she asked. “And why in my panties?”


  “I got confused,” Sal said, making up some excuse. “I thought it was my locker.”


  “And since when are you in PE?”


  “Recent transfer.”


  “So close to the end of the school year?”


  “Yep!”


  “But it’s dangerous for you in PE,” she said. “Coach Parker would never allow that. You could’ve been trampled.”


  “And I went into what I thought was my locker to take shelter,” Sal said.


  Mary bit her lip. It was clear she didn’t believe any of this, but maybe she was too polite to call out Sal on his dishonesty. Besides, how many other tiny people did she know?


  Right then, she got a notification on her phone. She pulled it out, frowned at whatever it was, and told Sal she’d be right back. She headed out of the room.


  Sal took a deep breath. He was confident that this was the wildest school day he’d ever experienced. And all for just trying to sneak into the girls’ locker room undetected! Things had derailed since, to say the least—but not in a negative way.


  He wasn’t in a rush to be his normal, six-foot self again.


  Picturing his own phone, it poofed into his right palm. Swap Mate’s CHALLENGE MODE page was there to greet him. First, he saw that he had accumulated more points on his shrunken adventure, and his total was at five hundred. The latest achievements were TAKE A BATH to GET DRENCHED IN BODILY FLUIDS, NOW THIS IS PODRACING! to TRAVEL WITH A COMPANION, and OOPS! to, simply, GET CAUGHT. Interestingly, more locked achievements had been added to the list, like IS IT SOMETHING SERIOUS? to TRAVEL WITH THE SAME COMPANION TWICE, A-VORE-ABLE to GET SWALLOWED, and WHAT’S IN MY CHEERIOS? to BATHE IN FOOD.


  Sal wondered how they were generated, as they didn’t seem to come from a preset list. It seemed like the app was creating and suggesting them based on what was happening. Like the one about getting swallowed—he’d nearly been there! Although he wasn’t sure a hundred points were adequate compensation for finding out if stomach acids could digest him.


  There were other achievements that seemed impossible, like getting seen by a hundred people or wearing doll clothes. Still, he had to laugh at the suggestions, and he wondered if other people out there who had played this challenge had unlocked those achievements. Xbox had percentage figures for that. Swap Mate didn’t appear to.


  After a while, Mary Poole came back into the bedroom looking upset. She angrily plopped herself on the bed and sighed.


  “Problem?” Sal asked.


  “It’s that damn Ms. Sheehan,” she said. “She wants to flunk me right before the end of the year, and that means no college or scholarship.”


  Sal was familiar with that demoness, although he probably had more reason to receive the principal’s wrath than the star basketball player. To be honest, he was surprised that Mary would be anywhere close to not passing her classes. She seemed like the all-around great student. Popular, smart, pretty.


  “I’ll go into her office and change the grades myself if I have to,” she fumed. “It’s probably just a spreadsheet.” Then she looked over at Sal with a widening smile.


  “What?” he asked, taking a precautionary step back as she stood up and approached him.


  “You can help me, can’t you? Maybe, like, distract her.”


  “How would I distract her?” Seriously, how would he distract her?


  “I don’t know. Something! Just get her out of the office.”


  “You’d get in serious trouble if you were caught,” he pointed out.


  “I don’t care! If I can’t get into Wagner without a scholarship, I can’t afford to go anyway. And then my whole future is done for.”


  Sal could understand her reasoning.


  “So, you can help, right?” she asked.


  He shrugged. “Maybe.”


  “Good! I’ll set up a meeting before my next class. You get over to her and, um, just do something to keep her occupied when she leaves.”


  He supposed that was an outline for a plan.


  When Mary was about to haul him over to her jeans pocket—which would be his mode of transportation, and another all-important achievement—Sal remembered the list on his phone and decided to test his luck.


  He asked, “Do you have any doll clothes you can lend me?”


  “Doll? My little sister has some. Do you want, like, a dress?”


  “Okay.”


  She left the room and returned.


  Ding!
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  It was hard to say if his second ride with Mary was better than the first; there was an inexplicable eroticism to being smooshed between a huge pussy and an equally huge pair of panties, soaking in sweat and juices. At least with the sequel, he could see where he was heading. He rode in her front-left jeans pocket, clutching the seam of denim like a rail and having his hair billow in the headwind. Being attached to her hips, he got a hands-on feel for how much they swung. Every step forward lurched him to the right. And then the foot pivoted outward a little and did it all over again.


  Again, the intensity of the motion was greater than any theme park ride. He was glad he hadn’t eaten anything this morning.


  The entrance of the school consumed him. He ducked down so as to not get spotted by his huge classmates. He was getting more acclimated to the sense of scale. So even though the hallway itself seemed like a great big warehouse, it wasn’t any more nausea-inducing than the g-forces. He went on a dizzying twist-and-turn adventure until the principal’s office came into view.


  Being a frequent visitor, he’d been conditioned to feel dread upon seeing that name stenciled on the door. Ms. Sheehan was already waiting inside. Mary swiveled the door open, shut it behind her, then her long strides carried tiny Sal to the visitor’s chair. He gripped the denim even tighter as the momentum of Mary’s body threw him sideways and downward, ending with a whiplash when her butt landed.


  “We need to talk about my grades,” Mary announced, crossing her legs.


  “We do indeed,” Ms. Sheehan agreed.


  Here we go! Sal thought, lifting himself out of the pocket.


  He had a semblance of a plan in his head—which he’d shared with Mary beforehand. But imagining the trek down the length of her leg was a lot different than treacherous reality, where the drop off her thigh looked like it was twenty feet down! There was enough girth that he never felt truly in danger, but he extended his arms out like a tightrope walker anyways. The surface of her thigh took him down a gentle slope. Ahead, resting on her knee, was the foot and sandal of her right leg. Sal scaled up the side, using the texture of its interwoven design for handholds and footholds, which brought him face-to-face with her big toe—comparatively as big as a beanbag chair. Using the crooked edge of her toenail, he shimmied over to roughly the middle of her foot, where the straps of the sandal joined.


  Sitting back against it, Sal held on for dear life as the foot dropped down like a drunken elevator, moving diagonally toward the floor.


  Mary and the principal continued to talk, but he wasn’t listening.


  The next part required his complete focus.


  “I always liked going to the circus,” he said aloud. Though he didn’t know he’d need the skills of those trapeze artists one day! “Oh God.”


  Mary began to swing her leg smoothly forward and backward. Ahead, under the desk, Sal eyed his target: Ms. Sheehan’s beige skirt. It was a hell of a distance. And with each approach, he tried to psyche himself up—only to chicken out at the last second. He banged his fist against Mary’s big toe, a sign to giddy up. Her leg picked up more speed. He was almost flattened by the wind resistance and the acceleration, feeling like he had hitched on to a dragster.


  After a few times of this, he swallowed hard and readied himself for the next one, deciding that the outcome was up to chance.


  She pulled back, then propelled him forward.


  Sal released the sandal near the peak of her swing and flew across. In the moment, he couldn’t be sure if he was actually screaming or only imagining it. The doll’s dress ballooned outward, catching air. Beneath, he watched Ms. Sheehan’s knees pass by. Then the landing zone: her lap. But he overshot it a bit. He came tumbling down on the cushion of her thighs and skid a ways more, grinding his face against the stitches.


  Groaning, Sal looked up and saw the devil herself, the underside of her jaw bobbing as she explained to Mary the unfortunate nature of her grades.


  Damn. I really fucking made it!


  But there was little time to bask in the glory of being a miniature Evel Knievel. His eyes followed the skirt to where it curved up into the pouch of Ms. Sheehan’s stomach area. He jogged across the uneven surface and clambered up the wrinkles around the zipper. At the separation between skirt and blouse, he pushed himself inside. The friction from the fabric prevented him from falling. So he had to sort of wiggle himself downward—and then make sure to stay on the inside when he encountered a soft, silky waistband.


  “You better be distracted,” Sal said aloud.


  At this point, getting inside women’s panties was all he was good at!


  Ding!


  Another achievement!


  Sal wasn’t looking forward to cuddling with his own principal’s pussy. A woman pushing fifty, everyone referred to Ms. Sheehan as the old hag. He foresaw wrinkles and an unkempt, yucky bush—possibly even gray hair. And the plain pair of cotton panties she wore didn’t give him any confidence for a surprise. He wormed his way down, feet first.


  However, as the principal’s crotch began to curve back to where the goodies were, he didn’t encounter much in the way of pubic hair. Her skin was bristly and scratchy, perhaps signifying a recent shave. And as the smooth tract began to divide into the grooves and folds of her middle-aged sex, everything was totally hairless.


  Sal twisted himself around in the cramped space, putting the panty to his rear. With a final jostle and a sudden drop down, he nearly banged his chin against a silver ring!


  Whoa! She’s pierced!?


  It was the last thing he expected from a by-all-appearances conservative figure of authority. Ms. Sheehan had even once proposed prayer as part of reciting the Pledge of Allegiance. Everyone had her figured for a prissy woman who never got laid.


  Perhaps everyone was wrong!


  As for her pussy, it was delectably tight and mostly wrinkle-free. Sal stretched himself out underneath it, letting the cotton’s elasticity hold him against her pierced slit. All along the front of his body he felt her wetness and warmth. And with some fine tuning, he was able to squeeze his body comfortably between her outer lips. He felt her muscles contract a little, the mouth-like cavity reflexively pinching him from both sides.


  What an awesome feeling!


  “Okay, Ms. Sheehan,” Sal said, petting the expanse of moist, furrowed flesh in front of him. “Let’s hope you have a thing for tiny students inside your panties.”


  Being so tiny was a detriment to technique. Rather, he just focused on wriggling his body against her hot snatch. Up near his head was a protruding part of her anatomy, harder and swollen. He could only surmise that was her clit—through which her jewelry passed through. He was suddenly inspired by her ring and began banging it downward, operating it like a giant door knocker. He thought he was acting ridiculous, and he laughed over what Ms. Sheehan must’ve been feeling with the ring in her panties seeming to have a mind of its own, if she even perceived it at all.


  It was very likely that anything he did would have no effect.


  But then, as with Mary’s groin, Sal started to feel that warmth bathe him. It emanated from within the woman’s flesh, dispersing inside her cotton underwear. From his perspective, it was like the temperature had risen ten degrees. He began sweating. And the muscles in her pussy had gotten a little more excited: they munched his upper body regularly, flexing and relaxing. He could also tell her outer lips were more swollen. And with juice starting to flow, that suction effect drew him upward a little ways, until he was more suspended by her secretion’s adhesion and her muscles’ grip than the taut cotton at his back.


  It’s working! It’s working!


  Banging that ring over and over, he felt crazy and delirious and horny. It was not without his notice that his tiny hard-on was, technically, inside his principal’s pussy.


  Did that count as sex?


  Everything jostled; Sal was thrown downward by gravity, then sprung upward by the elasticity of the undergarment, further being consumed by her increasingly damp snatch. Then his world swayed left and right. He was experienced enough with being a panty-passenger to know that Ms. Sheehan was walking. And if she was walking, she was leaving her office, perhaps giving Mary her window for tampering with her recorded grades.


  Had it worked?


  How would he know?


  Sal rode for several minutes, his once-dry body now almost completely surrounded in juice that had leaked from her slit. Although not the cleanest form of safety, it did actually hold him nice and secure so he wasn’t bounced around by her legs!


  It was quite cozy inside there, enveloped by the warmth and scent of her womanhood.


  Sometime later, his transportation came to a halt. He heard voices above—Ms. Sheehan’s and another—although he couldn’t decipher any words. The second voice was too husky to be Mary’s. Nevertheless, the cavity inside her panties remained damp and toasty, so the principal’s arousal wasn’t fading one bit.


  Then something tugged away at the cotton.


  Oh this is another toilet intermission, isn’t it?


  Sal twisted his neck around, squinting as light flooded into his crawl space.


  A blob took shape. Fuzzy at first, it focused into a flesh-colored, bulbous figure with a little vertical slit at its middle. A voice grunted above, and the object made a fast beeline for Sal’s face.


  That’s a—


  He yelped as the enormous cock slammed into his spine and drove him upward; the dark, wet sleeve of Ms. Sheehan’s pussy opened around him, ingesting him. His hands flew out to grab anything that might stop this unwanted incursion, but every surface was slippery. The figurehead on a thrusting prow, he was plunged inside, slick walls converging on both sides of him. He was shoved until he was physically squished into a space almost too tight.


  Aw fuck!


  The massive prick drew back before ramming him again. And again. Each time, Sal tumbled a little, taking each new dive into the principal’s pussy with a new perspective—sometimes with his face smashed against whoever’s cock was fucking her. Dizzy and claustrophobic, he clenched his tiny fingers around the glans itself, repulsed by literally having his whole body against another man’s cock but compelled because of how dark it was.


  He knew, reasonably, that no one could get lost or trapped in a giant pussy, but it was that primal fear at work again!


  “I hope it was worth it, Mary!” he shouted to no one, right before the wind was knocked out of him by another, spearing push into the woman’s depth.


  The concussive, battering activity took a toll on his feeble arms. He felt his grasp struggling to compensate as the owner of the cock picked up speed. Throughout each lunge toward his principal’s womb, that little hole began to dribble out pre-cum. Already slathered with pussy juice, his frame took on another layer of bodily fluids.


  He wanted it to end.


  At the same time, he also didn’t want it to end!


  Because the end meant—


  Oh shit!


  The penis abruptly shoved him deep, so deep that Ms. Sheehan’s pussy scarcely had the space for his body and the cock. Her interior walls crammed around him, until he swore his minuscule bones were bending from the force of the cock and the flexible-turned-immovable lining of her vaginal canal. Wrapped around the glans, he was slowly pressed thin, unable to breathe or move or even seen in that wet, crushing darkness.


  He felt the cock swell even more and rear up, almost like an animal.


  Then it juddered and spewed what it had been building up.


  “Grrrbbllghhhll!”


  The impact of the ejaculate nearly knocked him out! Unable to see, it was like a warm, goopy slime splattering the entire front of his body. Heavy globs of it momentarily entombed him against the entrance to his principal’s womb, and the squeezing nature of his surroundings left no escape. At his size, there was probably more cum than his body weight.


  It stunned him into letting go.


  After depositing its plentiful load, the cock—now a short distance way—gifted him with another spurt. Then a third. Disoriented in the darkness, Sal’s feet slipped in the snot-like fluid; even positioned lengthwise, the walls of the versatile cave persisted in compressing around his body. Drenched in cum, he felt like the filling in a Twinkie. He was scooping it off his face in handfuls just to breathe—each time only a temporary reprieve before it oozed all over him again.


  He was sliding now. He sensed his body building momentum, not quite falling, but gliding down a silky-smooth slope with his fellow sperm cells.


  He passed through the exit of the tunnel and plummeted—screaming—down into the trampoline of Ms. Sheehan’s panties. More jizz buried him.


  Digging it out of his ears, he heard her mention something about being on the pill. The other voice wanted an encore later tonight, or perhaps tomorrow at the same time. She warned him about getting caught if they did it too many times. Then the mystery man asked her for something.


  Sal groaned, reeling from his frightful adventure.


  His world shook again.


  Through one eye, he saw Ms. Sheehan stretching farther away; she was removing her underwear one leg at a time. Then her hands came around and balled up the cotton fabric, enclosing Sal into a cum-filled, sticky compartment that reeked of pussy, balls, and just about every other smell. He shifted upward, sideways, and then closer to the male voice.


  The fabric loosened for a couple seconds. He saw a glimpse of Coach Parker, the women’s PE instructor.


  The revelation that he and Ms. Sheehan were secretly banging could make Sal a legend among his peers. And the proof might even get her fired for it, since they were doing it on school grounds.


  But Sal just felt exhausted, bruised, and stuck.


  Coach Parker took a deep whiff of the balled-up underwear before dropping him into a drawer.
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  “Uunnghhh.”


  Darkness. Again.


  Sal pushed at the sticky layer of cotton above him—which in turn produced a painful pull on his face. Coach Parker’s spunk was drying. And knowing that waiting it out would only make it worse, Sal endured the pain until he felt that sticky, half-solidified cum peel off his forehead and cheek. Once he was able to sit up, he did the same for the parts of the underwear wrapped around his lap, damn near pulling his dick off in the process.


  “Shit,” he sighed, admiring the output of Coach Parker’s nuts briefly before resuming work on excavating himself.


  A sliver of light from above gave faint definition to the drawer space. For someone Sal’s height, it was a few stories tall and cube-shaped. Impossible to climb out of. And even if he somehow found the leverage, he didn’t think his dwindled strength could wedge the drawer open.


  Essentially he was trapped with Ms. Sheehan’s cum-stained panties—not a fate he would’ve imagined, but not as bad as what he could imagine.


  Sal imagined his phone.


  He’d earned three new achievements, putting his total at eight hundred. The latest included the achievement for wearing the doll clothes—which had been completely obliterated, some of its torn shreds winding up glued to the panties via the cum. The others were: LADIES MAN to GET INTO THE PANTIES OF TWO DIFFERENT WOMEN and THREESOME? to PARTICIPATE IN INTERCOURSE. Right as he was reading up on the descriptions, another unlocked. It was called IS THIS THE END?, to BE TRAPPED WITH NO WAY TO ESCAPE. That gave him nine hundred.


  “Gee, thanks for the optimism,” Sal mumbled, flipping through other achievements that might be his ticket out of here. None were doable inside a drawer, alone.


  Although, duh, he did have his phone! And phones were capable of other things besides fucking Swap Mate. He opened up his Facebook app and searched for Mary Poole. Not being friends with her, he had to wait for the confirmation on her end—thankfully quick—before he could send any messages. He explained where he was, likely Coach Parker’s office, although not a hundred percent sure, and that she should look for a drawer.


  Mary replied that she was on her way.


  In the meantime, Sal used his phone like a flashlight and shone it around. He realized he was inside Coach Parker’s secret stash; underneath Ms. Sheehan’s underwear was a porno mag. Sal’s feet stood on a pair of huge titties. There were also tissues—gross.


  Sal grabbed a clean one and tried to wipe himself off. However, the size of it made it cumbersome. In the end, he opted to lay the tissue flat and roll himself around. It got the big globs off; the rest was just sort of smeared into a glaze around his body, half wet and half crust.


  He’d never felt more soiled in his life. And he’d been fucking peed on!


  After too long a time baking in a hot, metal compartment while wearing the jizz of a man a hundred times his size, Sal heard footsteps approaching. His floor rattled and swept him off his feet. Then he was looking up at the huge face of Mary Poole.


  “Oh,” she said, scrunching her nose. “Ew. Are those Ms. Sheehan’s?”


  Rather than trying to shout his response, Sal nodded.


  “I don’t even want to know. But I think it worked! After she left, I went into her files and changed my grades. She left it logged in and everything, the dummy. Now I just have to get her to look at them again and admit she was wrong.”


  Sal waved his hands in the air.


  “Oh, right. Um, do you mind putting on like a Kleenex or something?”


  Sheesh, whatever, Sal thought.


  He grabbed a tissue—a clean one—and bundled himself into it like a bath towel. It was actually quite comfortable! Then Mary picked him up and hauled him a short ways over to her pocket, the same one he’d rode in earlier. He wiggled himself down into the crevice until only his head was exposed. This adventure, he realized, really opened his eyes to how useless women’s pockets were. He, a tiny man, could barely squeeze himself into one!


  “There,” Mary said. “Ready?”


  Sal pointed ahead, as if to say onward.


  Back to the principal’s office they went. This time around, he was more disgusted seeing Ms. Sheehan in her chair. But then he was thinking about her piercing again. And that shaved pussy she was hiding. Suddenly, like it or not, he was fighting a boner inside Mary’s pocket.


  Once he was back to normal size, the gossip would be legendary. Guys would freak if they knew the kind of woman Ms. Sheehan really was!


  As with all the other giant folks, most of the conversation between Mary and the principal was lost on Sal. He found that people had to speak to him directly and softly for him to understand the words; as they were, chatting with one another at normal volume, a lot of the syllables were indistinct. He caught a few phrases, like my grades and check again and a misunderstanding. Sure enough, Mary convinced Ms. Sheehan to double-check her computer. For this, she put on red-rimmed spectacles.


  Her reaction was fully heard. “Mary, I’m deeply sorry. It appears you will have a passing grade.” She then went on to propose that maybe a glitch was at fault before.


  Sal wiped his brow, signifying relief.


  Following a few more shared words, his ride got up and headed out the door.


  There was a feeling of finality to this, as if his shrunken adventure were coming to an end. Perhaps the writer of the DOWN AND DIRTY challenge had envisioned shenanigans exactly like this; perhaps Sal had experienced things no other player had ever thought off, like getting himself trapped in his principal’s pussy. Although life at two-and-a-half inches had its perverted advantages, he definitely didn’t want to do everything at this size. Sometimes normal sex with a normal girl was underrated, and maybe it was time to reign in his debauchery a bit. Like risking his academic career all for sneaking into the girls’ locker room. Sure, it had turned out wonderful and wild in ways he never thought possible, but there was no sense in throwing caution to the wind just to get off.


  He could do that with Swap Mate all on his lonesome. And maybe more of that Challenge Mode feature.


  With Mary’s study hall not yet over, there was still a little time yet before the next round of bells. She went outside toward the parking lot. Sal wondered if he was about to accompany the giantess home again—but then she lifted him out of her pants pocket and dangled him up close to her face. His size and proximity made her lips and nose look cartoonishly large. He could hear her breathing too. It was rapid, excited.


  “Thank you so much,” she said, her grin stretching as long as a hatchback. “If there’s anything I can do to repay you for salvaging my future, let me know.”


  A few ideas ran through Sal’s head—all of them sending blood to his crotch.


  But before he could propose such, Mary’s giant mouth hovered closer. Her lips pressed gently against his body, giving him a thankful smooch. They were so expansive and soft. He wanted to snuggle against them! And then they’d retreated all too soon, and he knew for sure the gesture wasn’t sexual—only friendly.


  His boner didn’t seem to care.


  Ding!


  Instantly, with seemingly no transition, Sal was looking at Mary as everyone else saw her—the full length of her, head and toes and everything in between. He glanced down and saw he was standing on the ground. Formerly vanished, his clothes had returned. The female clothes. He touched his denim shorts, his shirt with the glitter heart on the front, confirming they were all real.


  Mary giggled. “You’re acting strange.” Her voice was perfectly clear.


  “Um,” Sal said, realizing he was back to normal size. “You didn’t just see anything?”


  “See what?”


  “Like a flash of light?”


  She looked around for this light. “What light?”


  “Right here in front of you.”


  She placed the back of her palm on his head. “Are you running a fever? You do feel a little warm.”


  It was strange. Sal had begun to accept Swap Mate’s control over his physical body without too many questions, but the way it altered reality was still a bit unsettling. For instance, what if their positions were switched? What if he’d unknowingly been involved in someone else’s Swap Mate fantasy? Or did it even work like that? He remembered there was a mention of augmented reality in the description, so maybe the version of Mary Poole he interacted with wasn’t actually Mary Poole. Or something.


  Maybe it was all in his mind.


  Hell, it made his brain hurt.


  As expected, a look at his phone revealed that the DOWN AND DIRTY challenge was concluded. The last achievement, LOVE AT FIRST HEIGHT, was to GET KISSED, which put his total at an even thousand points. The app congratulated him on his completion and gave him a total elapsed time: one hour, thirty-eight minutes, and twenty seconds. There were also links to share his result on social media. And there was a detailed timeline summarizing when he’d unlocked every achievement. He’d also earned credits: five hundred, to be exact, which, based on the conversion rate, was about equal to five bucks.


  Not bad! Certainly he’d worked harder to earn five dollars in the past.


  There were also suggestions for new challenges like WELCOME TO CHEER SQUAD, SUBSTITUTE NEEDED, FUTA HIGH, GENDER SWAP DAY V2, and THE SECRET CRUSH.


  For the hell of it, Sal tapped the last one. This one actually had a description, and it piqued his interest. It read: THE GIRL CLOSEST TO YOU HAS SEXUAL FANTASIES ABOUT YOU. CAN YOU HANDLE IT?


  He glanced up at Mary, who was texting on her phone. Her? he wondered.


  Now he was convinced that Swap Mate fucked around with dimensions, or something. Because this was in the territory of mind-control.


  Not that it bothered him too much…


  And he did think Mary Poole was cute—in her clothes, and what he’d witnessed in the locker room. He’d probably seen more of her than other boys did, by literally being in her panties.


  His finger moved toward the START! icon.


  Right as he pressed it, Ms. Sheehan appeared. “Oh, Mary,” she said, “I forgot to give you this. It’s a letter from Wagner about your scholarship. And there’s a brochure about the campus. Have you taken a tour yet?”


  “This weekend,” Mary said.


  “Excellent.” Ms. Sheehan glanced back at Sal, smiling. Her hand fiddled with the topmost button of her blouse, smoothly undoing it.


  Wait, Sal thought.


  “I gotta run home and get my stuff,” Mary said, taking the information packets from the principal. “Thanks! I’ll look it over.”


  “Please stop by my office if you have any more questions.”


  Sal watched the star basketball player walk across the parking lot, showing no interest in him. Meanwhile, Ms. Sheehan turned and fanned herself.


  “I can barely stand this heat,” she told Sal. “Just standing here gets me all sweaty.”


  He gulped, staring at the bumps in her blouse formed by her nipples. They were swelling as he watched!


  “Are you free right this moment?” the woman asked, smirking.


  “Uh—”


  “Great. Come to my office. We need to go over some things. Or maybe under. Or how about over and under, the two of us?” She laughed. “Silly me. I need you to get me off—ahem, get my offer about Wagner. Their offer, I mean. Woo. This heat is really doing me in.”


  No, Sal thought. This isn’t how it was supposed to go!


  Ms. Sheehan put her arm on his shoulder and began to escort him back.


  Then it dropped, and he swore he felt it graze his backside.


  Ding!
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  The Bell helicopter bumped down on the smooth-cut rock that served as the island’s landing pad. Edward passed the pilot—Richard—a meaty tip from the wad of hundred-dollar bills in his pocket.


  “Much appreciated,” Richard responded as Edward was removing the headset.


  “Take care!” Edward shouted back. “See you in a week!”


  He hopped out. Victor came next. Then Ross on the other side.


  The idling rotor ramped up in pitch, and their chartered transportation lifted off the rock, hovered for a moment about fifty feet above the private island, and turned back toward the Bahamas, due east. Edward put on his sunglasses as he watched the helicopter become a dot, and the dot become a speck, and the speck become invisible. Soon afterward, the sound of its engine was just a memory too.


  Waves sloshed and crashed ashore.


  This far out from civilization—and messy humans—there wasn’t even a seagull.


  “So,” Victor said, gazing at the rock-lined dirt path that led up a grassy knoll where a modern two-story house had been erected. “You weren’t kidding about this whole private-island thing.”


  Edward laughed and clapped him on the shoulder. “When have I ever kidded with you?”


  “That one time when you said you were friends with a Playboy playmate.”


  “Tanya? She did a few shoots for Hustler. Apples and apples. I mean, did it really matter when you took her home?”


  Victor laughed. “No, I guess not.”


  “Your uncle owns this place?” Ross said. Of the three of them, he’d come the most equipped for a Caribbean vacation, and was toting a surfboard along with his backpack. He’d been a sports freak ever since middle school. Fresno State had taken notice of his football talent, and he’d earned a full scholarship.


  “Yep,” Edward said, reiterating his explanation back in San Francisco. “He’s had it for ten years.”


  “Is he around?”


  “Nope. Just us.”


  “Shoulda brought chicks,” Victor commented.


  Edward snorted. “It’s supposed to be a retreat just for us. And you get laid every weekend anyway.”


  Victor smiled. “And I’d like to keep that streak of pussy going, thank you very much.”


  Edward led his friends up the dirt path, underneath big palm leaves that rustled in the cool ocean breeze.


  Edward, Victor, and Ross had been friends since childhood. While Ross had gone off to pursue sports, Edward and Victor had remained in San Francisco for careers in the technology sector. It was tradition that they get together annually and fly far away from Silicon Valley for a week—only this time they were a little closer to home than Hong Kong or the Swiss Alps.


  The island was roughly the size of a city block. Edward couldn’t recall how long it had been in Uncle Fred’s possession. Last he’d heard, his uncle had been fooling around with some kind of fringe-science anti-aging treatment, and he’d had his stateside practice barred by the state of Florida and the United States government—although no details were ever publicized about what the hell his uncle was really tinkering around with, or if anyone had gotten hurt.


  Supposedly this island was Fred’s way of continuing his research and medical practice beyond the reach of federal investigators. But according to Edward’s father, Uncle Fred was now living in Japan, and the island was uninhabited.


  It seemed like a terrible waste, really.


  This baby would roll in the dough if it was put on the Airbnb market. The potential was there for an easy, year-round revenue stream. Because who didn’t want to stay on a private island?


  Following a short walk, they came upon the house. It was black, modern, and unattractively rectangular, with huge windows—sturdy and bulletproof, for hurricane season—making up the walls. A splashy piece of architecture with no sense of privacy whatsoever. Out here, there was no need for it. Unless you were worried about fish peeking through your windows.


  Out front was the small solar farm that powered the place.


  Perfectly efficient and perfectly off the grid.


  Ross and Victor stayed back as Edward fished around in his board shorts for his wallet, which held a small slip of paper containing the five-digit number combination. He found it: 5-7-0-9-2. The lock thumped, and he pushed the heavy front door ajar.


  However, there was one problem. The light switch didn’t work.


  “Bad bulb?” Victor asked.


  “Nah, it’s warm in here,” Edward said, glimpsing a kitchen in the distance with dark-and-silent appliances. “The power’s off.”


  “The door worked,” Ross said sensibly.


  “Backup security system. I’ll have to track down the breaker.”


  “Well hurry up. The meat I have in my pack is gonna start thawing, and I don’t think there’s a grocery store nearby.”


  Victor chuckled. “Out here, you have to learn how to fish.”


  “Last time I was on a beach, I stepped on an urchin. Bad memories.”


  Edward instructed his friends to wait while he went searching for the circuit breaker. When Uncle Fred had built this house, he’d also added a basement. Which made Edward wonder who in their right mind would dig a basement on a small, sandy island. Regardless, if there was a circuit breaker, that would be a likely place to start looking for it.


  He padded along in the sand to the east side, where he made a discovery.


  There was a concrete pathway that gently sloped down into the basement of the house. And also a neatly erected sign against a handrail: DR. FREDRICK LANDERS, BEAUTIFICATION RADIOTHERAPY.


  Beautification radiotherapy? Edward wondered.


  Even the name sounded like total crazy nonsense.


  But more importantly, it didn’t appear like Uncle Fred had been solely living here and researching some kind of wacky pseudoscience; he’d also established a clinic underneath the house. Had it seen any visitors? And what kind of people would put their faith in something called beautification radiotherapy over something like cosmetic surgery? Probably the same people who believed in astrology and snake oils, Edward knew.


  If his uncle were around, he’d ask him.


  He headed down the ramp toward double sliding doors. Like the front door, this side entrance was also hooked up to the backup power source, and inputting the number code worked fine. And also like the house above, the basement was dark and stuffy. Edward found himself in a carpeted hallway with paintings on either side. Frosted glass doors barricaded any further progress.


  But, nearby, attached to unpainted cinder blocks, was the house’s main electrical panel with a big red master switch representing the circuit breaker. He pushed it up once.


  “And ta-da,” Edward announced quietly as soft lights came on and the air-conditioning unit began to funnel cool air into the corridor.


  Behind him, the frosted glass doors opened automatically.


  The click and hiss of their mechanism startled him slightly. He gazed into this new opening, seeing what lay beyond. The focal point of Uncle Fred’s underground clinic was a pretty small room overall, furnished like a therapist’s office. It had the couch, the lamps, the computer station. But also there was a strange metallic chamber standing in the middle, like a futuristic-looking tanning booth turned on its end. Huge cables and pipes snaked off into the wall, where another chamber was erected, but this one was thicker, and its heavy door looked to be made out of lead.


  It had words printed on it: SAFETY BOX.


  What the hell does that mean? Edward wondered.


  He stood in the entrance to the room, looking over everything. The machine in the middle—that tanning booth contraption—was emitting a low, continuous droning noise, like maybe it was activated. Should it be? And what the hell was it? Edward figured that, based on the size and available space, someone was meant to stand inside it. And what then? Receive ample amounts of beautifying, skin-tightening, anti-aging radiation?


  He didn’t see an off switch. Or a plug.


  Maybe it was in a standby mode.


  Above all, Edward didn’t want to fuck around with his uncle’s equipment and inadvertently break something. Millions of dollars had undoubtedly been sunk into this island and house, and the equipment down here looked just as expensive.


  Better to leave it be.


  Edward returned to the house above and found his companions settling in. The lights were on, the redheaded Ross was stocking the fridge with food, and Victor seemed to be roaming around and checking the place out.


  “There’s a big problem,” he said, when he noticed Edward’s return. “I’ve been all through this house, and there’s not a single TV anywhere.”


  “We’re in the Caribbean,” Edward explained. “Why would you want a TV?”


  “For my soaps,” Victor said.


  Edward snickered. He’d forgotten that Victor, a big burly black guy, had a serious addiction to soap operas. Usually he’d blow off lunch back in San Francisco because he was too busy catching up on his recordings.


  “You can survive one week,” Edward told him. “Now, I’m not going down to the boat shed and breaking out the Jet Skis by myself. So who’s with me?”


  Everyone had seemed tired from the airline travel, dealing with Bahamian customs, and flying out a hundred miles west via a bumpy helicopter ride. But a few Jet Skis changed all that. The boat shed—unlocked with the same code—was large and spacious, and packed with scuba-diving equipment, swimsuits, and an actual fishing boat. Why all the watercraft and gear? Edward could only assume that his uncle had to sometimes keep his guests entertained—or their partners and family members—during the time his clinic had been operational. Edward had also seen a sign referring to a guest room, when he’d been getting the lights on. This wasn’t just a place where Uncle Fred’s clients were treated, but they also recuperated and had various options to enjoyably pass the time.


  They stayed relatively close to shore. Ross, who had never been on a Jet Ski, ate shit a couple times, usually when underestimating just how quick the craft could cut left or right. They found a stash of beer in the shed as well, and had plenty to drink once it had been made refreshingly cold. A drunken Victor went into a tirade about a soap opera and one of the main characters who was caught in the middle of a love triangle. Every time Edward and Ross poked fun at him for getting so invested, he’d defend the quality of the storyline.


  The beer was a year out of date, but still effective—even if it made Edward a little more lightheaded than usual.


  Late that first night, with a fresh pile of aluminum cans filling the kitchen trash bin, he was lying out in the sand and staring up at the stars. He’d traveled all over the world, but never had he been someplace where there was nobody else around for a hundred miles in any direction. It was pretty fucking wild, and a little scary. He’d been checking his phone all day, but there was no signal. Hopefully nobody had any medical emergency over the course of the next seven days! Because there wasn’t enough fuel in the shed to take the fishing boat to the Bahamas, and the helicopter wasn’t coming back until it was time to leave.


  They were cut off from the world.


  But after a life of living in the bustling, noisy hellhole of San Francisco, it was pretty damn relaxing.


  Edward heard a zipper in the darkness. Then a splashing sound. He turned his head and saw a wavering and shirtless Ross pissing into the weeds. He belched.


  “Really?” Edward said. “I know we’re out in the middle of nowhere, but the house has a toilet.”


  “Doesn’t flush,” Ross replied, halfway turning to face Edward with no regard for his exposed cock or the continued stream of pee shooting out of it.


  Edward jerked his legs aside as it nearly splashed on him.


  So it wasn’t a perfect paradise.


  But what was?
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  Edward yawned. Frustratingly, since about nine o’clock, he hadn’t been able to fall back asleep. He supposed his brain was too conditioned to his workday schedule, and a week in the Caribbean wasn’t going to put to rest that nagging feeling that he was burning daylight. Also, idiotically, he’d picked the living room and let Victor and Ross have the bedrooms. He felt more sore after having dozed on the flat, hard sofa. In fact, there was a persistent ache throughout his body as if he’d unconsciously contorted himself into a dozen positions.


  He blinked, and drifted off for maybe a minute or so.


  Sighing, he decided that his vacation was only getting shorter by the second, and the shower—which worked, unlike the toilet—was calling his name.


  With another big yawn, Edward propped himself up. His hazy mind perceived something like a jiggle from his pectoral muscles. Out of reaction, his gaze fixed there.


  Well that’s unexpected, he thought.


  At some point between just after midnight and this very moment, he’d grown breasts. Small ones, albeit. And kind of pointy. But that’s what they were: honest-to-God tits. They each had that perfect, sloping teardrop shape, and they were topped with semi-hard pink nipples jutting forth. They were hairless—as was the rest of his chest.


  Edward was surprised that he wasn’t freaking out about this revelation. There was, of course, a chance he was still dreaming. Or perhaps beer long past the sell date, when consumed, produced hallucinogenic side effects.


  That was possible too. There were several possibilities.


  Including the possibility that this was entirely real, and he really did possess boobs for some unknown, inexplicable reason.


  The seconds ticked away.


  His heart began to pound a little faster.


  “Okay,” he muttered. His voice sounded a little higher pitched, but that was hardly a concern at the moment. “What the hell?”


  Something dark flopped into his field of view. He went to swipe it away, then realized it was hair. His hair. Just yesterday it had been a couple inches long; now it was hanging clear down to his cheeks on the front and sides, and it was downright shaggy in the back, tickling the middle of his neck.


  And his arm. Something was seriously wrong with his arm. It was noticeably more slender, and frighteningly absent of hair. There was some, but it was fine and sparse, and so lightly blonde that it was practically invisible without a magnifying glass. Plus his fingers were daintier, his fingernails were longer, and the skin was without a doubt smoother.


  It was childlike skin. Or feminine.


  Given the recent and unwanted alterations to his chest, Edward was more inclined to believe the latter.


  For a full minute he didn’t move. And he began to observe other changes that had initially paled in comparison to the appearance of boobs, such as the way his waist more gracefully curved inward on both sides of his belly button, and how his board shorts were visibly loose around his waistline but tightly stretched around his hips, where they flared in a very unmasculine manner. Farther on down his body was even worse news: plump thighs, skinny calves, and the tiniest feet.


  Abruptly, Edward’s gaze snapped back to his groin.


  Longer hair. Boobs. A curvy figure. The signs weren’t good.


  There was a lump. Maybe a lump of excess fabric, maybe a lump because he was still a man where it counted the most. Impossible to tell. But the signals he was receiving from that region of his body were vague. Vague wasn’t good. He’d never had a vague feeling about whether his dick was still intact, and it was pretty fucking scary to ponder its absence.


  His hand hovered nearby.


  He swallowed, trying not to fear the worst without confirmation.


  But before he could be certain of his manhood, someone shouted in the distance. Somewhere outside.


  Edward sprang to his feet—ignoring the bouncing on his chest. He hustled outside, stood on the porch, listened again. Another shout came, and this time he saw Victor down by the water’s edge along with an indistinct humanoid shape—Ross?—lying on the sand. Victor had noticed Edward and was frantically waving his arms.


  Oh shit, Edward thought, a million more worries running through his mind as he wondered if Ross had gotten injured somehow. He’d seen some medical supplies earlier. They might come in handy.


  He jogged down the dirt path, very aware of the two unrestrained masses jumping and jiggling on his chest. What would Victor say about them?


  Just what the hell would cause someone to turn into a woman anyway?


  God…


  What if it was permanent?


  However, the situation got even more stranger when Edward reached the shoreline and saw Ross lying on the sand with a path leading to the water like he’d been dragged out of it. He was wearing some of the scuba-diving gear from the boat shed.


  And Victor…


  Victor? What the Christ?


  Like Edward, his friend from Silicon Valley was clothed in swim trunks and nothing else, exposing a very identical series of changes to his formerly male body that included small breasts, a shrunken waist, and not-quite-curvy but apparent curvature to his hips that hadn’t existed yesterday night. The way his swim trunks tautly clung to the bottom of his newly formed hourglass figure was distractingly and oddly erotic. Edward found himself staring with his mouth partially hanging open.


  “Good God,” Victor exclaimed, in a feminine note. “You too? I thought it was just me.”


  “I thought it was just me,” Edward said. Victor’s face was uncanny. It was rounder, and his lips were fuller. Additionally, his curly hair had lengthened into a small natural fro. Seeing his buddy’s recognizable facial features but feminized was deeply unsettling, and made Edward concerned for what his own face presently looked like.


  “Ross,” Victor blurted. “Check Ross. He wasn’t breathing when I pulled him out. He was underwater. I blacked out for a second. I think he did too.”


  Edward rushed over to Ross. Same deal: longer hair, skinnier figure, new curves filling out the scuba-diving swimsuit. He tried to ignore all that as he knelt down and listened for any breathing. Ross’s airway was totally silent, and his chest wasn’t moving.


  Seeing no other option, Edward attempted CPR. Recalling the basic steps from watching too many TV shows, he placed both hands on Ross’s sternum and began pumping downward, quick and hard. After a couple dozen cycles of this, Edward pinched Ross’s nose and blew air into his mouth. Then back to pushing on his chest.


  Right before Edward was about to perform more mouth-to-mouth, Ross coughed. Edward scrambled back as his friend sat up and caught his breath.


  The relief over saving Ross’s life was momentary.


  Edward stared at Victor again. Then at Ross. Both of them. Both of them exhibited the same type of transformation, their bodies having developed feminine traits. Something like that didn’t just happen unprovoked. Hell, it didn’t happen period. Not that Edward had ever heard of. So while Victor was asking if Ross was okay, all Edward could do was stare at Victor’s small but unmistakable tits.


  Then it was Ross’s turn to take notice. Like Edward and Victor, his hair was longer, and it wetly clung to the sides of his face.


  “What the fuck?” he said, giving each of them a long look. When he realized that the changes weren’t just exclusive to Edward and Victor, he stared down at his own body for a long moment without saying a word.


  “We don’t know,” Edward admitted. “I was inside sleeping—”


  “I remember blacking out,” Ross said. His voice had the same cadence as before, but its pitch was definitely feminine. It was bizarre. “I was underwater.”


  “I blacked out on the beach,” Victor added. He snapped his fingers. “No warning.”


  “I must’ve blacked out while I was on the couch,” Edward reasoned.


  “So we all blacked out,” Victor said. “And we changed.”


  Ross seemed to have withdrawn from the conversation and was gazing down at his crotch. The diving suit was pretty skintight, and there was no sign of a bulge between his legs. Edward looked at his own groin again. He didn’t think anything in the known universe could just magically change his anatomy, but he was beginning to accept his worst fears.


  “Edward?” Victor asked. “Any ideas how this happened?”


  Edward shrugged.


  “We should head back to the Bahamas.”


  “We can’t,” Edward said. And it hurt to say it. “Richard doesn’t return for six more days. Our phones don’t have a signal. And we can’t take the boat. We’re stuck here.”


  Victor laughed bitterly. “What a nice vacation you brought us on.”


  It had been a nice vacation up until this morning. No one could have predicted this.


  Victor headed back toward the house, and Edward observed his friend’s wider rump stretching out the seat of his swim trunks. Despite the persistent fear of not understanding why their bodies had changed, the view was rather hypnotizing. Victor definitely had a womanly ass now—which made Edward ponder the fate of his own backside. And Ross’s.


  He and Ross then exchanged a look.


  Ross said, “So, thanks for the CPR. It was you, wasn’t it?”


  Edward nodded. “Yep. Don’t mention it.”


  “At least let me shake your hand in appreciation.”


  Edward allowed that much. They shook hands. But like everything else, it was off; both their hands had dwindled in size, and so even the basic gesture of locking them together felt completely wrong from how it should have.


  Edward remained on the beach after Ross had went back toward the house.


  He had woken up with tits. He had saved his friend’s life. And it wasn’t even noon yet.


  If only the tits were the worst part of it, he mused.


  Eventually, he’d had enough of not knowing the truth.


  Edward set his sights on his groin again. All the frantic action since his initial exploration on the sofa had rearranged the folds in his board shorts, and now there was a distinct flatness to the front. His pubic area was almost entirely outlined—and lacking any evidence of his manhood whatsoever. Nonetheless, he placed his hand there and hesitantly rubbed forward and backward along where his cock should have been. There wasn’t even a bump. It was entirely and scarily smooth from the bottom of his navel all the way along his groin.


  But it wasn’t devoid of sensation.


  Dipping his fingers farther toward his thighs, Edward felt the faint impression of his worst fears—and what were, he realized, now reality. He detected an indentation like the countless others he had rubbed his fingers across. Only this one was part of him.


  There was no way. No damn way.


  Just like there was no damn way he should have tits, and yet…


  Gritting his teeth, Edward unfastened the Velcro holding his board shorts around his diminished waistline. He scooted his body backward and the shorts forward, having to shimmy a little to work his butt free. Gradually his groin came to light, and he froze.


  He had a pussy.


  He actually had a pussy.


  His pubic hair was a bit wild and tangled, but there was no misidentifying the pinkish slit underneath as anything masculine. It was there between his legs as if it had always been between his legs, perfectly positioned and perfectly appropriate between a smooth pair of thighs. His mind continued to spin as he tried to reconcile his existence and experience as a twenty-four-year-old guy to there being a literal vagina in place of his lost manhood.


  He touched a fingertip to his new vulva, then yanked it away.


  It was real. It was goddamn real.


  More than that, it was irritatingly warm.


  Edward snapped his legs together when he realized what that meant.
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  Edward gasped.


  The blackouts. He’d just experienced another one! Only this time he’d been in the bathroom—though, as he verified his new perspective of the polished-stone floor, he felt remarkably uninjured from the fall. Some lightheadedness persisted. But he’d been lightheaded ever since arriving on this damn island. He wondered if it was related to the blackouts and transformation.


  Blackouts. Transformation.


  Edward moaned uneasily as he remembered how his legs operated and got himself upright. The wide mirror above the sink basin gave him the unfortunate news: he’d changed again. His formerly close-cropped hair had gone through two growth spurts since yesterday morning, and was now long enough to almost touch his shoulders.


  Relatively speaking, hair was fine; he could cut hair.


  Getting rid of his new breasts, however, wouldn’t be so simple.


  His hands flew forward to cup them. Formerly small examples of female adolescence, his new assets had matured and enlarged in the span of a minute or two. He shivered as his palms came into contact with their expansive and plush undersides, with his fingers involuntarily wrapping around each inflated mound of flesh. They didn’t quite qualify him for big-titty magazines, but he reckoned they were a solid C-cup, based on his history of girlfriends’ bra sizes.


  Along with his breasts, the rest of his body had visibly feminized even more. His waist was a couple inches smaller, his hips were a couple inches larger—this latter detail having added more strain to his board shorts, which were so tight around his pelvis so as to look painted on.


  Edward groaned softly as he became aware of that overtaxed material squeezing and pinching his thighs and ass from every angle. He did a half-turn and observed his shapely posterior in the mirror, even giving it a light stroke.


  Was it just his imagination, or was he starting to fill out some Kardashian proportions with that caboose?


  “Jeez Louise,” he muttered, hearing his even higher voice. “That sure is a booty.”


  The additional tightness in the rear had drawn his board shorts extra tight in the front, exceptionally outlining his smooth pubic mound—which formed a heart-throbbing V shape from just below his navel to where his new pussy was. He rubbed there next, admiring the inward tilt of his legs from his altered pelvis.


  Ironically, the only part of his body that hadn’t changed again was his sexual organs.


  Everything else was just…


  Well, more.


  More hips. More breasts. More hair.


  More beauty.


  With a lazy toss to his lengthened mane, Edward piloted his naturally swaying hips out into the main living area. Ross was in the kitchen, applying a paper towel to what must have been a recent puddle of beer—and a result of his blackout. Similar to Edward, his redheaded friend was now dealing with a shoulder-length hairdo and the beginnings of a voluptuous figure. Practically all his athletic physique had disappeared, vanishing for the sake of a smooth and sexy hourglass shape.


  Edward was dumbstruck for a moment and said nothing as he watched his buddy clean the spill from behind. When Ross went to bend over, the seat of his cargo shorts couldn’t handle the stress and split right down the middle. The destruction was so abrupt and explosive that his exposed butt cheeks jiggled for a few seconds. He yelped, and a hand swung around to investigate the long, dark—and sexy—ass crack that was bulging through the new hole.


  During this, he noticed Edward.


  Edward smiled and blushed. On one hand, Ross’s new ass was drop-dead gorgeous, and Edward couldn’t stop himself from imagining it wrapped in a skintight thong bikini. On the other hand, he was fully aware that his ass was identically large and curved, and so lusting after Ross’s booty had him asking himself if Ross would feel an attraction to his butt.


  “Okay,” Ross said, dumping the beer-soaked paper towel in the trash can and giving Edward several flashes of his fattened rump. “We just changed again.”


  “Yeah,” Edward agreed. “We did.”


  Right then, the front door opened. The dwindling light of sunset shined provocatively over the naked body of a curvy black woman, and for a moment Edward completely forgot he was looking at Victor when his eyes surveyed the smooth, sexy body that had just walked into the house. Ross stared too.


  Victor’s physical appearance wasn’t any different than theirs. The hard, straight lines of his male body had melted away into the smooth-flowing contours of a good-looking young woman. Still, Edward couldn’t take his eyes off Victor’s nude crotch—and the complete lack of any male features whatsoever. Hiding his new sexual organs was a dark tuft of pubic hair.


  Edward gulped.


  Without warning, his nipples were achingly hard. Their stiffness made him yearn to touch them, despite never feeling such an impulse in his entire life.


  But he resisted for now.


  “Where’s your clothes?” Ross asked.


  “Out there,” Victor said, aiming a finger back at the beach. “They’re shreds. I didn’t see a point. We’re all fucking changing, right?” He crossed his arms—a gesture that caused his breasts to wobble distractingly—and stared at Edward. “You got any ideas?”


  “I don’t know,” Edward admitted, an answer directed at his friend’s dark, firm breasts. He felt his cheeks reddening again.


  Goddamn, Victor was so damn sexy. If Edward still had his cock…


  No. What a terrible, inconsiderate thought.


  They all tried their phones again. Even a hundred miles off the coast of the Bahamas and with no cell phone towers in sight, they all hoped against logic that one of them might get a signal. But, of course, technology didn’t bend to the will of blind hope.


  Edward couldn’t sleep that night. In addition to the sofa being stiff and uncomfortable, he couldn’t find a position that wouldn’t constantly remind him of his transformation. If he tried sleeping on his stomach, he was smashing his tits. On his side, his spine was bent differently on account of the size disparity between his shoulders and hips. While on his back, he was disturbed by the new cushion created by his plump ass.


  He found some intermittent sleep that way—in between worrying about the next blackout.


  After the crack of dawn, he went outside and down into the basement. Like Victor, he had chosen to abandon clothing. It was just the three of them on the island, they were all experiencing the same sex-changing effects, and anything on his body was in danger of tearing or ripping when the next blackout came, so really it was a no-brainer to be naked while they were figuring out what was causing this.


  Truthfully, Edward had been entertaining a theory.


  And he felt more confident in it when he saw the DR. FREDRICK LANDERS, BEAUTIFICATION RADIOTHERAPY sign welcoming him into the basement clinic.


  Could it be his uncle’s equipment causing this? One might say he, Ross, and Victor were beautifying every time they had blackouts—although in a feminine sense, not a masculine sense. And radiotherapy could be the invisible culprit.


  Taking a deep breath, Edward entered the single-room clinic that he had glimpsed when finding the circuit breaker. The vertical-standing booth in the middle continued to hum, as if the machine were running. A faint white cloud of vapor hung around it; unlike the relatively cozy temperature of the room, the cloud was almost freezing cold. He kept his distance from it.


  Edward had never been a good student of science. Looking at the futuristic-looking booth, he couldn’t fathom how or why it worked. This kind of technology didn’t exist outside this private island. But evidently it involved radiation of some kind.


  He wondered if the door being open was causing their transformations.


  It was designed as a booth, right? Something sealed tight.


  To him, it made sense.


  However, Edward quickly found out that the door was incapable of being shut properly. One of the hinges was busted; the metal had also been slightly warped in a way that wouldn’t create a seal. And there was no latch. The door would bang loosely against the compartment, then swing back ajar on its own.


  Another option: he could turn it off via the electrical panel.


  But that would mean that he, Ross, and Victor were stuck this way. And while Edward was reluctantly certain that he could live with being a chick, he ultimately didn’t want to travel back to the States and come out to his family, friends, and coworkers as a woman.


  He liked being a man. He liked pussy—when that pussy belonged to someone else!


  Surely there was a way to reverse the power, or something.


  If his uncle’s radiotherapy could turn them into women, surely it could turn them back into men.


  Edward sauntered over to the desktop computer. Luckily, it didn’t require a password. He plopped his cushy butt in the chair and went snooping through some of Uncle Fred’s professional files, beginning in a directory that contained dated folders that seemed to indicate clients. The earliest was six months ago. Inside, Edward found a photocopied JPEG of her personal and medical information. Along with that, there was a timeline of photos featuring the woman—a mid-forties blonde—standing in front of a wall the same shade of depressing gray as the clinic around him.


  The photos were also dated: 6 HOURS, 12 HOURS, 18 HOURS, 24 HOURS.


  Edward cycled through them like a slideshow. In the beginning, the subject—Roberta Cassidy, photographed in her underwear—had all the usual wrinkles, age lines, and flab of middle age. She wasn’t bad looking at all, but clearly she’d sought out some youthful rejuvenation not available on United States soil.


  In the last photo, she looked not even twenty.


  From a mom, to a college co-ed who’d have difficulty trying to convince the liquor store cashier that she’d been old enough to drink since the turn of the millennium. Her skin was flawlessly smooth and glowed like all the models in lotion advertisements. Also, the radiotherapy wasn’t just an anti-aging miracle; Mrs. Cassidy was distinctively bustier and curvier in the final photo. Her tits were melon-sized and spectacularly firm, and her hip-to-waist ratio was almost to the point of being cartoonish.


  Based on her ear-to-ear smile, it was precisely what she desired.


  Edward felt some respect for his uncle. In the age of Silicon Valley, investors, and market research, Uncle Fred had pioneered a revolutionary technology all on his own without any big-time backing. Based on this house and the private island, he’d apparently done well enough for himself—for the twenty cases that were documented on his personal computer.


  There was a recurring theme throughout.


  Sure, all the patients were in their forties or fifties seeking a new lease on life and the longevity associated with shaving off twenty years in twenty-four hours.


  But also they were all women.


  The ethnicities varied. The sizes varied. But not the sex.


  And, apparently—as Edward stole a glance at his own body again, and his naked breasts weightily hanging off his upper torso—Uncle Fred’s rejuvenating radiotherapy had the same effect on men. It feminized them.


  That’s what the SAFE BOX in the corner was for. Its lead lining would have protected Fred from the radiation, and thus his masculinity wouldn’t have been eradicated by the procedure.


  Edward searched through his uncle’s computer for another hour or so. He found documentation pertaining to the booth itself, in a scientific language that might as well have been total gibberish. But there were diagrams, schematics, and information on how this beautification radiotherapy worked.


  The answer to bringing back his cock was probably in there.


  If he could just reverse the effects somehow.


  He rubbed his head, knowing he wasn’t smart enough for this.


  Nevertheless, Edward dragged the desk over to the machine, so that he could study the PDF files and blueprints and learn more about the special booth.
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  Edward heard his lungs rapidly inflate.


  He was seated behind the beautification booth, sitting among a splay of wires that he’d individually labeled according to the schematic on his uncle’s computer. The monitor was on the floor next to him, as a helpful guide so he didn’t blow himself up—or accidentally alter the machine in such a way that it gave him fur or something.


  But it had altered him again.


  It was almost noon. He’d had another blackout.


  Edward gazed down at himself as soon as his consciousness allowed it, expecting the usual swelling side effects and feeling surprised anyway when he noticed that his tits, sure as sugar, had grown in size. Even perfectly motionless, their at-rest weight was considerable. He cradled his arms underneath his large globes, guessing they must have been in the D-cup range or even bigger. He realized he was better at judging breast size when they were attached to other women.


  “Oh Christ,” he whispered.


  Likewise, the rest of his body had continued on a voluptuous trajectory: his waist was even slimmer than before, and the flesh of his hips stretched alluringly in both directions, as if his large ass were literally spilling out from underneath him. He shuddered as he laid his hands on that part of his body and felt how soft and squishy he’d become.


  He was a living erotic fantasy.


  More cushion for the pushin’ and all that.


  Fuck me, he thought, swiping hair out of his field of view. Expectedly, it had lengthened another few inches.


  Edward rubbed his eyes, recollecting what he’d learned about Uncle Fred’s machine and the steps needed to reverse the changes. Something about wavelengths and polarity. All the words were a jumble suddenly.


  He craved a tall cup of coffee right now.


  For a time he sat, admiring his continued transformation and wondering how his friends upstairs were reacting to their larger chests and wider hips. Everybody had been pretty well composed so far, all things considered. Even Edward himself—who had never, not once in his life, fantasized about turning into a woman. He’d always been a man at heart, and he’d always enjoyed being a man.


  And now he was staring at his own pair of tits.


  Something was different this time. Between this most recent blackout and the one previous, he’d felt little spontaneous bursts of arousal, usually resulting in his pink nipples firmly jutting out. Here, now, they were already erect.


  They consumed Edward’s thoughts. The tissue around them was incredibly tight, and the nipples themselves had erected into fat pencil erasers.


  Curious about this new feature of womanhood, he pinched one between his fingers.


  And nearly yelped.


  “Hooo—” he breathed. “Holy shit. Well those are way more sensitive.”


  His fingers returned, albeit more carefully. Edward quickly discovered a tremendous enjoyment in simply rubbing them, and feeling that tenseness throbbing not just in the outer tissue but deep inside his breasts, and even a little farther down inside his body.


  A few of those throbs reached his groin.


  Edward cursed himself for getting distracted, but he didn’t stop. With one hand exploring the new pleasures to be had with fondling one of his large tits, the other hand slipped southward and went on the dark, warm path between his legs. Without a pause, he slid his fingers along his new sex, identifying that familiar crease of a tight, young pussy. Only this time he felt the reaction: the immediate, groin-warming pleasure of rubbing himself down there.


  He realized he had a goofy grin on his face.


  Damn, he thought. This ain’t half bad!


  He couldn’t rationalize why he was so horny all of a sudden, and willing to put his work on hold to masturbate.


  But…


  Jeez-us! I’m getting wet too!


  He went at a steady pace, simply sliding his hand forward and backward, then adding a little rotation to his fingers near the top of his slit—where it was more sensitive and wonderfully reactive to his massaging. Was that his clit? That hardened little nub?


  Fuck, it felt pretty good!


  Instinctively he wanted something to grasp and stroke, but his mind was quickly forgetting all about tradition and rewarding him for touching his new female body.


  Edward leaned back and stretched his legs out ahead of him. For a moment he relished the view of his glistening snatch, invitingly swollen and flushed. He knew chicks were turned on when their pussies looked like that. And being a chick confirmed it.


  His arousal was continuing to spike.


  The thought occurred that he could fuck himself. After all, that was the ultimate function of a pussy, wasn’t it?


  Grinning devilishly, Edward sent two fingers on a deep-diving insertion course, pushing them down the center valley of his wet pussy. At a point midway down, the skin yielded to pressure; his fingertips entered the new cavity behind the outer lips, penetrating the warm depth within. In no time at all, his index and middle fingers had totally disappeared, and were clumsily and frantically pumping his tight, drenched hole.


  He shook from head to toe, knowing that he was losing out to his animalistic urges when he should really be researching the machine and restoring his manhood.


  But dammit!


  He was so fucking horny!


  If anything, he wished his fingers were longer and wider.


  “Oh God, yeah,” Edward moaned as he felt a tension unwinding inside his core. He had been so worried over the past twenty-four hours. It was like he had to relearn how to calm himself down and not be so anxious every damn second. Masturbating sure helped!


  Encouraged by the euphoric sensation of fingering himself, he picked up the pace and really started slamming his hand down into his cunt, stabbing his fingers into his slippery fuck-hole as hard and fast as possible.


  By then, his throat had invented a whole new language of moaning, grunting, and squealing.


  The climax threw him back on the carpet as his pelvis repeatedly bucked into the air. Juices flowed from his pussy. Nonetheless, he continued to thrash his fingers in and out until his wrist and arm had practically seized up. Then he brought his thoroughly wet fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean.


  The taste…


  It was the best fucking thing! Better than any girl he’d been with!


  Edward spent the waning moments of his orgasm rubbing his worn-out pussy, cleansing his fingers with his tongue, then repeating. And even after the sharpness of his climax had faded out, he continued to shiver in ecstasy as his whole body thrummed and vibrated.


  Confirmed: the female orgasm was absolutely mind-blowing.


  Some moments later, sweaty and with a newfound appreciation for his transformation, Edward oriented himself upright. The orgasm had scattered his mind into a million places; he couldn’t concentrate on the beautification booth or the mumbo jumbo on the monitor.


  For the first time since losing his cock, he wondered if he actually wanted it back.


  Well of course he did! Surely.


  Being a woman was fun, but the permanence factor was wholly unappealing. If he returned to San Francisco as a twenty-year-old bombshell, the whole company would find out about the loss of Edward Landers and the bra-busting honey who claimed to be him. He’d have to wear women’s clothing, deal with periods, and probably suffer the lifelong attention of men trying to imagine the style and color of the panties he was wearing.


  Getting his manhood back was nonnegotiable, no matter what a few fingers inside his pussy might feel like.


  It wasn’t worth it.


  Edward put his long legs underneath him and stood up. After each blackout episode, he always had to find his new balance. This time was no different. Although he couldn’t seem to find a posture that minimized the scale of his tits and ass.


  And he was just so jiggly.


  Every step. Every movement. His tits and ass acted like they had been infused with spring technology. He imagined a boing-boing-boing sound following him wherever he went.


  He took his bouncy body upstairs to check on his friends.


  Edward’s first clue that Ross and Victor were being naughty was the moaning he heard echoing from the living room—a dual echo of moaning, actually, as the two boys’ higher-pitched voices hit exceptionally chirpy notes. Edward rounded the corner and saw a complexity of limbs laying all over the sofa. Black limbs on top, white limbs on the bottom. Victor, he excitedly observed, was putting his tongue to work on Ross’s pink slit, and most of the view was of Victor’s healthily round ass wiggling side to side as he lapped at his partner’s folds. Ross, meanwhile, was sprawled out on the sofa underneath, his pouty lips voicing one moan after the other. His cute, feminine face was halfway obscured by long locks of red hair.


  As a spectator of the lesbian make-out session, Edward was instantly turned on again. Concealed behind the corner, he immediately began rubbing his worn-and-abused slit.


  He couldn’t believe this was happening.


  He couldn’t believe how gorgeous both Victor and Ross were. The blackouts appeared to not be having any effect on their heights—both were easily six feet tall—but their bodies had become outrageously curved.


  Edward’s groin felt warmer from knowing that he looked like they did. It took all his willpower to not stalk over to the muff-munchers and shove his face into Victor’s ass. With each occasional glimpse, the boy’s pussy looked mighty tasty!


  Fuck, this is so hot, he thought, circling his finger over his hardening clit. In no time at all, he was feeling aroused again. Refractory period be damned.


  Then Victor slithered up on top of Ross, his heavy breasts dangling sexily before compressing into Ross’s paler equals. Victor then began fingering his lover. Ross spread his legs all the way open, wanting it badly.


  The moaning redhead glanced over. Then he and Edward locked eyes. Edward had been caught, and all he could do was smile and blush.


  “Hey,” Ross said. His voice sounded sultry even without trying to be.


  Then Victor’s eyes found Edward. For a moment he looked pissed. “We changed again,” he announced, as if that wasn’t obvious.


  “Um,” Edward said quietly. “I’m trying to figure it out.”


  Victor planted his feet on the carpet and presented Edward with his curvaceous black rump. Not a trace of masculinity remained in that shapely spectacle. It was all beautiful, fuckable booty.


  “Why don’t you come figure out why your tongue ain’t in my pussy right now,” Victor demanded. Then he smiled. The intensity was immediately gone, replaced with girlish innocence.


  That quick turn in facial expression made Edward’s knees tremble.


  God he’s so hot, he thought. They’re BOTH hot.


  The two sexiest women he’d ever seen were actually men.


  It was so confusing.


  Nonetheless, Edward was drawn to that full-moon ass like a fish to bait. It was even more perfect up close, and he himself moaned as he ran his hands around its mouth-watering contours. Victor giggled and sashayed his hips back and forth, causing all the expanded flesh to jiggle and ripple. It was astonishingly firm for its size, and so youthfully round despite its childbearing shape.


  In a trance, Edward dropped to his knees and shoved his face in between Victor’s thighs. The scent of his pussy was intoxicating, and Edward’s mouth aimed for the source. A little rope of moisture was already dangling from the dark lips; Edward collected it with his tongue, and more, as he licked Victor’s snatch and cleaned every drop off those delicious outer folds.


  There was no going back now.


  Edward wrapped his arms around Victor’s thighs and buried his face into the boy’s crotch, until mouth and pussy were inseparable. He lapped fervently, pushing his tongue into the warm and wet crevice of Victor’s entranceway and just thrashing and tasting anything that he could reach.


  Victor tasted so good. And his scent was pure heaven.


  It made no difference that Victor had once been a man—he was not, in no conceivable way, a man anymore. And even if he had still been male, and still possessed a cock, Edward might not have been able to control himself anyway. He was that horny. And based on the angelic, appreciative sounds escaping Victor’s new vocal cords, the recipient of Edward’s tongue-lashing was equally horny. And Ross too, who removed himself from the head of the cunnilingus train and took the role of caboose behind Edward.


  Edward chirped as he felt a tongue on his pussy, matching lick for lick what his tongue was doing to Victor.


  He stopped caring about the machine.


  He stopped caring about who he was supposed to be.


  This vacation had turned out to be awesome and perfect in a way that no one could have possibly predicted.


  Victor giggled delightedly. “Yes. Oh, I should have known you’d enjoy eating me out—oohohoo yes. That taste good, Edward?”


  “Mmmm,” Edward moaned. “Hm. Mm. Mmm-hmm. Ah!”


  At the rear, Ross suddenly slapped Edward across the butt; the jolt caused Edward’s head to tilt and his tongue to slip upward, and he unintentionally licked Victor’s asshole. Undeterred, and uncontrollably turned on, Edward went on lapping and thrusting his tongue at the boy’s sphincter like it had been all by design. In less than a minute, he was completely comfortable and invested in licking all up and down Victor’s taint area, just slobbering and slathering the whole region in drool.


  Then Ross muttered something about Edward hogging all the good stuff.


  Noon came and went. The positions changed, and who was eating out who became a revolving series of turns. But their enthusiasm never waned.


  Edward had never been so aroused and for so long. Even as a man. Both Victor and Ross gave him orgasms with their tongues and fingers, and he just kept wanting more. It was like his sexual stamina was endless.


  He imagined two scenarios: either he was going to pass out from a lack of energy consumption, or his body would simply become too exhausted and the effort to continue would be too great.


  It was partly a mix of both.


  After one o’clock, he was the sweaty meat in an equally sweaty sandwich, halfway pinned between his two sex-changed lovers—Ross on the bottom, Victor on the top where he seemed to prefer. Their fingers continued to rub and slip inside each other, but the vigor was nearly gone.


  Edward was hungry.


  Edward also didn’t want to move from his present position, as doing so would mean he was distancing himself from these naked hotties and their continuous supply of sexual pleasure, and that was an unfathomable prospect.


  “Mmmm,” Victor moaned idly, his cheek against Edward’s neck. Two of Victor’s fingers sensually massaged Edward’s pussy and clit. Ross was sucking on Edward’s nipple as if he were nursing from it. It was highly erotic, and Edward had been tingling all over for about an hour straight.


  “Mmm,” Edward playfully responded.


  “You said something about a machine in the basement?” Victor went on, sounding like he was fighting off sleep. Or maybe he was already asleep, and talking through the dream they were all in.


  “Yeah,” Edward said. “I think I can change us back. Just gotta…get…some wires rearranged—mm, fuck.”


  Victor giggled. “Whenever I rub your clit, you’re all mine.”


  Edward lost his train of thought for a second. He writhed as the small spoon to Victor’s big spoon, unable to concentrate on anything other than those fingers dancing along his pussy.


  Being a girl was so fucking incredible.


  And wrong…


  But also incredible. Definitely incredible.


  Just imagine, he thought. I could have this for the rest of my life.


  His thoughts about Uncle Fred rematerialized. “The machine,” he said. “Yeah. It could, uh, revert us back to normal, I’m pretty sure.”


  “Sounds terrible,” Victor said.


  “Mm,” Ross moaned. Or was that an agreement?


  Victor went on, “I suddenly have this fantasy of us girls hitting up clubs, snatching us a man, and having ourselves a threesome. Look at us. We could have all the sex we want. That’s what’s fantastic about being a girl, Edward.”


  “Yeah,” Edward said hazily.


  “But first I gotta finally move my grandma out of hospice and into a grave. That bitch is draining my life savings. We’re gonna need fabulous dresses.”


  “Yeah,” Edward said again.


  “And Ross needs to stop taking care of his six brothers and sisters and let them fend for themselves on the street. He’s got better priorities with those dick-sucking lips.”


  “Yeah.”


  Yeah…


  No.


  Edward slowly sat up, disentangling himself from the mess of limbs. He had half a mind to realize that Victor wasn’t acting normal. Uncle Fred’s machine wasn’t just transforming their bodies; it was transforming them into goddamn sluts. And thinking of himself as a slut made Edward simultaneously repulsed and proud. He shook his head.


  This was wrong.


  It was good, but…


  Not good. Bad, actually.


  Victor loved his grandma more than anything in the world, and the real Victor would never prioritize his sexual appetite over his grandmother’s hospital care. Same for Ross: he’d spent most of high school without a father, and had to raise his brothers and sisters half the time while his mother worked three jobs. To this day, he was still sending money back home to buy them clothes and pay for school supplies.


  No matter what they said, Edward knew his friends couldn’t just abandon their families like that. People were depending on them.


  They couldn’t live as sex-starved bimbos.


  And apparently he was the only one to realize that, even though Victor and Ross were the two who must not, under any circumstance, leave this island as anyone but themselves.


  Edward started to get up. “Bathroom break,” he announced, calling upon his sore muscles and aching bones to stand. Still shivering from all the orgasms, he abandoned his horny friends and headed outside.


  First, he took a quick leak behind a palm tree.


  Then he returned to Uncle Fred’s basement clinic.
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  “There,” Edward announced to the audience of only himself.


  He dropped the wire strippers and rewarded his success by masturbating.


  It had required his full concentration to study the schematics on Uncle Fred’s computer and make the necessary alterations to give him, Victor, and Ross their original bodies back—assuming this rewiring of the machine did, in fact, undo the beautification on its next cycle in about ten minutes.


  Until then, Edward was fully intent on passing the time by fingering his soaked slit.


  It was for the good of all three of them that they return to normal. And Edward hadn’t informed his friends of the short countdown until that happened. They were too far gone, like mentally; he feared they would potentially intervene if they learned they weren’t going home with their pussies and tits.


  Edward was just as crushed that he couldn’t take his new, voluptuous female body to the States, pick up a hunk, and have his brains fucked out.


  Fantasizing about sex with a man was automatic now. He hadn’t even had time to reflect on his sexuality before being bombarded with erotic visions of getting his sweet pussy pounded by a big, fat cock. And maybe his mouth too. Every hole possible, really.


  Edward figured he was bisexual now—just one of those side effects.


  He rubbed himself furiously, imagining a man inside him.


  Those bulging muscles pinning him down.


  That husky voice ordering him to beg.


  The violent pounding of a hot stud needing to drain his balls into a tight pussy.


  Fuck, Edward thought, giving his clit a frantic flick. His pussy had been leaking all afternoon; there was a sizable puddle underneath his crotch, and now he was only adding to it as he tried to rub one last orgasm out. To remember this fantastic experience.


  He glanced at the SAFE BOX in the corner, and pondered its immunity from the radiation.


  He shook his head.


  Don’t be silly, he thought. Rationally, he couldn’t picture himself returning home and retaining some semblance of a normal life if he remained like this. If this vacation was any indication, he’d be demanding sex almost twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.


  The company needed his guidance. His intelligence.


  Investors relied on him.


  He didn’t need these constant distractions.


  And still, that kernel of an idea blossomed into an obsessive dream, until Edward was staring at the lead-lined chamber with more than just a curiosity for its protection.


  He’d been masturbating for several minutes; it was almost time for the machine’s next cycle, when it would hopefully blast the house with its curing radiation.


  With a halfhearted curse to his female body, his desires, and his damn uncle for constructing such a device, Edward hopped up and hurried his jiggling female tush over to the SAFE BOX. The thick, heavy door was a bitch to get open, and it squeaked terribly. But he made enough room to squeeze into the little refrigerator-sized space, having to crouch slightly lest he bang his head. Then he closed the door via an inside handle, sealing himself into darkness.


  About ten seconds later, a fizzle sound came from outside.


  Edward opened the door and stepped out. The machine hadn’t exploded, so that was good news—and looked intact despite the rewiring done to its back panel. He continued to rub his pussy all while wondering if Victor and Ross had changed back to normal.


  He remembered his friends as being handsomely in shape. And while Edward had no recollection or prior curiosity about their cock sizes, it was now a detail that fully consumed him.


  He waited a minute to allow their blackouts to pass.


  Then he went outside and into the house, smiling all the way.


  You stupid idiot, he scolded himself, supposing that he could always absorb some radiation on the next cycle and turn back to normal then.


  Somehow, he knew he’d rip out the main power cable before ever allowing that to happen.


  He found his friends pretty much where they’d been all day: on or near the sofa. The entire room smelled strongly of sweat and pussy, but this time there was no pussy in sight. With heart-racing excitement, Edward verified that the machine had worked to his expectations. Victor swayed on his feet, stretching his arms over his head. When he looked down at the cock jutting from his groin—fully erect—he seemed momentarily confused.


  “Huh,” he said, clamping his fingers around the base and tilting it in different directions, as if inspecting it.


  Across from him, Ross’s reaction was very similar. He stared down at his male physique as if it didn’t match the memories of his own physical appearance.


  Edward had guessed there might be some confusion.


  But they weren’t freaking out.


  He strutted over to them, nipples hard, pussy juice leaking down his thigh.


  “I did it,” he declared happily. “I rewired the machine to emit a masculine frequency, meaning you both turned back to normal.”


  Victor rubbed his head. “Shit. Was all that real? I’m so—” It was at this point that he looked at Edward. “Hey. You still got tits. You didn’t change back to normal.”


  “Nope,” Edward said. “I decided to stay like this.”


  Ross’s eyes were studying Edward’s body too. In the minute since waking up, his cock had begun deflating; upon noticing that Edward still had tits, a big sexy booty, and no trace of a manhood, it went fully erect again.


  Edward couldn’t take his eyes off his friends’ dicks. They looked large—well, larger than the average size. He wondered if the machine’s attempt at masculinizing his friends had also packed a little beautification punch, hence providing them each with a little growth spurt.


  It was the best surprise Edward could think of.


  “You stayed?” Victor blurted. His shock confirmed that his original personality had been restored. “Edward, man.” His gaze made repeated passes along Edward’s nude body. “That’s cool. But it’s gonna be hell getting you back into the country. And what will the company think? You don’t exactly look like your old self.”


  Edward waved his hand dismissively. “Those are tomorrow’s concerns. Well, concerns for, like, five days from now. We’re still on vacation.”


  Victor and Ross shared a look.


  This was awkward.


  But Edward knew precisely how he could improve the mood.


  He dropped to his knees in front of Victor, giving himself an eyeful of his friend’s stout—and visibly throbbing—piece of meat. Edward did not hesitate in wrapping his slender fingers around the base of that thick rod, nor in sweeping his enclosed fist up and down the shaft. He giggled. He couldn’t help himself. He felt somewhat embarrassed for acting like a colossal slut, and taking advantage of his friends’ confusion in order to give a handjob.


  Victor’s cock was so firm, so meaty. It completely hypnotized him. Already Edward’s pussy was aching to be filled, and he’d barely even started!


  “Edward,” Victor squeaked.


  “Shh,” Edward responded, glancing up at his partner’s open-mouth expression. “I’m busy. You can tell me later.”


  “Okay then.”


  Edward went on jerking his friend off. It astonished him how much he was into it, and that he wasn’t repulsed from touching another man like this. What was there to hate? That tensely pulsing fuck-instrument was damn near the hottest thing he’d ever laid eyes upon—even hotter than when Edward had tasted Victor’s pussy.


  Women were great.


  But men…


  Men hit the damn spot. Or he imagined they did, seeing as he’d never truly experienced a man’s touch yet. But he was about to.


  Unable to resist his growing horniness, Edward bent forward and did the next logical step: he took Victor’s hardness into his mouth. Having that firm pole slide between his lips was such a joy that he moaned. If he hadn’t let go of his past self when he’d been stroking Victor’s cock, he’d certainly let go now. Without hesitation, he began bobbing his head back and forth, mimicking how countless girls had sucked him off whenever he revealed that he was some hotshot Silicon Valley businessman. How had he never been envious of them? This was spectacular! While getting his first taste of dick—and having it swell even more inside his mouth, stretching his jaw all the way open—he sent a hand to his needy pussy and rubbed himself for the hundredth time today.


  By now it was clear what his intentions were. Victor wasn’t denying him any access to his stiff eight-incher. And Ross wasn’t fleeing the scene.


  Edward had hoped his friends would react this way.


  He needed them. Desperately.


  Ross remained nearby. On a kinky impulse, Edward reached for the one cock not presently receiving his frisky attention, squeezed it, and began stroking it. While spit-washing Victor’s massive prick and having a delicious introduction to pre-cum, Edward tugged, twisted, and pounded his other friend’s meat.


  I’m such a slut, he kept thinking.


  He knew guys. He knew that once wasn’t enough for them. Now that he’d displayed what he was capable of and willing to do, they’d want more.


  Edward didn’t moan because he was synchronously giving a blowjob and a handjob to two very hard and very gorgeous dicks. He moaned because he knew that, from now on, he could get all the sex he wanted.


  His lips popped off wetly; he spun around and switched places, carrying a gob of Victor’s pre-cum over to Ross’s hard-on and spitting it all over the shaft before licking it all back up with his mouth.


  He gave them equal attention.


  He could feel their need through their hardness.


  Then Ross laughed suddenly. “Damn,” he groaned. “Edward, I didn’t know you wanted to be a girl. But you’re pretty fucking good at sucking cock.”


  Edward pulled back and grinned up at him. “I didn’t. At least, not until we got here. And thanks! I just love sucking dick now.”


  Having a choice of cock was so much fun. It made him feel more desired than he’d ever been in his life, with two men lusting over him.


  He could barely contain his excitement as he stood up, gave a little flash and wiggle of his plump ass, and drew each boy’s attention over to the sofa—where Edward anchored himself to the seatback, placed his knees on the cushions, and arched his spine in order to present his lovers with a view of his asshole and pussy.


  Not a word had to be said.


  Victor claimed first dibs. Meanwhile, Edward was happily grinning ear-to-ear over acting like a submissive little fuck-toy. He felt a large set of hands come to his flanks, grip the extra layer of feminine flesh that created the uppermost curve of his hips, and take position. When Victor’s cock penetrated his wet pussy, he squealed out of unrestrained delight and total shock for how thick and massive it felt. Then came a sharp push; Edward’s trembling hands lost their grip, and he was shoved into the seatback by Victor’s overpowering size and fitness.


  “Ahh,” he gasped, and already Victor was channeling his strength into an onslaught of pussy-pounding thrusts.


  And Edward went for a ride.


  He’d anticipated the satisfying fullness of having his cunt stretched out. However, he hadn’t been ready for the whiplash of being repeatedly and forcefully hammered by Victor’s lower navel. Every impact threw him forward; he’d bounce back, only to receive another quick lash to his ever-rippling backside.


  “Yes, yes, yes,” he moaned, in rhythm to his pussy taking each huge insertion.


  His imagination hadn’t prepared him for this. Getting fucked as a chick was a full-body experience, and he reveled in the sensation of his ass and tits jiggling nonstop. Victor, meanwhile, had the goddamn stamina of a racehorse. Edward caught himself drooling all over the sofa, either from forgetting to swallow or from literally having his saliva hurled from his mouth. At this rate, he half-expected a tooth to be knocked loose.


  But Victor wasn’t superhuman. He had his limits.


  While Edward was shuddering nonstop, Victor’s hands came swooping around his midsection. Amid getting tightly squeezed, Edward felt Victor’s cock release a torrent of cum, signified by a flourishing warmth deep in his loins. Victor pulled back, punched in again; another surge exploded inside Edward’s snatch. He moaned throughout having his pussy stuffed with cock and creamed repeatedly.


  He was still seeing stars when it was Ross’s turn. Only his other lover in this wild and hot threesome didn’t follow in the footsteps of his predecessor; instead, Ross plowed his cock into Edward’s asshole, and Edward discovered pleasure all over again as an orgasm overtook him.


  Cum leaked from his used-and-abused pussy while his first experience with anal sex left him with another creamy deposit, and then both holes were oozing out gooey streams of semen.


  Edward couldn’t be certain how much time had passed between performing his first blowjob and receiving a double stuffing of jizz. It was dark outside, and the boys had worn themselves out by fucking him senseless.


  He looked over at Victor, who was halfway passed out. “Hey, what were you going to tell me?”


  “Hm?” Victor said, raising an eyebrow but keeping his eyes closed.


  “You wanted to say something before I sucked your dick.”


  “Oh.” Victor opened his eyes and looked at Edward. “I think you made a great decision. I like you as a woman.”


  “You’re not just saying that because we fucked, are you?”


  Victor laughed. “Damn. Okay, maybe a little.”
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  For Eden Landers—formerly Edward—Mondays used to be the worst. She vividly remembered hangovers, wrinkled clothing, and minimal regard for her outfit or workplace conduct. Today, however, was the beginning of a total attitude change. She strutted down the hallway wearing her shortest mini skirt, her tallest heels, and her braless tits putting the perfect amount of strain on her blouse. Underneath, she could feel her too-tight thong repeatedly pinching her wet pussy with each long and seductive footfall.


  The office she used to occupy was undergoing a slight renovation, and she arrived just in time to see her name being scraped off the door by one of the janitors. He had gray hair and a potbelly. And going off the ring on his finger, he was married.


  But Eden couldn’t help herself in tapping his shoulder. She was such a tease, after all. And a slut with a reputation that preceded her.


  “Tell me, darling,” she cooed, thrusting her chest out. “Is this button too much?” She thumbed the uppermost button out of its hole, causing her heavy tits to fall and jiggle slightly as their mass became supported by the next button down. As a result, her cleavage bulged obscenely, with as much tit-flesh exposed as possible without flashing a nipple.


  The janitor’s gaze glued to her substantial rack. The paint brush he’d been clenching between his teeth fell out.


  Eden giggled and patted him on the ass, in appreciation of his opinion.


  Farther on down the hallway she arrived at her new office, which just so happened to also be the office of Victor. Her hunk of a boss was reading the morning’s mail—and then reading the swell of her hips and the impressions of her fat nipples.


  “Hey,” she purred. “Are we on the clock yet? I’m ready to work for my boss’s pleasure.”


  “Eden,” he said, dropping the letters. “Are you sure about this? It took us two years to get this company off the ground, and now you’re just resigning from the executive board like it means nothing.”


  Eden shrugged. “Executive board, executive schmoard.” She smoothly twisted around and shut the door, making sure her boss’s eyes were on her ass. “You know what I want. It can’t be helped. The new me doesn’t care about those distractions.”


  “Uh-huh. And that kind of worries me.”


  “Well, don’t let it. It doesn’t worry me.”


  She sauntered over and dragged her fingers along Victor’s shoulders, feeling how his dress shirt was tightly stretched over his upper body muscles. In doing so, she saw her new desk: it was Victor’s desk, only her chair was the pillow underneath, alongside a phone, a laptop, and even a nameplate with EDEN LANDERS, SECRETARY printed on it.


  It was cramped, but she was willing to make sacrifices in order to make her fantasies come true.


  “Nine o’clock already?” she said, glimpsing the time on Victor’s watch. “Guess I better get busy.” Then she crouched down, crawled into the compartment that would serve as her nine-to-five office, and knelt on the pillow.


  Victor sat in his chair and scooted up close, which left her hardly any room whatsoever.


  But to Eden it was perfect. Being the boss was so behind her. Now she was beneath the boss. And as she began unzipping Victor’s trousers, she knew that everything she could possibly ever want in a job was right here, within reach.
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  “It should’ve been me,” Jodie moaned. “Those jerks!”


  “You can talk about the jerks later,” Kate said. “When you don’t smell like you’ve been swimming in a dumpster. What the hell happened?”


  Jodie’s mind struggled to process. She knew the voice against her ear belonged to her roommate, perhaps her only friend; this white door led to her bedroom; there was her bed. How cozy it looked. With Kate’s help, Jodie limped over to the mattress and slumped down on it, groaning as she briefly put her weight onto her sore shoulder. Rolling onto her back was better. It was a chilly April day, but she was sweating profusely. That and the dirty rainwater had her feeling sticky all over.


  “It should’ve been me,” she said again, then repeated it: “It should’ve been me.”


  “What should’ve been you?” Kate asked. “Can I get you anything? God, Jodie, maybe you need to see a doctor. You’re burning up.”


  Jodie closed her eyes and continued shaking her head. “Techorus was supposed to pick me as their intern. I had the better grades. Instead, they picked Danny.” She clutched her second pillow, trying not to get upset in front of her roommate yet knowing she was already making a scene. She just tried to focus on the ceiling fan wafting cool air onto her face.


  “You know why they picked him,” Kate said close by.


  Jodie shook her head.


  “Because he’s a guy. He has a penis.”


  “They made a mistake.”


  “Okay, but what’s with the stinky smell?”


  She tried to recall. “I was on my way home, and I tried to pick up something off the ground. Then a car splashed through a puddle and drenched me.”


  “Next time, don’t go picking up pennies off the ground,” Kate advised.


  “It wasn’t…”


  The emotions flooded back. Jodie had needed that software engineering internship. She’d busted her ass all this semester and the one prior, and she was the only person in her class to have a 4.0 GPA. Her student loan payments were falling behind. And the little money her parents gave her wasn’t enough to keep her bank account afloat. The internship wouldn’t have paid money, but it would’ve been a crucial stepping stone. She’d met with their job recruiter, volunteered on a few weekends, and even tried to become friends with Techorus’s senior management. She had done all that work and put herself out there.


  And yet.


  Danny fucking Lutz. Who was rumored to have had his parents pay off the faculty just to help him maintain a passing grade. No doubt some of that money had found its way into the hands of Techorus too. Maybe his family was investing?


  Jodie hugged the pillow tighter and shivered.


  She felt the mattress shift as Kate sat down next to her. “There will be other opportunities,” her roommate said. “Don’t fret too hard. No one gets the job they want on the first try.”


  “Danny did,” Jodie grieved.


  “Well, you’ll get the next one.”


  “There won’t be a next one.”


  “Of course there will be.”


  Jodie slowly opened her eyes and saw Kate’s smile. How unlikely friends they were. Kate was blonde and good looking; she had a steady boyfriend whom she frequently had sex with. Jodie knew this because she often listened to it—albeit unintentionally on account of the thin walls. Sometimes she wished they could trade places. She’d lose her smarts, but she’d also finally discover what it felt like to fall asleep in someone else’s arms. She’d gladly give half her brain away to not be so dorky and lame.


  And maybe she would’ve actually been selected for that internship, right? Because Techorus hadn’t cared about academic performance.


  Kate was probably right.


  Danny was a guy, and Jodie wasn’t.


  So she was an unattractive dork on top of having a biological disadvantage in the workforce.


  “You want chicken soup or anything?” Kate asked.


  Jodie mumbled, “No, thanks.”


  “A warm washcloth?”


  “Just privacy.”


  “All right.”


  Kate walked out and gently closed the bedroom door. Jodie lied there for a while, her eyes following the spinning blades of the ceiling fan. At some point the whirling trance of it caused her to doze off. Strange dreams racked her. In one, she had inexplicably swapped places with Danny Lutz, although the dream’s logic made her think she’d always been in his skin. And then that whiny, dorky Jodie Hott confronted her, complaining that the Techorus internship should’ve been hers. She’d laughed in the pathetic girl’s face. The next dream was even wilder. It had a different setting: a dense, humid jungle. Although the details were hazy, there was a persistent theme of being revered by the local population, as if she were royalty, or some kind of all-powerful queen. She was given food and gifts by servants, who were all naked and female. For some reason, females—not women—was the word her mind associated with them. Like they were less than human, and not deserving of gender correlations.


  When she woke up a while later, she couldn’t remember what those females had looked like. Really, the visual stimuli had been nearly nonexistent. What lingered most was a feeling of power. Of control. And she knew, even though details of the dream were fading, she could’ve made any of those females do whatever she requested.


  That completely fictional scenario gave her a rush.


  “Okay,” she told herself, feeling that her forehead wasn’t as warm anymore. “You need to come back to reality, Jodie.”


  As she pushed herself up, she realized her left hand was still hurting. She unmade her fist and saw that odd, black crystal. She’d found it next to the road—right before getting splashed. It had an oily appearance. Its deep black surface swirled with different colors depending on how the light shone on it. It was six-sided and pointed on both ends.


  And it also seemed to be attached to her palm.


  Jodie tried shaking her hand to no avail before attempting to pull it loose with her other hand. It eventually came free, though it left behind a painful red mark. Like it had burned her skin or something.


  Bizarre.


  She laid the peculiar rock on the corner of her desk.


  After rubbing her eyes, Jodie figured she ought to move on with her pitiful life and stop crying over that Techorus internship. Kate was right; there would be more opportunities popping up in the future. The adult thing to do was suck up her failure and keep at it.


  To get started, she needed to change out of her wet clothes.


  Only they weren’t wet anymore. Or even marginally damp. She ran her fingers along her jeans and shirt and even through her hair—all perfectly dry. Also the stink was gone. Which seemed pretty unlikely. She’d been drenched by that disgusting puddle, and the smell of that yucky water had followed her into her bedroom.


  Maybe Kate had sprayed air-freshener?


  And there was something else.


  Since rousing from her short nap, her crotch had felt funny. The sensation of the seams and fabric was off—constrictive, if she had to sum it up into a single word. It hadn’t been especially bothersome, but now that she was upright that pinching, cramping aspect of her underwear and even her jeans was magnified. It felt like her clothing didn’t have enough room down there, and it was cutting off circulation. The more she thought about it, the more aggravating it got.


  But that was silly.


  What did she need room for?


  It wasn’t like she had a…


  Jodie’s breath caught in her throat as she noticed a distinctive bulge deforming the denim. It had the scale and curvature of a slighted squashed tennis ball. The zipper was showing from how taut the denim was, being pulled in either direction and almost threatening to rip.


  As a result, that whole region of her body was throbbing in pain.


  “What?” she asked aloud, giving that swollen lump a poke. It wasn’t rock hard; it had some give. But not much. Oddly, her heartbeat was very centralized underneath it. And touching it had only made her crotch ache more.


  With curiosity negating her fear, she gently guided the zipper over the protrusion.


  A broad shaft of pale flesh reared up, uncurling toward freedom as the gap widened. The muscles in Jodie’s groin clenched; the thing came rising skyward, snaking out inch by inch until it finally jostled itself loose of the tight confines and erected as a straight pole, shoving aside the front of her yellow panties that had vainly tried to restrain it. It wagged there, thick and heavy and absolutely wrong in every way imaginable.


  However impossible it was, Jodie nonetheless was staring at a rather sizable penis!


  She recoiled and opened her mouth to scream, but her vocal cords didn’t cooperate.


  The sudden jerk of her body caused it to wiggle around even more, but never did it fall down. She sensed a powerful muscle embedded into her altered anatomy, a tightness keeping her new asset perfect upright and embarrassingly visible. The whole thing seemed to reciprocate her heartbeat, bouncing it back like a signal. She clenched the sheets as it towered farther up off her groin, stretching at least six or seven inches tall.


  Okay.


  So, she had a penis. Just all of a sudden.


  Sure! That was normal!


  Being a virgin, it was the first one she’d ever seen in person. Hers was a little less than aesthetically pleasing. She’d heard that most guys were circumcised, but this monstrosity had quite the foreskin. The head was completely hidden in a lumpy, noodle-like shroud that drooped at the top. And the shaft—other than being covered by unsightly, bulging veins—was partially buried in a huge jungle of dark pubic hair.


  Jodie hadn’t been that hairy prior to sprouting a new appendage. It was part of the package deal apparently. She also glimpsed an egg-shaped scrotum, itself trembling due to it resting against her shaking thighs.


  The whole thing just pulsed and throbbed, commanding her attention in no way that her lady-parts ever had.


  Either this was a freak accident, or some girls just suddenly grew dicks well after puberty was finished, and it was the most well-kept secret after Area 51. She didn’t believe the latter was plausible, so that left the first explanation: a freak accident.


  Jodie’s eyes panned over to the black crystal on her desk.


  Rotating her flat body very carefully—and always keeping one eye on her new accessory—she oriented herself until she was able to reach the rock. Then she grabbed it and held it tightly inside her fist.


  “Um,” she started. “I wish I didn’t have a penis?”


  Her swollen organ remained, unchanged.


  She cleared her throat and tried it with more conviction: “I wish I didn’t have this penis.”


  Still nothing.


  Of course not. There was no such thing as a magical wishing rock. Any event in the material world, no matter how unbelievable, could be explained rationally. Even a case of spontaneous dick growth. But how? What specific series of choices had led to this?


  She hadn’t the slightest idea.


  Biting her lip, Jodie reached down and nudged the dick with her index finger, then swiftly retreated it like her new equipment might lash out. It swayed back and forth, the whole thing continuing to be unpleasantly stiff and tumid. She tried again. And when she was sure this thing was authentic and not just her imagination, she lightly pinched her thumb and index finger around it, clasping its girth. She shivered all over, feeling how tight and firm the shaft was.


  It was unlike everything she’d grown up with—and what she neglected most of the time.


  This beast, however, had her full and undivided attention. Wherever it had come from, however it had appeared, she was more and more absorbed by it with each passing second.


  And if it wasn’t going to hurt her, some experiments were in order.
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  Utilizing a stiff-legged waddle, Jodie approached the toilet and dropped her jeans all the way down, forcing them into a bundle around her ankles. Her underwear followed. Practically naked below the waist, the cool air tickled her scrotum. What a different experience it was when standing! Her usually empty groin now felt ponderous; the combined weight of her blood-filled erection and her testicles added for a pleasant pulling sensation underneath her navel. She excitedly wagged her hips back and forth and watched everything swing. Her cock was like a front-facing tail! Mainly because, so far, it hadn’t shown signs of deflating.


  Normally, relieving her bladder would’ve taken nominal effort. Years of experience made it such an unconscious task. But already—just from standing near the porcelain and being conditioned by historical expectations—that pressure wasn’t making it to the end of her urethra.


  Maybe because she wasn’t sitting? Her body hadn’t practiced for this.


  Which then made her realize the seat was down. Improper for a guy!


  But even with it up, and even with extensive concentration on the matter at hand, Jodie still couldn’t mentally relax herself in a way that spelled relief. The warmth was there. The urgency was there. Yet it felt clogged and trapped.


  Until she finally tried to push it out.


  The liquid raced forth. Her hands shot up as the eager-to-leave urine evacuated with such velocity that the stream splattered the underside of the lid. She frantically grabbed her cock and took two steps back from the bowl, pinching it downward—opposing the muscle that would rather keep it erect and perpendicular. Only after leaving a mess did she finally get the angry surge lined up properly.


  “All right!” she gasped. “Wow. Convenient and quick.”


  Inevitably the flow tapered off. Jodie dabbed the end of her awkward utensil with tissue—which she also used to clean her mess. Then she flushed it all down.


  At some point she expected her new friend to relax a little. Ever since its appearance, it’d been completely hard. Questions continued to pump through her mind about where it had come from, why she had it, if she could get rid of the darn thing. And until she could work out those answers, she wished for peace. Part of it continued to be curiosity, but another part was her cock’s nagging insistence, hardly quelled when she wrapped her fingers around it.


  Did guys have to deal with this all the time? What torment!


  Jodie rarely masturbated. It was lesser in priority than coursework and job hunting, therefore something she had zero time for. And anyway she was never in the mood for it. But this cock, on the other hand—it was the mood. She couldn’t believe how it transfixed her and made everything else about her life seem distantly unimportant. She could almost feel the blood being drawn away from her brain, all those critical lobes powering down into a standby mode. She’d just lost her opportunity for a prestigious internship due to sexist hiring practices, and she felt totally at ease. Heavenly, even.


  She enclosed her hand and pulled it back along the shaft, compressing those new muscles and vessels. The tightness in her groin intensified, and her knees began to shake.


  “Oh boy,” she whispered. “Mm. Where have you been all my life?”


  That jerking off felt natural should’ve unnerved her. Fifteen minutes ago, there’d been nothing attached to her groin to stroke. Yet her new member was very clear about what it craved; it communicated straight to her brain, eliciting pleasure when she was handling it correctly. And God! Even a leisurely pace made her grab the countertop for support. Her cock’s energy now pulsated beyond just its physical form. It throbbed in her legs, in her belly, even in her chest. Her mouth hung open as she began to quicken her hand and give it a nice, firm tug.


  “Mm! Okay. This is pretty good. Like, really good. G-great. Oh.”


  Concerned of alerting her roommate, Jodie chomped down on her lip. By now, she was panting good and hard. The air through her nose burned her nostrils. She was almost grunting, her needs degenerating into some primal, bare-minimum instinct as raw as flesh and bone.


  Must release, she thought. Must! Release! Feel! Better!


  The command was felt in her loins. That warmth and tightness behind the base of her penis deepened into the core of her body. The pressure mounted rapidly, consuming her mind as much as it did her viscera. At the peak of build-up, every cell in her body felt drawn into the impending orgasm, overpowering her with an unbreakable commitment to see this through.


  Then, instantly, it focused and sharpened right around her penis. Like the fuse had finally burned down to the gunpowder.


  Her pelvis bucked forward, almost throwing off her balance.


  Every groin muscle clenched.


  The dam let loose.


  Right as Jodie’s new plaything flexed upward and unleashed a torrent of semen through the air—which eventually splatted all over the mirror—the bathroom door opened and Kate’s boyfriend, Reed, strolled in!


  Overwhelmed by panic, Jodie reached for the nearest item that would cover herself up. The bath towel sprang off the rack and flew through the air into her open hand. It happened so suddenly that she barely registered it, and when she did she had already draped it across her naked lower body—never mind that she continued to be in the throes of orgasm. Whatever jizz didn’t stick to the towel dripped to the floor, creating a substantial puddle.


  No! she thought, closing her eyes. No! Don’t see me like this!


  The seconds ticked by. Reed never said anything.


  When she opened her eyes, he was sidling past her to reach the toilet. She moved aside, giving him the space—which included a puddle of cum that he stepped through, not even acknowledging it. Right next to her, shockingly oblivious to the dripping jizz, her half-naked state, and the bulge in the towel, he unzipped his pants and started pissing.


  “Am I going crazy?” she mumbled. Then she said, “Um. Reed?”


  “Yo,” he said, giving her a friendly wave. “What’s up?”


  “What are you doing?”


  “Emptying the ol’ bladder.”


  “But…”


  Jodie continued to be dumbfounded as this all took place. Reed finished up, flushed the toilet, stepped through the puddle of cum again, and went over to the sink. He washed his hands before grabbing his toothbrush.


  There was literally cum dripping down the mirror, big slimy gobs of it right across his field of view.


  Yet he didn’t seem to notice. Or care. One or the other.


  Jodie then remembered how she’d apparently made the towel fly into her hand, as if the two were attached to magnets. Since Reed seemingly had no concern for her nudity, she dropped the cum-stained towel and exposed herself. And when he didn’t remark on her out-of-place cock, she reached out her hand and invisibly caught the towel as it leapt upward.


  All she had to do was think about it. And it just happened!


  She flapped her hand at the toilet seat, causing it to swivel up and down. She moved the shower curtain with her mind. She made the soaps and shampoos hover and revolve in the air like a weird merry-go-round.


  She had a cock. And now she had some telekinetic superpower!


  Or maybe they’d been given to her at the same time, but she’d only realized she had the power just recently. Very plausible.


  Her experiments interfered with Reed as well. She made various objects fly across his sightline as he continued brushing his teeth, although no comment was made.


  She wondered how he’d react if he did notice everything.


  Then Reed’s toothbrush stopped. His eyes roamed upward to the crooked, sloppy streak of jizz covering part of his reflection, while his brow wrinkled in confusion. Jodie made the bottle of handsoap pirouette in front of his nose. He flinched backward. He then reached out a finger to greet this magically flying object, but she sent it spinning away from him.


  “Hey Reed,” she said.


  “Huh?” he said, turning toward her.


  His gaze immediately snapped toward her crotch, and he screamed!


  Uh, stop noticing it! Jodie thought.


  Reed closed his mouth, turned his attention back to the mirror as if ladies with humongous, gross-looking cocks were the least-interesting thing in the whole world, and resumed brushing.


  “Holy crap,” Jodie breathed. She had control over people’s minds too!


  How was this possible?


  But it was great anyway! And really weird. Though she had no idea what purpose any of these would serve in her life, besides a bit of convenience and humor—and perhaps a career path for being a magician.


  She walked around Reed, her now-flaccid cock leading her path. She’d barely seen his manhood when he’d been using the toilet. Now she was curious how her organ stacked up to a bona fide example, courtesy of Kate’s boyfriend.


  With a simple thought, Reed’s pants unbuttoned themselves and pooled around his ankles. His underwear—seeming to be manipulated by invisible hands—also accompanied his pants on the floor. He had a nice butt. A little on the flat side, but next to no hair. Amusing herself, she gave it a light tap. Reed, per her command, didn’t care! He spit into the sink and dried his mouth, oblivious that he matched her for indecency.


  Then he spun around.


  “Hold on,” she said, positioning herself for a tip-to-tip comparison.


  There was one issue though: Reed wasn’t erect. Fortunately, she didn’t have to strain herself too hard to make that happen! Holding that command in her thoughts, his cock began to rapidly swell until she was backing away from it to allow it room to expand. In only a few seconds’ time, he was sporting a respectable boner. And watching him grow an erection had made her cock do the same in return.


  Head to head, she analyzed herself next to an authentic male specimen.


  In overall size, she actually had him beat! Their lengths were nearly identical. Where Jodie’s cock surpassed his was girth. Reed was circumcised, and his lack of foreskin made his cock more presentable. It had a shape. Whereas Jodie’s was more like a uniformly thick log. It was both fascinating and grotesque, the abundance of foreskin surrounding it like a fatty, protective layer. She couldn’t even peel back the excess folds to expose her glans.


  However, when she glanced back at Reed’s pride and joy, she saw she did have him beat in length. And the awareness of this made his cock shrink another inch, until it was a clear and decisive victory for Jodie.


  But he wasn’t going flaccid. He was still ragingly hard.


  It was just smaller.


  Can I do that? she wondered.


  The visible proof soon answered that. Per her mental instruction, Reed’s prick dwindled substantially, until it was no larger than a thumb, perhaps two inches in length. Grinning, she sacrificed the rest of it for further knowledge. His puny totem of masculinity receded up into his sparse pubic hair, the shrinking head becoming lost in the tangle. His balls too went the way of their upstairs neighbor, disappearing from sight.


  Jodie held a naughty picture in her mind.


  As she bent down for closer inspection, the final strands of Reed’s pubic hair were pulling back into the pores. Their absence exposed a cleft in the skin, separating the puffy outer lips of a smooth, hairless vagina. All the detail was there! She even slightly modified it by shrinking his labia, which brought the outer lips tighter together for a sleeker, prettier appearance.


  Jodie couldn’t look anywhere else other than her handiwork. She was so astonished that her mind could mold his body like this. She’d technically made him female! Although the rest of his body remained unaffected by his new ovaries.


  She pictured them pumping out lots and lots of estrogen.


  “Reed,” she said, “how do you feel about having a vagina?”


  Reed was absurdly unconcerned by being asked about his sexual organs. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve never really thought about it too hard.”


  Jodie went to work. “It’s better than having an icky penis, right?”


  “Way better. I can’t imagine having one.”


  “You love how it looks in panties.”


  “I love how it looks in panties.”


  As a result of this conversation, Reed’s briefs had undergone an alteration. She tugged them up with her mind. They turned out to be a blue boyshort—girlish yet practical. However, when she lent Reed control over redressing himself, what covered his new anatomy was a sexy little pink thong. Jodie had fun embellishing it with lace trim and making it just that perfect tightness to achieve a cameltoe. Then he donned his pants.


  Afterward, she allowed Reed to leave. And with a simple wave of her arm, the entire bathroom rid itself of her plentiful cum.


  She still couldn’t fathom how or why she had this power.


  But she knew she was just getting started with it!


   


   


   


   


   


  3


   


   


   


  Later that day, Jodie followed up on the strange black rock by searching for more information online. Although it didn’t seem to grant wishes à la magical lamps, it was clear to her that she’d imbibed a reality-altering power from it, along with a certain prerequisite to make her suitable for men’s urinals. Alone in her bedroom, she idly stroked her new cock while letting Google feed her everything it found.


  Alas, accounts of a crystal with an oily black appearance were nonexistent. On the other hand, she didn’t know what to expect from the internet. Advice? Tips for handling it? Maybe someone had lost it?


  Altering reality was a dangerous ability. In anyone else’s hands, that could’ve been a recipe for another world war. From that perspective, she figured it was good that she had found it. She was keeping it away from those scary, greedy people out there.


  Jodie didn’t want a million dollars or global domination.


  She just wanted to have fun.


  After her failed online quest, she relaxed on her bed and jerked off once more. It was a damn needy thing, that penis! Thirty minutes after using it once and it was demanding more! Though, a few minutes into this encore, she wondered why she had to waste any energy at all when her mind could handle just about everything. So she lied back, conjured a Fleshlight with a salmon-colored vaginal sleeve, and let that do all the work. Her fat cock could barely fit, but all that took was another simple thought to make her new friend a little more roomy.


  Jodie didn’t ponder too much about fucking a vagina. It just seemed the compatible receptacle for a penis. She came harder this second time around. And when she wanted the mess gone, the Fleshlight—and its stuffing of cum—disappeared in the blink of an eye.


  Other guys wished they could have easy cleanups like this!


  That evening, Kate and her boyfriend made spaghetti and shared some with Jodie. It was typical of her roommate to cook supper when Jodie was feeling down, and certainly the news earlier today with the internship had warranted a pick-me-up meal. But Jodie was over Techorus. At least for the time being. She couldn’t stop thinking about Reed and the changes between his legs. Fully dressed as he was, no one could suspect a thing was different—except maybe that he crossed his legs more often when they watched some old episodes of Friends.


  How a guy couldn’t notice he was no longer biologically male, she had no clue. But it was easy! She just had to believe that Reed wouldn’t react to it, the same way she’d believed his choice of underwear would be a scanty pink thong.


  Boom. Reality remade. Just like that.


  And she felt less and less content with letting reality be.


  Late into their HBO Max binge, Reed got up to fetch some water. On his return and subsequent sit-down, Jodie silently ordered him to put his feet up on the coffee table. Sure enough, he did. Shortly after, his Nike sneakers began to melt and change, their profile shrinking against the sides of his feet. Most of the shoes vanished until only a sole remained—from which straps suddenly arced up and forward, converging against his big toe. The black color lightened into a faded tan. And no longer was Reed wearing his sneakers; he was wearing women’s sandals. Jodie couldn’t resist giving them each a heel too, wide pillars pushing out at the rear. Almost unconsciously, she cast away any unsightly hair and filled in his nails with a bright pink polish. More girly than even his girlfriend and her basic flats.


  Sure, all this could have been done instantaneously. In the blink of an eye, there could’ve been three girls on the sofa instead of just two. But Jodie loved the process of it. Not just changing reality on a whim, but meticulously transforming details.


  Soon after, her eye for improvements moved upward. Reed scratched an itch on his calf as his jeans slithered upward, laying bare inch after inch of pale, hairy legs. Around his knees, the denim morphed into a looser-fitting corduroy, filling in across his lap. She knew she could’ve easily had Reed wear the shortest skirt imaginable, but that felt too much like crossing a line. Her own style was modest, so was Kate’s, and Jodie figured Reed’s ought to be too.


  His legs left a lot to be desired, however.


  But after a quick mental adjustment, she no longer had to desire it! Reed had smooth, hairless legs to match his new skirt and his new footwear.


  “I’m hungry,” he declared, swinging his feet down. “You want anything?”


  “You just had supper,” Kate said. “How could you be hungry again?”


  “I dunno. Munchies. You want anything, Jodie?”


  “No, thank you.”


  Reed excused himself and made a beeline for the kitchen, where Jodie realized that having a skirt and heeled sandals didn’t necessarily make someone walk like a girl.


  He disappeared, and she concentrated on upgrades.


  When Reed returned—toting a bag of pretzels—his hips were now properly equipped to sway like a girl’s. Wide and shapely in the corduroy skirt, they swung back and forth. Too much! Jodie had to contain her excitement and take it down a notch, and not have Reed look like he was out on the club dance-floor fishing for a one-night stand.


  Again, no one else noticed anything. Not Reed, who was now female from the waist down. Not Kate, who had been inadvertently rendered bisexual on account of dating someone with a vagina.


  Just past ten o’clock, Kate announced that she and Reed were retiring for the night. It was too early for bed, but Jodie understood. Basically: her presence was no longer wanted.


  During this exchange, she wondered if she was responsible, making these actions happen just like she was magically changing someone’s clothes and body. Or had Kate and Reed planned to have sex tonight beforehand?


  Jodie hadn’t thought she wanted to spectate this. But she kind of did.


  Had the desire manifested in their minds, then?


  In any case, Jodie made herself unnoticed and trailed her roommate and her boyfriend into their bedroom on the other side of the apartment. She even locked the door for them. When the kissing began, she slipped over to Kate’s desk and sat down in the chair, getting herself a first-row seat for what was about to happen.


  Her cock wanted to watch too. So she freed it and began rubbing it.


  She felt like an absolute pervert! Had she not had a cock, she would’ve never dared to peep on her roommate like this. But, again, her new manhood set the mood; it seemed to have a bottomless sexual appetite. Whether that was true to the nature of all cocks, she had no idea. But out of the three people in Kate’s bedroom, hers was the last one remaining.


  Kate and Reed smooched it up—standard fare. Jodie was caught between her feeling of how adorable they were as a couple and the damn hunger of her manhood, which wanted to fast-forward through the warm-up phase. Feeling sweaty, she sent her clothes back to her room, clean and folded. Now naked, she slumped down and massaged the full length of her hard, throbbing prick.


  Clothes began to fall off. Reed rubbed between his girlfriend’s legs; the gesture was reciprocated when Kate caressed the full swell of her boyfriend’s womanly hip, reaching underneath his skirt to grab his ass.


  Jodie loved how their bodies matched below the waist. She expedited their disrobing and put Reed’s skirt on the floor, Kate’s pants next to it. Now just in their underwear, it was even clearer how identical the two lovers were—except for Reed’s pink thong, which was much sexier than Kate’s green briefs.


  Then Kate had a thong too. Same green color, with a high-arching waistband.


  But it needed a full, round tush like Reed to really pop. One command later, Kate had packed on a few additional pounds to her rump! Jodie breathed in hard as it swung into view, rapidly pumping her cock as pre-cum dribbled down her fingers.


  From there, Kate and Reed climbed onto bed; the latter lied back while the former positioned her face between her boyfriend’s smooth-shaven legs.


  Once more, Jodie felt like the backseat orchestrator. She hadn’t consciously commanded the two sweethearts to get down and orally frisky, but it just seemed like the next logical step. Her chair rolled left somewhat, so she could have a better vantage point of Kate performing cunnilingus on her boyfriend. And Reed’s hairless pussy was so wet already.


  Gods! Jodie thought. I can’t believe I’m doing this!


  It felt wrong. But awesome. And everywhere in between.


  Kate, who was becoming ever more shapely in subtle ways during their lovemaking—smaller waist, fuller breasts—then slid up beside her boyfriend and employed her fingers, pounding his glistening slit as if she had experience doing it, never mind that Jodie was sure Kate had been heterosexual her entire adult life. Then the two of them rolled together, embracing and kissing and exchanging hands, and sometimes fingering each other simultaneously. Near the foot of the bed, seeing through a tangle of limbs, it was hard to tell that one of them was male from the waist up.


  Jodie felt her orgasm brewing. That deep, churning imminence that was the focal point of the male climax. She tried to focus on delaying it, but her mind didn’t seem to have control over her cock—and neither could she command its size or shape. Everything else was up for grabs. But not her crotch, apparently.


  Then, whether by unsaid orders or voluntary choice, Kate and Reed repositioned themselves to sixty-nine each other—Reed taking top. Jodie again felt that creative desire to intervene when admiring the swell of Reed’s butt. She mentally tugged on his femininity, as if it were a disguise, stretching it up beyond his waist and over his tummy and lower back. As a result, his midsection constricted itself into the tapered, hourglass figure that matched his girlfriend’s. Up and up the changes went, dwindling his ribcage, shrinking his arms, evaporating every ugly hair that a lady wouldn’t have.


  When Reed came up for air after an exhaustive contest of oral, Jodie smiled gleefully when she saw the boy had grown breasts! Sizable and perky—and with nipples that were already hard—they matched everything else below the neck, leaving Reed a fraction of his former self. Jodie considered including his head in her gender-swapping overhaul, but refrained. She liked Reed as he was, his normal head atop an attractive female body.


  But that new organ standing stiff on her crotch demanded more.


  That more became evident when Kate and Reed suddenly seemed less interested in each other; they locked eyes with Jodie and began crawling toward her, both of them drooling from the mouths and exaggeratedly rolling their hips back and forth.


  “Jodie,” Kate whispered first. “You didn’t tell me you had a cock. Can I have a taste?”


  “Me too,” Reed said. “I love cocks. Can I swallow every last drop? Puh-leez?”


  Jodie was about to let them. They floated off the bed, gliding through the air. Kate came first, grabbing Jodie’s leg to stabilize herself. Then Reed was next to her. Together, they stared Jodie in the eye while lowering their heads and sticking out their tongues, almost touching her well-engorged member.


  No!


  Instantly, Jodie found herself back in her own bedroom, her head in her hands.


  She had gone too far! Kate and Reed were both good people, and not deserving of her rewriting their brains like computer code. Despite their obedient attitudes, she couldn’t imagine anything but their real personalities locked away, screaming inside their own heads as they performed a repulsive, sexual act against their will.


  Changing their bodies for fun was one thing. But their minds? That was wrong.


  Jodie had no idea why she had earned this power. Or if there was a reason at all. But taking advantage of her friends was not how to go about using it.


  But that didn’t mean there weren’t people out there who maybe deserved a little something.
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  The following day, Jodie played a little magical dress-up in front of her bedroom’s full-length mirror, toying with her hair. Since high school, she’d always gone for the Zooey Deschanel waves and bangs, and with her newfound power it was a cinch to perfectly replicate the starlet’s mane with no washing or costly stylists. To cap it off, she improved her eyesight—negating the need for corrective lenses. In the reflection, she even thought she looked like Zooey Deschanel a tad bit, probably from more subconscious alterations.


  But then that felt lame. She was trying to be the same person, when in reality her current self and her high school self couldn’t have been more different. She had gosh-darn magical powers now.


  Smirking, Jodie erased her years of growth. What remained was a more-radical short crop of blonde hair, very much in the vein of contemporary Kristen Stewart. Her reflection was unsettling as her mind adjusted to it. But soon the confidence was bubbling through her as she admired the new ’do. It totally changed her face!


  She looked more adventurous. More take-chancy. More rule-breaky.


  Out with the nerd, in with the bad bitch.


  To compliment her new outlook, appropriate attire emerged out of thin air. The go-to ensemble was a black tank top with HOCUS POCUS across the chest, which then morphed to THE B*TCH LIFE, when then morphed to a muscle car pulling a smoking-tire wheelie. That was better. And not so obnoxious! Underneath the tuned-up hot rod, her breasts swelled outward slightly, reaching her ideal cup size. For the bottom half, her dark jeans shrank into tight shorts. She lauded their fit—which then became a touch tighter—as she rotated in front of the mirror.


  But it was missing something. Her outfit needed that extra touch.


  Then she figured it out: fishnets.


  The final result was the polar opposite of how she’d grown up, and a style she would’ve never attempted without the guarantee of a magical undo. Her altered reflection gave off the vibe of a band groupie, but she totally rocked it!


  Except…


  The shorts were a ladies’ cut. That was fine, but she wasn’t exactly a lady. The anomaly made a rather substantial bulge in the front, struggling with denim that had been designed for a flat groin. It was an easy fix, though. In a flash, her cock had a comfortable amount of room. Of course, the new pouch in front announced to everyone else that she had a cock, but that wasn’t a problem, was it? She could’ve gone outside naked.


  Who was going to stop her?


  Jodie stuck to the rules of ordinary humans when heading to the Techorus campus. She walked to the bus stop, rode the bus, walked the rest of the way. What could have been instantaneous travel instead took twenty minutes. But she was fine with it. It allowed her to flaunt her new style—for which she received plenty of looks from guys and girls alike.


  And again she questioned if she was making this happen, if the attention came of their free will or she was forcing them to look.


  Either way, it was a nice feeling! As a nerd she’d been invisible.


  Those days were over.


  She arrived at the Techorus campus a little early. She seated herself in an outdoor bench and waited while cars and buses dropped off the employees. The impulse to go hog wild with her future coworkers was nigh impossible, but she held off. Instead, she smiled and waved as they filed inside to begin the workday.


  Until one particular new intern showed up for his personalized tour.


  Danny Lutz was far too handsome. He’d been concocted from a vat of Hollywood celebrities’ DNA, chiseled into a man who looked like he would eventually run a company. Jodie pondered if this was the reason: physical appearance. Perhaps Techorus had investigated her past, discovered she was a lonely nerd, while Danny had played sports and been popular.


  It only infuriated her more to think about the company deciding on their new intern based on anything other than a demonstrated mastery of the skills required.


  Screw their brand image, she thought.


  “Danny!” she said, waving and getting up to go meet him. “What’s up, sunshine?”


  He regarded her appearance with a raised eyebrow. “Jodie? What are you doing here? And when did you cut your hair?”


  “This morning. And I’m here to help you find your new job.”


  “But I thought you didn’t make the cut.”


  “Actually, Danny, I always make the cut from now on.”


  They walked through the automatic doors. Jodie had visited Techorus a couple times to introduce herself to management, so she was already familiar with the layout. She escorted Danny over to the receptionist, who had him sign in. Jodie, on the other hand, just smiled and nodded like she owned the place. The receptionist was an attractive woman with curly blonde hair, her body stuffed into a tight-fitting blouse with the top couple buttons undone.


  Hm, Jodie wondered. Did the tech-bros want her showing off cleavage?


  Which reminded her: during her visit, she’d seen a lot of men working here. Hardly any women. There were tons of women getting into software engineering lately, but the Techorus workforce disproportionately leaned toward men.


  That could be adjusted.


  Then the receptionist stood up and introduced herself. “Hi, I’m Stacy,” she said, smiling and extending her hand.


  Jodie shook it. “Nice to meet you. Your new office is waiting on the third floor. I hope you like it! It’s got a fantastic view of the town.”


  “Thank you so much. I can’t wait to get started!”


  Now for the fun.


  Stacy began taking off her clothes right there, first the blouse and then the skirt. She laid them both neatly in a pile—which further grew with the addition of her bra and panties. No one took notice of her nudity. And Jodie didn’t leave her that way for long. She proceeded toward the elevators in more-modest business attire representing her new, less-sexist role in the company. She also received a healthy pay bump.


  Jodie cleared her throat.


  Now it was Danny’s turn. He went around the desk and started taking off his clothes. Visitors came and signed in during this. Jodie greeted and directed them while the new intern stripped down to his birthday suit.


  When he was fully nude, he reached into the pile of Stacy’s former clothes, beginning with her underwear. Without hesitating, he thrust his hairy legs through the panties, tugged them up over his hips, and then grabbed the bra. Jodie felt immensely giddy when she caught sight of that improper bulge in his underwear diminishing in size. There was barely a nub remaining as the bra went on, and he expertly latched the hooks in the back.


  Everywhere at once, a steady metamorphosis set in. By the time Danny was getting himself into the skirt, his feet and lower legs had slimmed into dainty proportions; the opposite was true farther up, with his thighs and hips achieving a healthy, fertile plumpness. And what of the deflating package inside his panties? Totally gone! He had to shimmy and wrestle with the skirt, but once it was zipped up it pleasantly accentuated his fat-bottomed figure. When it was the blouse’s turn, his upper body raced to catch up with his lower body, with his torso shrinking down while two growths expanded to fill the cups of the bra.


  Jodie was initially disappointed that Stacy had only been a B-cup. But why be constrained by that? Smiling to herself, she watched Danny’s maturing orbs enlarge through the alphabet, demanding the new D-cup support his bra now offered. And if that wasn’t enough, padding in the cups pushed them even closer and tighter together, creating quite the tremendous rack!


  Before the blouse went on, she changed his bra and panties into a seductive red color—and made the blouse itself just transparent enough to show this.


  As blonde curls erupted from his scalp, Jodie contemplated a deep makeover to the former intern’s face, but decided on basic feminization: removing the facial hair, trimming the eyebrows, adding on makeup and jewelry. He made for a broad-faced lady, but he was definitely a lady. All the contours were authentic.


  Danny sighed. “I can’t believe it’s my first day.”


  Oops. Forgot the voice! Jodie dialed it up.


  Danny: “I’m so nervous working for this prestigious company, even as a receptionist. Do you think I look all right?”


  “Absolutely,” she said, holding back laughter. “Just show a little more skin. They’ll forgive the first-time jitters as long as you’re showing cleavage.”


  “Good idea,” Danny said, undoing the top two buttons of his blouse. Even dressed up professionally like he was, he more resembled a stripper. How fitting!


  Jodie excised that thought before her cock influenced her next conjuring.


  Then someone else said, “Jodie! Glad you could stop by this morning!”


  She turned and saw Matt, the Techorus job recruiter. His appearance was everything hipster: the plaid shirt with the suspenders and a more-on-top haircut. He twiddled a pen while she shook his hand, letting him spill all the juicy details about her new office upstairs—along with the surprise that she’d be getting paid a base salary.


  “If you’ll follow me,” he said, “I’ll get you started.”


  “Wait,” Jodie said. “Don’t you think you should pick up your pen first?”


  “My—”


  Right at that moment, his fiddling fingers lost grip of the pen. He bent down to retrieve it. Standing back up, the new Matt wiped fiery red curls out of his eyes. In place of the boring shirt and slacks, a red dress hugged his very female figure—the last details of which pushing out as Jodie added the final touches. Like Danny, he had the bust and hips to draw the attention of every man in a hundred-yard radius. Matt, however, had a taste for high-priced lingerie, a hobby of uploading racy Instagram photos, and an addiction for seducing his bosses.


  He cleared his throat. “Excuse me, Ms. Hott. If you lead the way, I’ll introduce you to your new office.”


  “Thank you, Matt. Danny, you want to come too?”


  “Absolutely, Ms. Hott. After you.”


  They rode the elevator up to the sixth floor. The whole time, Jodie deliberated having more ambitious goals. It was easily within her power to take control of the company, to seat herself in the CEO’s chair. But like with her roommates, she wasn’t greedy; she would be perfectly happy with the software engineering job she’d been training for. And that’s what she got.


  The office was pleasingly sized. Not huge or anything. But better than a cubicle. She went over to the windows and gazed out, reveling in the moment of finally having the job she’d worked so hard for.


  Danny: “Let us see your cock.”


  Matt: “Yes! I need your cum oozing down my throat.”


  Danny: “Mm, all of it!”


  Jodie turned around. Her two gender-swapped companions were nude, kneeling on the carpet, their hands caressing each other. At the same time, her cock had burst free of its denim compartment and hung out in front of her, no longer the six or seven inches but a substantial nine or ten. Pre-cum oozed from the thick roll of foreskin that served as its head.


  She imagined the new girls using their mouths.


  Then they were. Their tongues. Their lips. They were licking it and kissing it, worshiping her manhood as if itself were a god.


  No, she thought. Stop this.


  But it felt so good! She wanted her abundant cum to fill their bellies, to fill their slits, to make use of their bodies in a way only sperm could, making them bloat and grow with life inside. Womb after womb, offspring after offspring.


  “No!”


  And then Matt and Danny were gone. Vanished.


  Jodie realized she was standing in a puddle of her own cum.
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  “Hey, all! I would like to introduce my new friends, Danny and Matt,” Jodie announced.


  Kate and Reed rose from the sofa and came over for a smiling, happy reception. Although Jodie had long since finished sculpting their bodies, some subliminal magic had continued to gradually carve their flesh. Below the neck, each one could’ve been a supermodel! And they dressed like they knew as much: midriff-baring tops, miles of cleavage, skintight jeans. They shook the hands of the new guests.


  The new girls went through the formalities. They were not wearing clothes. Though like Jodie’s roommate and her boyfriend, they were spectacularly curved and checked every box to grace the future cover of a Maxim magazine—had they not been sworn to Jodie as loyal servants, of course!


  Maybe one day they would earn their freedom.


  She hadn’t really thought that far ahead.


  “I must say, excellent job with these two,” Kate said, as if privy to their shape-shifted punishment. “You have a fine eye, Jodie.”


  “Agreed,” Reed said. “They’ll fit right in.”


  “Thank you for this opportunity,” Danny and Matt said almost in unison. They stood with their hands at their sides and chests out, like soldiers for their drill instructor.


  Jodie relished in her full control, even willing away an unattractive mole off Danny’s chest to make his full, perky tits absolutely flawless. Both girls’ nipples were standing at full attention. Perhaps it was Jodie’s doing; perhaps not. She was worrying less about the little things like that and just going along with it. In the same way that both girls’ pubic hair had been neatly trimmed and styled. It just suited them, and the input to alter it was just automatic, like an unnoticeable reflex.


  “Danny and Matt,” Jodie said. “Listen to Kate and Reed. They will be your masters. You are not to disobey them. And you are not to disobey me. Understood?”


  “Yes,” they both said. “We are here to serve.”


  “Right you are.”


  From there, the party split off. Kate had some dishes to finish cleaning; for the task, she recruited the blonde-haired Danny and led him over to the kitchen sink and explained the situation. Before long, the new girl’s hands were scrubbing and washing the dirty pile. Reed wanted help with an upcoming exam, and chose the red-haired Matt for his study partner. Jodie made sure to enhance Matt’s mind with the appropriate smarts to fully help Reed.


  Afterward, Jodie just smiled and enjoyed the scene as the naked Danny toiled at the sink while Kate went off and started watching HBO Max.


  She made extra sure Danny and Matt were happy being ordered to do chores. She didn’t want them to feel like they were suffering. Too cruel!


  Their punishment didn’t have to be ugly and sadistic. Just lightheartedly appropriate.


  As for their nudity, well they had terrific-looking bodies!


  Jodie wasn’t a lesbian, but their female forms were just pleasing to look at. And it was her handiwork, after all. Why not continue admiring it?


  The extra help around the apartment became useful over the following days. For the most part, the new duo helped whichever master they had been initially assigned to. Kate sent Danny to the grocery store, had him take over laundry duties, and ordered him to spend the weekend cleaning around the apartment—a more diligent routine than Matt, who mainly just cooked food, went out to fetch mail, and played video games with Reed. Nonetheless, Jodie was happy that her two new friends both found ways to satisfy their masters. She also made the sofa a fold-out model so they had someplace to sleep. No sense in commanding them to curl up on the floor during the night as if they were pets! They were so much more than that.


  Their presence became an everyday cycle. It started to feel normal. Jodie even went entire days without using her magic powers once.


  But a problem persisted. And it didn’t involve Danny or Matt—who were cute and perfect in every way imaginable.


  The problem was Jodie’s cock.


  Ever since it had become a new piece of her body, it had continued growing. Day after day, another inch was added. Sometimes even two. Which quickly added up! After welcoming two new members to the Jodie-and-Kate household, and after a weekend of employing their tireless services, Jodie was looking at a very humongous issue.


  No exaggeration, her penis hung all the way to her knee like a stunted, malformed third leg. She’d stopped wearing pants and underwear altogether when heading out—no reason to when all of society could be made to ignore that mutated, thick log she carried around. It was as wide as a jar of pickles, as long as her thigh. And no matter how much she strained herself mentally trying to envision herself without that hideous monster, it wouldn’t vanish.


  She was stuck with it. And also the vast jungle of dark pubic hair that not only covered her entire pubic area but went back between her legs and into her ass crack.


  It could be trimmed, but what was the point?


  The next day, it was back again! Like Tim Allen’s beard in The Santa Clause.


  Out of all her reality-altering and mind-bending powers, the cock worried her the most. Surely it wouldn’t keep growing for all eternity, would it? She sensed that it wasn’t just a random growth; it actually belonged to another animal, a creature. A creature that lived in the lush, humid jungle she kept dreaming about. How she’d acquired it, she had no idea. Probably by the same forces that gifted her domination over life and flesh. Represented by that strange crystal.


  One evening, Jodie was observing her ever-lengthening complication in the bathroom mirror. She’d climbed onto a stool and laid her fat cock on the countertop, letting it dribble out pre-cum into the sink basin. The foreskin was ridiculous. Not only had it stretched with her expanding prick, but it drooped off the end like an adult coat sleeve on a child’s arm. The pre-cum had a tendency to pool inside it, meaning she had to constantly lift it up and drain it out.


  Definitely the daily hobby she’d always wanted!


  I could use some help with this damn thing, she thought.


  And then, like magic, someone said, “Need help?”


  Danny Lutz stood in the doorway. Jodie had gotten so accustomed to his nudity that his breasts and crotch didn’t even deserve a glance. He smiled at her, happy to assist in any way desired.


  Jodie pondered. And as she pondered, her softball-sized nuts ached. They’d been growing too, and they felt ready to pop.


  “I suppose you can,” she said. “Only if you like the taste of cum, dearest Danny.”


  His eyes brightened. “It’s my favorite!”


  Of course it was. What a coincidence!


  Jodie hefted her chunky, wrinkly log off the countertop, wincing as it swung down and slapped her thighs. The thing must’ve weighed a few pounds. Danny strolled in. The boy was already getting down onto his knees to dutifully service her before she could even fathom just how he was going to fit her monster into his little mouth.


  There was no way. Unless of course she made his mouth wider. Yeah, that wouldn’t be freaky at all!


  But as she considered this, Danny was already interacting with her foreskin; he had pushed his fingers inside it and was stretching it out widthwise. It was astonishingly elastic. The interior was also delightfully sensitive. The whole time, she’d never explored that aspect of her cock. She’d only stroked it—which still worked just fine based on her plentiful, explosive orgasms.


  Danny had gotten the loose foreskin to be insanely cavernous, wider than a dinner plate when stretched out. Then he was trying to shove his face inside it.


  What the…?


  “Danny, I don’t…” she started.


  But he wasn’t listening. Not even magically.


  It got weirder and weirder as his fingers elongated the skin, expanding it like pizza dough. As he wrapped it over his face, she could make out the impression of his brow and cheekbones; the skin became partially translucent. And it hurt a little to have that part of her cock so spread open. Yet he persisted, wiggling his face deeper into the cocoon that her foreskin created, stretching it back over his blonde curls until it looked like it was consuming him.


  Sometime around this point, the skin surpassed the widest portion of his skull. He slithered it on down the back of his head, alternating with the front to wrap it below his chin.


  Until his entire head was encased in her malleable cock-sheath.


  “Danny?” she asked.


  Underneath, she felt his tongue against her manhood—the real part of it, maybe even a glans that she’d never known existed. It entered his mouth. Wowza! All at once, her crotch exploded in pleasure as Danny’s lips encircled something firm and sensitive. She bucked forward, putting her hands on the boy’s shoulders to support herself. Involuntarily, her hips began thrusting, filling his mouth and stabbing his throat with her needy erection.


  She wondered how he could breathe like that. The foreskin completely covered his face and head and every orifice from the neck up, and it wasn’t loose to allow air inside. But then her fingers encountered little slits on the boy’s back, beneath the base of his neck and in between his shoulder blades. There were two columns, three stacked in either column, sort of like a fish’s gills. She felt the air evacuating and inhaling repeatedly.


  He was breathing somehow.


  Had she done that?


  She hadn’t pictured freakin’ gills or whatever they were, though.


  In any case, the unusual blowjob was too good to call quits. Invisible to her eyes, she sensed her raging hard-on—the actual organ underneath the blanket of foreskin—penetrate the boy’s throat. It was somewhat flexible, able to bend into his esophagus. Although this disallowed anything in the way of thrusting for fear that she might injure him, Danny kept working his mouth and lips nonstop, sucking and massaging her prick, coaxing it toward climax.


  “Oh fuck,” she panted, clenching his shoulders and feeling that pressure ready to blow. It developed deeper in her balls this time; it spread throughout her lower navel, churning and bubbling, teasing her with spikes of mind-numbing bliss and relentless urgency. She swore she could feel the cum itself rising into the base of her cock, like a million little bullets ready to be fired into the boy’s throat.


  And then: release.


  Jodie swung a leg over her partner and squatted down, dumping her load straight down Danny’s esophagus with no possible escape for it. Huge, voluminous surges ejected out, at least five or six in a row that were all equally powerful and amazing and made her almost pass out.


  Never did a single drop leak out. The foreskin remained skintight, like it was vacuum-sealed to Danny’s face. Yet there must’ve been enough cum to fill a mug. Nonetheless, her oral servant seemed to take it all and swallow it down.


  Jodie was sweating and panting when the process was all said and done. She felt drained between her legs, and drained mentally.


  She began peeling off the foreskin layer.


  There came a brief shock when Danny’s scalp appeared. There was no hair whatsoever! Not even bumps like there were follicles. Instead, he looked like he had never had hair there in the first place. His head was entirely smooth.


  Thankfully his face was unchanged. The foreskin tugged off as he was licking his lips. His eyes looked up at her.


  “Uh, Danny?” she asked.


  “Yes?” he said sweetly.


  “Are you okay?”


  “Of course. I hope you’re okay. That was a fantastically big meal. And so tasty. Thank you for choosing me.”


  “Um. Sure.”


  Right then, as Jodie was contemplating just what the devil she had actually done, and what kind of cock this was—definitely not from any Earth animal—Matt appeared in the doorway and cocked his hip out.


  “Me next?” he asked.
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  Jodie awoke with a start. The first clue that she wasn’t in her bedroom was the temperature and humidity. It was downright swampy. And there was no trace of walls; instead her new surroundings resembled something like a pavilion with a perimeter banister. But the wood of its structure wasn’t expertly milled. It was instead logs and twigs tied together. Treetops swayed in the breeze just outside under a dark, midnight sky.


  It’s that dream again, she realized. But never had it been so vivid! She could feel the sweat that caked her, the hard padding of whatever surface she was sprawled out upon, the eyes—


  The creature that was fanning her with a broad, green leaf was humanoid. But only generally. It had similar proportions, similar arms and legs. But its lanky body was covered in deep brown fur. And its eyes—pools of black—were farther apart, kind of like a fish’s. Also, what seemed to be its mouth was more of a round hole, like a gaping sphincter. Its head, contrary to its body, was entirely hairless.


  “Um,” Jodie started, tucking her nude body away from the strange being. “Hello? I seem to be a little lost here. Do you know what’s happening?”


  Then the creature dropped the leaf and ran away, fleeing down a swinging bridge between more treetops. It turned a corner and vanished among the dense canopy.


  Jodie sat there for a moment, gathering her thoughts. She tried pinching her skin to snap herself back to reality and the apartment, but the pavilion-thing remained. She also tried conjuring clothes, but that didn’t work either. Whatever this place was, it apparently invalidated her sorcery. After a few minutes of waiting, she tiptoed over to the banister and looked down. The ground was obscured by leaves and branches and a dense fog about fifty yards beneath her feet. Gripping the log that served as the railing, she could feel the whole structure swaying in the breeze. Like some gargantuan treehouse.


  Looking up, she saw two moons.


  Oh, she thought. This isn’t even Earth. Of course. Why didn’t that come to mind?


  She’d been transported from her bedroom to an alien planet. How perfectly expected!


  No one came for a time. She meandered around the space, looking out at the strange world that stretched underneath her. One side was endless forest; the other showed mountains off in the distance, their peaks possibly higher than anything in America. Throughout this, her cock was distractingly hard. She stroked it occasionally, knowing if she were back home she could’ve gotten Danny or Matt to lend a mouth. It also kept leaking pre-cum everywhere.


  She hoped whoever owned this place wouldn’t mind the mess.


  Maybe she just had to announce that she came in peace. That’s what they did in the movies!


  Roughly thirty minutes later, she heard footsteps approaching. Who they belonged to was not the gangly creature of before. Coming via the swinging bridge was a figure about eight or nine feet tall, heavily muscled, with almost a snout sticking out of its face. It had ivory-white tusks, sort of like an elephant’s. Its feet were massive hooves. It kind of resembled a hairy, freakish minotaur. The whole pavilion shook as it stomped toward her.


  Jodie wondered if she was in trouble. Like, if they spoke English, she could explain her plight, that this was a total accident, that she hadn’t meant to come here. But she didn’t even have Google Translate to back her up!


  The minotaur creature clomped into the pavilion, snorting like he was winded.


  She assumed it was a he, anyway. The larger size struck her as masculine, although she knew males weren’t always larger than females in the animal kingdom.


  And also he didn’t have a cock. He had…


  A pale-skinned vagina.


  “Oh,” Jodie said, recognizing the implications. “Oh. Crap. Uh, look. I didn’t take it.” She tried to wave her arms apologetically, as humans would, but that easily could’ve been misconstrued as an offensive gesture by their species. “Look. I don’t know how to say it, or how to make you understand me, but I didn’t cause any of this. I don’t think? It just sort of happened one day.”


  The minotaur grunted.


  “And I don’t really know how to swap it back,” Jodie admitted. It was the truth. She’d been trying to alter her cock since when she’d found that stupid crystal, but it was immune to her powers somehow. Otherwise she’d demonstrate and surrender her cock instantly.


  So they were at an impasse. Besides some really risky and unethical surgery, there was no way she could return her genitals to the upset minotaur.


  She was stuck with his manhood.


  “Sorry,” she said bashfully. “I can’t fix this.”


  More company arrived. Jodie recognized the fish-eyed creature she’d initially woken up to—or maybe it was a different one. It carried a sheaf of something like parchment, although rough-edged and unevenly shaped. On it was a drawing. The black-marked impression of the magical crystal that was back home on her computer desk. The minotaur held out his massive hand and pointed at his palm as if to say place it here.


  “I don’t have it on me,” she explained. “I’d have to go back to my bedroom.”


  The minotaur tapped his palm more forcefully.


  Jodie rotated all the way around just to show her guests that she had no pockets.


  The minotaur grunted. Then he stomped over toward her, his leathery lips made into something like an angry snarl. She thought she was about to become food. With tusks like those, her puny human flesh stood no chance!


  Instead, he grabbed her left wrist and held out her hand like his. Then he tapped the side of his cranium.


  Use my mind? she wondered. Assuming his species had their brains behind their eyeballs as humans did.


  In any case, she closed her eyes and focused deeply on the dark crystal, recalling it from another galaxy or maybe another dimension—wherever Earth was in relation to this strange planet. Her hand began to feel warm and tingly, and then a gentle weight pressed into her palm.


  When she opened her eyes, the crystal was there.


  The fish-eyed creature made a clicking sound with its mouth. Happiness? The minotaur clicked back. Then his massive, fuzzy hand reached down and took the crystal. He inspected it as if to confirm its authenticity, and that she wasn’t trying to deceive him.


  Hardly! She didn’t want his cock any more than he probably wanted her vagina. She wondered if the fish-eyed creatures were his servants. Like maybe he was in charge of a harem or something, and she’d inherited some of that power by taking the crystal.


  Truthfully, she’d probably never know for sure.


  The minotaur looked at her and grunted. Then he enclosed his hand tightly around the magical rock and waved it across her sightline—


  Jodie awoke with a start. Around her was her familiar bedroom, every detail how she remembered. Although she was still hot and sweaty, the temperature in the room was much cooler. She relaxed back into the mattress, feeling refreshed by the air conditioning and the ceiling fan wafting a gentle breeze at her face.


  Gods, she thought. Being stuck in that strange world sure would’ve been a nightmare!


  Amid thoughts of those two moons and the tall minotaur creature, her hand roamed over to her crotch. Where her fingertips should’ve come into contact with a grotesque, inhuman shaft there was just air. And tucked up tightly against her groin were the familiar folds. She cheerfully rubbed her vagina, which felt odd and unusual after possessing a cock for several days. Nonetheless, she was glad to have it back.


  Sitting up, Jodie felt a little less lively—and not just because it was morning. She saw her phone on the nightstand. She reached out her hand to catch it, but nothing happened. Her telekinetic powers, along with her cock, had disappeared.


  She was a little upset at that. Sure, it had been unfair to have power over mind and body and bend reality to her will. Sure, she’d taken advantage of people, although not as much as she could have. Sure, she didn’t deserve such abilities.


  But it had been fun.


  And going back to her normal, boring life just felt icky.


  What the hell was there to look forward to?


  Her bedroom door swung open, and in strutted a naked, bald woman. “Ms. Hott,” the person said, sauntering over to the closet and sliding open the door. “It’s past your alarm! You need to get dressed for work. Oh, I should really do laundry later.”


  Jodie’s eyes widened. “Matt?”


  And then the other woman came in.


  Danny was carrying a plate of freshly made pancakes in one hand and a glass of orange juice in the other. “I made breakfast. Eat up before it cools down. I don’t want you beginning your day on an empty stomach.”


  Jodie just looked on, dumbfounded, as the two gender-swapped boys went about getting her ready for her job at Techorus. Matt laid out a complete outfit while Danny set down her food on the desk. Then they came to stand in front of her like two robots waiting for their next command.


  She didn’t have her cock and powers anymore, but nothing had been undone. Which meant she had two loyal servants and a roommate whose boyfriend was female below the neck.


  She looked up at the two naked girls and laughed.


  Actually, she had lots to look forward to!
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  A very furry alarm clock came to wish me a slobbery rise and shine. Kevin’s yellow Labrador, Buddy, sniffed breakfast—in the form of several kernels of Cheetos-brand popcorn—all over my chest. I’d fallen asleep with the bag, and at some point had spilled them over myself.


  So that’s how low I’d fallen. Sleeping on a couch that had probably been alive through the Civil Rights era, then eating junk food to help me doze off.


  “Hey,” I mumbled, lazily swiping my hand at Buddy, who determinedly came back for more.


  On second thought, dog drool was a better alternative to cheese dust.


  And I was too lazy to find Kevin’s vacuum cleaner.


  I didn’t know what time it was, or even what day for a moment—Monday, yes. Without a job, all the days of the week sort of blurred into miserable sunrises and disappointing sunsets. Mornings were the perfect time to remember my optimistic academic future, abbreviated shortly after high school when my parents’ divorce had gone nuclear on so many bank accounts that even my college savings fund was obliterated. After that my grades hardly mattered; I didn’t have the steady income and my parents were so wrathful toward each other that they might as well have forgotten about their son.


  So now my life was couches. And rejected applications for everything from retail stores to fast food restaurants. For whatever reason, no employer wanted me.


  It was like I was cursed.


  Buddy continued to lick me even though he’d gobbled up all the major popcorn kernels. He whined as I sat up and shooed him away.


  “Yeah, thanks,” I muttered, patting him on the head. “Good boy.”


  A couple things: my body was aching like I’d slept on a bed of rocks, and something was itching around my ears. I reached a hand there. Hair. But that was impossible. I’d gotten it clipped two weeks ago. And as my hand ventured farther up my scalp, I discovered that it wasn’t just long over my ears. It was long everywhere. Long enough that it was beginning to curl somewhat—a gift from my mom’s side of the family. I always got my hair cut when it started to curl. So unless—


  I rubbed my chin—smooth. I looked at my fingernails—longer. I grabbed my chest—sore.


  “Oh shit.”


  So, about being cursed…


  Confirming that I wasn’t hallucinating, Buddy was staring at me funny. Well, not so much me as my crotch. He’d tease his snout in between my legs, take a few whiffs, then retreat and tilt his head sideways, causing his ears to flop over. Then he’d do it again. And he whined.


  “Same, man,” I told him.


  I raised my shirt up. My lack of chest hair wasn’t an immediate giveaway since I didn’t have much hair to begin with, but my nipples sure were. Pink and puffy, they were evidently distended from my pectorals—whose definition had been drastically reduced behind a soft, pudgy layer of fat. I tentatively brushed my hand across one such freakish nipple, and winced as the little nub rapidly stiffened into the cool air. The other one, unprovoked, swelled to match its sibling. My chest, as a whole, wasn’t different enough to receive any odd looks in locker rooms or such, but that pubescent roundness was beginning to take shape.


  I dreaded to know what my chest would look like by this weekend.


  Fuck.


  Kevin’d had friends over on Saturday. That must’ve been it. Someone there had been infected, even though I’d barely mingled with the half dozen people.


  FAP-19. Just my luck.


  Speaking of the party host and the couch donor himself, Kevin strolled into the living room with a toothbrush in his mouth, right as I had my shirt raised. His gaze snapped to my budding mounds, and he froze. With widened eyes, he backpedaled from the room and exited almost at a full run, stumbling along the way.


  “Kevin!” I called after him. “It’s fine. It happened two days ago. Calm down.”


  But he returned with a washcloth clamped over his mouth and a can of Lysol. He began spraying the whole room, especially any region around the couch—including me. Buddy barked and fled into the kitchen.


  “Kevin!” I coughed, waving away the cloud of disinfectant. “Stop! Dude, I’m not contagious anymore. People aren’t contagious when they start to exhibit the symptoms.”


  I noticed his short hair. Unchanged. And the hair on his arms was still as wild and dark as ever. How he had avoided being infected after the party and with me bunking in his living room, I hadn’t the slightest idea. But he was one lucky asshole.


  “Mm fur?” he asked.


  “I can’t understand you with that thing covering your mouth.”


  He hesitantly removed the makeshift mask—albeit keeping a distance of five or six feet with the Lysol extended in his hand like I was a giant germ. “You sure?” he asked.


  “Pretty sure. That’s how it’s worked for the millions of people infected all over the world.” I dropped my shirt when his staring got to be uncomfortable.


  “Oh,” he said. “Damn, man. That sucks.”


  I ran a hand through my longer hair. “Story of my life.”


  “So. How big are they going to get?”


  I sighed. “You know, I’ve heard the virus can live for a few days on people’s clothes. You might want to spray yours.”


  “Really?”


  I nodded gravely.


  Mask on, Kevin marched toward his bedroom. A moment later, I heard the Lysol can in action, spraying what was surely a monsoon of disinfectant into his hamper and dresser and closet.


  I just laughed. It was one way to poke fun at a shitty situation, but it didn’t change the facts. My bloodstream was currently flooded with estrogen, and my body was feeling the effects of it. At least FAP-19 wasn’t a life-threatening disease, I supposed. It could’ve been worse. Although my manhood was a goner for three months.


  Jesus. Reddit threads of dudes adjusting to new feminine lifestyles for three months were always entertaining, but now I had that challenge ahead of me.


  Suddenly their boobs and anatomy alterations didn’t seem so amusing.


  Christ, I was actually going to have a pussy for three months!


  And no telling how old I was going to get.


  With Kevin busy fumigating his personal belongings, I got up and ambled into the bathroom. Theorizing that I was two days into my infection, my naked body wasn’t quite showing off its feminine attributes yet, although it was on the fast track to womanhood no doubt. My aforementioned boobs were my primary concern. Firm and swollen, they projected a little ways. They were too young to jiggle and bounce, but that would change. Elsewhere, my torso was slightly slimmer, my body hair was sparser, and my thighs were kind of fleshy—a combination, I guessed, of my body’s diminished muscle mass and fat redistribution.


  Interestingly, my dick so far was feeling the sacrificial punishment less so than my testicles. What was left of my scrotum was no larger than a marble.


  Later that day, it had completely vanished, leaving me with a wrinkly fold of skin underneath the base of my dick. My testicles’ grave.


  Other than convincing Kevin that his manhood was potentially under attack by invisible viral particles that he spent the entire day on the lookout for, our lives didn’t really change that much. By now, FAP-19 was so ingrained into the topic of young men’s health that it was no longer traumatic when guys contracted it. After all, it typically wasn’t dangerous; it was just a different type of flu.


  A flu with some very dramatic and long-lasting side effects.


  Hooray for me.


  My ongoing sex change was well documented by the mirror and my peering eyes throughout the week, which scrutinized every source of ache and soreness in my body as another potential stepping stone through fast-forwarded female puberty. My breast buds went through rapid growth, and I quickly looked back on the slight swelling stage with fond memories once there was a clear and distinct mound quality to them, and no shirt in my wardrobe was baggy enough to hide them from the world. On one hand, I marveled at how my chest could transform so quickly—it was merely Thursday when I could actually cup and hold my new tits. On the other hand, I was a little distraught that I could squeeze them together and make cleavage.


  There was nothing really fun about them. They were mostly a burden, and the nipples ached something fierce from rubbing up against my T-shirts all day.


  My hair continued on a freefall path to my shoulders. Every hair follicle on my face below my eyebrows just disappeared, or became so fine and faint that I had to look closely to find it. My eyebrows crawled a little upward; my lips puffed a little outward. And the targeted regions of weight loss—my waist—and weight gain—my thighs—had me developing a slight figure after a few days of the girl flu.


  Mainly I was just fucking tired. Which sucked because I kept searching for a job in the meantime, all while trying to present myself as male.


  I thought if I kept my hair in a ponytail and bound my new chest growths down—with duct tape—no one could tell. Some guys had long hair, and some guys were feminine. Surely employers wouldn’t discriminate for that!


  But during one interview for a warehouse position, my voice cracked up a couple octaves during my round of questioning with the bald interviewer, and no amount of clearing my throat would bring it back down to a manly level. And just like that my secret was out.


  He gave me a look-over. “Are you infected?”


  I nodded and squeaked out, “Yeah. But that’s not an issue.”


  The interviewer grunted. “Three months while being easily exhausted and weak is kind of an issue for a physically demanding job, son. There’s a lot of heavy lifting.”


  “I’m not weak,” I defended, in my new high-pitched and girly voice. “And you’re coming off as kind of sexist for assuming I’d be weaker as a girl.”


  “It’s not sexism. It’s the virus. Some guys with FAP-19 have about the same stamina as pregnant women. I’ve had a few who worked here and caught it, and they couldn’t last a couple hours without passing out.” He shrugged. His one and only display of sympathy.


  Rejected, again.


  Just like my manhood was rejecting me.


  Speaking of my manhood—and its continuing inward retreat into my lower abdomen—I woke up Friday morning with blood in my underwear. I was so freaked out that I instantly installed the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION on my phone and started a profile, just so I could consult the HELP topics. Blood, I read, was uncommon but not necessarily a sign of a serious health issue. Sometimes the tissue of the emerging vaginal wall was too thin and would bleed occasionally, although it should cease within a week or two after the sex change was complete.


  My mind hung on those words like they were a different language.


  Vaginal. Wall.


  I ventured a hand to my unrecognizable crotch, where the puny remainder of my cock still remained, now about as long and stubby as my thumb on the rare occasion I achieved an erection. I’d still been peeing out of it. So at least I hadn’t been deprived of that freedom yet. But underneath—around the burial site of my long-lost testicles—I discovered some new folds of skin, wrapped around a deeper central fold.


  Not really a fold at all. A gash. A slit.


  Without meaning to, I dipped a finger inside myself. That sudden and unexpected penetration tensed every single muscle in my body, and even rose the hairs on my neck. I couldn’t pull my finger out fast enough.


  What had been inserted was covered in blood.


  Shit.


  My solution to that problem was to stuff Kleenexes in my underwear.


  That weekend, Kevin’s girlfriend came over, and they kicked me out of the apartment so they could have some romantic privacy. I slept in the tiny backseat of my Ford Focus. Or tried to. Mostly, I was trying to figure out how my luck was going to turn around. Because I felt like I had been dropped down a mountainside, tumbling and slamming into every boulder on my way toward the bottom, with no idea how far I still had to go.
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  Days after infection: 8


  Estimated age: 24


   


   


   


  It was Sunday evening. I was standing in the aisle of feminine hygiene products at the local CVS Pharmacy. Growing up, I’d always avoided these aisles. They were off-limits. Having caught FAP-19—and being in need of the products these sort of aisles offered—didn’t make it any less weird. In fact, I still felt like I was trespassing.


  There were so many options. One shelf was the standard tampons in various quantities and brands. Should I get those? Another shelf was pads—anything from small, absorbent inserts for women’s underwear, like Maxi Pads, to larger panty liners and briefs that resembled diapers. And mixed in with those were sprays, creams, and all kinds of cleansing paraphernalia for that unmentionable region.


  My eyes became lost in the pattern of logos and brand names.


  I was overwhelmed and confused. FAP-19 wasn’t supposed to put guys like me through this particular hassle of womanhood. Yet that didn’t change the blood-soaked tissues that were crammed inside my briefs, absorbing my lady blood.


  Lord Jesus. My mother never educated me on this!


  I was about to reach for the Maxi Pads—HIGH ABSORBENCY and ALL-DAY COMFORT called my attention—when an older woman excused herself past me. No big deal. I made my selection and held that infernal box in my hand, pretending the information and diagrams were very informative.


  I didn’t realize the woman had stopped and was looking at me until she called out my name: “Brian Thurman? Is that you?”


  My body trembled from my name being uttered in public. I looked over at the speaker.


  “Ms. McGrath?” Indeed it was. Joining me next to the tampons was my tenth grade science teacher. Her current appearance didn’t betray my memory; she was still as blonde and buxom as I remembered, and more beautiful than most women in their twenties despite being well into her forties. “What are you doing here?”


  “Hi. Oh, you know.” She made a grab for the same brand of Maxi Pads that I was holding. Then her eyes roamed my facial features and hair. “Oh. You caught the bug, didn’t you? That darn thing’s been going around. Always seems like we have three or four extra seniors using the ladies’ room nowadays.” Her gaze fell upon the box in my hand.


  I placed the pads back on the shelf, as if repulsed by them, and faked a laugh. “Was looking for the bandages. I’m an idiot. It was nice seeing you again, Ms. McGrath.” My feet began to propel me away from this awkward situation.


  “Brian, wait a second,” she said. “Is everything all right?”


  I stopped and turned back to her.


  Shit, I thought. The sole purpose I had hit up CVS was for those damn period pads. I was tired of stuffing my drawers with Kleenex—which weren’t all that absorbent, as indicated by my hamper full of bloody underwear.


  Ms. McGrath stepped closer. “Are you…are you bleeding? Down there? It can happen to guys too.”


  Sighing, I nodded. My face felt like it was about to spontaneously combust.


  “Oh. Okay.” She turned toward the product display and plucked out the box I had replaced on the shelf. “Do you need help?”


  “Uh,” I started to say, which ultimately ended in a shrug. “I don’t know. But I can probably manage to figure it—”


  “Brian, it’s no trouble,” she said, smiling. “It’s nothing I haven’t dealt with. Before teaching tenth grade science, I taught in the middle school for twelve years. You’re more honest than seventh grade girls who don’t fully understand what’s happening with their bodies.”


  She had a point. And she was a woman, so by default she was way more knowledgeable about these leakage issues.


  Reluctantly my male pride admitted defeat in this battle. I timidly accepted her help.


  She purchased the pads. Then we locked ourselves inside the ladies’ restroom in the back of the store. I was nervous as hell not only entering the wrong bathroom but also doing so with my favorite high school teacher, whose recollection of my academic excellence now would be tainted by that one time she had to fix my bloody vagina.


  Ms. McGrath ripped open the box and told me to drop my pants.


  If I’d been any redder, I would’ve been blaring sirens en route to a five-alarm fire.


  My pants and tissue-packed underwear landed around my ankles. Ms. McGrath noticed my creative and ineffective alternative to Maxi Pads.


  “Brian—”


  “I know. I thought they would help.”


  What was more absorbent than Kleenexes was cotton. Pretty much the whole crotch of my briefs was a bloody stain. Ms. McGrath ordered them off, and then into the garbage can. So I took my underwear and tissues and tossed them away. Now I stood in front of her completely bottomless as she pulled out my first Maxi Pad.


  Eye contact with my groin had been happening less frequently as of late. What there was to see of my reconfigured sex organs was underneath a tangle of pubic hair. But that was scary in itself: pubic hair, with nothing poking out of it.


  “Okay,” Ms. McGrath said, handing me the pad. Afterward, she reached into her purse and extracted a silky garment—which, unfolded, turned out to be a pair of black panties. She handed me those too. “Put these on.”


  My tongue suddenly forgot how to form words.


  “Pad goes into the underwear. Like on the diagram. Just fit it there, pull them up.”


  God, she was serious! Her underwear!


  I supposed my options were limited now, with my old briefs in the trash.


  Quivering, I slid my legs into the panties and began pulling them up. Once they were wrapped around my thighs, I positioned the Maxi pad along the crotch, with the porous side aimed upward. Then I pulled them up, and winced as the elasticity of the silk tightly pressed that spongy little pad against my groin. The rest of the undergarment secured itself snugly to my hips and butt, clinging to my slightly womanized figure.


  I thought I was going to die inside.


  But Ms. McGrath remained calm and professional about it as I pulled up my pants.


  “You keep extra underwear in your purse?” I asked her.


  “In case of emergencies. Which this definitely was.”


  “Yeah,” I laughed.


  “And you can keep those. Don’t worry about it.”


  We left the restroom and chitchatted a little while exiting the store—which mostly was her making sure I was doing all right with my new viral friend transforming my body.


  Then she inquired about my current academic situation.


  I was ashamed to admit that I hadn’t enrolled in college, and that I was crashing on a friend’s couch until I found a job and got my finances figured out. And even the couch was unreliable, as proven by a Saturday night sleeping in my car.


  “You can stay with me,” Ms. McGrath proposed, as we stopped next to her sedan. “I recently had to downgrade to a smaller house with these awful teachers’ salaries. I could use someone to fix it up a little. If you’re handy.”


  I told her I was. Besides his contractor job, my father had been a handyman around the house, and I’d picked up a few tips of the trade.


  “I could use a place to stay,” I admitted. “If you’re comfortable.”


  “Brian, it’s perfectly fine. And the house creaks like there’s a ghost living there, so you’ll be doing my paranoia a huge favor if I have a roommate.”


  “Even though I’m your former student?”


  She smiled at me. “You won’t look like my former student by next month.”


  No, I reckoned I wouldn’t, and I timidly accepted her proposal. Really, it was an upgrade: I foresaw Ms. McGrath being cleaner around the house and smoking less pot than Kevin, and being more responsible about her dirty laundry. And if she had more helpful tips about womanhood, it was an even better bargain for me.


  Because I was sure as hell going to need them.


  She invited me to stay that night. I couldn’t refuse her generosity, so we left my car in the parking lot and drove over to her new house. The first impression of it had me instantly agreeing with Ms. McGrath’s opinion of the teachers’ salaries, because it was a small and shabby place on the outskirts of town—only slightly more luxurious than the rundown shack you’d see on the news when the police busted a local methhead. She pulled up in the gravel driveway alongside the untamed and overgrown lawn. The siding was white, but numerously chipped. Some shingles were missing. A swinging bench screeched in the breeze.


  “How long have you been a teacher?” I asked, as we walked up to the sad residence.


  “Twenty years,” she answered.


  “Huh.”


  “I know.”


  The screen door was just as noisy as the bench, but the interior had seen some touch-ups. Moving boxes were stacked out of the way. The living room was absent its many living room furnishings, including a couch—although there was a TV plugged in.


  There was one bedroom, one bathroom. When the air conditioning clicked on, the whole place seemed to rattle.


  I was moderately appalled that Kevin’s apartment felt more homey than this—which led me to feeling bad for what Ms. McGrath had to live with on her paltry salary. She deserved so much better than this ramshackle excuse for a home after twenty years of inspiring the hearts and minds of me, my classmates, and all the students before and after me. She’d been the Bill Nye of my late adolescence, always showing us fascinating experiments and demonstrating her teachings rather than just drawing numbers on a whiteboard.


  It felt odd that I might live with her, like it broke some kind of intimate barrier.


  And with just the one bed, that weighed heavily in my mind too.


  “Well,” she said, after the short tour. “It’s not much, is it?”


  I found no reason to disagree with her assessment.


  “Ms. McGrath,” I said, as we stood in the living area underneath a wobbling ceiling fan that churned almost no air. “If I need to pay you—”


  “No.” She waved her hand at me. “Maybe someday in the future. Don’t worry about it. And call me Sofia.”


  “Okay. If you say so.”


  “I insist.”


  It was late, but Sofia whipped up spaghetti for the both of us. During the meal, and as she explained some of the various problems the short-staffed high school was suffering from—too many students per class, outdated computers, faculty mismanagement—I was struck with this feeling that she just wanted someone to talk to. This was the first time I’d seen her since high school, and I had no idea if she’d been married, if she’d had kids, or anything like that. After my parents’ divorce, the college rejections, and Kevin’s attitude, I wasn’t accustomed to such generous behavior from anyone.


  My Maxi Pad stayed put that evening. When it was time for bed, we took turns in the bathroom, and I peeked at my teenage-sized tits. None of the women in my family was large in the chest, so those genes had reduced my size potential into the B-cup range, which I was thankful for. What had sprouted on my chest in the past week were perky and teardrop shaped, and larger than my first girlfriend’s—my first exposure to boobs in the wild.


  How ironic that I’d end up needing a bigger bra.


  If I ever wound up wearing one.


  I still wasn’t sure about that. If I needed one. They did kind of bounce around a lot, and T-shirts were damn abrasive against my sensitive nipples.


  All my clothes stayed on when I joined Sofia—who had swapped for a nightgown. We stayed apart in bed, facing opposite directions, never speaking to each other.


  Despite this, it was the first actual bed I’d slept on in months, and I fell right to sleep.
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  Days after infection: 10


  Estimated age: 25


   


   


   


  The next two days saw two milestones. Firstly, I packed my one and only suitcase and officially moved out of Kevin’s apartment. I told him I’d found someplace. I didn’t mention Sofia McGrath at all, for fear of Kevin’s perverted mind running amok about my cohabitation with a former female teacher. And the second milestone was my physical exam.


  A couple of my friends in high school had caught FAP-19—this being when it was still a novel and fascinating notion of transforming into the opposite sex for a few months. It always seemed to me that people who didn’t contract the virus were more freaked out by the metamorphosis than the people who actually underwent the change. I didn’t know if this was due to hormones, or chemicals, or what. But during my mandatory checkup, it felt exactly like that: a checkup. I wasn’t scared or weirded out by having a vagina. Or tits. The me of a couple weeks ago would’ve been.


  But now, it was just whatever.


  I was anatomically female for the time being. Great. So were half the people on the planet.


  Getting upset about that just seemed childish.


  The physical exam was with Dr. Saxton, a woman who was pushing sixty and whose pink-dyed undercut made me think she had plenty of groovy and rebellious tales from the seventies. Most of the questions covered the expected health topics: my comfort, my hygiene, my general wellbeing about being forced against my will to occupy the shoes of the fairer sex. I mentioned my bleeding issue, and that I was wearing pads. She complimented my decision.


  With my delicate vaginal wall, she didn’t insert her fingers inside me—which I’d read about beforehand and anticipated with horror. But she did take a visual inspection of my nether region, which made her the second woman who had seen my pussy in just a few short days.


  Then I was signed off, and instructed to keep wearing pads until the bleeding stopped.


  It was still before noon when I arrived at Sofia’s. With her teaching schedule, I’d learned quite quickly that I had the house to myself from seven in the morning to five in the afternoon. Which made me the liaison for the deliverymen dropping off furniture or the repairmen coming to fix the stove and faucets. In between those, I was doing a little housework and upkeep myself.


  One day, I installed a new screen door and replaced a few hazardous boards that were threatening our feet on the patio—and removed an exposed nail that I nearly gouged my foot on. The following day, I was replacing the chains on the swinging bench to stop that god-awful squeaking in the middle of the night. Another day, I was repairing the wiring in the ceiling fan and replacing light bulbs around the house with energy-efficient LEDs. I set up her cable subscription and received the internet technician—who was barely older than me and kept trying to check out my ass for some reason. And a week after my move-in, I was painting the siding on the days that weren’t scorching hot. Though I had to take frequent breaks because the fumes kept making me lightheaded. Damn virus.


  I was sweating and stinking a lot. I thought that was part of the reason why Sofia came home one night with a bag of hygiene products. It was the polite way of notifying me that I had an odor problem, which was another possible side effect of my body’s fluctuating hormonal balance. Puberty round two!


  She cleared aside half her medicine cabinet for me. “Okay,” she said, pulling out her purchases one by one. My prizes were: ladies’ Degree antiperspirant, a pack of Venus razors, shaving gel, skin moisturizer, ROSE WATER & SWEET NECTAR Olay body wash, Pantene shampoo, pH-balanced cleansing cloths for my lady area, a new comb, lip balm, and blackhead removal scrubs. According to Dr. Saxton’s blood test, I was around twenty-five years old, but this education on personal cleanliness made me feel like I was thirteen again.


  Thirteen, only with my own personal supply of Maxi Pads.


  I quizzically picked up the razors. I sure didn’t need to shave my face anymore.


  “For your armpits,” Sofia instructed me, as she crumpled up the bag. “And, you know, for anything else you want to keep trimmed.”


  “Maybe I like going all natural,” I said.


  She made a grunt sound. “You won’t know the fun of smoothness until you try it, honey.”


  My aversion to razors lasted all of one day.


  Call it curiosity. I was fresh out of a late-morning shower and staring at my topless reflection, trying to pinpoint the parts of my body that were still boyish. My shoulders, I thought. My jawline. My ribcage. But no one on Earth would look at me and see a man. Everything was too soft, and my lips were beginning to rival Angelina Jolie’s for plumpness. Even I wanted to kiss them, and I owned the damn things.


  My hand stumbled upon the razors and cream.


  What the hell, I thought.


  Like all the rest of the hair on my body, the little tufts under my armpits had diminished—but not completely vanished. I squirted on a little shaving gel, lathered it around, then carefully dragged the Venus razor across the pit. It took ten minutes, primarily because I was inexperienced with an actual, manual razor after using a mechanical trimmer on my face for so long. But when I was finished, they were totally smooth.


  I ran my fingers across my new hairless armpits, feeling the slickness of the leftover gel and the smoothness of the skin underneath.


  Sofia was right. That was a fun feeling.


  Which encouraged me to make a few more personal improvements.


  I laid a towel over the toilet lid and took a seat. My viral nuisance had neglected to bring a weed-whacker for the jungle between my legs. But that was solvable with my newest friend, the razor. As with my armpits, I spurted some gel and lathered it around, covering the area with a uniform layer of white, sweet-smelling cream. I was more nervous this time, contouring the blades carefully over and around my mons pubis—and even across the vagina itself, which was a big hold-your-breath moment.


  I left some hair in the middle. One of those landing strips. And when I was satisfied that it was short and thin enough, I hopped back into the tub and rinsed my groin off. The rest of the gel washed away, leaving behind a narrow strip.


  Somehow, a little bit of personal grooming got my nipples hard. Or maybe it was just all the attention to my vagina—which, thanks to a little hair removal, was more exposed than before.


  I hopped out and dried myself off before I got carried away.


  Being female was one thing. But feeling sexually aroused while not having a penis anymore was pretty damn strange. I’d been with plenty of girls to know the signs, even if I had never personally experienced that flushing, blood-pumping, tingling warmth in my chest and between my legs. It crossed a barrier for me, because I associated feminine arousal with the arousal girls had felt for me, a guy. And if I was turned on as a chick, what would I want to satisfy myself? Another guy?


  Of course not. There was no way. Guys were disgusting.


  But it was scary nonetheless.


  Over the next couple weeks, Sofia and I became more companionable roommates. We ate together and watched TV together, and even I began to get absorbed into her favorite shows, like Law & Order and Top Chef—shows I would’ve pegged my parents and other similarly aged people to enjoy. But most of the time she was bringing her work home.


  Up until this point, I had never realized how hard teachers worked. Sometimes Sofia was up till eleven o’clock at night, grading papers in her nightgown at the dinner table, surrounded by stacks of exams, quizzes, and a healthy supply of red markers. Rarely, I’d go to bed before she did.


  It was my idea to become her assistant. Since I was home all day and had fixed up the house a little, I had more free time. So, while she was at school mesmerizing the youth, I was home grading papers from the day before.


  It just felt right to help her. To lessen the burden a little. She deserved as much.


  And us sharing the workload allowed her to go on a date one Friday night. It had been over three weeks since my run-in with the FAP-19 virus. Not only was I wearing a bra and panties full time, I was wearing a dress Sofia had surprised me with the week before. It was definitely the season for dresses; the light, airy fabric kept me cool and comfortable, and I loved the feeling of my legs rubbing together.


  And maybe the benefit of sneaking a peek down at my chest every so often wasn’t lost on me, either. I wondered if real girls did that, if their low-cut necklines were for their own benefit. It felt that way to me!


  While midway through a heap of multiple choice quizzes, my roommate and her evening companion came through the front door. He wasn’t spectacular. He was her age, with a partially receded hairline and some packed-on pounds.


  She introduced me as Brianna. Fewer questions that way.


  They disappeared into the bedroom. I trucked along with the classwork.


  Ten minutes later, I began to hear a squeaking sound.


  Are they…?


  As I sat there, red pen in hand, listening to the actions across the house—which, admittedly, weren’t but a few steps away from the dinner table—the noises amplified, until it sounded like the whole house had joined in. The wall in front of me was creaking; the wall behind me was moaning. Dust from the ceiling began to sprinkle down on the papers in front of me. I knew they couldn’t have been going at it hard, but nonetheless it was shaking just about everything but the foundation.


  And I giggled.


  A few minutes went by. The questions and answers started to run together in my mind. I was having to recheck the solution sheet. It was suddenly a little warm in the house.


  I realized a hand had found its way to my lap, near to my navel.


  There was no conscious decision to rub myself. I just was, suddenly. And for a while I believed I could multitask my bodily desires and the grading duties, one hand devoted to each.


  Then I put my pen down and slumped in the chair.


  God, I thought, massaging my whole crotch area and noticing how swollen and prominent my lower lips were, even through the underwear and dress. I firmly pressed my index fingertip into my slit and rubbed it for a while, up and down. Quickly the silk became damp.


  What the hell was the trigger? Sofia having sex? Was I jealous?


  I had always thought my teacher was pretty, but there were moral limits to these kinds of things! Regardless, the quandary of whether it was right or not didn’t change that I was horny as hell. The tension in my legs eased away, and they spread apart. My hand picked up the pace, massaging my pussy. The other found a tit. There was no complex ritual to it; it was about the friction, the warmth, the thoughts that kept that flame in my loins burning hot, and then hotter. I couldn’t stand my clothes anymore. The hand assigned to my breasts dove into my neckline for a more direct approach. And down below, I stuffed the other hand into my panties and discovered how truly wet I was.


  It wanted a finger. It was so easy. It practically sucked it right in.


  “Oh shit,” I moaned.


  Then I heard the bedroom door open. My hands flew away from my body and readjusted my clothes. When Sofia bid her lover a good night, I pretended I was too exhaustively consumed by grading papers to notice.
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  Days after infection: 27


  Estimated age: 39


   


   


   


  Nearly a month after my flesh’s confrontation with a gender-altering virus, I woke up on a bright, sunshiny, Saturday morning in a cuddle with Sofia. I assumed I had tossed and turned myself into snuggling up against her during the middle of the night, and neither one of us had noticed. But it wasn’t just my hand draping across her body; her hand was resting on my hip too. The sheets were pooled at our ankles, revealing our nightgown-clad bodies.


  For a while I didn’t move a muscle. I relished the weird and increasingly perceptible intimacy of us bunking together, with my body having steadily filled out and acquired some of the wrinkles and lumps of age that my former science teacher already possessed in her mid-forties. She was facing me. Her nightgown was of a lacy design, some parts translucent. In that morning light, I could see the heavy and drooping mounds on her chest, one stacked atop the other. Her tummy had a slight paunch, but she still had an hourglass figure—a figure that flowed, very alluringly, into her wide and shapely hips.


  Gently, my hand left her arm and touched down on her thigh, onto an expanse of softness and plumpness that made my heart race.


  Her head turned toward the pillow. She sighed, but didn’t wake up.


  Maybe it was another curse that I had remained heterosexual throughout my transformation, that I still desired beautiful women. But Ms. McGrath? My middle-aged science teacher? There were a dozen words that sped through my mind, one being inappropriate. I liked her. But not that way. She was a very nice person, and she’d been very generous to provide me with a place to stay.


  But having sexual feelings for her…


  My subconscious wanted me to acknowledge our age difference. But that was hardly true now, was it? According to my blood, I was thirty-nine years old. I had a flabby stomach like Sofia did, and my tits, like Sofia’s, had succumbed to gravity, having sagged from their perky perch to sway and flop a few inches down my torso. Plus stretch marks!


  It was so confusing to someone who was typically a nineteen-year-old guy. I was twice as old now, for crying out loud!


  And all the evidence thus far had pointed to Sofia being a straight woman.


  Which was a problem.


  During this introspection, the curve of my waist became the silk-covered pedestal for one of her arms, which smoothly slung itself over and wrapped around my back.


  My nipples were painfully hard at this point, fighting to stab through my nightgown. My thigh muscles reactively clenched.


  Sofia smiled. She opened her eyes—just barely—and scooped a curtain of frizzled, unruly hair out of my face. “Brian. Good morning.”


  “Hey,” I squeaked out.


  And that was it. I thought she was going to comment on why my palm was laying very near to her tush, but she didn’t. She just stared at me, and blinked, and smiled a little more.


  Then she sighed and asked, “It’s not a weekday, is it?”


  “No,” I said softly. “It’s Saturday.”


  “Oh, thank God.” She raised one arm and stretched. Maybe I was seeing things, but I swore her nipples were erect too, prominently tenting out the loose-fitting lace that was only designed to partially conceal them. Her heavy breasts jiggled to rest. “I need a massage.”


  I cleared my throat. “Uh. I could—”


  “Oh, ugh. I can’t believe Dave ghosted me. Is there not one decent man in this damn town? I swear once you pass thirty-five, all the good ones are snatched up.”


  Dave. Right. The man she’d slept with. I couldn’t imagine anyone ghosting Sofia. He must’ve only been interested in a one-night stand.


  Her hand kept playing with my hair. “We need to do something about that. It’s gotten to be wild, hasn’t it?”


  “At least it isn’t growing anymore. I should just get it cut off.”


  “No. And ruin all that potential? Honey, you need to be thankful for what you have. Mine’s going gray in a few places. And don’t get me started on the topic of it thinning.”


  I just snickered. Sometimes I thought she forgot I was really a guy and half her age. Or she liked to play along with my symptoms. Heck, it wasn’t like I lived like a guy; in our shared dresser were panties and bras, and in our closet were blouses and skirts and dresses.


  And the toilet seat stayed down in this house!


  “Can I take you to a salon, Brian?” she proposed.


  I shrugged. “Okay. When?”


  “Oh.” She closed her eyes again. “Maybe in a couple hours. Maybe after lunch. We’ll see.”


  She dozed off again. After the guilt of ogling her sleeping body began to set in, I slid myself out of her sleeping embrace and took a shower. In spite of denying the treat for my eyes, Sofia’s lace-wrapped body still occupied my thoughts, and in the midst of lathering myself down my hand took the short trip south, to the warm spot between my legs.


  My pussy was so sensitive. There was a mood aspect to it, I’d discovered: if I resisted touching myself and fantasized longer beforehand about a source of sexual stimulation, I was more horny by the time I actually masturbated, versus when I could instantly turn myself on as a guy by just jerking off whenever.


  I was getting more comfortable with my body—although not skilled enough to give myself an orgasm. But rubbing my hand furiously across my hot, damp mound was absolutely wonderful. The erogenous zone of my cock still existed, but like my flesh it had morphed and reconstructed itself. Everything that my cock used to be was now concentrated in my pussy lips, and especially around my clit.


  I grabbed the shower door, and I rubbed and rubbed and rubbed, just going to town on myself.


  And forgetting that there was a limited supply of hot water.


  I squealed when the spray became freezing cold, and I rinsed my shivering body off and hopped out as quickly as I could.


  Later that afternoon, true to her offer, Sofia drove me to a salon downtown. Being no expert on ladies’ hairstyles—or what the hell I even wanted done with my hair—Sofia conversed with the stylist about what should happen to my disorderly mane. Funnily enough, I saw a lot of my mom in my own reflection. She would have the same frizzy waviness as I did. The same lips too. It was so damn strange to know that my mother’s genes were primarily responsible for my appearance. I supposed that was true of hereditary in general, but FAP-19 enhanced that mother-and-son resemblance. The woman in the reflection could’ve easily been her long-lost sister.


  Speaking of my parents, I still hadn’t informed either of them that I was a thirty-nine-year-old woman now. But we rarely spoke nowadays. And with no major holidays coming up, why should they know?


  To celebrate what I presumed was peak maturity, Sofia bought me a perm. And thus my next hour or so was spent getting my hair washed, conditioned, trimmed, and submitted to a hot curling iron.


  When it was all finished, I had a thick head of shoulder-length curls.


  The visit to the salon kicked off an afternoon of a girls’ day out. We got our nails done afterward—with matching pink polish! Then she took me shopping. Being a woman hadn’t suddenly made me more self-conscious about my appearance, so I wasn’t really needing to spruce up my wardrobe. Nevertheless, Sofia increased my underwear collection with a few pairs of panties and bras she thought were “adorable.”


  She had a doctor’s appointment at five o’clock, so she dropped me off at the house before heading that way.


  My first stop was the bathroom to investigate my new hairdo—well, the very first order of business was to make a date with the toilet, then linger in front of the mirror and wonder if it was okay to be attracted to myself. It certainly reconfirmed that I was straight, but also my appearance bore many similarities to my own mother—if my mom had my masculine skeleton. To feel an attraction to that left me feeling a little dirty.


  With a developing appreciation of my own sexiness, I stripped down and tried on a new pair of panties. One was a red boyshort—which had BOY CRAZY printed across the back, something I hadn’t realized until this very moment.


  Oh, Sofia, I thought amusingly.


  I tugged it on. Although it provided about the same coverage as my old male briefs, there was nothing male about the body that filled it out. My hips complemented my narrow waist for an hourglass figure, my groin was flat, and my ass was very much round and larger than it used to be. The boyshort actually gave my butt an attractive lift, replacing my thirty-nine-year-old flab with twenty-nine-year-old firmness. I gave it an affectionate squeeze, just teasing my male mind with the woman who I had turned into.


  Deciding to finish the day with my new boy-crazy boyshort, I redressed myself.


  An idea had been worming itself around in my brain all day: some way to thank Sofia. Or at least to show my gratitude more than what words could. Since it was near suppertime, I thought preparing a meal for her return was a good idea. But I really didn’t know how to cook.


  In the end, I DoorDashed some Chinese takeout and set the table with some of her fanciest dinnerware. Sofia had red wine too. Although I didn’t pour it just yet, because I didn’t know if she had a special occasion planned for using it, and the last thing I wanted to do was waste it on some silly supper with sesame chicken and lo mein.


  I felt increasingly silly as my plan came together, and I served the steaming-hot food to each plate. Sure, it was thoughtful, but it was cheap food. And was I being too romantic with the dinnerware? With the wine? We were just friends, after all.


  Sofia came through the front door right as I was placing the silverware, and I hustled to stand next to my presentation.


  She dropped her purse on the couch and stared, but her astonishment was quickly replaced with a wide, happy grin. “Brian,” she said. “You made supper?”


  “I ordered supper,” I corrected her. “And used some of your plates.”


  “There’s wine. Is this an occasion?”


  My hands were fidgeting. “I just wanted to show you how thankful I was. For giving me a place to stay. And the clothes. And, uh, just helping me with this womanhood business. And even the hairstyle, I guess. Just, everything.”


  She clasped her hands over her heart. “That’s sweet. And I’m starving. If you want to pour the wine, I’ll go take my shoes off.”


  I was relieved that she enjoyed it. I reckoned, even now, even as a thirty-nine-year-old woman, I was still the teenage boy in her classroom seeking her approval and praise. Only instead of schoolwork, I was making her supper.


  My emotions were a tangle. Part of me enjoyed her company more than just as a friend. But how much more? I couldn’t imagine admitting my deepest feelings—if they were even real, or if they were some kind of byproduct of the transformation and being roommates with her.


  I might have been completely crazy.


  We sat down and ate. I was shaking in my seat the whole time. And in a very short time the meal was finished and we were sipping our wine. I didn’t know if it was the alcohol or the hot afternoon, but her face was flushed after our plates were clean.


  “I don’t think I’ve said this,” she said, her eyes holding on mine for a long, long time. “But you did make a beautiful woman.”


  “Thanks,” I said. Then I laughed. “No one’s ever told me I’m a beautiful woman.”


  “Not what you expected growing up as a boy?”


  I shook my head.


  “Well it’s true,” she said. And like a dream, Ms. McGrath, my tenth grade science teacher, took my hand and asked me if I wanted to accompany her in the bedroom. “For dessert.”
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  Even in the bedroom, I retained doubts about Sofia’s intentions. My head was a swirl of mixed-up feelings, reality and fantasy intertwining together; I couldn’t be sure if that lustful look in my teacher’s eye had been real. She was holding my hand. But all kinds of people held hands. Friends held hands. We were standing close, but that wasn’t a guarantee of any romantic motives. My heart was thundering so hard and fast that it was shaking my whole body.


  I hadn’t even been this nervous when I’d lost my virginity.


  But, in a way, I was a virgin all over again, wasn’t I? A virgin woman—with a pussy that was desperately aching for attention right at that moment, every blood vessel in its swollen, puffy lips throbbing incessantly between my legs. I wondered if those vessels were the same vessels that used to give me erections.


  And then my tenth grade science teacher vanquished any confusion by pulling my head downward so that our mouths were on a collision course. In a mutual gasp, they met. Sheer panic burst through me, but all it took was one hand on my shoulder to settle me down. Her lips worked against mine slow and sensually. Nibbling.


  Then she began to laugh. “Brian…”


  “Yeah? Um, I’m sorry.”


  “No.” She remained very close. “I just—I’ve never kissed a woman before. And I see you’ve been using my lip balm.”


  I felt myself smile. “Technically, I’m not a woman.”


  “You have me fooled.”


  A restless hand came up to one of my breasts and squeezed. The bra and T-shirt dampened the sensitivity somewhat, but a quick moan escaped my lips nonetheless.


  I wondered if Sofia was scared too. Like she’d just admitted, she’d never been with a woman. And I’d never been with a woman as a woman. It was new territory for the both of us, and a month wasn’t long enough to acclimatize myself to my altered body, my new sex drive, my flesh’s wants and desires. I still felt like I was wearing a costume—a costume with incredibly accurate recreations of erecting nipples and a warming loin.


  That heat consumed me. It was my biggest spur. And as my body warmed to the prospect of intimacy, of sex, I needed Sofia closer, no matter what her age was or how this affected our so-far platonic relationship.


  We kissed our way to the bed. Everything after that was sort of automatic: my hands went through the motions of removing her cardigan, while she stripped off my T-shirt. Her camisole followed soon after, and then we were two ladies in our bras. It was funny how bras no longer bothered me, but in that moment, in the middle of a lesbian make-out, I was very aware of how my bra squeezed and bound my breasts, and they felt sore and cramped inside the cups. Sofia seemed to telepathically agree. Her experienced hands swooped around, unlatched the hooks faster than I ever could, and the bothersome undergarment was relieved of duty.


  As a result, my middle-aged boobs bounced and sagged free. Even without looking, I could feel all that tightness around my nipples, the tissue having been expanded with blood to erect them as far as possible.


  Sofia embraced a tit with her fingers.


  And I was in heaven.


  This is really happening, I thought, well after it had begun happening. Whatever reservations I had were moot. My body clearly wanted this, and Sofia was all for it.


  In comparison to my lover’s skill with bras, my hands were clumsy. It took me a few seconds to locate the hooks on Sofia’s bra, and then understand the means to detaching them. She giggled at my frustration, and lent her own hand to assist. The white lace garment was then freed, and I peeled it off. The years had definitely been less kind to her breasts, which lengthily drooped almost to the middle of her torso. But I hardly noticed this. What I did notice was that her pink nipples were as hard as mine.


  Hey, I knew what that felt like now!


  I carefully laid her down on the bed. Not wasting time, I bent over her and guided my mouth to a nipple, then took said nipple into my mouth. The nub, already well engorged by our fondling and kissing, enlarged even more between my lips. Sofia bucked as I gave it the stimulation it craved. Hair kept falling in my eyes during this, but Sofia helped clear the way.


  It was bizarre to not have a penis right now. Normally there’d be that intense, hot insistence between my legs to take care of my erection. But I had no erection. Certainly there was something between my legs, and that something was very much warm and tingly. My mind was acutely aware of the tightness of my panties across my vulva, the depth of my vaginal canal. It felt, for lack of a better description to my male mind, hollow. Hollow was a problem. It shouldn’t be hollow. It should be the opposite. Just like how an erection demanded a hole, my pussy demanded something to fill it.


  Everything was backwards to what I was used to. But it wasn’t rocket science. And my male pride wasn’t hating this new itch. Not entirely.


  Sofia unbuttoned my shorts as I treated her other nipple to tongue-flicking, mouth-sucking delight. By now I was lying halfway on top of her, undulating my body with her steady writhing. Her enthusiasm for what was between my legs came as a surprise. I’d expected our girl-on-girl foreplay to last a little longer, for us to kiss and get to be more comfortable with each other. But no; she was aiming right for the goods!


  And I shuddered as I felt her hand slide against my mound, and curve back into that humid, panty-drenched valley.


  My former science teacher began rubbing my pussy.


  Goddamn.


  I must’ve made a face, because then she was giggling.


  “You are excited,” she discerned, while a cooperative effort of fingers tugged my damp panties aside and massaged my pussy directly for the first time.


  I couldn’t put into words the pleasure of having someone else touch me down there. A partner’s hand around my cock had always been amazing, but as a girl—


  It was like I had invited her into a very secret and very enjoyable place. Which soon became more enjoyable as she pushed a finger inside me. I was so wet that it was no effort at all, and a huge smile stretched across Sofia’s face as she gradually thrust it in and out of me.


  “How’s that?” she asked.


  My eyes fluttered shut. My throat let out a deep moan. “So good,” I told her. “It’s so different as a woman. But not—” Words escaped me as she plunged that finger all the way in, and I tensed up.


  “But not bad.”


  “Not bad,” I agreed.


  That finger put a halt to my aggressiveness. I realized there was no rush to our sex, no driving need to achieve orgasm. So just having a finger inside my snatch was nice. It cured that aggravating sensation of being empty and hollow, and I wanted that finger to never leave. But there was more than just the penetration. Sofia was massaging my pussy simultaneously, gliding and pressing her palm against my clit, while her other fingers repeatedly slid across my juice-covered outer lips.


  She was masturbating me probably the way she masturbated herself.


  It was so fucking hot.


  But I couldn’t let this go without reciprocating.


  In moments, her button and zipper were like mine, and my hand was exploring down the front of her silk panties. She had more pubic hair than I did, but farther down the landscape was very similar: two very puffy and moist lips, and a central slit that my index finger naturally settled into. After a few teasing rubs, I curled the joints and found her entrance with no trouble at all. Her depths were hot and wet just like mine.


  Even in her mid-forties, she was still delectably tight.


  Then we were just two half-naked ladies fingering each other, our bodies heaving and squirming with sudden spikes of pleasure.


  Somehow it was hotter than anytime I’d had sex with a girl my age.


  “You know,” Sofia said, “Dave never even treated me like this. He just wanted a blowjob. And sex.”


  “What an asshole,” I said.


  She laughed. “I wonder if this makes me bisexual.”


  “I’m a thirty-nine-year-old woman who’s normally a nineteen-year-old guy. I wouldn’t worry about labels.”


  I decided we were still wearing too many clothes. Withdrawing my hand from Sofia’s panties, I helped her in removing her jeans. A few girlish giggles were had as I stood up and played tug-of-war with them, pulling one way and then the other to separate them from her wide, womanly hips. Once off, I set them aside and did the same to her panties—but not before holding them up to my nose and inhaling her scent. To my surprise, it didn’t have the wild sharpness of younger girls. Age had refined it into a sweet, exquisite aroma.


  It made me wonder if my scent had changed over the past few weeks. I’d never paid attention to it enough to care.


  With Sofia fully disrobed, I returned to her. Only this time I offered her the services of my mouth, pecking a trail from her navel down to her inner thigh, every kiss making her squirm a little more. The years had inflicted their wrinkles and lumps and spots of cellulite, and left her with a pear-shaped figure. But I didn’t think old when I set sight on her pussy. It was still smooth and tight, with the folds of her labia gleaming. Her enticing scent drew me in for a taste, and I wasn’t disappointed. I dragged my tongue from the bottom all the way up, pushing it into her lips and folds, gathering her juice while at the same time leaving a thick pathway of saliva.


  She jolted when I reached her clit. I grabbed her hips to steady her.


  And again: another tour from bottom to top, but this time leading an offensive against her clitoris with an all-out lashing. Having such a body part myself, I had learned how sensitive and hotly satisfying it was to play with my clit—and to my enjoyment it was no different on natural-born girls. Sofia immediately began to thrash and moan, as if to fight me off. But my mouth stayed glued to that tiny, inch-wide region of erectile tissue and everything surrounding.


  When I planted my lips around it and started sucking, she really began to throw herself around.


  “Mm! Brian!” she squealed. “Oh my God. Keep—yes. That feels amazing.”


  Sure thing, Ms. McGrath.


  I had to reorient my head slightly in order to finger her, but it was worth it. The nonstop stimulation to her clit had drenched the interior of her pussy. I went like a jackhammer—the one finger quickly becoming two, then three. Her vaginal walls were so slippery that it was effortless. My hand was falling inside.


  A few minutes of that was enough to bring her to orgasm.


  “Oh-oohhh!” she cried, before covering her mouth, as if embarrassed by the loudness of her voice. She convulsed as I crawled on top of her and kissed her elsewhere, tasting her sweat and skin while the flavor of her pussy lingered on my tongue. My hand made a move for her tits before she batted it away.


  “More?” I laughed.


  “Let me relax for a moment.” She swallowed hard and moaned. “Wow.” Her chest was rising and falling continuously.


  I caressed her waist, her tummy, her hips. I loved feeling her flesh shudder. Her climax seemed more persistent than any girl’s I’d been with. I laid my cheek against her abdomen and felt her entire torso trembling.


  Sofia breathed a long sigh of relief and contentment.


  For a few moments we remained as we were, my head resting against her soft, sweat-dotted skin. She began brushing her hand through my hair.


  Then she said, “I’m at a loss for words.”


  “Mm,” I said. Me too.


  She gestured with her hand. “Come up here. I’ve never eaten a girl out before. It only seems fair to repay the favor.”


  I smiled. Invisibly, my loins also reacted, as they warmed up a notch. They were also excited about such a proposal. And as it just so happened, I’d never been eaten out either!


  I moved myself fully onto the bed, and swung a leg over Sofia’s supine body. Initially, I wasn’t sure what position she wanted me in, but then she was scooting me closer to her face. Okay, apparently I was going to squat on top of her! So, with a wibble and a wobble from each knee, I poised my crotch directly above her mouth—and then eased myself down until the two came into contact.


  It was a shot to my senses when her tongue made landfall on my pussy, taking its first tentative lick of my shaved folds and dripping-wet entrance. The combination of the muscle’s wetness and flexibility was exotic and much different than fingers. Of course, there was the added bliss of knowing that I was practically sitting on my teacher’s face and receiving cunnilingus.


  They didn’t teach you these moments in sex ed!


  My sex ed had been before the appearance of the FAP-19 virus. I wondered what it was like nowadays, now that boys could become girls.


  My hips began to gyrate a little, moving in an opposite but matched rhythm against Sofia’s tongue action. At first she was a slow and gentle licker, but then—like me—she switched her focus entirely to my clit. Wow, what a difference! Although any oral tactics felt pretty damn good, that concentration of nerve endings in the front of my vulva made that whole region highly receptive. Within thirty seconds of her repeated assault to the thing that had once constituted my penis, I was humping and moaning repeatedly.


  I gave my breasts a hefty squeeze, pressing my palms into my nipples. Shivers of pleasure ran rampant throughout my body, like zaps. When I was flinching, I wasn’t meaning to! Her licking was giving me muscle spasms.


  Then Sofia grabbed my hips and pulled me down, and really began to eat me out.


  Her tongue slithered inside me. My hands flew forward to catch myself. And then all of a sudden I was panting and thrusting my hips, just absolutely grinding my hot, wet pussy all over her face.


  There it was. That burning desire in my lower abdomen. And now I was an animal.


  It built and built, and I went faster and faster.


  “Oh! Mm! Yes!”


  I never even sensed an edge. It just happened.


  That warmth and tightness in my loins instantly consumed my body, and I fell forward and landed on my elbows. The next ten seconds were just white-out, mind-numbing pleasure that introduced my mind to a female orgasm. There was an erratic discharge in my toes, then it zipped up my spine, and zapped to my nipples, and for a split-second it ignited every neuron in my body, and it was both pain and pleasure at the same time.


  Even after its peak, it was still vibrating inside me, this orgasmic energy. As a man, it only lasted as long as my cum did. But as a woman…


  As a woman, I was still baking in it.


  By God, I had found heaven.
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  Sofia had gone into the bathroom to wash her face. I’d made a mess of it. When she returned, I had perched my head on a pillow and was admiring my long torso and long legs, and staring at the curves my teenage body had acquired. My male skeleton stretched out my female characteristics, but there was hardly anything manly about my current appearance. Especially my pussy. During my afterglow, it just throbbed and throbbed.


  I knew I wasn’t a real woman, but right then I felt like one. It was probably just the orgasmic high, but I really thought that Sofia and I made a great couple. Hell, I envisioned us having a relationship for longer than two months, and everything seemed so normal and happy—us eating dinner together, us going to see a movie, us holding hands on an evening walk, us getting rambunctious under the sheets.


  Sofia—still nude—sat down beside me. She cupped my face and played with my hair again. I figured she was just fond of my curls.


  “Brian,” she said sweetly. “I really enjoyed that.”


  “Me too.”


  She breathed out. “No matter what, this conversation will be awkward, won’t it?”


  I knew the conversation she wanted to have, and I agreed. It would be awkward.


  “I wish this form was the real you,” she said. “All I felt, all I saw during that was a woman. You were so gentle and tender. I just can’t imagine you being a boy underneath.”


  My lips pressed together into a bashful smile. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”


  “But I don’t know how a serious relationship would work.”


  That was the conundrum, wasn’t it? I almost wished for permanence, maybe like a pill I could take to keep my symptoms from wearing off. But nothing like that existed as far as I knew. And, anyway, what the hell was I thinking? Would I seriously consider sacrificing twenty years of my life—my entire youth—just for the promise of a lesbian relationship with my former science teacher?


  Maybe. I didn’t know.


  And those thoughts put a damper on my afterglow. No matter what, this was temporary. Ms. McGrath probably wouldn’t want me as her roommate after I reverted back to normal. And I sure wouldn’t be sharing her bed once my body regrew a penis.


  This was just fantasy. A living fantasy, but fantasy nonetheless.


  She lied down next to me, and wrapped her arm over me.


  Now there were two middle-aged, female bodies side by side, both with their fair share of sag and wrinkles.


  “I hate this virus,” I uttered.


  Sofia laughed softly. “You weren’t hating it just a while ago.”


  “But I wish you were right. I wish this could be my body. I wish we could be together, like this.”


  “Sometimes, the best things in life are temporary,” she said. “And you still have two more months left. We can accomplish a lot in two months.”


  I reckoned that was true.


  Two more months as a thirty-nine-year-old woman. Two more months of dealing with bras and panties, and blouses and skirts, and keeping the toilet seat down. It amused me that so many guys my age spoke of the hassles of womanhood as if they were downsides, but nothing so far seemed like a downside at all. There were differences, yes. But getting my hair done was fun. Wearing panties was fun. Wearing skirts was fun. And the sex…


  Reading about female pleasure was nothing like experiencing it.


  It was worth the hassles.


  “Two more months,” Sofia said, tracing a finger along my belly. “Then you can go back to being a boy. But right now you’re a woman, Brian. And you’re mine.”


  Her putting it like that made my loins tingle again.


  And Ms. McGrath, my tenth grade science teacher—now lover—cuddled up against me and began kissing my shoulder, while her hand slipped between my legs.


  Our encore was under way.
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  Terry lied awake in bed after hearing a bump in the night. He’d been a light sleeper ever since childhood, rousing from a dream every time the heater kicked on, which made his winter school days a drowsy endurance. Now, at the bright, mature age of nineteen—and a full-time college student at Chilton University—the disorder was no better.


  It was probably his roommate, Evan, arriving home. He worked the retail late shift, often not getting back until midnight or later.


  Terry grabbed his phone off the nightstand and checked the time.


  A quarter past midnight. Had to be Evan.


  Terry snuggled back into the covers, trying to ignore the other bumps and thuds and sometimes-audible voices in the distance. That was the worst part of living in community housing: the constant noises, at all hours of day and night.


  Somebody, somewhere, was always up doing something.


  He tried to recall Mr. Burnett’s monotonous voice in Statistics. For at least half the students in that class, it was a good lullaby.


  The droning, repetitious words. They were nearly a melody.


  Zzz…


  Then something, very close to him, bumped more than an after-midnight bump should.


  Terry opened his mouth to shriek when the bedsheets were whipped off his body in stunning force. The moment his mouth opened, a cloth was shoved inside. His cries for help were instantly muffled, and the full volume of his throat was reduced to a whimpering noise that wouldn’t reach anyone else.


  Something else—a bag, or a pillowcase—was thrown over his head. He squirmed and wriggled as he counted three sets of hands propping him up in bed. One of them duct-taped his wrists behind his back. Another steadied his shoulders.


  What the hell do they want? he wondered, absolutely sure that he was a victim of a late-night robbery while the intruders subdued him and shut him up.


  Or maybe it was a fraternity hazing? A prank?


  He didn’t even know if Chilton University had fraternity houses that did such things. He avoided that lifestyle completely. Those kinds of college students were just animals—


  “Hey,” a voice said. Then fingers snapped.


  “Mmpph?” Terry replied, biting his teeth harder into whatever was gagging him. The material was very porous, and it reminded him of lace.


  More surprisingly, the voice was female.


  It calmed his racing heart, but only slightly.


  “You pathetic piece of scum,” the same voice accused. “Did you really think I wouldn’t find out about that other pussy you couldn’t keep your dick out of? Amber, right? I guess she totally stole your heart by shaking her pompoms. Figures. My boyfriend, the football player, just had to sleep with a cheerleader.”


  “Mm?” Terry said.


  Another girl: “Don’t try talking. It’s over, Greg. We know.”


  Greg? Who the hell is Greg?


  Terry began to feel like he was a victim of mistaken identity. Only he couldn’t explain this while being gagged. And he was blinded by whatever was over his head, hiding their faces from his—but also hiding his from theirs.


  And for God’s sake, he was a virgin! He’d never have a chance with a cheerleader in a million goddamn years! What the hell were these girls on about?


  He tried struggling again. No good. The duct tape around his wrists was pretty secure. And one of the dorm invaders was holding him still. He couldn’t tell if she was strong or if he was just a weakling.


  The trio whispered while Terry began imagining all the painful ways a scorned woman might punish an alleged cheater.


  “Mm!” he said. “Mmmmm!”


  “Shut up, you despicable dick-wad!” A pair of fingers pinched his ear.


  Another laughed, then said: “Can he still be called a dick-wad if he doesn’t have a dick and no way to shoot his wad?”


  The whispering resumed.


  Terry had no hope but to ride this out and hope his three captors realized their blunder before anything serious happened. Nonetheless, from out of nowhere in his mind, he suddenly remembered a news article in his hometown about a woman killing her boyfriend—who she’d accused of sleeping with another woman, and who she’d chopped into pieces with an axe.


  Oh God!


  Then his visitors, all three in unison, started chanting in a language that was not English. Their words seemed to carry unnaturally in the tiny bedroom, as if they were addressing an amphitheater through a microphone.


  Terry was uncomfortable. Extremely uncomfortable.


  Not just because he kept fearing a little bodily harm, but literally. The words—their deep, bone-trembling resonance—were making his skin crawl. Heat washed over his skin. Then freezing cold. His sweaty body was instantly shivering as if he’d been thrust into a deep freeze.


  “Mmmph!”


  The words were repeating now. There were verses. Escalating in volume. Almost shouting to the heavens.


  Something like a spasm caused Terry’s legs to snap open. He tried to shout as a tight warmth enveloped his groin, the temperature itself seeming to compress like something physical around his dick and balls. It reminded him of an undersized athletic cup he’d been forced to wear during his short-lived baseball season in high school, only this one felt like it was not only shrinking around his jewels but had been roasted over a fireplace prior.


  “Mmm!” he screamed as loud as he could.


  How could no one hear this? Especially the chanting?


  It was even causing the room to shake!


  The heat concentrated. Now Terry wasn’t screaming because he was captive to three crazy bitches in his dorm room; he was screaming because his cock was burning.


  He violently bucked and writhed, attempting to dissipate the heat.


  No good.


  It wasn’t just around his penis. It was inside his crotch.


  For near a minute he was yelling as loud as his gagged mouth could manage, with tears running down his face. The heat became so painful that it pushed him to the verge of unconsciousness. It was no less pain than if someone had pushed a glowing-orange branding iron right into his nuts.


  Then it was over.


  The pain stopped. The chanting ceased.


  He breathed a sigh of relief from whatever witchcraft had been trying to burn his dick off. He hoped the damage wasn’t too severe.


  “Had enough, Greg?” one girl boasted. She seemed to be the scorned girlfriend, out for personal retribution. “It’s going to suck, not being the man you used to be. But I’ll make sure you get used to it.” The evil laughter was perfectly on cue.


  Terry sat still. He’d learned it was no use fighting. And until their error was revealed, he had no choice but to take their misplaced abuse.


  Five seconds later, light shone on their midnight mistake.


  The pillowcase came off. Terry saw the trio of vigilantes for the first time. They came in three flavors: the tallest being the redhead in the center, the next tallest being a nerdy black girl with glasses and holding a very old-looking book, and the shortest being an Asian girl in pajamas. The shirt had the school logo and a taunt from the football team.


  CHILTON CARNIVORES STUN THE REST.


  The three Chilton co-eds were, very appropriately, stunned.


  Terry took turns looking at each of them, waiting for the first to apologize and admit that he, in fact, was not the cheerleader-boning football player they were seeking. The comedic timing for it was long gone. And they continued to remain as they were for nearing half a minute, their jaws in states of slack ranging from slightly to severe.


  Then the redhead bluntly said, “Oh shit.”


  Terry nodded in agreement.


  “Guys,” the Asian girl said. “That’s not Greg. This isn’t Greg’s dorm room.”


  The black girl removed the duct tape and gag—which turned out to be wadded-up pantyhose. She dropped it with an expression of disgust like the saliva held an infectious disease. Then she asked, “Which building is this?”


  “C-Carmichael Hall,” Terry answered, finding his voice.


  “And Campbell Hall…?”


  “About a hundred feet to the north.”


  She closed the heavy book, which puffed up a cloud of dust. “Oh, we really screwed this up, Reese. Now someone else knows.”


  “We just have to undo it, Mary,” the redhead—Reese—said.


  “We can’t just undo magic spells!” Mary contested, her upturned nose conveying her indisputable knowledge about such a matter. “You said this was where Greg lived. You said it would all go to plan. And you wanted us to come in the middle of the night and put a pillowcase over his head!”


  “I wanted to scare him. Don’t blame me that these stupid residence halls are laid out exactly the same. And this room is just as messy as my boy…ex-boyfriend’s.”


  Terry frowned at that.


  The mess wasn’t by design. Finals had been last week. He was still recovering.


  Silence returned. But this time the girls were disappointed and disgusted rather than shocked. Terry glanced over at the Asian girl who was quieter than her mouthy associates. He got the impression that she wanted little to do with this, and this mistake had only deepened her concerns for a midnight raid.


  Terry licked his lips. There was still a lingering heat in his loins. But there was no pain. And neither was there scorch marks on his boxers.


  Whatever they had done, it had felt like fire.


  “Did you say magic spells?” he asked the group, with a glance toward the book that Mary had tucked under her arm.


  “Nope,” she stated. Then she headed briskly toward the door. “I’m outta here. You two can deal with this.” And Mary was gone.


  Now with the intruders numbering two, Reese held a hand to her forehead like sickness had overcome her. “Oh fuck,” she sighed. And when she peeked down the front of her sweatpants, the same reaction came out—but with a little more pep: “Oh fuck.”


  Terry stared at her crotch. Then at the other girl. Then at Reese again.


  “What’s going on?” he asked.


  Reese let the waistband snap into place. It was dark, and maybe it was his sleep-deprived state of mind, but Terry thought he could make out a bulge in the front.


  He looked down at his own groin.


  The rationalization for Reese’s bulge was about as rational as Mary having a literal spell book. He swallowed hard and tried not to think about why his groin area felt a little emptier than usual.


  “I’m sorry about this,” Reese apologized. It sounded sincere. “Um. I don’t really know how to explain what just happened.”


  “First, you thought I was your boyfriend,” Terry said.


  “Yes. And it was an awful mistake. I’m so stupid. And, well…”


  The suspense was terrifying.


  But it wasn’t Reese who explained it. It was the other girl. “They used a magic spell to swap your groins.”


  Our groins? Terry thought, giving a nervous glance to his lap again, to the bundle of loose fabric that was not indicative of any changes to his manhood. He moved a hand to the region, and let out a slow gasp as the fabric was easily pushed flat, supported by nothing at all.


  The hand whipped away.


  “I’m sorry,” Reese said again. “Farrah is sorry. Mary is sorry too—even if she didn’t act that way. I promise we’ll find a way to reverse this. But it will be a few days at least.”


  Terry was frozen stiff. He was barely processing any of this. A cold sweat had broken out on his neck.


  Then the remaining girls filed out, first Reese then Farrah, who lingered a moment longer and opened her mouth to perhaps say something to make their departure seem less rude. But she said nothing. And then she was gone too.


  At this point, Terry was deciding that he shall not take the most recent events too seriously. It had to be a nightmare. In fact, he wasn’t even going to look at his groin to examine any unwanted alterations. He was so sure that his penis would be intact when his alarm went off that he went right back to bed, desperate to move on and put this all behind him.
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  Terry woke from a soundly slept night, and grabbed his phone to turn off the nine-o’clock buzzer. When the bedroom was silent, he relaxed back into the mattress and absently scratched his chest—where the hairs numbered fewer than the students in some of his lecture halls.


  Immediately his mind was on Reese, Mary, and Farrah. That whole episode had been crazy enough to be his imagination. Yet Terry knew he was fooling himself. Every wild second of it had been real, no matter how much he wished the opposite.


  A spell book, he thought, chuckling to himself.


  Okay, maybe his stupid brain had embellished the frightful incident with a few more fantastical details.


  Spells for what? he wondered. For Reese to steal Greg’s dick?


  Terry gulped.


  His heart hammered as he swung the covers off himself, one swoop casting them aside into a folded-over crumple. He gazed down at his sprawled body, mentally inventorying everything from his limbs down to his moles, until, eventually, there was one place left unchecked.


  And once again he stared at his crotch.


  There was no morning wood today. But not every morning came with a stiff wake-up call. It didn’t mean anything. Just like when he focused on that region of his body and tried to identify, through his senses, the limp and lopsided mass of his familiar reproductive organs, all cramped inside their fabric confinement and in need of rearranging after a night of tossing and turning—but could not feel any of those details.


  Terry noticed that he was breathing hard. Almost panting.


  Oh God, he thought, his mind already sprinting toward sheer panic.


  There was only one way to be certain.


  Gently, and with much hesitation, he clasped the waistband of his boxers between forefinger and thumb; he peeled them southward, slowly revealing the relatively unremarkable tract of his lower navel and upper groin. He realized he was gritting his teeth for this, and clenching nearly every muscle in his body.


  He knew such a thing could not be possible. It defied all logic of the known world.


  The first confirmation, however, had nothing to do with his cock directly.


  It was his pubic hair.


  The morning sunlight caught on the reddish and well-groomed strip running directly down the middle of his pubic region. That couldn’t be. He had dark hair. He’d always had dark hair. And he’d never, ever trimmed the hair on his crotch, so this detail was inconsistent on two counts!


  The color reminded him instantly of Reese’s red hair. The shade was identical, or near enough.


  Now worrying, trembling, and sweating, Terry pushed onward, unveiling one awful inch after another. His new landing strip was no longer seen in glimpses; it was laid bare and naked and obvious. And farther downward, after he’d pulled on his boxers just enough to find the worst news of all, his eyes peeked at a crotch uninterrupted by any fleshy protrusion, and which displayed the beginnings of a pinkish cleft that went deeper between his legs.


  Terry let go and snapped his head back into the pillow.


  He couldn’t believe it! It wasn’t possible!


  It just…


  It just wasn’t.


  Minutes passed. The terror relinquished its hold on his heart and mind, but only steadily. By then, he knew he wasn’t going to get around in time for his first class.


  The second time around, Terry went about stripping off his boxers with more urgency. He’d already confirmed the worst. There was no sense in pretending this new part of him didn’t exist, no matter how much it didn’t belong.


  He shimmied the clothing off with both hands, again uncovering the clashing reddish-orange color of his pubic hair alongside his darker leg hairs, and again exposing that pale mound—a bit paler than it had ever been, he had to admit—that featured his new genitals.


  Terry’s mind crowded with several emotions.


  But mainly it was just odd seeing that smooth, narrow horizon where formerly his dick and balls would’ve been attached to. The two weren’t heavy in themselves, but the absence of that little bit of limp mass was also disturbing. He felt like he had lost something much larger. Like a limb, or something. That ghostly nothingness of not having his manhood gave him a shiver.


  “Well,” he muttered. “Crap.”


  So, a magic spell really had made him and Reese swap genitals.


  The proof was in the pussy.


  Terry smiled a little. He felt oddly better now. But it still freaked him the hell out. At least there was no apparent sign of mutilation. And if Reese was in possession of his penis, there should be at least some likelihood they could swap back, assuming the rules of magic spells were in his favor.


  Although Mary’s attitude afterward had been less than enthusiastic…


  Terry swung his legs over and sat on the edge of the mattress. It was weird seeing his groin from a lying-down position; it was still just as weird when viewing that tuft of red hair from above, and knowing that below it was a vagina.


  Worse, his bladder was calling.


  He silently cursed his body’s waste management, even though a piss was standard procedure in the morning.


  Which made him realize: having a pussy wasn’t just a blemish on his skin. He’d have to, like, use the thing. It came with unavoidable bodily functions.


  After a deep breath for the trial of bravery that was to follow, Terry stood and casually ambled to the bathroom—a private one, fortunately. The seat was up; he uncharacteristically placed it down. Then he swung his bum toward the porcelain and seated himself.


  Never had a simple piss been so nerve-racking in his whole life. He was shaking and sweating all over again. The plumbing down there was functionally no different, but still it seemed like an eternity passed before that gentle descent of warmth made it to the new exit.


  Terry cringed something fierce when the first echoes came of urine splashing into the toilet water. He closed his eyes as the flow halted several times, and he constantly had to relax just to empty his bladder. It must’ve taken five minutes in all.


  This was hell! Would it take this long every time?


  He didn’t bother wiping—even with an errant drop of pee flowing down the inside of his thigh. No way was he going to get into that habit! Because surely he’d have his dick back in no time.


  Terry pulled his boxers up.


  The immense burning almost caused him to scream. He hopped out of them quicker than if they’d been ablaze. And he wasn’t totally sure they weren’t, as he watched them on the floor and waited for the first wisps of smoke, ready to chuck them into the shower if they ignited.


  “Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed, letting the cool air nurse his crotch. “What the hell?”


  Fully naked, he went back into the bedroom, marched toward his dresser, and retrieved another pair of boxers. On they went.


  They burned too! He ripped them in trying to get them off.


  So he tried some briefs next.


  The same theme continued.


  Terry stared at the underwear remaining in his drawer, wondering if he should check every pair—while also wondering what would happen if he legitimately got burned and had to see a doctor.


  Maybe one of the girls had an answer.


  If only they’d been kind enough to share their phone numbers before stealing his dick.


  Still naked, Terry resorted to his desktop computer. More specifically: Facebook. But a hurdle soon presented itself when he remembered he wasn’t in the Chilton University group. Furthermore, his social circle of college friends was pretty sparse beyond his roommate, Evan, who he’d friended out of courtesy. So it required an extra few minutes harnessing the website’s algorithms to track down the Reese, Mary, and Farrah who had paid his dorm room a surprise visit last night.


  Terry decided to shoot Farrah a message. It may have been Reese’s vagina between his legs, but it was Farrah who’d had the more regretful vibe that night.


  With her, he felt like an honest answer was more likely.


  He described his recent trouble with underwear; she replied with a solution; they agreed to meet up between her classes, around eleven o’clock.


  Terry also had class at eleven.


  However, at this point, he couldn’t have concentrated on academics if someone had held a gun to his head. Today was just a lost cause.


  Near eleven, and with Evan gone, he answered the door with a towel wrapped around his waist. He never dared to try his luck with pants.


  She held out a plastic sack. “These should help,” she said, with an apologetic smile.


  Terry took the sack and looked inside.


  “Oh come on,” he blurted. “Are you kidding me? First I lose my dick, and now I have to…”


  “It was part of the spell,” Farrah stated. She looked both ways down the hall to make sure no one could be eavesdropping. “Along with some other conditions.” She shrugged. “I dunno. I was just there to be kind of a lookout and help restrain you. I thought we were getting back at Reese’s boyfriend. Nobody ever meant for you to undergo this.”


  Terry sighed. He thought about mentioning that no one else seemed concerned about his condition. They’d invaded his dorm room, cast a magic spell on him, and left. And one of the women still had his penis. Like, she had probably touched it and everything.


  He wondered if body part theft could be considered a punishable crime.


  “So,” he said. “Are they working on reversing it?”


  “I think as soon as possible.”


  “You think?”


  “Well, Mary has some academic tournament in New York,” Farrah said. “She’ll be gone for five days. And Reese works a full-time job besides being a full-time college student.”


  Terry felt weighed down by all this. Maybe it was an honest mistake. Whatever. But the lack of communication was really frustrating. At least Farrah seemed willing to help, and actually concerned about their misplaced use of magic.


  He laughed. Mostly just at the ridiculous circumstances.


  “Magic’s real, huh?” he said. “Is Mary like a witch or something?”


  “She’s a part of some special bloodline, and she had this special book…” Farrah raised her hands, suggesting the remainder of that story was speculation at best. “I just went along with it. Didn’t ask questions. And she gave me a hundred dollars.”


  He nodded. “Um. Okay. I’ll try these then.”


  “Great. And please don’t ruin them all,” Farrah said as she was walking away. “That’s about half of what I own.”


  Terry returned inside and went back to his bedroom, where he immediately disrobed. The contents of the sack were not pleasant to think about, but he had no choice lest he remain in his dorm room and starve to death.


  So, with reluctant obligation, he plucked a small garment from the pile that looked to contain between twelve and fifteen pairs, stretched it out between his hands, and examined it firsthand.


  It was a brief style. And purple.


  On the cheeks was printed: PINCH THIS.


  “When in Rome,” Terry grunted. Or: When you have a pussy.


  Getting his legs through the conventional holes was easy enough. When the possible moment of pain came, he tensed up, clutching the panties in a way to rip them off in a millisecond if they burned his groin.


  But they didn’t. They were painless like the underwear he was familiar with. And rather comfy to boot.


  He situated them snugly over his hips, admiring how smooth and featureless the fabric was over his groin area. The complete lack of a bulge, again, threw his mind for a loop. So did the way the material tautly snuggled itself against the more-sensitive flesh farther down between his legs, where he could distinctly feel it penetrating what must have been the outer lips of his vulva.


  His mind kept defaulting toward this feeling of loss. He had lost what it meant to be a man capable of sexual reproduction.


  But he had gained something too.


  And he was perfectly okay with ignoring it for as long as it existed.
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  Terry withdrew the three drenched fingers from his pussy—which continued to pulse and throb from its most recent thrashing. He opened his thirsty mouth to catch the rope of cream that dangled from his index finger. Inevitably, the entirety of his wet fingers found their way into his mouth, and he nearly gagged himself in thrusting them down his throat and sucking them clean.


  That orgasmic discharge was so delicious!


  When he’d had a cock, he’d never felt a desire to taste his own cum. What a depraved thing to do, right? But with a pussy, the inhibition was nonexistent.


  Well, obviously, it wasn’t his pussy. He was its temporary keeper. And he was still a heterosexual male despite the present appearance of his groin. So, in a way, his new open-mindedness toward masturbation didn’t come as a shock.


  His hand went back for more, dipping easily into his tender cunt and gathering more of that always-flowing wetness. This time, he didn’t bring the fingers into his mouth; he smeared the stuff all over his face, coating his chin and cheeks and nose in pussy juice.


  Terry adored its aroma so much that he wanted to bathe in it.


  He wanted to be reduced into a barely cognizant fuck-hole like the girls in the videos he was watching, all his holes open for business; he wanted his hair pulled, his ass slapped, his pussy fucked until he couldn’t walk straight.


  God! he thought, inhaling only the scent of his snatch.


  He clicked the next video. In no time three fingers were back in his slit, pumping rhythmically as the two lovers on his computer screen went through the boring routine of foreplay and began stripping their clothes off for the real action.


  Two days had passed since the late-night abduction of Terry’s manhood, and each day he had been progressively less concerned for its whereabouts. Something was happening to his mind. In the immediate aftermath, there had never been a single thought to touch himself erotically. What was between his legs belonged to Reese, and he’d never been comfortable with taking advantage of his sex-changed situation for personal pleasure.


  And, well, having a pussy was weird. The idea never crossed his mind.


  Then came yesterday. Terry had managed to attend his morning class almost like everything was normal—until he found himself grinding his crotch into the seat while surrounded by no fewer than a hundred other students. He’d controlled himself until he returned to his dorm room, at which point he stripped down to his panties and introduced his mind to the previously unknown joy of rubbing his vulva and clitoris.


  He had been an amateur then.


  Twenty-four hours later, he was a fucking expert with this thing.


  Again he was skipping class. He simultaneously knew this pussy was a serious threat to his academic performance and also that he needed one more orgasm.


  He’d had the same mindset two hours ago: one more orgasm, just one more. Now, three orgasms later—and with a sticky keyboard—the urge to masturbate hadn’t subsided.


  Terry angled his legs until his feet were anchored on the desk, a position that intentionally mimicked the blonde in the porn video who was getting her pussy hammered. His fingers knew the way. They thrust against his G-spot, rapidly penetrating his drenched folds until the wet schlicking of his own self-fucking drowned out the audio of his entertainment.


  His toes curled, his teeth sank into his bottom lip, fitting into the teeth marks that were already there.


  “Gah!” he gasped, the pleasure of his pummeling causing his whole body to tremble.


  The lust was uncontrollable. He always craved for more.


  More fingers, more speed, more intensity.


  And so a fourth digit squeezed in. It didn’t matter that his wrist had long ago cramped and hurt like mad. He had to reach climax. He had to fulfill his fantasy of being the girl in the video and having his brains fucked into mush by a fat cock tearing his pussy in half.


  “Mmm! Mmm!” he moaned. Like the chick. “Oh! Yes! You make that pussy your bitch! Gimme, gimme, gimme! Fuck!”


  Whether from the commentary or Terry’s new four-finger skill, another orgasm overtook him. He bucked in his chair, the waves of euphoric release surging through his legs and arms and upper body. He contorted so violently that the chair nearly toppled.


  Once more, he tasted himself. Once more, he continued to massage what had been Reese’s clitoris. Everything between his legs was so raw that it was borderline painful to keep going.


  But the need persisted.


  However, after this latest orgasm, Terry managed to gain some self-control.


  “What the hell is happening?” he panted, continuing to feel envious for the girl on his computer monitor, whose entire existence in those thirty minutes of runtime was to surrender her body to her lover, and to sacrifice her pretty face and big tits to a huge gush of semen.


  Terry closed the video while he had the willpower to do so.


  For a moment, the cravings of his new sexual organ and the principles of his male mind were equal. He felt disgusted with himself. Disgusted, yet horny.


  Understandably, he blamed the magic spell. Women didn’t have beastly sex drives like this—unless he had been zoned out during that particular lesson in Sex Ed.


  Caked in sweat and pussy juice, Terry felt gross. He took a long shower to clean his body and mind. Not once did a hand venture to his groin to resume the activities of earlier.


  Maybe it had only been a phase.


  He did not want to feel like a horny, cock-craving slut all the time.


  Terry put his pussy back into panties—one of the remaining clean pairs, which were much fewer than the day before. He went to his afternoon classes, catching up on the material from two days ago when he had skipped. Every time a certain detail of his new anatomy crept into his mind, he focused harder on paying attention. He ignored how swollen and tender his clitoris continued to be, how easily aggravated it was by his underwear rubbing up against it when he walked, or when he changed his posture while seated. Likewise, the growing dampness was less important than his grades. And he definitely didn’t glance around the lecture halls and choose the guys he’d be willing to sleep with, if there ever came a proposition.


  After his classes were finished, he returned to his dorm room with an emotional battle in his head. The willpower to ignore his sexual needs was slowly evaporating. He knew that once he entered his bedroom, the battle was lost, and he might spend the next six hours marathoning through porn and searching his closet and drawers for anything that might substitute as a fat dildo.


  God, he so desperately wanted to be fucked! And the way this appetite was seeping into his mind had him viewing men as possible means to a pleasurable end.


  He wondered how long his sexual orientation would survive like this.


  Already he wanted big, fat cocks to pummel his pussy and fill him with cum like a jelly donut. How about in two or three more days? Would he want to wear skirts? Would he want to flirt with the men in his classes?


  Trembling with the arousal that he soon wouldn’t be able to ignore, Terry soaked a paper towel with hot water. He buried his face into it and took a few slow breaths, imagining his dwindling discipline as an injured, puny guard protecting his fragile mind, against forces that numbered in the thousands.


  A soft bump came from the far side of the dorm room.


  Terry looked around. There was no sign of his roommate, Evan—except for Evan’s backpack on the carpet by the hallway. There were also shoes there. Two pairs haphazardly left behind. One pair was similar to Terry’s size. The other sneakers were much smaller.


  Another bump. And a very faint and indistinct voice.


  Terry cast the paper towel into the trash and silently approached the hallway and bedroom that mirrored his in the dormitory’s layout. The door was shut. He stood close by, hovering his ear a few inches away.


  There was chatter from the occupants, then laughter. Then, after that, nothing for a stretch. The silence was interrupted by soft music some time later.


  It was around that point that Terry heard the first moan.


  Oh shit, he thought, and immediately he was frozen where he stood. The tickle of wetness inside his snatch was an unmistakable detail to his adapted senses. Quickly a hand went to his groin, and two fingers rubbed the swollen impression of his pussy beneath his denim jeans.


  He cursed himself. He cursed that goddamn magic spell book, and the girls who had trespassed into his dorm room and taken what was his.


  But…


  Fuck, it felt so amazing to touch his new pussy, even if it was an unhealthy addiction.


  Terry did away with the hindrance of his jeans, undoing the button and unzipping the fly to grant himself better access. It was immediately obvious that he had drenched another pair of Farrah’s panties, as he found the cotton absolutely soaked all the way across. He shivered and moaned slightly as his fingertips came into contact with his outer folds.


  He was already warmed up; there was no point in drawing this out.


  After peeling the panties aside, he thrust two fingers into himself and began working them back and forth.


  Giving in meant the end of his afternoon. Maybe the whole day. Maybe even tomorrow.


  But who cared right now?


  He was so, so turned on.


  And so were Evan and his girlfriend, it seemed. The moans from the latter were inconsistent, only audible during the quieter segments of the background music. But to Terry it hardly mattered. The visual of their sex was good enough—at least for a while. He could picture his throat making those moans, his pussy taking the entire girth and length of his roommate’s hard-on.


  Yes, Evan, his imagined self said. You sure know what this pussy wants.


  And then, abruptly, his imagination didn’t satiate his desires.


  He wanted to see.


  Terry tried the knob. To his shock, the door was unlocked. Being as gentle as he could while fervently fingering himself, he nudged the door until a tiny crack revealed the room beyond. He saw Evan behind his girlfriend, who was bent over on the bed and receiving him from behind. They were both pointed toward the far corner of the room, unaware of any spy peeking at their private fun.


  Every time the woman moaned, Terry moaned in echo. He pictured himself in her place, his pretty little ass arched to his lover, strong hands clenching his hips. He fantasized of Evan’s abdomen bumping into his backside, and that fulfilling lunge of the boy’s erection thrusting into his tight cunt.


  He wanted what she was getting. All of it.


  Even the long hair swishing in his face, the tits bouncing on his chest.


  In a dreamlike state, he crawled into the room and up behind his roommate. Kneeling, Terry positioned his head between Evan’s legs and observed, from below, Evan’s cock pistoning into his girlfriend’s hairless hole and his testicles swinging wildly.


  And it was all too inviting to ignore.


  Terry grabbed his roommate’s legs and said, “Mind if I join in?” before elevating his face to Evan’s nutsack and just meeting the scrotal skin with his lips.


  Their reactions weren’t like in his fantasy. Evan jumped away; his girlfriend shrieked; they ripped the sheets off the bed, covered themselves, and looked with pure horror toward their unwanted visitor.


  Terry remained on the floor. He was still fingering himself.


  “What the fuck, Terry?” Evan nearly screamed. “Get out!”


  “B-but, you haven’t seen my pussy,” Terry said, leaning back to show his roommate that they were more sexually compatible now. “Don’t you want to fuck me?”


  Now they both looked horrified. Evan didn’t even say a word. He and his girlfriend grabbed their clothes and fled the room, leaving Terry to wonder what he had done wrong.
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  Terry was in a crisis. He needed help.


  The options on that spectrum were limited. Medical professionals were out of the question, and it was too risky to expose his magical condition to those with scientific viewpoints about biology. Plus, he wanted to minimize how many people knew he had a pussy. Who knew who some innocent-seeming doctor might gossip to!


  There were only three people who he could trust: Reese, Mary, and Farrah.


  And a solution had to come soon. By next week, his supercharged libido might be beyond control, at the expense of his education, his life, and any shred of morality.


  A meeting couldn’t be arranged until the end of the week, with Farrah acting as the intermediary. Reese took time off work, and Mary was nearly home after hopping on an earlier flight out of New York. Once again, the band of three home invaders would be back together, and Mary’s spell book would face the test of returning things to normal.


  Terry and Farrah arrived at Reese’s dorm room at seven on Friday evening. They exchanged the usual pleasantries, and he treated himself to some oven-bake lasagna that Reese had cooked for the occasion. But inside, he was struggling. His panties were wetter than if he’d pissed himself. Frequently he fought the urge to rush off to the bathroom and spend fifteen minutes on a quickie orgasm, not caring if the girls knew what he was up to—or if they heard him moaning as he fucked himself.


  But he didn’t give in. Rocking himself, clenching his fists, concentrating on anything but that empty void between his legs, he looked forward to having his dick back.


  His dick.


  Reese currently had it, and this was the closest Terry had been to his manhood all week. Its current owner wore a skirt, so as to not draw any attention to a possible bulge it might create in tight-fitting clothes. Nevertheless, he often stared at her crotch, imagining the familiar details of his cock and balls, but attached to the wrong body.


  Sometimes she scratched the region, or appeared to readjust something.


  He wondered if she’d jerked off with it. Weirdly, he felt a small pride in that. If she had, a girl had officially touched his dick. Just not in the way he expected.


  And he wondered if she had other fantasies involving her new tool.


  Naughtier fantasies.


  Like if she’d ever shot a load while imagining the two of them getting it on, and dumping buckets of hot cum into her former pussy while he sucked out every last drop from his former balls and squealed like a total cock-loving slut—


  Farrah cleared her throat.


  They were all seated in the living area.


  “Huh?” Terry asked, feeling like he had lost track of a conversation, if they’d even been having a conversation.


  “I asked if you were okay,” Farrah said.


  “Oh. Sure.” He crossed his legs and trembled. “Y-yeah. I’m managing. I just hope I don’t reach a point where I can’t manage it anymore, and I lose myself and give in.”


  “I’m sorry,” Reese said. She had, like Terry, crossed her legs. “It’s the spell doing that.”


  “Doing what, exactly?” Farrah asked, speaking up for Terry.


  “The intent was to force Greg back into my arms. But now Terry is feeling those effects.”


  “So, you were planning to turn your ex-boyfriend into a slut?” Terry asked.


  Reese nodded. “Yeah. Pretty much. I’d have his cock, and he’d be unable to resist me.” She giggled slightly. “I guess I’d have to worry about him chasing guys rather than girls.”


  “And how long would that last?”


  She shrugged. “I didn’t really consider an endpoint yet.”


  Terry sighed. Witchcraft was one thing. The irresponsibility displayed when wielding such life-changing power was another. Hell, maybe Greg had been right to cheat on his girlfriend—if such a thing was even true. To Terry it was just gossip from the mouth of a person who had stolen his dick and seemed none too concerned about returning it to its rightful owner.


  His pussy tingled again. He sent his thoughts away from the wetness and emptiness of his new fuck-hole, and that there existed a solution to his arousal just a few feet away, hidden underneath a fashionable pink skirt.


  What he wouldn’t give to suck his former cock and take Reese’s load on his face.


  He wondered how she tasted.


  Would it be the same taste as if he’d eaten his own cum? Or had Reese’s diet already altered the flavor and consistency of what was stored in her balls?


  It was a fascinating question.


  Finally, Mary barged through the door with her spell book, complaining of the slow GO-EZ driver who had picked her up from the airport. Terry felt an early relief from having the gang back together, even though the results were still to be determined.


  “I’m telling you, Reese, this is dangerous,” she claimed. “Both the book and I need time to recharge. And Terry ain’t even the guy you were intending this spell to work on. That comes with the possibility of bad consequences.”


  “He’s suffering,” Farrah said—who, again, seemed to care more about Terry than anyone else in this room. “We have to try something.”


  “That’s the kind of attitude that can make things way worse,” Mary said, but she was already flipping through that heavy book. It had a thick cover with an indecipherable language printed on both sides.


  Terry wondered how old it was, and if the author had envisioned a guy and a girl swapping genitals.


  Had people had kinks like that in the Dark Ages and before?


  Did guys have larger cocks back then?


  The group assembled themselves in a row, as Terry relaxed on the sofa while the fate of his manhood was, again, up to the mystical powers of some witchy bookworm and a thick spell book. He felt like he was part of a dangerous experiment, where things might blow up.


  Like during the midnight hour in his bedroom, the three girls began chanting. Terry closed his eyes. If it was any help, he concentrated as hard as he could on he and his manhood reuniting, and the joy of being able to stand over the toilet and take a piss. Having a cock was so much better than having a pussy. So much better. It wasn’t even a comparison. Like, his pussy was so awful and terrible, and he hated every second of having it.


  The voices rose in volume, reaching an unnatural loudness that boomed throughout the apartment. The sofa shook. He winced as he felt that warmth envelop his loins again, and a hot pressure mounting around his genitals.


  Yes, he thought. Please! Be gone! Return me to normal!


  And then the ritual was finished. The chanting was over. Terry’s crotch began to cool off.


  He slowly opened his eyes as Mary closed the heavy book with a thunderous thud. She was looking at Reese, while Farrah’s attention was on Terry.


  His gaze turned downward. He hooked his thumb underneath his shorts and pulled them out. His heart skipped a beat when he noticed the dark and denser patch of pubic hair that had replaced the narrow landing strip. So that was back to normal!


  And lower…


  Terry’s widening smile flipped upside-down as he observed the pinkish cleft, still intact. The smell of his pussy wafted up into his nostrils, and he knew that nothing had changed except for a little set decoration above his vulva.


  Well that’s a fucking bummer, he thought.


  Across the room, Reese had made a similar discovery with her own genitals.


  “I told you,” Mary said boastfully. “The magic is not ready. It has its own schedule. Even the phase of the moon has to be correct.”


  Terry rubbed his forehead. If he couldn’t have his dick back tonight, then when? He wasn’t so sure he’d still be the same person next week.


  “How long are we looking at?” Farrah asked.


  Mary tapped her chin as if she were performing quick calculations in her head. “We’re looking at a couple months, I think. That’s for the best results.”


  Terry covered his face in his hands.


  “Hey, if you don’t like that, find another friend with a magic spell book.” And like she had earlier this week, she marched out of the room with her magic paraphernalia, leaving Reese, Farrah, and Terry to figure things out alone.


  Terry felt worse. Not just because all signs pointed to his dick remaining on someone else’s body for a while longer, but because a part of him was excited to hear the news about possibly having a pussy for two more months. He tried to bury that excitement, to place it into an unreachable pit in the deepest part of his mind. But apparently his mind was filled with water, because that excitement floated back to the surface.


  He was on the verge of tears as he giggled. He wanted to tear his hair out.


  “Terry?” Farrah asked. “You okay?”


  He laughed again. “I just really want to choke on a dick and guzzle that delicious cum. You have no idea. Ever seen Willy Wonka? And how Violet inflates? Like that. I want to drink so much cum that I just fucking inflate into a blimp, and there’s cum running from my nose and leaking out of my ears and oozing from my eyes.” He pounded the sofa giddily. “Cum, cum, cum! I bet Willy Wonka had a huge dick.”


  Farrah and Reese shared a look. Whether it was related or not, the front of Reese’s skirt was sporting a respectable lump.


  “God, I didn’t mean for it to be this bad,” Reese said. “The spell was supposed to make Greg feel hornier the longer he went without having sex, but—”


  “Then maybe that’s it,” Farrah said. “You two have to have sex. Terry said his urges were nonexistent the first day. And now they’ve escalated because of his abstinence.”


  He stared at the co-ed who had his dick and balls. The conversation had caused that lump in her skirt to swell a little more. She noticed and blushed while positioning her hands in front of it.


  Terry wasn’t against being fucked by his own cock. It seemed poetic, if not a very unusual way to finally lose his virginity. Ironically, the simple prospect of what must be done to rid himself of these desires was a catalyst for more desires. He hadn’t been particularly well-endowed. Would it satisfy him? On the other hand, if he didn’t get a cock in him tonight, he’d put serious thought into fucking anything with a phallic resemblance.


  An electric toothbrush had already entered his mind a few times. The handle might do the trick. Or a vegetable. If he could survive an outing to a grocery store and not impale himself with a cucumber right there in the produce department.


  His body rocked forward and backward—a mild preview of how he wanted to ride Reese’s hard-on.


  “Would that work?” Farrah asked, putting the question to the two with the swapped genitals.


  Reese was blushing even more. “It’s worth a try,” she admitted. “If it’ll help.”


  Terry nodded enthusiastically. “I’ll do whatever you want. Whatever position, whatever hole. I’ll bark like a dog. Just—fuck, I need a dick inside me. It’s like my life can’t move on. I need it so bad.”


  Farrah smiled. “Then I think it’s settled. You want me to leave?”
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  The deed was to be done in the bedroom. Unlike Teddy’s roommate, Reese was prudent about her private affairs and had locked the bedroom door. The blinds, too, were shut as tight as could be. A desk lamp provided the light.


  Reese had asked Teddy if he wanted anything to drink before they got started; he had declined, despite his dry mouth. He had also opposed the suggestion to have a little background music.


  They sat on her mattress, side to side, hip to hip. And it was immensely bizarre. For Teddy, he knew that his sanity rested on his having sex with the tall, pale redhead who would have normally been out of his league. But the mood was anything but romantic. He was horny, but it wasn’t affectionate. He only needed a dick inside him; he did not necessarily need the woman who was attached to that dick.


  She draped her hand across his shoulders, a gesture seemingly intended to break the ice a little.


  Teddy moaned. He did not mean to. But the moment was close, and he was doing everything in his weak power to not tear the co-ed’s clothes off and throw his head onto that dick of hers.


  “I’m sorry again,” Reese said, whose tent-pole in her skirt emphasized their mutual desires presently. “I know it’s been mentioned several times.”


  “Thanks,” Terry whispered. “It’s been an interesting experience, having…you know.”


  “Likewise. And I regret to say that I may have tested its capabilities a couple times.”


  Terry laughed. “That’s nothing compared to me.”


  He felt himself losing strength by the minute. He could barely move his arms or turn his neck. His physical extremities seemed less vital. It was only his mind and his pussy that mattered right now—but especially his pussy, and every wet, empty inch of it.


  Reese’s erection was visibly bobbing, eager to be freed from its unfamiliar feminine confines. Even a little dark spot had appeared in her skirt, from the pre-cum bubbling out and staining the fabric.


  Teddy could have died. He felt so euphoric. And they still had their clothes on.


  “So,” Reese said. “How should we do this?”


  His eyelids fluttered. Drool oozed from his mouth.


  She smiled. “You’re not much for words right now, are you?”


  He slowly shook his head.


  “Hmm. Okay.” Reese scooted herself closer, which put her hard-on closer as well.


  Terry trembled. The anticipation alone seemed to fill his body with an electric current. His satisfaction was in reach—the very thing he had fantasized about since a finger had entered his new cunt the first time. And yet he was patient.


  Maybe because he knew he was getting a cock tonight. There was no rush. Rather, the build-up itself was almost as pleasurable as the action.


  Reese made the first move. Not a kiss, or anything suggesting of foreplay. Instead, her hand made the dive to Terry’s lap, and her purposeful fingers smoothly slipped beneath his shorts, where they encountered the large swath of dampness long before they reached the fissure in his flesh that marked the beginning of his female sex organ.


  Terry exhaled so forcefully that it hurt his lungs. His heels had risen off the carpet, and his feet were dancing and bouncing on their toes.


  Reese smiled. “This isn’t an accurate depiction, you know,” she said, her fingers now sliding along his swollen vulva. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt what you’re feeling.”


  “Darn magic spells,” Terry joked, with a voice crack. “Mm. Oh shit.”


  My God, he thought, having someone else’s hand massage his pussy for the first time. The need to submit to this pleasure was so overwhelming that he would’ve readily traded his whole academic career for five minutes of Reese rubbing his sensitive mound.


  Luckily, such a trade didn’t need to be made!


  And he hoped this went on for longer than five minutes.


  Reese gradually quickened her pace. Terry didn’t intervene. These were fingers that were much more experienced, after all; he needn’t ruin the moment.


  The area between his legs was unbelievably wet. He couldn’t fathom how so much moisture was produced by his body. He was sweating too, but only a little. It was amusing to think that his body was more prioritized toward intercourse than it was for temperature moderation.


  Represented by the moving bulges in his groin, Reese’s fingers tugged Terry’s panties aside. He gasped as a finger truly touched his slit, sliding along the entirety of its wet vertical expanse. She could’ve penetrated him if she desired, but she didn’t. She was teasing him.


  And as a result, his hands were clenching the bedsheets with such force that his fingernails had partially torn through them.


  “Ah,” he gasped. His spine arched. “Juh-eez. Uh. Mm-ck.” With every breath, his throat tried to invent a new word for what he was feeling. “Guh-oomm.”


  Reese laughed. “I think I’m ready for you.”


  Terry required no further invitation. His partner’s boner was now an impressive six-inch mast, with the stain of pre-cum reaching the diameter of a half-dollar. Operating his hands to successfully hike her skirt up was a difficult task with the ongoing distraction between his legs. But he liberated her hard-on—which, as he found, was no match for her lace panties, now downgraded to only covering her testicles.


  He was mesmerized by the sight of his manhood attached to another person, and more mesmerized when Reese’s groin muscles flexed, causing her stiff cock to tense up and push out another drop of pre-cum. It beaded down the underside of her glans, on a long, oozing journey down to her scrotum.


  Wow, he thought, his eyes widening like a thief’s finding a golden payday.


  Reciprocating his partner’s charitable masturbation, Terry sent a hand over to the swollen prize needing his attention. He seized a familiar grip on the shaft, instantly recognizing the middle-thick shape of this cock. After all, it had been his for nearly two decades. But it was strange this time. He couldn’t feel the tight, exhilarating pressure of his erection—that was all for Reese to feel. What he felt was an adventurous index finger exploring the sopping-wet interior of his wet pussy, causing that feeling of penis-shaped emptiness to intensify.


  He began stroking his partner’s prick, giving that blood-swollen rod a rhythmic pump.


  “Whoa,” Reese breathed. “It uh…it needs you.”


  “You think it’s more sensitive to my touch?” Terry asked.


  “I don’t know. But it never felt this hard even when I tried masturbating. Morning wood is really annoying, huh?”


  Terry smiled and nodded. “I think I’d rather wake up with a wet pussy every day.”


  “Wait until you have to deal with periods.”


  The longer they went, the less awkward it was. Terry was immediately comfortable with jerking off his former cock, and Reese’s skillful fingers had him moaning nonstop.


  But mutual masturbation was hardly his intention.


  In a move that took Reese completely by surprise, he pushed her flat on the mattress. Terry, with a hungry and somewhat animalistic grunt, moved atop her. There was no reluctance between him setting his sights on her erection and moving his face to her groin. He kissed the underside, where the lacy waistband of her panties pinched into her swollen shaft. With a cry of sexual relief, he licked the whole length of her manhood, from base to head, savoring the meaty and musky taste of it as if it were a six-inch-long, throbbing lollipop.


  He felt so lucky and thrilled. His pussy squirted out more juice.


  Just a minute, he told it. Wait your turn.


  Reese was giggling. Perhaps at Terry’s enthusiasm for oral, perhaps at the pleasure she was feeling from his tongue licking all around her fantastic tool.


  Its scent was incredible. He was shivering all over like its aroma had a chemical reaction with his molecules.


  Then, with a swift turn of his head, he wrapped his lips over the glans and swooped his mouth over three, pulsating inches with never a pause.


  It was the first time a cock had been in his mouth, and he was instantly a fan.


  “Yeah,” Reese grunted. “You know what you’re doing, huh? You’ve been wanting this for the whole week.”


  That he had.


  Terry bobbed his head as the girls did, feasting his taste buds and squeezing his cheeks around her hardened member—which felt even thicker and larger in his mouth than it did in his hand. It was the hottest fucking thing to suck her cock. And he did so with a passion that he never knew was in him. After acquainting himself with the process, his head began taking longer and faster lunges down her length, forcing the cockhead deeper and deeper.


  It eventually became a feat he could not leave unaccomplished. He had to deep-throat her.


  He took a deep breath and shoved his face down toward her groin, wiggling his head to accommodate her meat inside his pharynx. Reese’s lap bucked. He coughed, sending pre-cum and drool up the wrong end of his nasal passage, to dribble out of his nostrils. Back between his legs, he was rubbing his clit furiously.


  What he did not expect was for Reese to place her hands over his temples and begin fucking his head like a cantaloupe.


  “Gulg-gulg-gulg,” his throat hiccuped, like a chuckling drainpipe.


  Then she shoved his face all the way down, until Terry’s eyes met her reddish-orange pubic hair. The way her manhood clogged his throat was like the two were made for each other. But he also couldn’t breathe—which his partner didn’t seem to realize.


  He signaled that he was suffocating by tapping out on her thigh.


  The hands that were holding him down now assisted in lifting his head up, and the cock-scented air in his lungs was replaced with fresh oxygen.


  “I’m sorry!” Reese apologized right away. “I wasn’t even thinking. I just loved how tight your throat was, and I completely forgot about, uh, you needing to breathe.”


  Terry laughed it off. “It’s fine. Actually, if that’s how I had gone out, I don’t think I’d be upset.”


  “Let’s not find that out, though.”


  He agreed.


  Terry’s jaw was thoroughly sore after his lessons in cocksucking, allowing Reese to take charge. He relaxed on the mattress while she stripped off the lower half of his outfit, removing his shorts and panties in one quick yank. He didn’t have to wait long to see if she was as comfortable using her mouth on him as he had on her. With his legs spread, she positioned herself for the offering, bending her head forward and greeting his easily excitable vulva with her tongue. Terry immediately found cunnilingus wonderful—although, again, it was from the perspective he had never imagined it from.


  She was gentler with her mouth, mainly resorting to her tongue’s reach and flexibility. But it was equally incredible. He was astonished how sensitive he was, and how such a small part of his physical body—his clitoris—could have such broad, tingling effects.


  He writhed on the tangled bedding while Reese repeatedly flicked that tiny, turgid nub.


  It was good. Hell, it was phenomenal.


  But it got ten times better when she substituted her tongue with her fingers.


  “Mmm!” Terry squealed when those digits slotted into his dark, wet depths. No time was wasted. Her hand commenced an ineloquent rampage of fucking his pussy nonstop. “Ahhhh!” he shrieked, as his torso arched toward the ceiling and he was convulsing on his shoulders and tailbone, enduring that fast-paced pounding.


  Today was the best day ever. Nothing in his past or future would ever compare.


  He was being rewarded for the slut he was, and it was fucking amazing.


  In a surprising turn, Reese flung herself at Terry and kissed him on the lips. The smooch seemed to shock her just as much, as she recoiled afterward and put plenty of distance between their mouths. But she didn’t say anything.


  Teddy moaned anyway.


  He liked how sexy his moans were becoming. Though, if he was going to master the art of moaning like a real girl, he’d need many more evenings like this!


  Reese plopped back on top of him. And when he felt the tip of her magnificent prick prodding his groin, he knew what came next. His legs eagerly opened for it.


  He expected her to ask permission.


  Their eyes locked for a long moment. But nothing was said, and nothing had to be. They both wanted the same thing.


  Reese encircled her arm underneath Terry’s midsection: a sturdy grip. Then she bent up and observed their groins. He did too. With a steady aim and a cautious forward thrust from her pelvis, the two came together. The insertion stunned Terry into total passivity, as his male mind became overwhelmed by the new and jaw-dropping sensation that came with a dick entering his pussy. Its thick hardness spread his inner walls open, and it glided right on inside.


  At last, he thought, feeling his vaginal walls squeeze his former manhood, first unconsciously and then with control and finesse.


  Every time he did so, the firmness and fullness of his partner’s hard-on was magnified. God, he could even feel it throbbing through the membranes of his female sex!


  Reese looked him in the eye again.


  Terry nodded.


  She started out slow. It was understandable; they were both feeling their way through this, operating on instincts that were in their infancy. And he knew he must’ve looked like a goofball with his mouth hanging open. Hers was too. For those first few thrusts, it was an overload of stimulation. Nothing could have prepared him for the sheer weight of satisfaction he felt in that moment, as if his whole life had been preparing him to be fucked.


  That was crazy. It was just sex.


  But that spell was potent stuff.


  Reese attained a good rhythm, undulating the whole length of her torso to deliver a pleasantly vigorous thrust. But Terry wasn’t content with being inanimate on the mattress. He wrapped his arms over Reese’s shoulders, allowing him to feel that flow of energy from her bucking body down to her cock. She tightened her arm too.


  Together they moved. Together they panted and moaned.


  Terry was in heaven. Sex was far better than he could have ever imagined—possibly due to having a pussy. And the more they went at it, the better he familiarized himself with its dynamics. For instance, sometimes Reese didn’t quite get her full length all the way inside, as Terry preferred. So he began thrusting his own pelvis in return, to make sure her entire erection always filled his pussy.


  He remembered being worried about the size of his cock, if it’d be enough.


  The answer: it was plenty.


  Heck, the pleasure didn’t really come from the size anyway! It was mostly from the intimacy, the movement, and watching Reese work herself toward a climax.


  On one thrust, she stopped suddenly. Terry saw her eyes open wide.


  “Close?” he asked.


  She nodded. “I think I almost popped right there. You know, we can probably go longer if—”


  “No,” he said. “I mean, I love getting fucked, but I do want a normal life again. And I’m not really your boyfriend. You’re just, like, my cure.”


  “Okay.” She took a deep breath and smiled. “Then let’s fix you up, huh?”


  The cure came on the next lunge. She shuddered in his arms, and he felt something warm flood into his pussy, arriving in thick, jetting ropes.


  Finally.


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


   


   


   


  Terry groaned when he heard his nine-o’clock alarm buzzing from the nightstand. Truthfully, he was lucky to not have classes at the crack of dawn like some guys he knew, but the noise was irritating nonetheless.


  Another day of homework, studying, and praying that Mr. Burnett didn’t follow through on his threat of a pop quiz.


  His hand fumbled for the phone.


  Someone else’s got there first.


  He sleepily opened his eyes, and realized that he had tossed and tumbled himself onto Farrah’s body in the middle of the night, and their mouths had wound up in close proximity. She ruffled his hair and pecked a soft kiss on his lips.


  “Morning,” she greeted him.


  “Mor…” Terry moaned, having half a thought to close his eyes and get fifteen more minutes of sleep. He could still make it to his first class. If he sprinted.


  Farrah shook him. “No. Don’t you doze back off.”


  Terry snorted.


  Right then, he felt a hand rubbing between his legs. Maybe he didn’t presently have the equipment to get morning wood, but his clitoris tried its best. Farrah began circling her thumb across it, encouraging it to swell a little more.


  He smiled and reached between her legs to rub hers.


  “Hey,” she protested. “I’m trying to wake you up.”


  “Oh? I thought you were suggesting we spend the morning making out.”


  “I’ve never skipped a class. And I’m not going to start just because my lesbian boyfriend needs a quickie.”


  He laughed. “Fine. I guess Reese will get all the fun.”


  They disentangled themselves and sat up. Not only had Terry woken up on top of his girlfriend, but he’d also lost his panties in the middle of the night. He searched under the sheets and underneath the pillows, but they were nowhere to be found. Farrah offered hers, since he had the earliest class and had to get around sooner. He slid the black thong up his legs.


  Farrah yawned. “Where are we eating for lunch? Cafeteria? There’s meatloaf today.”


  “Can’t,” Terry said. “That’s when Reese and I are getting together.”


  “That soon?”


  He nodded. “Got a test this afternoon. I don’t want distractions.”


  It was great that Farrah understood his needs, though there was no ignoring how awkward it was. But until Mary successfully lifted the magic spell, the demands of Terry’s pussy must be met. And here lately, Reese and he had become efficient with his dosages of cum. He could be in and out within fifteen minutes, happy and clearheaded for a day or two.


  He still wanted his cock back. The pussy was great, but it wasn’t his. And Farrah wasn’t a lesbian, so being intimate lacked that extra completeness of being able to sexually fulfill her.


  Although his fingers and mouth were doing their best.


  In the meantime, all was well.


  Except for the situation with his roommate, Evan. They still weren’t on speaking terms after that incident a few weeks ago. Terry still had the occasional thought of making amends through a sexual favor. Maybe a blowjob while he was watching TV, maybe a morning surprise of pussy in his face. Once Evan saw how good of a fuck Terry was, he’d come around.


  Sex made everything better.
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  Wade knew who was calling the moment his phone rang. He had just finished his final class for the afternoon, was on his way home to dread this moment, but apparently the moment couldn’t wait.


  In the Digital Age, bad news did travel fast. Too fast.


  He pulled out his phone and took a seat on a bench.


  “Ma?” he said, playing oblivious. “If this is about spring break, I think most of us are gonna stick around on campus, you know, and act very responsible.”


  “Wade Patterson,” her voice scolded.


  Uh-oh, Wade thought. He imagined the headline all over CNN, Wolf Blitzer delivering the terrible announcement to the world. It was about the only channel his mother watched these days. That, and the soaps on the locals.


  “I see here you received a B in Calculus?” she said sternly.


  “Ma, the professor was a joke. No one in that class got a good grade.” A lie. “He—”


  “You remember the agreement.”


  “But—”


  Then the voice on the other end became deeper and harsher. “Son. This is your father.”


  Wade shivered. He hadn’t heard his parents sharing the same phone since when they’d had a landline, and that must’ve been fifteen years ago. It activated something deep down, like the child he used to be, back when his parents were the rulers and law-sayers and would never refrain from striking his backside even in the grocery store.


  For the next few minutes, he listened as his father restated the agreement: that Wade was to make all straight A’s in his college classes, or else lose his parents’ financial support. Wade explained his bad grade again, but it was no use. It was like trying to talk down the Russian army or something. They had tanks, and he was just a lone soldier on the battlefield.


  His father said, “This is unacceptable. You’re smarter than this.”


  Wade nodded his head along silently, knowing how this conversation went.


  “But I’m willing to give you this mulligan. If you promise me something.”


  That surprised Wade. His father never went easy on him. Though the stinger there suggested that much remained true. “What’s that?” Wade asked.


  “From now on, I’ll be looking at every test score and homework assignment. If you get anything less than an A, I’m cutting off your allowance.”


  In the old days, it would have been possible to cheat; all Wade needed was some whiteout and a red marker. But nowadays all his scores were online. His family had total access to his college records, including every single class and every assignment. He’d have to be an honest good student from now on.


  “Do we have a deal?” his father asked.


  “Yeah. Deal.”


  “Thank you. Stay tough. No partying.”


  “Sure, Dad.”


  Wade said his goodbyes to his mother and father before hanging up.


  Truthfully, the interrogation had gone better than expected. He survived with his allowance—that was crucial. That allowance kept him from having to get a job or pay for his tuition. In that way, he knew he was better off than most of his classmates, but the high academic standards his family put him to were a load of fucking bullshit. Grades weren’t important; connections were. The college experience was all about meeting people in the industry and getting his name out there, not keeping a 4.0 GPA.


  Even Bill Gates didn’t finish college, and he was a billionaire!


  Wade relaxed on the bench for a while, gathering his thoughts, thinking of the long collegiate life ahead of him, and asking himself if he was up to killing his personal life for the sake of academic perfection. He’d have to.


  Thanks Dad, he thought, getting up and walking on. Love you too.


  The Tau Gamma fraternity was on an elm-shaded street, along with several other frat houses. With the day being warm and sunny—one of the first of the year—and spring break on the horizon, there were several guys outside, some packing up their cars. It was only the first Tuesday of March, but that didn’t stop some guys from skipping out early. They didn’t have dictators in the family.


  Wade went into the two-story house, waving to his buddies on his lazy slog upstairs. He liked Tau Gamma. And for the most part, it wasn’t like the frat houses in the movies with the constant shenanigans and partying and trouble-making. Most dudes here took college seriously.


  Except Steve and Michael, who were already cracking open beers. Typical.


  Upstairs, Wade passed by Karl’s room and saw the door cracked open.
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  In the tangle of two bodies, Wade could make out the scantily clad Dahlia giving Karl a blowjob—although her hair concealed the act itself. Had Karl’s dick been visible, Wade probably would have walked on. But instead he lingered at the doorway and ogled the woman’s fantastic figure, wrapped in a red bra and thong panty. If he listened closely, he could hear the slurping of her lips, and the muffled groans from the recipient of her oral pleasure.


  Everyone in Tau Gamma knew Dahlia Griffith was a prostitute. Sometime last fall, she had begun hanging around the frat houses—Tau Gamma in particular, and especially Karl, whose family was loaded to the clouds. She probably gravitated toward him after seeing he drove a showroom-new Mercedes-Benz. And, honestly, as a business decision, it made sense, a prostitute hanging around a college campus. Wade wondered how common it was, or if Dahlia had found herself a new edge against her competition.


  How many prostitutes and escorts lived in Clearlake Township, Wade didn’t know. It wasn’t that big of a town.


  She might’ve been near thirty years old—rumored—but that didn’t stop Wade from getting hard for that round ass and her lace-covered mound turning toward him every so often. But he knew it’d be awkward if he got discovered, so he went on ahead to his room.


  The conversation with his parents might’ve lasted only five minutes, but Wade felt completely drained from it, and it wasn’t even three o’clock. He had an exam in two days, but he wasn’t in the mindset to study for it. After cracking open a Red Bull, he played some video games and peeked at the news. Some Clearlake scientist—a portly man with astonishingly well-maintained curly blonde hair, like what you’d see on a woman half his age—was addressing something about “purple flashes” people were seeing in the nighttime sky, speculating gases in the upper atmosphere or optical illusions. Those purple flashes had been becoming more frequent and seemed to be what Clearlake Township was getting to be known for, though nobody could figure out what the hell it was.


  Wade’s father would’ve said he was a dumb egghead fishing for grant money, because who the hell cared about flashing lights in the sky?


  A knock came on the door.
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  “Anybody home?” a sultry voice asked, and Dahlia pushed her way in without waiting for permission. Over her red underwear, she wore a tight black dress that left nothing to the imagination, and hugged every line and curve to perfection. Advertising. Unlike a business in need of a catchy slogan, she just needed to show off her body, and guys fully understood what she was selling. And who else wore three-inch heels around a college campus?


  “Can I help you?” Wade asked, his eyes snapping to her cleavage.


  She rolled her head suggestively. “Don’t pretend I didn’t see—oh, Wade, come on. You boys sure like to leave things as a pigsty, don’t you?” She crossed the room and started picking up socks and other clothes that hadn’t made it into the clothes hamper.


  Wade recalled she had an OCD thing for that. She was basically Karl’s maid with benefits.


  “As I was saying,” she said, dusting her hands together in a gesture of a job well done, “don’t pretend I didn’t notice you peering at the two of us.” She sauntered toward Wade and sat down on the bed beside him, putting all of herself into his personal space and wrapping an arm over his shoulder. Her breath smelled minty fresh. If it wasn’t to cover up the smell of Karl, then it was to mask her smoking habit. “And I don’t want you to think I’m exclusive to him. All of me is available to you, stud.”


  “We did it one time after Christmas,” Wade pointed out. Pretty much everyone in Tau Gamma had donated to Dahlia, some more than others. Sometimes it was too much effort to get a girlfriend, after all, and guys had pent-up urges from all the academic stress.


  A smart businesswoman, indeed.


  “Oh, yes,” she said, smiling. “You ate my ass.”


  “No. We just had sex.”


  “Oh. Yes.” Her hand glided down Wade’s chest and stomach, on a clear path toward his crotch, but it stopped just before. “If you need an encore, honey, I would be thrilled to take you on a ride again.”


  Wade considered. On the one hand, Dahlia was ten years older and about as clean as a college guy’s tube sock. Minty breath or no, it didn’t cancel out what he’d seen earlier, or that Karl’s cock probably wasn’t the first of the day.


  On the other hand, he could use some relief.


  His manhood certainly agreed. Dahlia hadn’t touched it, but it was making an obscene tent in his pants. Down here, down here!


  Wade made up his mind. He fished out two fifty-dollar bills from his wallet and handed them over. Dahlia expressed her thanks.


  “You want me undressed?” she asked.


  “Like you are is fine,” he said. “I’ll sit here.”


  The woman moved down to the floor and got on her knees. Even though her occupation required her to be on her knees a lot—and surely every other position imaginable—she was all smiles. Wade respected that. She had an arguably simpler life than he did, and that wasn’t anything to look down upon. Plus, she was making more income too.


  Buddy, you got in the wrong business, he joked to himself.


  Dahlia worked his pants off and took him with her mouth. Not a drop was spilled for the big, explosive finale, and she licked her lips clean.


  “Can you do me a favor, stud?” she asked, after her task was accomplished.


  “Yeah?”


  “My mom has her birthday today. I want to go see her, but I don’t have a ride.” She batted her huge eyelashes. “Care to give a gal a lift?”


  “Sure. Where to?”
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  Dahlia’s mother lived in a mobile home park near the outskirts of town. Wade, being a gentleman, was happy to assist. That evening, he took the side streets for what his GPS said was a fifteen-minute drive.


  She didn’t say much at first, only smoked in the passenger seat and watched the neighborhoods blur by. Clearlake Township was mainly a suburb besides being a college town. Outside the campus, it was seemingly endless neighborhoods.


  About halfway into the trip, Wade heard sobbing. He looked over and saw Dahlia with her face in her hands.


  “Are you…okay?” he asked hesitantly, nearly blowing through a red light. The light turned green, and he gently accelerated through the intersection.


  Dahlia shook her head and sniffled. “Oh, I don’t know. You don’t want to hear it.”


  “It’s fine. I can be a good listener.” Now that was bullshit.


  She said, “I guess it’s a mid-life thing. I don’t know. I see you college boys and girls and wish I’d gone that route instead. I could’ve made a career.”


  “It’s never too late.”


  “You think so?”


  Wade didn’t really know. It was just something uplifting to say. Though he had seen older people around campus. And there were always vocational schools and trade schools. He mentioned them to make Dahlia feel better.


  “Yeah,” she admitted quietly. “Maybe I’ll get enough money saved up from whoring and pole-dancing.”


  Wade didn’t know if he should say anything, chose not to.
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  He arrived at the mobile home park and stopped the car. From appearances, it didn’t look like a shabby and run-down place. He’d had in mind something trashy, with hookers and drug dealers, and it wasn’t that at all.


  “Thanks for the lift,” Dahlia said, bending over and kissing him on the cheek. Her mascara had run a little. “Hey, if you ever got more money, I’m always available. I’ll be hanging around.”


  “Sure,” he said.


  She got out of the car and walked down the lane.


  While he was waiting there, Wade saw something purple flash in the corner of his eye. He peered out the driver’s side window and looked up, catching a fading glimpse of what that scientist had been talking about—a shimmering, wavy purple glow that only lasted for a few seconds, like a brief aurora borealis.


  Huh, he thought. He did kind of wonder what the hell that was.


  When he looked ahead again, Dahlia was gone from view.
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  Wade began to rouse, and instantly the amount of sunlight in the room threw him off. Oh no, I’ve overslept, he thought. This was not how he wanted to begin the rest of his proactive and academically minded college life! Already his mind was filling with his father scolding him, telling him to wake up and get his ass in gear, and that money waited for nobody. Such was life as the only son of a workaholic businessman, heir to the family fortune.


  He rose up and reached for his phone to check the time.


  His hand batted the air.


  Now Wade was fast rising above the grogginess. Normally his bed was against the window, and he always put his phone on the sill. Looking around, he saw the window across the room. The bed was completely in the wrong position.


  What the shit? Had he sleepwalked into rearranging his furniture?


  Another man groaned.


  Wade froze, and a chill shot up his spine. His gaze turned downward, and he saw a hand on his thigh. His eyes followed the hand, and then the arm, to the sleeping body—Karl.


  Was I drunk? Wade asked himself, as he remained very still to not wake his fraternity friend. Honestly, he couldn’t recall much from the night before. It was all a dense fog. Though he wouldn’t put it past himself to get wasted after talking with his dad. And maybe he’d stumbled into the wrong room, flopped down into the wrong bed, wound up in a sleeping Karl’s arms, totally zonked out.


  It was plausible.


  Wade gently removed the hand off his thigh.


  His phone was on the nightstand—next to an empty condom wrapper and a bottle of lube. Probably for Dahlia. He checked the time, and was relieved to find it wasn’t as late as he had feared; the orientation of the bed toward the window had thrown him off. He had woken twenty minutes before his alarm, but obviously he wasn’t going back to sleep.


  Wade rubbed his eyes, cursing himself. It was a school morning, but already he could’ve used a strong drink. No, not a drink. His body was craving something, but he wasn’t sure what it was.


  He saw his clothes scattered across the floor.
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  The red thong dumbfounded Wade. It laid crumpled up on a pair of jeans—his—and a T-shirt—also his—but clearly the skimpy ladies’ undergarment didn’t belong.


  Or did it?


  Just as he couldn’t remember much about last night, he couldn’t remember what he’d been wearing. In trying to recall, his brain sort of zoned out, and he realized five minutes had passed, and he shrugged off the confusion and assumed he must’ve worn it; it was there with the rest of his clothes, after all, and there wasn’t a girl around.


  Wade sighed, carefully stood up, and went about dressing himself.


  The further he pulled the underwear up his legs, the more likely it seemed to him that he had worn it. The lace tickled his smooth skin in a way that he found highly erotic, and pulling the flimsy back portion up between his ass cheeks damn near caused an instantaneous erection—which was problematic. The front was designed for women, and Wade didn’t have the appropriate anatomy. He couldn’t situate his dick in any position without it eventually poking free. He gave up, and figured he’d adjust himself once his hard-on deflated.


  He put on the remainder of his clothes, finding cash in one of the pockets. Two hundred bucks. He ordered the bills from lowest to highest, then stuffed them into his wallet.


  “Hell, Karl,” Wade said, looking around and seeing clothes strewn about, and receipts and polystyrene cups and food wrappers cluttered around an overfilled trash can. While he had the time, he spent a few minutes gathering up the laundry, putting it in the hamper where it belonged, and making the room look a little less like a slob lived here.


  Wade didn’t want to be his buddy’s janitor, but there was a point when all guys should take some responsibility about their cleanliness.


  And after that quick cleanup, the room looked so much better.


  Afterward, Wade proceeded on to class.
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  The thong kept bothering Wade throughout the lecture. It didn’t help calm his conscience that he could always feel it—especially when he was seated, and that floss-thin strip was pulled extra tight through the valley of his ass crack and nearly cutting off circulation to his scrotum. He wondered what other students would’ve thought or said if they caught a peek of it.


  Why would they think anything? It was just fucking underwear. Fabric. It was none of their business to judge what he wore underneath his clothes. And it wasn’t like thongs were new in his wardrobe. He’d been wearing them since…


  How long had he been wearing thongs?


  Probably since his mother had stopped buying him clothes.


  They were preferable for tight pants, and when you didn’t want to show any lines. Or just to feel sexy. And Wade liked to feel sexy. It was kind of a turn-on.


  Or…


  It was sexy when girls wore thongs.


  His head was pounding. Thankfully, Mr. Lofton’s course on art history was a blow-off elective, and every exam was preceded by a take-home test with all the same answers. Wade could’ve aced the class with his eyes closed.


  He checked the time on his watch, saw that it was half over. But that was weird too: he never wore a watch. He always used his phone to tell time, since it could do that, among a million other things, and so what good was a wristwatch anyway?


  Wade stared at it. It was stainless steel with a pink clock face. And again, like the thong, his mind stumbled to remember where it had come from.


  A friend had bought it for him, two birthdays ago.


  His eyes then focused on his long, manicured fingernails. He tapped them on the desk, in quiet succession, thinking how odd and new that sensation was.


  Sheila did his nails. Her shop was on Fifth Street. How could he forget her? She had a one-eyed black cat that hung around the store.


  Wade shook his head to the memory.


  There was something wrong. Something. But he couldn’t put his finger on what it was.


  A message came through on his phone. It was from Karl. Without thinking what the contents could be, he opened the app and went right into the correspondence. The media file that loaded was a picture of his erect cock! The surroundings were his bedroom. That lazy douchebag hadn’t even gotten up yet. Lucky.


  Wade heard snickering behind him. He turned and saw a couple girls finding humor in his recent text message. One of them gave him a thumbs-up.


  He put his phone face-down.


  Since when was Karl sending him dick pics? It was a question, in a long line of questions, but strangely he wasn’t too concerned about it. Karl was a horny college guy; it was in his nature to send unsolicited dick pics to potential sexual partners. And Wade could recall many occasions—sometimes during class—when a few dick pics had come his way. Not all from Karl, either. Lots of dudes sent him pictures of their junk, as if they thought their cocks were pretty enough to allow them to skimp on the service costs.


  Wade was rubbing his head again.


  Maybe this is withdrawals, he thought.


  After class ended, Wade stopped by the restrooms downstairs. He almost followed a few girls into the ladies’ room before getting a hold of himself. He opted for a stall instead of a urinal, and sat down to piss. He caught sight of his fingernails again and saw they had a fresh pink coat.


  Of course they did. He’d painted them last weekend.


  He was losing his damn mind. And over what? Apparently nothing!


  There in that stall, he began to get the shakes.
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  Wade finished his business and headed back to the Tau Gamma house. The closest convenience store was a few blocks away. The urge simply couldn’t wait. He rounded the street corner and went straight for his car.


  His car…


  The last time he’d had a car was in high school, a fifteen-year-old Dodge Neon that broke down every month. He’d sold it for a down-payment on the tuition, and had relied on his good two feet and public transportation ever since, and the frat boys who didn’t mind a bit of carpooling. It crossed his mind. But a few of the Tau Gamma boys were smokers themselves. He could bum one in the meantime, and pick up a full carton the next time he was out that way.


  With his open-toed sandals clicking up the steps, Wade headed upstairs to Shawn’s room. Shawn smoked about anything that could be rolled, mostly marijuana, but he was a frequent user of the nicotine variety too. He was at his desk playing Call of Duty with a bong nearby.


  If ever Tau Gamma was going to be raided by campus security, it was because of Shawn, but so far they’d been lucky—even if every passing car could smell it.


  Wade knocked on the door. “Shawn.” Then louder: “Shawn!”


  The curly-haired guy spun around, just as his avatar got gunned down. “Great,” he said, sliding back one ear of his headphones. “What is it?”


  “You got any cigs?” Wade was so antsy he was scratching his nails into his forearm. “I’m all out.”


  Shawn shrugged. “Blow me first.”


  Wade’s mind labored to comprehend this, to associate the speech with what he had expected Shawn to say. Something didn’t match.


  But whatever it was, he couldn’t figure it out. He said, “Okay. For five packs.”


  “I don’t think I got five. Wait. Maybe I do.”


  “However much you got.”


  “Deal,” Shawn said. And one hand began unzipping his shorts to whip out his manhood. He looked like he wasn’t going to pause from his video game, which meant Wade would have to do his magic from underneath the desk.


  Hey, at least it wasn’t a Waffle House bathroom. Or a nursing home.


  Wade crouched down and ducked underneath, being careful among the cords, surge protectors, and limited headroom. Being a gamer himself, the last thing he wanted was to disrupt Shawn’s game. A slow, sensual blowjob, then. He could do that.


  Everything was automatic—reflexes, muscle memory, whatever. A part of Wade’s mind had serious concerns about what was about to enter his mouth, and as he situated himself in between Shawn’s legs, the sight of another man’s cock injected him with a little doubt, even if he couldn’t be certain why.


  He sucked cock more often than he flossed his teeth.


  He wasn’t proud of it, but it was just the nature of his work.


  Gently, Wade moved his head forward and greeted Shawn’s member. The video game seemed to have him distracted, as his cock wasn’t fully erect—until Wade wrapped his lips around it. That got its attention! He felt it expand in his mouth, the blood eagerly pumping to make it long and rigid. And Wade’s head moved back and forth, as it had done hundreds of times before—even yesterday.


  He found himself actually enjoying being underneath Shawn’s desk, his large frame almost pinned on all sides. And the desire for nicotine tapered off now that Wade had something in his mouth. Contrary to his initial plan, he took it even slower and tamer, spreading his blowjob out across two or three Call of Duty games. He could always tell when Shawn was doing good, because his cock would start throbbing more. Wade liked to think he was giving the boy a victorious reward for his performance.


  Eventually, his lips and tongue scored their own reward, and the back of his throat flooded with Shawn’s copious release, shooting out in thick, powerful spurts. Wade moaned and swallowed it down, sucking every bit he could to not leave a mess. At the end, he pulled off and swirled his tongue around the head, just having some fun with his under-the-desk predicament.


  “All right, all right,” Shawn announced, backing out.


  Wade bumped his head getting out.


  Shawn handed him four packs. Then another that was half full. “Will that do?” he asked, zipping up his pants.


  “It sure will,” Wade said, and he gave a thankful peck to Shawn’s cheek.


  “Whatever.”


  Wade went outside and lit up—with a lighter he found in his pocket. He was so happy to finally have a cigarette between his fingers that he smoked two.
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  Wade still had Friday classes, but most everyone else at Tau Gamma was heading out to Florida or Cancún that morning. Had the plane tickets and waterfront hotels been affordable, Wade might’ve joined them. He had a few bikinis—rarely worn. And those spring break destinations were chock full of college guys, right? Hell, he could take a vacation and continue working. The guys down there were bound to be super horny and loaded with money.


  He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a true vacation. Maybe when a rich businessman had taken him upstate to a private cabin for three days and three nights, including wine and sleeping under the stars. It had almost been romantic.


  Although he couldn’t remember when that had happened.


  His memory was shoddy lately.


  Swinging his long legs out of the tub, Wade automatically reached for his blue Gillette razor and cranked the hot water sink knob. It took a few moments for him to realize that he had no reason to shave his face, and he hadn’t touched a razor to his face since, well—when had he last shaved his face? Ever? Why did he keep a men’s razor around in the first place?


  He rubbed his hairless jawline. The plumpness of his lips seemed off, somehow; there was something new and unusual about them, as if he didn’t fully recognize him.


  But that was silly!


  What next? Was he not going to recognize his undercut? And his shoulder-length, wavy mane? Getting some red highlights had been a good decision. He felt himself getting hard at his reflection, and if he was getting hard then he knew the boys would be too.


  Stop losing your mind, he told himself.


  Wade took the pink Gillette Venus razor to his armpits, and then his legs. Just a few quick strokes to trim back the stubble. He considered giving attention to his pubic region—the narrow strip had grown a little unruly—but it would have to wait until later. He finished up with some Secret deodorant and a mist of Axe body spray. Unable to find his toothbrush anywhere, he borrowed Karl’s. The boy’s germs were no big deal. Wade had certainly had filthier things in his mouth.


  Which reminded him: he needed to get some business cards printed up before tonight. Many of the frat boys were heading out for spring break, but the rest were planning a party. It was basically an open invitation to score new clients, and he wouldn’t miss that opportunity.


  Naked, Wade returned to Karl’s bedroom and went to find an outfit. The wardrobes of one full-time college student and a college-attending prostitute really made closet space a nightmare! Besides being separated, Wade’s clothes were further divided into what he’d wear on campus and what he’d wear when working. He picked out a white tank top and a floral-printed skirt—for the good girl who always kept her legs together and never traveled without her pocket-sized Bible, and who spread the word of Jesus.


  Wade had fucked a guy named Jesus once. He’d had a huge dick.


   


  [image:  ]


   


  After finishing his classes, Wade rode the bus to a liquor store just off campus. It was about as close as legally allowed to the university, and therefore the most popular. That Friday afternoon, it was teeming with students who were staying put for the week-long break. Steve and Michael and other boys at Tau Gamma had thrown their money into a pot and given Wade a list of booze to bring back. He didn’t mind; he was plenty old enough to not need a fake ID, and the snitch working the register had no reason to think Wade was a typical frat boy holding a party with underage students.


  Though, on the way there, Wade had second thoughts. In his head, he kept thinking he was twenty years old and his birthday was in June. But when he pulled out his driver’s license to double-check, the D.O.B. was October thirtieth, and he was twenty-six years old.


  Duh. How could he forget that? Growing up with his divorced parents, his mom had always been poor, and the Halloween candy had always been his birthday present.


  Seriously? June?


  Maybe he really was having brain issues.


  Inside the liquor store, Wade quickly filled up his basket with the usuals: Budweiser, Coors Light, a big jug of Captain Morgan, a couple bottles of Jameson, and other little odds and ends that were specifically requested. By now, he had the layout of the store memorized, so it only took him five minutes to check everything off the list.


  Down the wine aisle, he heard whispering behind his back.


  He turned and saw a trio of sorority girls who looked like they shared the same stylist and tanning salon, and were almost exactly the same shade of blonde.


  “You’re that whore who hangs out at the frat houses,” one of them accused. “Wade, right? What a dumb name for a girl.”


  At first, Wade ignored them. He was used to that kind of talk, although usually it came when he was dressed for the evening. Instead, these girls recognized his face. He casually strolled away and went to browse the hard seltzer out of personal interest.


  The girls followed him.


  “So, do you attend college too?” Another asked. She was chewing bubblegum. “To be, like, a professional whore? How much does that career pay?”


  “Don’t listen to Britney,” the first said. “She just wants tips.”


  “Shut up,” Britney said. “Do not. I just want to know what her goal in life is. Like, are you gonna be sucking dick until you’re a wrinkly old hag?”


  “It’s a professional job,” Wade defended, although refusing to make eye contact with them. “It pays for tuition.”


  The girls laughed. “Whatever, you fucking whore.” They walked away.


  Wade was too old for their rudeness to affect him, but for some reason, tonight, it did. Tears welled in his eyes. He told himself there was nothing wrong with his line of work, it was just kids being stupid. Rich kids. They didn’t know a damn thing about working for themselves and having to pay their way without their parents’ money.


  “Hey,” the third girl said. She hadn’t left with the others. “I’m sorry they were so mean.”


  “It’s fine,” Wade said, looking at her. She was more conservatively dressed than her sorority friends, with a plaid shirt and jeans. Wade thought it was a cute look. “I’m used to it.”


  “They don’t know this,” she said, “but I know the feeling. I cam on weekends, and now a few weeknights. College shit gets expensive.”


  “Yeah it does,” Wade agreed.


  “I’m Tori, by the way. You need help carrying that?”


  Wade hadn’t expected to make a friend while on a liquor run, and the armful of booze was killing his shoulder, so he agreed. Tori even helped him carry it back home to the Tau Gamma house. Along the way, they exchanged phone numbers and shared a few laughs about their similar situations, complaining about the price of college and the taboo of sex work. It was all so fucking true.
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  Later that evening, the Tau Gamma boys held the first of their many parties. There was one girl for about every five guys—practically a sausage-fest. That was fine. More potential clients! Wade took advantage and bumped and danced his way through the drunken crowd, handing out his freshly printed business cards that described him as an ALL-IN-ONE ANGEL WITH DARK DESIRES, with his phone number. A few guys scoffed at him, as if they were too good to pay for sex. But most happily accepted the card. Their intoxication certainly helped, and so did Wade’s outfit, which included a tiny black dress and fishnets. He had his ass grabbed so many times that he wouldn’t have been surprised if there was a permanent palm-print on his cheek. In between downing beers himself, he was giving head in one of the bathrooms. He never even learned names; the pants came unzipped, and he dropped to his knees.


  He really enjoyed sucking cock. And something in his mind said he hadn’t enjoyed it recently, maybe even a few days ago, although he had memories of giving blowjobs that predated that.


  Taste and texture hardly mattered to him. The best part was the climax, and feeling the guy tense up right before that hot load emptied into Wade’s mouth. There was something addictive and intimate about it that real relationships never offered.


  Guys who wanted sex never pretended. They laid their desires right out in the open, and typically Wade was happy to help them achieve it—at a cost.


  In between filling his belly with jizz, he was gurgling Listerine and putting himself out there among the drunken college studs. He particularly enjoyed making out with them. He always offered that for free. And frequently their erections would press into his, only making him harder.


  It suddenly struck him as odd that no one cared that he had a penis. Wade was indifferent about owning one, though its easy-to-use functionality sure sounded like a benefit over having to deal with periods and getting pregnant. That evening, he proudly showed off his bulge, and there was never a negative comment. Probably because he had a perfectly good fuck-hole.


  Which had its turn to shine.


  Later toward midnight, Wade got propositioned for anal sex. Two hundred-dollar bills traded hands, and he was led upstairs into one of the house’s several bathrooms. The guy’s name was Seth. He’d been grinding up against Wade all night, and Wade had been grinding back. Advertising. He liked to think he was pretty good at getting into horny boys’ minds.


  They locked themselves in. Smooching and fondling commenced. Seth’s breath smelled strongly of Captain Morgan.


  “You like me?” Wade cooed playfully. He was a huge fucking tease at heart, and tonight proved it. He felt up Seth’s body, finding plenty of muscles. Definitely a gym physique.


  Seth made an animal grunt and spun Wade around. In mere seconds his dress was hiked up, Seth’s pants were open, and Wade’s ass was saying hello to a thick, throbbing visitor.


  He winced as it shoved inside him.


  “Mm, fuck,” Wade moaned. “Damn, that feels good. You know what a girl wants.”


  Seth’s muscular arms embraced him tight, and Wade’s world rocked and shook as the guy pounded into him, leaving nothing on the line.


  Goddamn I enjoy this, he thought.


  He looked up and saw himself in the mirror, Seth’s head stacked on top of his. Something about Wade’s reflection was off, and it was bothering him again. The nose ring through his septum? No. He’d had that piercing for months. Same for the jewelry in his ears, which also seemed odd and misplaced for a moment. But of course that was ridiculous; he’d had those ear piercings since his senior year in high school. His mom had been upset about him wasting his allowance on it.


  Those were strange times. He’d played football and been on the cheerleading squad. He’d showered with the girls, but hung out with the guys. He thought that was weird. No one else in school could get away with that. Why did he?


  He’d always been somewhat self-conscious about his masculine physique; his upper body was wide and sturdy, and his skull was large. But sex work was basically a sport. He needed that extra strength and endurance, and certainly it wasn’t going to waste! And it allowed him to be a strong and dominating top if guys wanted that. He could toss them around.


  But with Seth, Wade was just a cum-pocket.


  That was okay too. More than okay. He loved being a cum-pocket, and having his mouth and asshole ravaged. Because he could fucking take it.


  It reminded him of why he’d never been good at high school wrestling. They tried to teach you that having another guy on top of you was a bad thing.


  Wade was pretty sure he was winning right now.


  At last, Seth gave a final grunt and thrust deep. Wade felt the tremendous warmth of his climax, and those quick successive spurts deep in his rectum. His ass felt sore and abused.


  What had his father’s advice been?


  No pain, no gain.


  Though Wade had a feeling his dad hadn’t meant it like this.
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  Heading into spring break, Wade kept himself busy with the guys, whether it was the routine blowjob or Karl fucking him in the shower. Karl liked to hear how big his cock was, and Wade would remind him when he was getting pounded by it. It was no exaggeration either; it really was the biggest cock in Tau Gamma, at least eight inches when fully erect. And when Karl was going full steam with that ass-hungry beast, Wade swore he could feel it punching his stomach.


  It was a fucking ride. And it was the easiest two hundred dollars ever. With Karl always asking for sex, Wade’s biggest source of income was that massive cock.


  Wade wondered if he was sleeping with Karl because of his bottomless bank account, or if it was his love for that huge schlong.


  Maybe a little of both?


  The only downside, in Wade’s opinion, was Karl’s lack of cleanliness around the bedroom. He spent the weekend washing the sheets and picking up around the boy’s living space. And then, by Sunday, he was cleaning the kitchen too. No one had asked; he was just doing it because all the stained countertops and piles of dirty dishes bothered him. He was interrupted twice for blowjob services. So at least it felt like he was getting compensated for tidying up things a little.


  That was life bunking with college students: they acted like wild animals.


  But at least they knew how to share!


  During the week, Wade got invited to hang out with Tori, whom he’d met from the liquor store. It took him by total surprise, but he agreed instantly. It sparked a bit of self-reflection about how he didn’t have any female friends, and all his friends—if you could call them friends—were at Tau Gamma, and only because they all shared a certain hobby. So it felt nice to leave the house and hit the strip mall. Thanks to his talents, Wade had plenty of spending money too. And he and Tori instantly gravitated toward the lingerie section of a boutique, discussing what they liked to wear when on the job.


  “I thought I’d have to keep a deep selection of intimates,” Tori said, browsing through a display of panties that were on sale. “But boys really don’t seem to care.”


  “No,” Wade agreed. He realized Tori was assuming he was more experienced. That felt incorrect, but only briefly. “They only care about the clothes coming off.”


  “Yep,” Tori laughed. “Oh, um, sorry again about Friday night. Britney and Nicole don’t know about my camming, and they can be bitches. I hope you don’t feel less of me for not speaking up.”


  Wade waved his hand. “It’s okay. Rich girls are a type. And they’re always the same.”


  “In my opinion, working girls are way hotter.”


  The way Tori said it, Wade wondered if he was being hit on. He hadn’t expected it, and didn’t have anything flirty to say back. He awkwardly smiled and nodded toward the change room with his bundle of panties. “Hey, let’s go try these on.”


  “Yeah. Totally.”


  Tori led the way. Wade followed her into a cramped little stall that was definitely only intended for one person at a time. She stripped out of her jeans; Wade began to remove his jeans, and then realized he wasn’t wearing jeans at all, but rather cute Daisy Dukes that really were unsuited for the extra cargo up front.


  He froze up again, memories jumbling.


  “Wade?” Tori asked. “You okay?”


  “Oh. Yeah. My brain stopped working.”


  She giggled.


  It was impossible for Wade to not contrast their reflections. He was over a head taller than Tori and wider in every aspect. And whereas the front of her pink panties were flat, his boyshots displayed a rather prominent, oblong bulge. Seeing Tori without her pants on made it grow and swell, threatening to poke out. Wade stealthily readjusted himself while envying the flatness of his new friend.


  They kept their original underwear on while trying out their selections. Mostly Wade just acted busy while stealing glances over at Tori—especially her cute, round ass whenever she would twirl in front of the mirror. As a result, Wade felt his nipples getting stiff. They made rather noticeable impressions in his pink tube top. His reflection blushed clear up to his hairline.


  “You ever thought about pole dancing?” Tori suddenly asked.


  Wade dropped a panty. He picked it up. “Pole dancing?”


  “Yeah. I know some people who are holding a class. They rented out a ballerina school and installed a pole. There’s going to be ten or twelve people there. It starts in about thirty minutes.”


  Wade went to grab some cash—first reaching for his Daisy Dukes and then seeing a red purse nearby. It was a tiny thing, more of a billfold with a strap. He hesitated, then reached into the purse and pulled out a wad of neatly folded bills. “Thirty minutes? We’ll have to hurry.”


  “Actually,” Tori said. “It’s, like, next door.”


  Wade laughed. “You brought me here just to ask me that, didn’t you?”


  “Maybe.” Now she was blushing too.


  Wade thought pole dancing might be kind of fun. So he told Tori he would, and they went to pay for their purchases.
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  Wade and Tori went next door, where they checked in and paid a small fee to enroll. The class was two hours long, and served as a basic introduction to pole dancing from Raylene Kendall, who was a former stripper, and who offered a longer series of classes if they wanted to master the art with one-on-one training. Both Wade and Tori declined at this time.


  He felt nervous heading in. The main room of the ballerina school was large and empty, and a single pole had been installed with rugs laying around. The other girls were all in their twenties, all thin and fit and already wearing black leotards. He and Tori gave their sizes, were given their own leotards, and they went into the back to change.


  Wade found his to have crushing complications. Literally. Due to his large stature, the biggest leotard they offered was still too small, and the bottom portion gave him a wedgie something fierce. He couldn’t tuck his cock back. He had to, instead, tilt it upward. It made a clear and obscene bulge—enhanced by the fact that it was rock hard.


  Besides that, he had to admit he looked sexy as hell. Probably because the garment was stretched out of shape and revealed more skin than it should have.


  “I think I’m going to embarrass myself,” Tori admitted. She also looked cute.


  “It’ll just be basic stuff,” Wade told her. “Just spinning and twirling. I bet no one here has ever danced on a pole before. And then if they like it, they can sign up for the full class.”


  “You’re probably right.”


  Now properly dressed, they filed out with a couple other girls and joined the rest around the pole, finding a place to sit on the laid-out rugs. The early anxiety Wade had felt was almost completely nonexistent now, having been replaced with a steadily growing enthusiasm. Around the pole, most of the girls were huddled in loose clumps and chatting.


  Wade felt a brief, stinging pain in his cock. He looked down, seeing the telltale swollen lump—and the littler bump of his glans piercing.


  Would be an awful time if that thing snagged on the skintight leotard.


  Too late to remove it now!


  At the top of the hour, Raylene came up and introduced herself. She was older than her pole-dancing pupils, but still ridiculously in shape. Her leotard showed no excess fat or flab anywhere on her body; it was taut across firm muscle, including a pretty well-defined six pack, although Wade’s eyes more liked the pubic mound region and the slight crease down the middle of her crotch. Sure, his butthole and mouth got more workout than his cock, but he definitely wasn’t disinclined to pussy.


  Raylene approached the pole and demonstrated a few basic twirls and spins—nothing outrageously difficult. Mostly, she instructed, it was about grip and momentum, and getting the most out of both without wasting stamina. She proved this by swinging her legs to pivot upward and squeeze the pole with her thighs. It was a complete showoff maneuver, but it earned the applause from the crowd.


  “It’s not all upper body strength,” she cautioned, while hanging upside down. “It’s about understanding the physics. Pole dancing is very much a science class.”


  After her brief lecture and illustrating the simple spin move they’d be learning, it was time for each girl to come up and have their turn. She started on the opposite side of Wade and Tori, and the first student came up.


  Wade enjoyed the trials and efforts. Raylene never strayed from the pole. She was the training wheels, helping each girl stay up and reminding them how to hold the pole and giving them a boost when they needed it.


  “Half the battle is not being afraid,” she said, “and having confidence in yourself and your strength. The other half is learning to dance without your feet touching the ground. It is not easy, and it takes years of practice to master.”


  One of the girls asked if Raylene was proud to have danced in strip clubs.


  “Of course,” Raylene answered. “Maybe the audience isn’t what you dreamed of, but it’s very exhilarating to hear your song come on and commit yourself. They just expect you to take your top off too.”


  Eventually Tori was called upon. Wade rooted her on. Really, everyone in the class was super supportive of one another. The congratulations and compliments never ceased. Tori struggled at first like every other newcomer, but soon she had the basic twirl down, and was extending her body and legs perfectly as Raylene instructed.


  She came down from the little stage all smiles.


  Then it was Wade’s turn in the spotlight.


  Raylene said, “Wade, honey, you have the upper body muscles to wrestle that pole into submission. Put your hands on the tape and show us a little spin.”


  Before he realized what he was doing, Wade leapt into a grab and slung his body around, almost accidentally kicking the instructor on his first revolution—but she backed away just in time. As the room spun around, he turned his lower body upward and seized the pole underneath his armpit, bending his legs and pretty much flashing everyone his taint as he slowly pirouetted down until his hair was brushing the floor.


  “It appears not everyone here is new,” Raylene said. “Not bad at all.”


  Everyone was clapping as Wade stood up again.


  What had happened completely stunned him. He didn’t remember ever dancing on a pole, but the muscle memory was there regardless. Ultimately, as with everything else over the last week, he just shrugged it off and went for another spin.


  Raylene had to declare that his time was up so he could relinquish the stage. Slightly winded, he went back down to Tori, whose mouth was hanging open.


  “What the heck was that?” she asked. “There’s no way that was your first time.”


  “I used to dance at the…Pink Gem,” he said, as it suddenly came to him. Why had he not remembered that? He’d only quit because he’d found whoring to be more profitable, and he didn’t have to deal with bosses, although he still sometimes hit the pole.


  The two hours went by in a hurry. Then the girls changed out of their leotards and redressed. On the way out, Raylene took Wade aside and asked him if he was interested in dancing at Hot Vibes—Clearlake’s only strip club—on Friday night. “It’s a ghost town on spring break,” she said. “But it wouldn’t hurt to have some extra talent. And the food and drinks are free for the dancers.”


  “I’ll think about it,” Wade told her.
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  Toward the end of the week, Wade was persuaded to join Tori in a late-evening cam session in her apartment. It was an easy decision. The prospect of taking his clothes off, flaunting his sexy body, and earning a little money while doing so was pretty much his job already—though with fewer bodily fluids. He was introduced as a friend, the tips rolled in, and he and Tori began to show incrementally more skin as the night wore on.


  Tori was looking especially kissable that evening. She started off with a conventional schoolgirl outfit, a classic that never went out of style. But with the on-camera flirting and playful exhibitionism to the hundreds—and then thousand-plus—viewers, Wade found himself siding with the audience and wanting his partner to strip all the way down. She eventually did. Her little black g-string was almost a perfect copy of Wade’s, although his was a bright pink color, and a little less capable of covering his crotch.


  After an hour of kissing and fondling and making out, the real fun began.


  In front of their horny spectators, Wade pushed Tori down on the mattress and sunk his teeth into that flimsy underwear. With a few supplementary growls, he yanked it down, exposing her shaven slit. It had been a while since Wade had been with a girl. Indeed, he’d probably had a hundred cum-loads inside him since his last pussy. Nonetheless, he was turned on and hungry for it. His tongue attacked like a cunt-seeking missile, and he shoved his face right in there and began licking up those tasty juices.


  “Wade, whoa,” Tori gasped, her hand initially lightly pressing on his forehead to slow him down a little. It then moved around to the back, to force him deeper. “Yeah. Fuck. That feels so good.”


  A lot of it was raw desire. Wade loved girls. He loved just about anybody. But a part of him wanted to prove to himself that he hadn’t lost his touch. And Tori’s pussy was tangy and sweet in all the best ways. He spent several minutes in between the girl’s thighs, his tongue exploring every fold and crevice until her entire snatch was thoroughly slick with drool, and then he was going after her clit to apologize: Sorry I got carried away there, how does this feel?


  When Tori’s legs squeezed him tighter, he knew he was hitting the right button.


  After a juicy, mouth-to-mouth kiss, they swapped roles. Wade reclined on his back and opened up his long legs, giving Tori—and the camera—a clear view of his barely contained bulge. A thumb cast the silk aside, and out sprang his erect cock. At three inches long, it hardly compared to a man’s, but it was far too big to be a clit. Everybody in the chat window didn’t seem to mind it. They tipped their praise, either in words or money.


  Not wanting to disappoint the horny cyberspace crowd, Tori dove right in and took Wade into her mouth. Wade tensed up immediately, his nails clawing into the sheets as his sensitive rod was enveloped in those hot, damp cheeks.


  It was so perceptive.


  Had it always been this way?


  For a moment, Wade saw a memory of himself with a bigger cock, at least six or seven inches—more suited for a boy.


  Again with these damn flashbacks! Maybe it had been a dream or something.


  He couldn’t imagine having a cock that size. It’d be hell to shop for underwear. And the possibility of getting girls pregnant? Ew!


  Wade was super glad he didn’t have testicles.


  Tori’s mouth engulfed his entire length quite easily, and from there on it was a slow and sensual blowjob. Having some experience with being on camera before, Wade made sure to move her blonde hair out of the way so the viewers could see her lips and mouth in action. He also commentated not just to her, but to everyone watching.


  “Mm, you make it throb so damn much,” he cooed. “Fuck. That’s perfect.”


  They had planned beforehand to wrap things up around eleven o’clock, but soon the time was approaching midnight and neither one of them showed signs of stopping. And Tori’s channel rose to the most-viewed live performance on the camsite, now with over three thousand viewers and a constant stream of tips.


  The only choice was to keep going. And to escalate!


  Tori surprised everyone—Wade included—by getting out a strap-on cock. He helped her with the harnesses, then excitedly showed her his backside while she dabbed a little lube on his asshole and fingered him for a couple minutes. That in itself got Wade’s heart pumping, and his itty-bitty cock was leaking everywhere even before Tori had put her silicone tool anywhere near his back door.


  But when she did, he was begging for it.


  Some of it was for the audience. But most of it was authentic. He wanted Tori to fuck him, whether there was a camera or not.


  Before she mounted up, she leaned over and whispered into his ear: “I’ve never actually used this on anyone.”


  “It’s not hard,” he whispered back. “I’ll hold your hand and guide you.”


  “Okay.”


  Their left hands interlocked. Meanwhile, Tori positioned herself and lined up her instrument, then was extremely careful when the head touched Wade’s asshole. He tugged on her arm slightly: Get in there. Even after hundreds of cocks fucking Wade, his sphincter muscle was tight. But once Tori got the silicone head to pop in, it was an easy slide into his well-lubed rectum, which had been, over the years, beaten and abused into a tight-fitting fuck-hole as good as any pussy, and he loved it when guys told him how much better his asshole was than any pussy they’d fucked.


  But Tori was still hesitant. She started off slow, and only inserting half of the fake cock.


  Wade tugged on her arm: Harder. More. Pound me.


  It took some insistence and patience, but she finally gathered enough confidence in herself to go for it. And then Wade no longer needed the hand, for Tori had both of hers planted on his wide, shaking hips while she jackhammered into his asshole, slamming him with each thrust as if she were intent on splitting him in half.


  “Get it, girl!” he hollered to her. His voice broke up an octave. “Yeah, fucking fuck that ass!”


  For a tube of silicone, it made him feel very full and satisfied, with his rectal walls adhering to the phallic appendage perfectly, feeling every bump and groove as it punched into him and withdrew for the next forward charge. Wade shuddered and clenched the sheets, his whole body trembling with pleasure.


  Clearly he needed more girls in his life. Tori was a natural!


  Sometime later in their fuck-fest, Wade rolled onto his back and Tori continued. This time she jerked him off while fucking his asshole. Wade was so close to orgasm beforehand that he hardly needed the stimulation; after a few quick tugs, he convulsed as a clear rope of discharge shot out. Tori backed away and bent forward, using her mouth to catch the rest.


  Wade’s cock never produced much cum—if it could be called cum—but that night he’d built up quite the healthy load. As Tori sucked him off, his climax peaked several more times, and several more spurts came out. His cock was tender and sore by the time she pulled off.


  But that was okay. He was still horny, and his ass wasn’t even close to hurting yet!


  It was past one o’clock when Tori finally signed off. They agreed to split the earnings evenly—a profit that netted both of them hundreds of dollars.


  When Tori asked if Wade wanted to stay the night, he instantly agreed. Sure, it was pretty late, but the camshow had definitely opened up new feelings. And they cuddled up against each other in bed and shared a few more kisses, neither one of them wearing clothes.


  It had been a long time since Wade had slept with someone who wasn’t paying him. Sometimes he thought relationships were a pain in the ass. He was used to skipping straight to sex. With Tori, it was a whole different groove. As he laid there, pressed against her silky-smooth skin and warmth, and just enjoying the company, he thought about amending his view on serious relationships.


  Being a prostitute had its fun. But nothing compared to being wanted, and not just because you had a sexy body and a tight ass and a hot little cock—


  Wait.


  Wade slipped a hand down to his groin, and pushed it past his little landing strip. His heart skipped when his fingertips encountered the damp folds of his sex, still a little sore after being pounded by Tori’s strap-on cock.


  But that wasn’t—


  Wade swore he’d had a cock. An actual cock. The image of it had been in his mind just a few seconds ago, but now he couldn’t recall a single detail about it.


  Why the fuck would he have a cock? He’d been biologically female—minus a functional womb—since childhood, even though his parents had given him a male name and Wade preferred the masculine pronouns among his friends. He’d even had his clit pierced. He rubbed his fingers across the ring, trying to picture a pulsing erection instead. And some big balls underneath. Guys always loved to play with their balls.


  Nice try, brain, he thought to himself. Maybe his upper body looked pretty masculine, but there was no question about what was between his legs.


  He idly fingered himself to sleep.


  Tori made breakfast the next morning, but Wade couldn’t stay too long. He had work to do. So he headed back to Tau Gamma and accepted Karl’s payment before fucking him in bed. Again, Wade’s mind tried to tell him that Karl preferred ass-fucking Wade, but he couldn’t remember ever, in the months they’d had rough, sweaty, awesome sex, Karl ever showing an interest in Wade’s asshole. It was open for business! But most guys were pretty standard about their desires.


  Karl snapped on a condom, and Wade rode cowgirl to completion.


  There were few things better than getting paid to have a morning workout!


  Wade passed around a few blowjobs before lunch. There might’ve been fewer guys on campus during spring break, but he barely noticed a reduction in business.


  That afternoon, while gazing at his shower-wet naked body in the reflection, and eyeing that suspicious flatness between his legs with conflicting emotions, he remembered Raylene’s offer. He called her number. While the phone rang, he pushed his other hand to his mound again, exploring his slit and trying to figure out why his mind kept acting so strange about it. One finger eventually slipped into himself, and he forgot.


  Raylene answered.


  “Hey, it’s Wade,” he said. “From the pole-dancing class.”


  “Wade! Nice of you to call. I was just thinking about that performance. You sure took us all by surprise.”


  “I surprised myself a little,” he admitted. “But I wanted to ask you if your offer is still on. About Hot Vibes? Can I just show up and dance tomorrow?”


  “Oh, certainly! But I can’t promise any good tips. It’s a ghost town on these breaks, like I said. All the college students have someplace better to be.” She sighed. “But if you want to come put on a show, I’m sure you’ll make many people happy.”


  “Well,” Wade started. He bit his lip. “What’s the policy about sexual stuff?”


  There was a pause. Then Raylene said, “Sex with the customers?”


  “Yes.”


  “Not allowed. But I know the owner.”


  “Can he allow it for one night?”


  “I can talk to him.”


  Wade smiled. “I don’t want to make any promises, but I think I can make sure this Friday night will be packed.”
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  Wade gave his reflection another once-over, adjusting the bikini. Admittedly, it served little purpose for his chest, since he didn’t have breasts, only easily excitable nipples that were presently very stiff. But he didn’t want to wear only the bottoms; without the top, there was no stars in the stars-and-stripes American flag design.


  For the first time in recent memory, he felt really proud of his body. His masculine torso flowed smoothly into his feminine lower half, the firm muscles melting into the seductive curves that his bikini bottom clung to. He couldn’t stop rubbing his hands along himself, adoring that blend of male and female that was both unique and highly attractive.


  Thinking about it, it was odd how different he was—having that slight wedge shape that men had, but also having the womanly swell of his hips to go along with what that tiny bikini was hiding. And the four-inch pumps put him well over six feet tall.


  Is this right? he wondered, twirling around for the ass check. Full, pert, and totally spankable. Exactly the thing to make all the guys cream themselves.


  This had to be right.


  The person in the mirror was him.


  His shook his head. Those self-doubts had been coming less frequently as of late. He hoped tonight was the last, and he could feel completely confident again.


  Raylene strolled in and whistled approvingly. “I think they’re ready for you, doll,” she said, gathering up her pink bra and putting it back on. Wads of bills were stuffed inside her thong underwear, held by the waistband. “You were right. I think this is the most exciting spring break I’ve ever been a part of. Those guys have so much money, you’d think they were from Silicon Valley.”


  “That’s why I love them,” Wade said. And he did. Not just because they were the source of his income, but they were surprisingly respectable yet horny freaks when they wanted to be.


  He felt his pussy warming up just imagining them. A bunch of hungry dogs waiting for a treat.


  Tonight, he would give them a treat.


  There were a few other girls working tonight. Like Raylene, they always returned backstage with bundles of cash.


  Then Wade heard his signal: Ke$ha over the speakers.


  Let’s get paid, he told his reflection before sauntering through the curtains.


  It was standing room only in Hot Vibes. Tau Gamma and several other frat boys filled the room to maximum capacity. And when Wade strutted out onto the center stage, directing the attention of the spotlights, they erupted into deafening applause and cheers. He cocked a hip and scanned the crowd; Karl, Steve, Michael, Shawn, and the others were all up front. Tables were loaded with beers. Half-naked waitresses bustled to fill orders. And everyone in that room—everyone—looked up toward Wade, who’d invited them all.


  Wade was beginning to realize what an attention whore he was. Every set of eyes made him aroused.


  And he didn’t hesitate from giving it his all.


  When the beat dropped, he threw himself at the center pole and spun around, holding himself perpendicular and flashing the crowd the skimpy fabric that barely covered his pussy. While they clapped and hollered him on, he thumbed the material aside and gave them all a glimpse of his shaven pussy.


  Money rained on the stage. Beer sloshed in every direction. The boys chanted his name and roared like drunken animals.


  Wade loved every fucking second of it.


  He’d practiced the pole prior to the club opening, but it wasn’t needed; the spins and maneuvers were in his arms and legs as if he’d been working a pole since graduating high school. It was all natural and automatic, and he spun himself dizzy while showing off and matching the tempo of his movements to the songs. During the quieter, slower intermissions, he’d circle the pole and squat down, collecting some of the money thrown at him—although there was too much to ever hope to stuff into his bikini bottom. It was a sea of bodies around the stage, everyone making sure they tipped him well. And did they! He scooped up not only fives and tens, but a few twenties, fifties, and hundreds.


  The dancing was only the beginning. A warm-up. The real show began when he seated himself down and wrapped his heels around the closest boy, who turned out to be Shawn.


  The song switched.


  Wade tugged his bikini bottom aside and left it that way. Then he said, “You gonna fucking eat me out or what, stud? I’m getting wet over here.”


  Shawn didn’t need to be told twice. Of course he didn’t.


  It was an absolute horny mess in that club, and a bit rowdy at times. Wade had to shout for everyone to take their turn, and they always listened. While the boys switched out to each give their tongue a chance—and their skills—Wade chugged the beers that were offered to him, hooting and hollering with the crowd. And it didn’t take long until the stage was covered with bills, all of them getting stained with booze and pussy juice as the night wore on.


  They adored him. They kissed his legs and ate him out as if he were a goddess to them, an idol of sex and beauty. Tonight was their moment. Their dedication. All their dreams come true.


  Wade hadn’t heard an official all-clear about the sex, but none of the management intervened. Besides, he wasn’t hired talent; he was just a one-night-only performer, and really the frat boys were the only customers in the joint.


  Once one of them whipped his cock out, Wade’s hands-on interaction with the crowd quickly moved into orgy territory. He scooted to the edge of the stage and opened his legs as an invitation, and soon the first boy was fucking him. Pretty much everyone knew he couldn’t get pregnant, so there was rarely a condom in sight. The energy in the club was so intense that the first boy lasted three minutes, and Wade yanked him into a suffocating embrace to get all that wonderful, warm cum as deep into his snatch as possible.


  With jizz dripping from his hole, he moved on to the next in line.


  Then the next.


  On and on, everyone having their turn.


  It was fucking madness! Never in his life had he participated in something like this, and he couldn’t believe everyone was going for it. Probably the alcohol, but still! Guys usually preferred privacy in their sex life, but the atmosphere was different here. Wade had riled them all up. He felt like their queen, and they’d do whatever he commanded.


  A dark-haired boy climbed on to the stage and presented his cock to Wade’s mouth. Grinning, Wade opened wide and introduced his throat to that hard, throbbing manhood. Down below, the queue continued uninterrupted, everyone slamming him so full of cum that Wade felt full down there even without a cock. It was everywhere: all over his legs, all over the cash, constantly oozing out of him in between turns.


  Then someone had a go at his asshole. Wade almost choked on the cock when he felt that pulsating member thrust into his rectum. But he didn’t deny it what it sought.


  He’d never felt used before. Tonight he did. Like he was a sex toy being passed around, everything about him completely worthless except for his holes.


  And after his first blowjob of the night—and swallowing the gooey reward—others got the same idea and joined him on stage for their dicks to be sucked.


  There was so much pounding and hammering that Wade soon had a headache from it all. He knew he’d been going for over an hour. The Ke$ha playlist had restarted. And the antsier boys who hadn’t had a turn yet began jerking off and shooting their loads onto his body. Wade was completely glazed with jizz.


  I’ll have new customers after tonight for sure, he thought.


  After an hour and a half, things began to wind down. The funniest part, Wade thought, now thoroughly aching and sticky all over, was that the waitresses—who were not strippers—all had shocked and disgusted looks on their faces, as if they hadn’t signed up to work in these conditions. Thankfully, the crowd never got so out of control to harass them. The attention was all up on stage, on Wade. And exerting so much energy left him feeling exhausted.


  He wondered how much cum he was lying in. Hell, he wondered how much he’d swallowed. That salty taste persisted in his mouth. And he could smell it if he held his hand against his breath.


  At some point he found himself backstage. His jaw hurt, his pussy was showing signs of a bruise, and cum was still leaking out of his ass.


  The other dancers never said anything to him, and looked almost horrified. Even Raylene kept her distance.


  Though she did congratulate him on “quite the performance.”


  He realized he’d left probably thousands of dollars laying on the stage. He’d get it later.


  The mirror said everything. Wade was almost white. Gobs of sperm clung to him, thick in spots and thin in others. Ropes dangled from his chin and nose. He felt disgusted, yet pleased with the results. Tonight had been amazing. And even without the monetary incentive, he’d enjoyed all the sex—even with the few days he was going to need to recover.


  As he grabbed a towel to start cleaning the huge mess, his phone rang. He saw the name, and he knew he couldn’t let it go to voicemail. He went into a back room for privacy and answered it.


  “Hey,” he said, in his husky female voice.


  “Son?” his father said. There was a slight delay. “I’m in Australia right now. I didn’t call you too late, did I?”


  “Nope. Still awake.”


  “I finally got around to seeing your report card.”


  That moment of discord struck again. Wait, Wade thought. Haven’t we already talked about my report card? He couldn’t honestly remember.


  His dad continued: “Son, I’m really proud of you. Almost straight A’s?”


  “Except for Calculus. The professor is terrible.”


  “Don’t worry about it. I’m just…” His voice broke off for a moment.


  Wade glanced down at his cum-covered body, feeling its gooey presence in every crevice. He was leaving a small puddle just by standing here.


  “I’m going to help pay for your tuition,” his dad said. “Not all of it, though.”


  Wade’s heart jumped. “Really?”


  “Just to help you get by. I—you know, son, with your line of work, I didn’t think you were cut out for business. But you’ve proved me wrong with those grades. And maybe if I help you, you can focus on schoolwork full time. Instead of…”


  Wade got the picture. “Yeah. Maybe.”


  “So. Um. I’ll call you again sometime. And look out for the money in your account. And say hi to your mom if you get the chance.”


  “I will, Dad.”


  They said their goodbyes.


  For a while, Wade didn’t know how to react. He couldn’t remember the last time his father had called him. It had to have been before he started college. They’d never been close after Wade had revealed his lifestyle and means for earning money. He saw sex work as an honest living, even if his own family didn’t.


  And the news that his father was going to pitch in to paying his tuition made Wade ecstatic beyond words. He could cut back on being a prostitute, but not entirely. He enjoyed sex too much, and he liked sharing Karl’s bed.


  Most of all, he liked who he was. Strong and independent.


  Even dripping with jizz, he couldn’t be ashamed of himself.
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  “Whoa, stop!” Livy hollered.


  Colin swerved through the dust cloud; he yanked the brake lever and slid to a stop just short of careening into a pile of sharp rocks. He looked back at Livy with his hands in the air. Any slower reaction time, and he would’ve been thrown and mangled.


  “You can’t stop in the middle of the trail like that,” he said, knocking his kickstand out and climbing off. Livy did the same. “I was almost shredded.”


  “Do you see that?” she asked. She didn’t seem too concerned about the narrowly averted trip to the hospital; she was staring off into the woods. “I think it’s luggage.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  She pointed. “Get where I’m at. It’s right over there.”


  Colin went up the little incline to where she’d made herself into a roadblock. At the end of her index finger, about fifty feet into the woods, was, indeed, a pink bag that resembled airline luggage. It was propped up against a tree with its zipper open, clothes strewn around it.


  “So what?” he asked. “Probably belongs to someone who lives out in the woods.”


  “That?”


  “Yeah. My dad’s friend went to live off the grid upstate. He said more and more people are doing it these days.”


  “That’s clearly an expensive bag,” Livy argued. “No one would just leave that behind.”


  “But what would—”


  “It could be part of the wreck. The plane blew up, didn’t it?”


  She was talking about Shasta Air 505. Two days ago, it had vanished off the radar about five miles outside Lincoln City. While there’d been no wreckage found yet—and no proof of any kind about what really happened—a probable airline disaster was enough to draw in all the major news networks. It’d been nonstop coverage of search crews, interviews, and reconstructive analysis of the circumstances leading to the plane’s great disappearing act.


  And Colin had to admit: what were the odds of airline luggage suddenly appearing in the middle of the woods, within close range of the disappearing plane, if the two weren’t related?


  “That’s impossible,” he said, following Livy as she headed toward the luggage. Her feet crunched autumn’s fallen leaves. “The search crews went through here. They even went through my neighborhood.”


  “But it’s clearly there.”


  “But…yeah.”


  “Maybe they missed it.”


  “With their dogs? I doubt it.”


  The two of them came upon the scene. It was no illusion. Someone’s airline luggage really was sitting out here in the middle of nowhere. Upon closer inspection, the pink bag was heavily dirtied and bent out of shape, suggesting it had taken a violent tumble before coming to rest. Likewise, while most of its contents were nearby, some belongings were scattered farther away. He noticed a pair of green panties stuck to a bush some thirty feet back, near the creek.


  The damage seemed to indicate that it had fallen from a great height.


  But he didn’t want to believe it.


  And if this luggage really had been on Shasta Air 505, where was its owner? He hoped they didn’t stumble upon her out here too.


  “Should we call someone?” Livy asked, crouching down. “That hotline is burned into my mind from being on TV so much.”


  “If you think so,” Colin said, glancing around. “But why just this? If it’s part of the wreck, where’s the wings? Or the cockpit? I don’t see any metal or anything.”


  “What do you think?”


  He emphatically shrugged and let his hands slap against his hips. That was the only answer anyone had since the disappearance. Confusion.


  Colin looked down near his feet and saw a red lace bra. The main thought in his head was that he was perhaps observing the clothes of someone recently deceased, and it was tragic that a couple hundred people would poof out of the sky with no trace—until now, apparently. But another part of him, inappropriately, recognized how well-endowed this woman was. Or had been? No, the first. Nothing had been confirmed yet. Maybe she’d also be found in the woods, alive and well with only a few scratches.


  He reached down and grabbed the undergarment.


  Suddenly his periphery filled with something dark. There was extra weight on his head. Startled, he let go of the bra and took a panic swing at whatever it was, causing it to flip across his field of view. He tried swiping at both sides, desperately trying to untangle it from his hair.


  Until he realized.


  Those dark, stringy fibers were tresses.


  It was his hair. Long, wavy hair.


  Across from him, Livy’s eyes were open wide, and her hand was over her mouth.


  “Um,” Colin muttered, slowly absorbing the strangeness of his body—and not just that there was extra weight tugging on his scalp from his new, wavy locks. He turned his gaze downward. First of all, his windbreaker had gone the way of the airliner; in its place was a tract of bare skin leading down into a low-cut neckline with cleavage. The reveal gave him an honest-to-God scare, and he flinched enough to make the new, fleshy orbs have a slight fit inside their skintight compartment. He was flushed and trembling, and his heart was pounding so fast that each beat was shaking his whole body.


  He gingerly reached up and cupped the misplaced assets, slightly heaving their mass in his palms to confirm he wasn’t hallucinating. He felt their warm, orb-like structure, their not-insubstantial mass, and even the texture of a bra keeping them all snug and secure against his ribcage. To a lesser shock, his nails were long and painted with a pink gloss. He was even wearing a couple rings.


  What the fuck? he thought.


  And then, just as his mind had gotten past the scare stage and began trying to formulate questions about why on Earth he’d grown tits—and impressive ones!—they retracted back into his chest until Colin’s hands were loosely grabbing his windbreaker. The quick loss of front-heavy weight made him unsteady; he caught his balance against a nearby tree while his scalp itched from the long hair slithering back into the follicles.


  “What just happened?” Livy asked, finally removing the hand from her mouth. Her eyes remained relatively huge, however. “Colin? What was that?”


  “I think I was a girl,” he said dumbly. The distress of temporarily being someone else made him feel hung over. His head was pounding.


  “You were a woman. How? Just from touching the bra?”


  Her guess was as good as his.


  Colin roamed his hands across the rest of his body to make sure there were no lingering side effects. By all accounts, he was himself again. And his dick seemed to think that briefly having his own cleavage to gawk at had been exciting, because he could feel it contending with his zipper for room to swell.


  He looked at the clothes and asked, “You think it would happen a second time?”


  “That’s dangerous,” Livy warned. “We don’t know what’s causing this.”


  Colin was barely listening.


  Touching the bra a second time, he was less alarmed by the long hair brushing his cheeks. He was still a little alarmed by the instant emergence of tits. As before, they were crammed against his ribcage by a sturdy bra and a green, form-fitting top that left about half of them exposed. His heart raced again, but less so from fear. He lifted his hands and experienced the ample curvature of his bosom a second time, watching the smooth, tan flesh through the neckline bulge upward slightly as his fingers squeezed.


  “Holy shit,” he said. “Oh. I sound like a chick too.”


  “If you’d stop fondling yourself,” Livy said, “you’d realize that everything about you is a chick.” She crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow toward him.


  Everything? Colin wondered.


  He humorously realized that he hadn’t given much consideration to anything below his chest because, well, he couldn’t see down there all that well. His rack blocked his view! Peering around, he eyeballed a bare midriff pushed out into a slight muffin top by the absolute tightest jeans he’d ever experienced. Long legs wrapped in distressed denim linked his new wide hips to the ladies’ style sneakers on the ground.


  “Oh,” he said softly. “Huh. Wow.”


  Colin’s mind was gulping down information from one area of his body at a time. Now with his concentration off his breasts, he felt—in pinching detail—the tautness of the denim hugging his curves. One worrisomely tight seam went between his legs, advertising to the whole world a groin too flat to have a cock. Wild! That seam went all the way back, and his exploration of his lower body eventually led him to his rather large ass. Like everything else about his body below the waist, the denim accentuated it to a level of detail that left nothing to question; huge, firm cheeks projected just below his lower back, bisected by the seam so that he felt partway naked. He groped his new butt for a time, considering its attachment to his body while also enjoying its appealingly wide size.


  “Uh, Colin?” Livy said. “Shouldn’t you be turning back now?”


  Shit! She was right! This second round as a curvy woman had gone on longer. But right as the fear began to set in that he could be stuck, all of his feminine features melted away in the blink of an eye. He was himself again. In his boring windbreaker. With a major hard-on.


  “So,” he said, blushing from his visible excitement. “That is something.”


  “It is something,” Lily agreed, having a laugh. “Can you time it?”


  Colin pulled out his phone. “Okay, lemme get it set. I’ll touch the—”


  But before he could finish, Lily touched a yellow tank top on the ground. In an instant, standing in the Asian girl’s place was an older Caucasian woman with dark hair, a green top, and distressed jeans. She stumbled back in surprise, looking down at herself.


  He barely remembered to start the timer.


  “Whoa,” Livy said in her new voice. “Unreal! I’m the same woman you were.”


  “Yeah.” This time, Colin felt more comfortable with his excitement. The woman was a hottie! Maybe late thirties, but obviously with a body that she felt no shame in showing off.


  “Sheesh, lady,” Livy groaned, with a hand inside her shirt.


  “What?” Colin asked.


  “She’s wearing a push-up bra. Like, jeez, your boobs are already huge. I couldn’t stand being this big up top. How much time has passed?”


  “Coming up on a minute and a half.”


  “I touched the clothing for a second, so we’ll see—” And then she staggered as age and curves faded off, and in the woman’s place was a skinny Asian girl. “There it went. How long was it?”


  “It lasted a minute and thirty-eight seconds. Maybe a minute and forty since I was slow pressing the button.”


  Livy tapped her chin. “One second touching the clothing, a hundred seconds being the woman. Do you think it’s a formula? Directly proportional?”


  There was only one way to confirm, and they both knew it. Colin touched the bra for two seconds. Doing some simple math, he figured he should possess the woman’s body for two hundred seconds—or three minutes and twenty seconds. Sure enough, right as the digits changed on his phone, he swapped back to himself. Then Livy tried for five seconds. Eight minutes and twenty seconds later, she reverted back to normal.


  The formula worked. For every second they touched an article of clothing, they became the woman for a hundred seconds.


  But why? What scientific explanation could there be?


  Livy began backtracking toward their bikes.


  “What’s the matter?” Colin asked.


  “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get away from the luggage and talk about this.”


  “Why? We can talk about it here.”


  “You need a clear head,” she said. “And so do I.”


  He looked down and saw the front of his pants tented. He followed Livy while trying to tuck his boner back, and even then he had to walk bowlegged.
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  “Her name is Natalie Green,” Livy said, dropping her phone on the table and spinning it around. She sipped her green tea latte as reward for her quick research. The news had a website for a victims’ fund, and all the passengers of Shasta Air 505 were listed with their photographs. Took her five minutes to track the woman down, if that.


  Colin shot a nervous glance around the Starbucks, despite they’d been hushed and no one could possibly know what had gone down out there in the woods. He picked up the phone.


  Natalie Green was thirty-seven years old, no occupation given. The picture the website used looked like it had been cropped from a larger wedding photo; Ms. or Mrs. Green wore a strapless bridesmaid gown. Although a respectful image of the missing woman, anyone who looked at her would first see her huge breasts before knowing her eye color. She had green eyes.


  “Hmm,” Colin said, reminiscing over those curves he’d briefly owned. “So now her clothes are in the woods, and nobody knows how they got there.”


  “Seems that way,” Livy agreed. “And they have the power to magically change us—or anyone—into copies of her.”


  “You say that, and somehow you’re not crazy.”


  She smiled. “You were there too. You saw it.”


  “Yeah.”


  Colin couldn’t wrap his head around it. An entire passenger airplane disappeared, and only one bag of luggage remained. He wondered if there was other luggage out there that they hadn’t found, some kind of bigger debris trail in the woods that they’d only seen a piece of. Surely those other clothes wouldn’t have the same power, would they?


  How had they gotten that power?


  He rubbed his eyes and pulled out his own phone to check the news. Any luggage falling out of the sky would make headlines, but there weren’t any. Search and rescue crews continued to do a grid-pattern sweep, and the state governor had widened the search zone to five miles by five miles. In two days, there had never been fire or smoke. No wreckage. No bodies.


  Just that goddamn luggage. Of all the things aboard an airliner…


  Livy said, “You’re gonna ask me, aren’t you?”


  He nodded. “Even if I have to beg.”


  “We should call it in.”


  “Sure. Then whoever finds it also turns into Natalie Green, and then the whole world knows about something we could’ve kept to ourselves.”


  “But it’s the right thing to do,” Livy said, looking into her green tea latte. “She might have family.”


  “Everyone on that plane had family. And we’re not becoming Natalie. We’re just gaining her body. I guess. It’s like…clothes.” Jiggly clothes.


  Livy laughed. “You guess?”


  “We didn’t try it at the same time. You think it’d work?”


  He could see the hesitation in the girl’s eyes. Colin hadn’t known Livy for very long, but she was clearly a little worried about playing with something they didn’t fully understand. He empathized totally. But that unable-to-be-understood power had given them a gift. And it was harmless! They’d changed back.


  Eventually, Livy shook her head. “I’m not even going to argue. I’m still curious too. You know, when I had Natalie’s body for eight minutes, I felt really…sexy.”


  Colin’s ears perked up.


  “Like I had confidence in how beautiful I was. I was worried about getting older, but also happy with how I looked. It was like some of her mind was in there, and it was a little transparent.” She visibly shivered. “I don’t know.”


  “Now you’re the one guessing.”


  “Maybe. It’s what I felt.”


  Colin believed her.


  After a quick bite to eat, they hit the trail and returned to the site of the luggage north of the city. Fortunately, nothing appeared to have been disturbed or removed in their absence. This bike trail was less popular than the campgrounds and more touristy area on the east side, but it still had occasional riders. None today, though. Colin figured everyone was glued to the news about the missing plane. And it was a little chilly anyway.


  Livy was the first to go. She touched a bruised-and-battered travel-size tube of toothpaste, just to experiment with something that wasn’t an article of clothing. Same deal: after several seconds of being in contact with it, she stood up as Natalie Green, a busty thirty-seven-year-old woman in a green, midriff-baring top and painted-on jeans.


  Seeing no reason to alter his method, Colin chose the bra again.


  Then they were both the same woman.


  “You’re kidding me,” Livy said, approaching him and taking a strand of his hair between her fingers. Colin was more interested in the mirror image of cleavage. Seeing Livy really emphasized how fucking stacked he was—er, how stacked they both were.


  He nudged his tits into hers. She nudged him back.


  Livy giggled. The amusement made lines appear on her face. Natalie Green was older, but definitely not old. Not too old for Colin to feel no attraction anyway. That was a relief: being straight. Or lesbian now, actually. No, he convinced himself; he wasn’t really a woman underneath, so liking women still meant he was heterosexual.


  “God,” Livy sighed. “I was thinking we could totally dress up in her stuff, but that’d mean we’d be touching those clothes. And they’re irradiated, or something. Wearing them for an hour would mean we’d be stuck for a hundred hours.”


  “You’re forgetting the other option,” Colin said.


  “What?”


  “We could just undress.”


  “Spoken like a total guy.”


  Down by the creek was a rocky mound over which the water flowed into a little waterfall. More importantly, being behind it hid them from the bike trail. Colin knew that’s why Livy was here: to keep his head on his shoulders. If it were him, he’d be stripping down next to the luggage and liable to get spotted.


  Colin fought with his top until Livy demonstrated the way girls removed their shirts—by crossing their arms and pulling from the bottom up. He smoothly peeled it off. Naturally, his gaze took advantage of the partial nudity and went straight to his bra. Wearing one, it felt like some strange contraption. Like a straitjacket for his chest. His tits weren’t just sitting in the cups; they were being held and restrained, and for the first time he got a sense of how tight everything was.


  He couldn’t get over those smooth slopes of flesh. His!


  “You look dumbstruck,” Livy said, laughing. She’d taken her top off too and flung her hair to one side. She was better at that. Colin was still struggling with hair sticking to his lips.


  “I saw some like these in a strip club once,” he admitted.


  “Need help with the hooks?”


  “I can manage.”


  He did, but it was no cinch. Again, the perspective was all wrong. He’d never taken off bras when wearing one. But then it was discarded. The loss of support and the subsequent pull of his new assets toward the earth made him lurch. They sagged expectedly, but they still retained most of their globular appearance in spite. The best part was feeling them. Their warmth, their yielding softness. His hands could barely cradle them. Such pendulous masses didn’t want to keep still.


  But then they were in his arms, and he couldn’t stop himself from squeezing them. Especially those 12-gauge-thick nipples!


  God, I AM beautiful, he thought, agreeing with what Livy had mentioned earlier. Something about these tits just made him aware of his sexiness. Combined with his male sex drive, he was squirming incessantly from just having his boobs caressed. He closed his eyes and heard himself moan a little. The muffled approval of Natalie’s voice only made him want more.


  “Here,” Livy said.


  Colin’s hands were moved aside. Then the same hands—albeit reversed and attached to an entirely different yet identical body—replaced them. The palms hefted his boobs way higher on his chest, squeezed, then let them fall down. Then again: lift, squeeze, release. Lift, squeeze, release. He shuddered intensely to how sensitive his nipples became in such a short span of time. Livy wasn’t grabbing him any harder; he was just getting turned on! Her rhythm became almost unbearably wonderful, and he was having to clench the rockface to not convulse himself into falling down.


  “Unnngghh,” he moaned, biting his lip to contain his joy. When the urge in his vocal cords presented itself again, he didn’t hold back: “Fuck! They feel so amazing.”


  “You’re mine now,” Livy said.


  Colin couldn’t fathom it getting any better. And then it did. Livy bent over and took a nipple into her mouth. All the attention they’d received had made them highly receptive—painful almost. So when the girl’s lips encircled that tensely throbbing nub, he had to wince. The sensation was almost enough to hurt, but only almost. She gently pinched it with her lips and flicked her tongue across it, and Colin felt the pleasure burst throughout his entire tit. A virgin to all this, he bucked hard and uncontrollably. Surely it was less intense than what most girls went through, but to him it was goddamn amazing!


  And coinciding with Livy’s calculated breast-play was a building heat in his loins. He tried not to think about it, because it meant accepting that he no longer had a cock. But something down there was calling to him. Demanding his attention. And he could pinch his legs together and mentally barricade it off for only so long before it was an irresistible need that he go seek out that inner, burning flame.


  But then Livy seemed to know the next step too. She undid the snap and lowered his jeans’ zipper.


  Of course she knew it was time. She had the same body!


  Her hand slipped inside, and Colin felt it contour to his new crotch. There was no obstruction; the fingers slipped smoothly back between his legs, and the gentle friction of that single movement made him writhe. His mind was less on the physical qualities of his new anatomy—although it was certainly trying to deduce what sensation was originating from where—and more on the pleasant compactness of it. Everything good was right there against her hand. And when she began rubbing that mound, he thought he was going to lose it.


  “Mmmm!” Colin grunted, gritting his teeth together. “I didn’t know it was this good.”


  “It gets better,” Livy promised.


  She came around beside him and hovered just over his shoulder. The position gave her the articulation she wanted—and what Colin wanted too, it turned out. Staring down past his tits, he watched that hand slip forward and backward against his slit. He couldn’t see any of it except for a hint of dark pubic hair just above the waistband of his panties. Everything else was felt. Like the rest of his body, it was nearly too much to process: the pulsing intensity of his clit, the increasing sogginess of his underwear, the perceptive depth of an as-of-yet undiscovered feature to his borrowed womanhood.


  It flashed in his mind that he was functionally the opposite now. Men produced sperm; he was designed to receive it. They fucked; he got fucked. They didn’t make babies; he did.


  And Natalie Green’s voice cried out in orgasm.


  Colin thrashed so hard that his knees gave out. The crescendo rippled through his flesh and bones. He anticipated the one-and-done knockout—the male way—but no. It hit him again. And again. Half a dozen times he shook, like the climax was a long and winding rollercoaster with dips and drops aplenty.


  He was sweating and out of breath when his body pulled back into the station.


  “Whoa,” he managed to say. “That feels nice.”


  Livy bent down and hugged him. “Yeah?”


  “It didn’t drop off. It’s, like, leveling off. Sort of. I still feel amazing.” He brought his hand up and showed her that it was trembling.


  “I like to think that I do good work,” she said.


  Colin was trying to gauge his new endurance level—that had taken a hit with Natalie Green’s body—and sense his desire for another round. Or at least returning the favor.


  But right then, the phone in his new back pocket rang.
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  Livy pulled out an iPhone from Natalie Green’s back pocket. “It’s mine,” she said. “Someone named Judith.”


  Colin also pulled out an iPhone from his back pocket. It, too, was being called from a number saved as JUDITH in the contacts. He showed Livy, and they held them out together. They were exactly the same, ringing at exactly the same time. They were so stunned by finding two copies of the same iPhone that neither one of them made a move to answer it. So far, this magical cloning ability had handled flesh and clothes perfectly.


  But technology? He shouldn’t have been shocked, really. Nonetheless, it freaked him out a little to see the duplicates. They both even had a little crack in the screen.


  Then the phones chirped simultaneously to let them know a voicemail message had been recorded.


  “Unbeliev—” Livy started, but was interrupted by her reversal into her normal, Asian self in a lightweight black jacket. She cleared her throat. “Unbelievable.”


  “Yeah,” Colin agreed.


  “Two of the same phones.”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “I guess it’s possible.”


  “Apparently.”


  She dialed the voicemail and put the phone against her ear. Colin waited patiently, trying to interpret her reactions for what news he should expect. After all, the world assumed Natalie Green was missing, right? It could be her family trying to contact her. A knot formed in his gut from the thought.


  Livy ended the call. “It was an automated message from a real estate agent,” she said. “Something about congratulating Natalie on her new purchase of a home.”


  “Oh,” Colin said. On his version of Natalie Green’s iPhone, he browsed through the emails and found correspondence with a Judith—presumably the exact same Judith as their caller. While sifting through the back-and-forth-chain, he idly rubbed his tender nipples. The euphoric high of the orgasm was beginning to fade, and now the late-afternoon chill felt especially crisp against his sensitive breasts. He kind of wished he had the bra back on. “Here. Looks like she purchased a home right here in Lincoln City. The address is 95 North New Saddle Street.”


  Livy plugged the information into the maps on her version of Natalie’s iPhone. “Yeah, it’s a few miles away. Looks like a nice neighborhood.”


  “Over four hundred thousand for the mortgage.” Colin whistled. “Apparently it’s all paid for. There’s also emails about automatic payments for the utilities. Um, and receipts for movers. Also some goodbyes to coworkers.”


  Livy: “She was married too.”


  Colin looked up at her. “What?”


  “Yeah. She purchased airline tickets for herself and Brian Green. It could be a brother, but I don’t think so.” She showed Colin the text-messaging app. Way back two years ago was a picture of Brian Green’s dick. “She liked ’em big.”


  Colin chuckled. “Yeah. Shit. So Brian was in the seat next to her probably.”


  Livy nodded.


  Curious, he lifted his hand and noticed the gold wedding band on his ring finger. Neither one of them had noticed it before. Probably on account of inexplicably being in someone else’s body. There was a shock factor to get over first before you really paid attention to things like jewelry. Or that you both had the same iPhone.


  “Let’s go check it out,” Livy suggested. “It isn’t far.” Then her eyes lit up. “Even better, we can spend the night there!”


  “But who’s going as Natalie?” Colin asked.


  She shot him a look, as if he ought to know the answer already.


  Well, I guess I’m already dressed for the occasion, so to speak, he supposed. Skin-wise, anyway. Clothing, not so much. He gathered up his bra and slipped the straps over his shoulders. But when it came time to do up the hooks, he had a hell of a time trying to blindly get them to latch. Embarrassed, he enlisted the help of Livy who could actually see the damn things.


  “I haven’t dealt with hooks in years,” she said. “Sports bras are way better.”


  “You’re also flat as a board,” Colin pointed out.


  “Thank God! My back would kill me trying to manage what Natalie’s got.”


  Once secured, Colin situated the garment over his bosom. Again, the female perspective frustrated him: he had to wrestle with his tits just to get them settled evenly and comfortably inside the well-padded cups, and even then it was a sore affair of having that compressing force smashing against his fat nipples. And having gone totally topless for a while, having that suspended weight pulling on his shoulders made him cautious to not rip the bra straps.


  But he reminded himself they were designed for this. Carrying the load so his upper back muscles didn’t have to. At least putting on the shirt was relatively normal.


  To prevent him from changing back at an untimely moment, Livy had Colin wear a wristwatch found in the luggage. She estimated they could be at Natalie’s house in twenty minutes. Twenty minutes of wearing the wristwatch would give Colin thirty-three hours of having Natalie’s body. That way, anyone in the neighborhood wouldn’t see anything suspicious about the real homeowner coming and going.


  Although it was not without risk: anyone who knew Natalie and knew she lived at that address would have a serious reason to wonder why a missing passenger of Shasta Air 505 was casually going on about her business like nothing had happened.


  “No, you’re right,” Colin said when Livy brought it up. He finished clasping on the wristwatch. “It’ll be fun. I could, like, live her life.”


  “Now you’re just getting ahead of yourself,” Livy said, swinging onto her bike.


  They rode back down the trail and followed the neighborhood roads and sidewalks toward their destination, with Livy out ahead being the navigator. A chilly, grim day it might’ve been—especially with a possible airline tragedy on everyone’s mind—but many people were still out and about getting exercise. Colin was immensely aware of receiving looks from men and women alike, of all ages. Not because they recognized him, but because he was riding a mountain bike with a high seat and having to hunch over to reach the handlebars.


  Result: jiggly titties galore.


  For the potholes, the curbs, and the off-road shortcuts, Colin suffered the abuse of several pounds knocking him in the chest and yanking him around. Sometimes it didn’t feel like the boobs were attached to him. Rather, he was attached to them.


  Soon, they arrived unscathed at 95 North New Saddle Street, passing a couple skateboarders on the final stretch. A blonde-haired kid of nineteen or so stared at Colin for so long that he almost wiped out into a car backing out of a driveway. Colin just had to laugh at the power he had over the horny youths. He’d been there before!


  The house was two-story. Everything on the street was. It was a neighborhood of huge lawns, new SUVs, and young families. He wondered if Natalie had been inspired by her soon-to-be neighbors and interested in starting a family herself. Based on the emptyhanded search thus far, it didn’t look like she’d ever get that chance.


  They pulled up into the driveway, hopped off their bikes. A problem introduced itself when Colin wondered how they were going to get inside. Natalie’s pocket hadn’t come equipped with keys, and he and Livy had neglected to look for them in the suitcase.


  But it turned out they didn’t need the keys. The Green residence had a fancy fingerprint lock. All Colin had to do was give the mechanism his index fingerprint.


  Thunk.


  “This is so wrong,” Livy said, pushing the front door open. But she was grinning nonetheless.


  Colin removed the wristwatch and dropped it inside.


  The rooms were appropriately large, although lacking on furnishings. Heaps of moving boxes sat in the living room, around a single sofa. Likewise, the rest of the home had that just-moved-in feel, with the project of getting everything organized not yet undertaken. The dining room had a full table set and chairs; the master bedroom just contained a blank mattress; the backyard was bare and in desperate need of a personal touch, and perhaps a dog or two. The heater had already been set, and there was food and drinks in the fridge. A note on it reminded Natalie that the cable and internet were going to be installed on Tuesday of next week.


  It was somewhat unsettling to be in there, trespassing as they were. But were they? Natalie Green’s fingerprint had opened the door; she was standing inside the home she’d bought, wearing the clothes she’d put on before her final trip to Lincoln City.


  Colin felt an odd connection to the house. Not familiarity. But something like faint déjà vu.


  “What luck,” Livy said, after returning to the living room from her own exploration of the property. “It’s already paid for, everything’s automatically deducted, and Natalie doesn’t know anyone in Lincoln City yet.”


  “That you know of,” Colin said. He was surprised to see her more excited than he was. He almost expected her to bring up the possibility of him taking over Natalie’s life.


  Livy: “You could totally take over Natalie’s life. And you didn’t even see the closet yet!”


  “But—” Colin started, before the yank on his arm knocked the complaint out of him.


  Natalie Green must’ve moved her wardrobe early on. The closet and dresser were stuffed. With Livy sifting through the whole department-store’s-worth collection of clothing, Colin envisioned himself as a living, talking Barbie doll about to be dressed and undressed a million times and crammed into skirts, dresses, and lingerie until sundown. And when she helped Colin remove his current outfit, he was damn sure it was going to happen.


  But he stayed undressed.


  And he was shoved down on the naked mattress.


  It was the first time he’d seen Natalie Green’s middle-aged body in the nude. Altogether, he’d probably inhabited her skin for around an hour, give or take. It was nowhere near enough time for a twenty-something guy such as himself to come to grips with being an older woman—a MILF, at that—and seeing his long, shapely legs in all their nude glory filled him with that same disconnected, dreamlike fog. Age had taken some toll. There were some lumps here and there, patches of cellulite, scattered wrinkles. But none of it subtracted from the beauty he now possessed. Being Natalie Green turned him on, and he couldn’t figure out if that was from being attracted to her or knowing he was attractive.


  Maybe there was overlap.


  In any case, the sexual thrill he felt for himself escalated ten times over when Livy put her tongue to work on him. The general, pleasant bubble of burning arousal in and around his groin area suddenly compounded with the detail of her slimy muscle flicking that sharp, throbbing epicenter of his womanhood: the clitoris. Colin moaned as he felt it rise up and stiffen—such a tiny thing compared to his manhood, but magnified with sensitivity. In no time he was squirming and feeling the processes of a female orgasm build once more. He recognized them now! The shuddering, tingling warmth. The curling of his toes. The accelerated breath.


  Formerly repressed, he now craved it badly.


  He thought Livy was just going to get him off with his clit.


  But then her oral antics slid southward a couple inches, and that wonderful tongue tracked across his soppy slit for the first time. It struck a nerve or something! Immediately, Colin reached out and grabbed Livy’s head and shoved his crotch harder into her face. That tease of penetration made him yearn for it, and the girl’s eyes widened to globes from his sudden display of aggression. But she got the message.


  Grinding, licking, loving it.


  “Deeper—oh, harder,” he moaned, begging that tongue to get him off. To fuck him.


  I LOVE being fucked, he thought, smelling a faint whiff of cologne and reminiscing over big, strong arms holding him down. And remembering a tireless pounding in his pussy.


  The slipping and sliding spread pussy juice all over Livy’s face.
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  A night-long proposal transformed into a weekend-long proposal. Despite the lingering dread that somehow, in some way, his true identity would be found out, no one came knocking on Natalie Green’s door demanding to know who Colin really was. She was still a nobody in Lincoln City. She hadn’t mingled with her neighbors, made new friends, or searched for work—as far as he and Livy could tell from looking back in history through the woman’s phone. There was mention of a trust fund that explained her wealth. Emotional messages to family about moving to the other side of the country. A to-do list of all the places she wanted to visit with her husband.


  In the press photo, her hair was dyed a dark red and she wore makeup. Anyone who glimpsed the new resident of 95 North New Saddle Street probably just saw a likeness but nothing more.


  Because surely a missing victim of a plane accident wouldn’t just be caught casually walking around like nothing had happened.


  Livy had to work Friday, leaving Colin to his lonesome. Absent his youth, he woke up sore in new places. And the morning drowsiness made him swing and totter like his free-hanging tits. Using the bathroom was still a thing. He couldn’t just whip out his means to relief; he actually had to be involved in the process a little more, get acquainted with the cold seat, the strange muscles, and the front-to-back hygienic process that was Natalie Green’s morning routine. He was too tired to think anything about incidentally coming into contact with his privates.


  That changed in the walk-in shower, though.


  The bathroom was mostly stocked with supplies, including body wash and shampoo. Colin cranked the hot water and lathered himself down thoroughly, filling his nose with a fruity scent. When it came time to remove any traces of last night’s fun, he slathered a gob of foamy soap on his hand and rubbed it between his legs. And he kept rubbing until he knew his shower was going to be a little longer than anticipated.


  “Fuck,” he sighed, backing up to the wall and spreading his feet farther apart. The view down below still took his breath away. If he concentrated, he could still imagine a ghostly stiffness of his hard-on jutting out from his groin. In the female form, that hardness wasn’t totally nonexistent; it still persisted in his clitoris, the woman’s minuscule counterpart to the man’s penis. Colin recalled that the two were made from similar erectile tissue. His male mind was just drawing a link, trying to interpret aspects of his new, altered state of arousal in familiar terms. And it felt wonderful to massage his hand across it.


  The region further back, however, was incomparable.


  With hot water going to waste, Colin pushed two fingers inside himself. It was remarkably easy. The contour of his female mound seemed designed to guide them in—his folds gave way, and there was an entrance leading to a warm cavity inside his body. Even with Livy’s tongue still fresh on his mind, he was cautious. A hole down there didn’t fit in line with his mental perception of being a man.


  But damn did it feel great!


  The friction, the fullness—it all added up. Reluctance became bravery, then desperation. A minute later, Colin was bent over and fucking himself from the rear, slamming one set of fingers into himself and furiously rubbing his clit with the other set.


  He felt so dirty after that he had to wash himself again, when the water was starting to go cold.


  He wrapped himself in a comfy bathrobe and snacked on Frosted Flakes for breakfast. He watched a little YouTube on his phone. He sifted through Mrs. Green’s wide assortment of clothing, eyeing lingerie, panties, and dresses of all types that had been purchased specifically for his body, maybe even tried on in some department store change room. And while it stimulated his imagination to check out his curvy physique in some strapless gown with a plunging neckline, he rather liked the bathrobe a lot. He liked the freedom. It had none of those pinching straps or skintight fabrics threatening to cut off circulation. Some part of his mind was wary about getting dressed up, since he had nowhere to be.


  But he could only saunter around in a robe and watch so many videos before he got bored—and it wasn’t even noon yet.


  Colin was hit with the bright idea to check the mail.


  Holding the belt portion of the robe tight around his waist, he ventured outside in his slippers and ambled on down the driveway toward the little black mailbox, the pavement producing a forceful swing to his wide, womanly hips. Every second he was aware of his barely concealed nudity; every second he perceived his breasts jostling and his nipples cutting into the plush fabric. If he glanced down, he could spot his full, nude physique through the collar, partially illuminated by sunshine filtering through the robe.


  God, it gave him a thrill to be out and about like this!


  Being a Friday, the neighborhood was mostly barren of activity. But not completely. In the lot straight across, a thin, lanky man with a balding hairline was raking his front lawn. Evoking a sense of neighborly friendliness, Colin gave a small wave. The man returned the gesture. He pretended to stay focused on his leaf-collecting chore, but once every few rakes he’d steal another glance. He was so conspicuous about it that Colin could practically see himself naked in the man’s mind. Then a woman—probably his wife, who had maybe even spotted Colin herself—stuck her head out the front door and called to him. The man dropped his rake and went inside.


  And then a car went by with a woman about Colin’s age—well, Natalie Green’s age—in the passenger seat, who gave Colin a scathing look on the way past.


  And then the skateboarders from the day before rode past. If they weren’t in class, they must’ve been fairly recent graduates. Colin made eye contact with the same blonde guy as before. Feeling especially naughty, he thumbed his neckline down and gave the dude an eyeful of what his bathrobe contained. The skateboarder’s jaw dropped, and he about face-planted the street. He was still looking back at Colin even halfway down the road, at which point he disappeared behind a parked RV.


  Colin giggled to himself. Natalie Green was old enough to have had a driver’s permit by the time he was born. But the age gap between his mind and body was hardly noticeable due to the attention he received. Older guys thought he was hot; younger guys thought he was hot too. It gave him a sense of confidence and pride in himself that his invisible high school years had lacked.


  Back then, he’d only gotten laid once.


  With this body, the limit was his imagination. And it was a little overwhelming to know he had that power—the power of attractiveness.


  Putting a little extra wiggle in his step, Colin grabbed the mail—just some boring bills—and returned inside.


  Where he masturbated something fierce.


  Later that afternoon, the doorbell rang. Colin was up and on his way to answer it before he even spared a concern that Natalie Green maybe shouldn’t be answering the door. But he shrugged it off. It was probably some neighbor with a welcome basket or a freshly baked pie. He’d seen that in movies.


  Instead, his visitor was a bare naked ass.


  Giggling, its owner dashed away trying to yank his pants up. A foot misstepped. The guy tumbled down the porch steps, the full force of his body weight slamming his knee against the pavement. A friend—who’d been hiding behind the corner of the garage—took off running down the street.


  Left behind, and rolling in pain, was the blonde skateboarder.


  I just got mooned, Colin thought, not knowing how to react. Teenage boys didn’t moon other boys. Did they moon older women? The stupid ones, apparently. He watched the prankster twist and turn, and enjoyed a little satisfaction over the dude’s well-earned comeuppance.


  But his knee was bleeding kind of bad.


  “Dude,” Colin sighed. Across the street, a minivan with kids in the backseat turned into the driveway. The skateboarder didn’t seem to realize his pants were still down as he groaned and clutched his knee. Colin hurried over to him, stood him up, and helped him inside.


  He closed the door while his injured guest plopped on the couch.


  “Wasn’t such a smart idea now, was it?” Colin said, retrieving a dishrag and bundling ice cubes inside it. He returned to the living room and pressed them down on the dude’s leg, causing him to wince. “I must not be familiar with what’s considered a prank in this city.”


  “I’m s-sorry,” the guy said.


  “You’re sorry now. But not earlier.”


  “I was just being stupid.”


  Maybe the stupid went both ways. Maybe Colin had to be careful about what type of signals he gave when he had the body of a sexy, busty woman. The skateboarder wasn’t blameless for acting the way he did, but Colin hadn’t acted his age either, making a suggestive gesture earlier. Even now, crouching over to tend to the guy’s banged-up knee, Colin’s boobs were about to spill through his bathrobe’s neckline. He blushed and tugged the collar a little tighter.


  And all the while, through helping the skateboarder inside and trying to stop the bleeding, neither one of them had thought to do anything about the guy’s cock still poking out. Half-erect it’d started; now it had stiffened into a true, throbbing boner.


  Colin’s loins tingled as the guy’s hand tugged his shirt over it. Like that helped! Now it was just a tent. A pulsing, vibrating tent with a shadow-covered shaft and heavy nuts underneath.


  Colin cleared his throat. “Do you find me attractive?” he asked the guy.


  The guy nodded.


  “What precisely?”


  “Um. Y-your tits. And voice. And…everything, I guess.”


  Colin squatted down next to him, still clamping the ice-filled rag over the wounded knee. “I’m like twenty years older than you are.”


  The guy swallowed. His erection continued to say everything.


  He sees me as a MILF, Colin thought. It wasn’t a shock; he saw himself as a MILF, and he wasn’t even really into older women. But Natalie Green’s body just oozed sex appeal whether it meant to or not. And being nursed by a stacked lady in a tight-fitting robe, he’d probably have a hard-on too. Hell, he’d jerked off to porn stars who’d revealed less!


  Gently, Colin snapped the shirt hem between his fingers and undid his horny admirer’s attempt at decency. The hard cock bobbed free, veiny and stiff and begging for relief. It wasn’t small, wasn’t large. Just pleasingly average. Colin’s hand enclosed around the shaft and gave it a few, unhurried strokes. Through it, he felt the guy’s heartbeat ramp up. He felt more blood rush in, felt it swell harder and tighter inside his palm.


  The guy exhaled audibly. His body fidgeted on the sofa.


  I’m really giving this guy a handjob, Colin realized. Which must’ve been a dream come true, getting jerked off by some neighborhood MILF! He almost laughed from seeing the guy’s lovestruck eyes. A prankster, fully subdued.


  His pace quickened a little more. He made his fist firmer.


  “This is what you really wanted, isn’t it?” he said.


  The guy nodded and swallowed.


  Colin had given handjobs before—or this body had. There was a strange muscle memory to it. A rhythm. He recalled when Livy said that she’d felt sexy as Natalie Green, that something about the woman’s mind had been transparent. Now it was more than transparent; Colin felt like he was absorbing a little more of the missing woman, and that included her techniques of providing sexual pleasure.


  Maybe even her wants too. Her desires. Because never would Colin give another dude a handjob, or even feel wet from his hand stroking some stranger’s cock. But his inner thighs didn’t lie.


  Some part of him enjoyed this.


  It also enjoyed what he saw happening next.


  Colin angled himself closer to the skateboarder’s prick, submitting his nose to an unmistakable yet rousing musk. He gave the turgid cockhead a gentle kiss, his lips inadvertently capturing a dab of pre-cum. He saw it as playful. As if he were giving the cock a good-natured hello. And when it pleased him to have done this, he did it again. And again. He pecked his mouth all along the underside, from head to balls, making the poor dude squirm.


  It felt natural for his face to be against a man’s crotch—despite having no clear memory of providing a guy oral. He enjoyed the sights and smells. He enjoyed being an absolute tease, especially since he had firsthand experience with what the skateboarder must be going through right now.


  He recalled a woman like him licking a man’s cock, so he did so; he slid his tongue up the underside, tasting sweat and skin and the additional pre-cum that beaded out from the top, like he’d coaxed it forth.


  He recalled a woman like him sucking a man’s cock.


  After his return trip up the shaft, Colin bent his head forward and downward, unconsciously parting his lips and welcoming the skateboarder’s manhood into his mouth. With a swift bend of his neck, it plunged toward his throat and parked there, and he pinched his cheeks inward until the entirety of that pulsing, swollen rod was touching some part of his mouth. He sucked, pulled back, repeated. Everything was automatic. He didn’t feel so much in control as on a ride, a passenger in his own skin performing an involuntary series of actions.


  It frightened him, what was happening. And he knew that, at any moment, he could’ve ceased immediately and tried to live down the trauma of giving some random dude a blowjob. This wasn’t normal!


  Colin felt the scared part of his mind trying to negotiate with the other part—the part that was more comfortable in this body and more aroused by sucking a dick.


  He felt that arousal too.


  His nipples were aching, his pussy was leaking.


  In that moment, Natalie Green wasn’t somebody else. The two of them had the same skin, wore the same clothes, possessed the same aptitude for orally servicing cocks. They both looked like thirty-seven-year-old women.


  The separation blurred a little.


  But on the outside, Colin exhibited no hesitation in giving the prankster something to remember. He wasn’t just operating a few muscles and joints; there was almost an art form to his actions, a fluidity of control and skill and determination that turned him on just as much as the guy he was sucking off. And indeed, while he really began to quicken his pace and ram that lovely cock into his throat repeatedly, he fingered himself. His pussy was so wet that there was zero resistance.


  Once a mannerly hostess to an injured guest, Colin was now drooling and leaking and moaning nonstop, having made his mouth into a tight, wet fuck-hole. The skateboarder even began to reciprocate by thrusting his hips. Soon, Colin was nearly on top of him, clenching the guy’s trembling legs and working that cock as deep into his throat as he could, until his face was buried in pubic hair.


  “Oh shit,” the guy groaned. “Mm!”


  The first warning.


  Colin reversed partway to once more give oxygen a route into his lungs. His partner’s pelvis lunged suddenly, and his cock swelled for the built-up payoff.


  “Hnnnghh! Ah!”


  A huge wad of cum shot into his mouth, its violent propulsion incidentally triggering his gag reflex. But he couldn’t pull free. The skateboarder had grabbed the back of his head—like Colin had done to Livy the day before—and was unloading into his hot, tight mouth. Spurt after spurt, the gooey release painted every surface; it covered his terrified tongue; it filled the space behind his bottom row of teeth until it overflowed and submerged his lower gums. He cringed as everything in his mouth became the hot, salty taste of semen.


  Whatever instinct of Natalie Green had driven Colin to suck cock was gone. The skateboarder’s deflated manhood pulled out, and Colin sealed his lips to hold in all that release.


  The two of them stared at each other.


  Gulp.
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  “You did not!” an open-mouthed Livy said in disbelief. “You gave him a blowjob?”


  Colin nodded. He dropped the wristwatch again, after having counted enough minutes to extend his stay in Natalie Green’s body for another night. He said, “I didn’t mean to.”


  “So he forced you?”


  “No.”


  “Then it sounds like you meant to.”


  He shrugged. It was impossible to explain his intentions with the skateboarder—even from the onset when he’d invited the guy into Mrs. Green’s house to put ice on his knee. His usual self would have seen the injury as deserved payback and taken enjoyment from the prankster’s limp home. But as Natalie Green, Colin had invited the guy in. He’d nursed the wound, made him comfortable, and then made him more comfortable.


  He’d tried every beverage in the fridge—even some terrible brand of fruit-flavored seltzer that Natalie seemed to crave—but nothing could remove the taste of cum from his mouth. It was just fucking embedded. That, along with the resultant ache in his lips, made it difficult to close his eyes even for a second without reliving those several, awful, cock-sucking minutes.


  It had been awful, right?


  He rubbed his temples.


  “So, what else did you do today?” Livy asked, removing her jacket. “Besides lounge around in your bathrobe.”


  “Uh, I just told you: I sucked another guy’s cock,” Colin said. “I think I need mental help or something.”


  She burst out laughing.


  “What? I’m serious! You missed the part where I was also hunched over the toilet trying to puke.” The memory itself made him gag.


  “You poor thing,” she said. “I think you’re fighting too hard.”


  “Fighting what too hard?”


  “Natalie Green. Whatever this is, it’s like there’s layers to it. One is the skin—the physical appearance. But when I was her, I could also feel, like, a personality seeping through too. I told you that I began to feel sexy and confident, and I didn’t notice my body so much anymore.”


  That part at least was true. Colin hadn’t given any real thought to his body in some time. Even the sensation of his weighty boobs, perpetually tugging on his chest, had become nearly invisible to him. Likewise, he had to concentrate to feel the absence of his manhood, something that had been with him for over twenty years. In a little over a day, he was no longer paying any mind to the new details between his legs. Everything just felt natural—if he let it.


  And when he’d gone down on the skateboarder’s dick, that had felt natural too. In the moment. Something had enjoyed it. Something he’d locked away in a mental closet, barricaded the door, tossed away the key, but was still there. Still whispering to him.


  He shuddered.


  “I think,” Livy said, “that there’s a lot about this we still don’t know. And I think since you’re really a guy, it’s harder for you to feel what I felt. It probably takes more time.”


  “More to translate.”


  Livy nodded and smiled. “Something like that.” Her hand slipped inside Colin’s bathrobe and kneaded a breast. “Maybe with me, you can cleanse your mind.”


  Colin sighed pleasantly, feeling blood rush into his nipples. “It can’t hurt.”


  “Let me change, first.”


  From her pocket, Livy pulled out a Ziploc containing a bundle of red fabric that looked like a folded necktie. She reached inside and—


  Immediately, standing in place of the short Asian girl was a man almost a foot taller. Colin was so startled that he reversed a step, and had to look up to now find Livy’s face: dark eyes, rugged features, slicked-back hair. They were attached to a well-muscled body clothed in a white button-up shirt and dark pants.


  “Holy cow,” Colin breathed as Livy’s new face grinned.


  “Meet Brian Green,” she said huskily. “Or, I think? Even though this tie was inside Natalie’s luggage, the magic still associates it with him. So…” She gestured to herself, the end result.


  “You went back to the woods?” Colin asked. Even though he knew he was standing in front of Livy, he felt slightly intimidated. Look at those arms! he thought. Livy’s body could’ve graced a men’s health magazine cover without anyone batting an eye.


  “Yeah. And I found the tie.”


  “I see that.”


  “You haven’t seen everything,” she said, suggestively patting a hand against her crotch.


  Everything was happening too fast. Colin felt dizzy all of a sudden. His body teetered. Luckily, Livy caught him before he could fall. Being held with her strength, his mind flashed to a beach somewhere halfway across the world. His heart burst with joy from some kind of ring being slipped onto his finger. He’d had sex that same night. Wild, wonderful, unforgettable sex that had made him ache all over for two straight days.


  The part of him behind that locked door was saying dirty things.


  “I just wanted to show you, maybe spook you a little,” Livy said. “But then I began to feel something really strong for you. Like love? I mean, the body was.”


  Colin nodded. “I know. I feel it too.” He also felt something else poking his hip.


  A silence passed. His nipples began to feel painfully erect.


  Then Livy said, “Stop me if I ever get too inappropriate.” She bit her lip. “But I was wondering if you could demonstrate what you did to that skateboard guy.”


  Colin chuckled. “Somehow, I think the real Brian and Natalie are more elegant with their words.”


  She laughed too. “Probably!”


  “But you are straight to the point.”


  “I’m glad you noticed.”


  Before Colin could ponder what came next, Livy’s big arms swooped him off his feet. It scared him half to death being picked up off the ground, and he clutched her huge shoulder as she grinned wickedly. She was having fun with this. And realizing she had a secure hold, Colin smiled with her. It was so backwards to how he’d grown up, yet oddly enjoyable. And he knew this wasn’t the first time his body had been carried into a bedroom somewhere.


  He was dropped on the bare mattress. Sitting himself upright, he watched the new Livy disrobe, unveiling her burly torso. She even had a few tattoos! After the shirt was off, she explored her chest hair and felt the rigidness of her pectoral muscles—which Colin himself had a feel of. To think, he’d dreamed of having a body like that someday! Had he been the one to find the necktie in the luggage, he could have. Everything could have been different.


  But he’d come to like what he had now. A lot.


  They both realized they were delaying themselves.


  “It’s, uh—” Livy started, fidgeting with her pants. “It’s beckoning? Oh! I can feel it growing against my leg. I think it’s huge.”


  The evidence for that presented itself very obviously: the lengthwise bulge of her erection straining to be freed. God! It went halfway to her knee, and it was still growing! Colin traced his finger along it, causing Livy to gasp.


  “Just a second,” she said, moaning in frustration with her deep voice. “There’s a belt too.”


  Colin assisted with that bit. But he let Livy handle the grand reveal.


  The pants slid down, and her new appendage came to light. What a monster! Colin knew his perspective was different as Natalie; a lot of familiar things seemed bigger. But Livy’s package had to be eight inches. Maybe even nine! Brian Green maintained his pubic region with close-cropped hair and balls that were completely smooth.


  Colin lifted the cock from the underside, getting a feel for its mass. The size of it made his heart skip a beat.


  “Oh,” Livy said. Her breath was coming erratic. She was excited, nervous, and probably everything in between. “That felt nice.”


  “I barely touched it.”


  “Well, it liked it!”


  He knew what else it would like.


  He swept his enclosed hand up the entire length of it, back again. There was more effort to it than with the skateboarder—more surface area. And regardless of its minor differences—a larger head, pinker color, more of a downward arc shape—it felt very similar to his palm. He scooted closer, confidence replacing fear. The person locked away in his mental closet knew how to handle this situation flawlessly.


  It was time he opened the door.


  Colin took the massive prick into his mouth. A disadvantage to its substantial size was that he couldn’t comfortably fit it into his throat. But he didn’t have to. He watched Livy’s eyes roll back, and he knew his oral capacity was more than plenty. Besides, he’d learned over the years that blowjobs had less to do with how much he could fit into his mouth and more with what he did with his tongue and lips. And this particular dick had been in his mouth dozens of times.


  He wasn’t an amateur; he was a woman with experience.


  And that experience took over.


  “Oh, Natalie,” Livy groaned. “I mean—shit. Colin. You’re still Colin.”


  “Mmm,” Colin said around a mouthful of tasty cock. Frankly, it didn’t matter to him what his name was. Not in that moment, with his aching desire and that bothersome emptiness between his legs. While slurping Livy’s rod, he opened up his bathrobe. Drool splattered all over his jiggling tits, and he massaged them until they felt thoroughly slick. Some of that saliva he used to finger his pussy, though in hindsight he didn’t need it. He was so wet down there that he’d left a stain on the mattress.


  He thought that was insanely erotic. That he was leaking.


  Wordlessly, he pulled off Livy’s cock and laid back. He took his lover’s hand and directed her to take position on top of him. Everything now was instinct. He was fully submissive to his desires, letting his arousal carry out the next series of events. Between him and Natalie Green, he couldn’t sense the divide anymore. In this bedroom, with his partner, they were intermixed.


  Colin wanted this. And so did his body.


  Livy struggled to get into place, and there was a mutual clumsiness in trying to figure out where they should put their hands and legs so they were both comfortable. And when they had it, Colin opened his legs and reigned that fantastic cock of hers in with a gentle pull on her naked, firm ass.


  So much for being new to this. She found the target first try!


  The hardness pushed inside him, every inch forcing his jaw down even more. He’d been worried about potential pain—after all, the thickest object inside him before now had been his fingers. There was some discomfort, but hardly unpleasant. Worry was splashed all over Livy’s face too, for it was her first time at this. Colin smiled and instructed her to keep going. And when full depth had been achieved, he embraced her and held her still just to savor the moment of his emptiness being totally filled.


  Her body was trembling.


  “I feel so strange,” Livy admitted. “Like this has happened before.”


  Colin nodded. “And what comes next?”


  “I don’t know if I…”


  “Yes. You can.” He placed his palm on her cheek. “Just don’t fight it.”


  “Okay.”


  Slowly, carefully, she began to thrust. Again, Colin used his hands on her backside to guide her, applying pressure to bring her in and relaxing when she needed to pull back out. It took a few minutes, but eventually Livy began to show more faith in her abilities. Down below, Colin felt that driving force ramping up—in, out, in, out, in, out. Seeing that his guidance had worked, he removed his hands and wrapped his arms around Livy’s upper body.


  There was more to sex than just the penetration, he’d learned; there was the emotional bond, the togetherness, the journey through euphoria and climax.


  All the inner joys were better shared.


  But the penetration was pretty fucking great itself!


  Soon, Colin couldn’t tell apart the short Asian girl and the man whose body she wore. He swung his legs over her and clung to her vigorous rhythm, inhaling the sweat and musk and even a little bit of aftershave. His pussy was on fire. And with each slamming thrust, it got hotter. He lost perception of his body underneath the tingling, numbing build-up, until the impending orgasm seemed to draw upon every organ, every bone, every cell. Every muscle clenched at once as he tried to impossibly pull himself closer to Livy, to become one with her.


  And then…


  “Ahhhh! Oh!”


  Livy’s cock punched deep and remained there, shooting its load. Colin convulsed in pleasure, his head reeling from bliss and the joy of his lover’s cum filling the deep end of his pussy. And as everything about the room blurred into a fog, and no way seemed up, he held himself against Livy and cherished the climatic plateau that, this time, seemed stronger than ever. He continued to shake for minutes more, not letting go.


  “I just did that,” Livy panted into his ear. Her cock was still inside him, with a lot of sperm. So even as her manhood began to deflate after a job well done, Colin still felt stretched.


  “It was wonderful,” he said. “Better than wonderful.”


  “Was it? I kinda got out of control.”


  “I loved you out of control.”


  “Yeah?”


  Colin nodded. “Now just stay with me. The afterglow is so nice.”
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  Colin checked the news on his phone again. The whereabouts of Shasta Air 505 were still unknown. Search crews worked around the clock to find any evidence, but not even a screw belonging to the aircraft had been found. Any optimism was beginning to sour. Rightfully so. It’d been four days. But this wasn’t like the ocean; it was the continental United States.


  Where could a passenger airliner just vanish off to? Without a trace?


  He looked across the booth at Livy. Her empty expression then flashed him a smile. He smiled back. It was the first time he’d been in his normal body in over forty-some hours, and it felt damn strange. The little things mainly: like his clothes didn’t fit right, his voice was too deep, and there was no hair to get into his face.


  And now that they were back in Starbucks, that feeling of being in the wrong body faintly persisted. He still worried someone might recognize him—a silly notion since he was back to being himself. For the time being.


  “I didn’t tell you,” Livy said, looking out at the drizzly afternoon.


  “Tell me what?” Colin said.


  “When I went back to the luggage the other day, I narrowly ran into some black SUVs coming up the road. Then I followed them.” She stared at Colin. “They went to where the luggage was.”


  “They found it?”


  She nodded.


  “But it’s not on the news.” He grabbed his phone and browsed the headlines again, just to be certain he hadn’t overlooked it. “The first evidence of the missing plane? It’d be everywhere.”


  “Unless they’re keeping it a secret,” Livy proposed.


  Colin laughed. “Some special government agency?”


  She remained serious and leaned toward him. “Wouldn’t you keep it a secret? Natalie’s clothing has the power to change our bodies. I mean, we’ve had so much fun with it, but it’s not normal. They wouldn’t want something like that going public.”


  He supposed she was right. And if a secretive federal agency had closed off access to the luggage, then the two of them definitely weren’t going to have access. No matter. They still had the wristwatch and the necktie. They could become Natalie and Brian whenever they wanted, for however long they wanted.


  Truthfully, Colin was kind of antsy to switch back. He missed the weight of his tits. It was almost reassuring, having them bounce and jiggle all the time.


  “I feel bad about them,” she said quietly. “I hope nothing serious happened to Natalie and Brian.”


  “I think we’re past the stage of everyone being found alive and well,” Colin said gloomily.


  Livy sighed. She hadn’t drank much of her green tea latte. She mostly just twisted and turned the cup, thinking about something. Then she said, “I should tell you something else.”


  “You found more luggage?”


  “Not exactly.” She reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a Ziploc. Inside it was something white and oblong. She laid it on the table between them. “That’s a pregnancy test. It was with Natalie’s things. I don’t even know if Brian knew.”


  Colin peered closer. There were written words on the plastic to indicate which result meant what. The two lines meant pregnant.


  There were two lines.


  Oh shit, he thought, the realization hitting him harder than he’d anticipated. So not just Natalie and Brian had seemingly disappeared off the face of the Earth; their future son or daughter had gone with them. He suddenly felt depressed looking at the test. Even a few tears crept into his eyes.


  “Every time you were Natalie, you were pregnant,” Livy explained. “Maybe a few weeks along.”


  “Damn.” His hand idly rubbed his tummy.


  “Yeah. I feel awful too. Another life robbed, I guess. Assuming she was going to keep it.”


  Colin looked up at her. An idea consumed him, scary in countless ways, yet hopeful and intriguing. “Every time I touch the wristwatch, I become Natalie. The Natalie who was on the plane.”


  Livy nodded.


  “And if she was a few weeks along, what if I stayed in her body for nine months?”


  She shrugged. “I’d assume you’d age. I mean, I think we age. And then you’d get bigger and eventually have birth.” Her eyes grew steadily wider. “You’re not thinking…”


  Colin nodded.


  “Nine months? But—”


  “It’s longer than a weekend, I know. But something inside me wants me to do this. And maybe we owe it to Natalie. I think she was going to keep it. I feel it.”


  “I believe you,” Livy said.


  With everything they’d learned about using the magical luggage, feelings weren’t to be ignored. And Colin swore he felt traces of Natalie still inside him. It was why he was so emotional about this, so determined. A part of her existed in his mind. Or a copy of her. He still didn’t know how this all really worked.


  He said, “I can give it up for adoption after.”


  “Okay. But Colin, you’d have to be isolated. You’d have to stay inside just so you don’t risk getting recognized, or you might be visited by black SUVs.”


  He shrugged. “The house is paid for. The utilities are auto-deducted from her account. You can get groceries.”


  “Me?” She smiled. “Food for a pregnant woman gets expensive. My older sister started eating twice as much when she ballooned up.”


  “Just tell me I’m not crazy for wanting this,” he said.


  She held out her hand, and he clasped it. She said, “You’re not. And that little part of me that’s Brian Green wants to comfort you. And tell you how pretty you are.”


  “Maybe when I’m back in her body.”


  “Then you’re certain?”


  Beyond certain. It was a sense of purpose. And if Natalie Green and her husband never came back, it would honor their memory. Colin knew there was nothing special about either of them. So many other lives had potentially been lost. It could have been anyone else’s luggage out there in the woods, perhaps with the same body-altering power. He could’ve changed into an old woman, a little kid, or even a guy similar to himself.


  It was just random chance that they’d come across that scene in the woods.


  But it had given his life a kind of meaning that no man in the world could ever experience. Was it maternal instinct seeping through? And how much more of Natalie would be absorbed into him after nine months? He might not even want to change back.


  Being Colin might be a distant memory.


  With Livy’s hand in his, they got up from the booth and went to leave.


  Inside his head, he felt a grateful presence.
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  Days after infection: 7


  Estimated age: 21


   


   


   


  The doctor wanted to see me for what I thought was a quick stop-and-go exam. After all, FAP-19 was harmless. The symptoms were a little wacky, but it wasn’t like I had cancer. And apparently everyone who came down with the virus had to get checked out. It was the law.


  Nothing to see here, I thought. Just another guy with tits and all those other trappings.


  But when the cute receptionist handed me a two-page form, I knew I wasn’t going to be in and out in a jiffy. Primary care physician? Medical history? Allergies? It gave me a memory of being back in high school and stumbling drowsily into first period and being handed a surprise World History quiz. My mom usually handled all my health-related business, leaving me next to clueless about anything other than my contact information.


  I did ace one section. Where it asked for my PREFERRED GENDER, I drew several heavy strokes around MALE.


  After filling everything out to the best of my ability, I got up and handed it back to the receptionist, who smiled and inspected my work.


  “No medications?” she asked, scanning her eyes across the areas I’d left blank. “And you don’t have any allergies?”


  I shrugged. “Not that I know of.”


  She smiled. “That’s all right. Please have a seat, and the doctor will call you back shortly.”


  Three months of this shit. That was my biggest gripe. Like, I’d been around guys who’d contracted it. Last year—when I was a senior—the whole basketball team had gotten infected, including my friend Mark. The coaches had pulled some strings and, rather than being sidelined for the entire season, they’d been allowed to play against a girls’ team upstate for a few exhibition games. The local news had tried to make a political storm out of the situation, saying the boys, regardless that they had FAP-19, would still have a biological advantage. No one expected them to get their asses kicked in every single game.


  Mark had told me after that he and his teammates had played their hardest. But the virus had taken away their strength and stamina, or something.


  Which meant I had that to look forward to. Great.


  A few other patients cycled in and out of the clinic. It was only open to FAP-19 victims, so I knew we were all here for the same reason. Most interesting to me was that nearly all of them looked like chicks. I knew they technically were; they had all suffered the same loss between their legs as I had. But I hadn’t expected so many to be wearing hip-hugging jeans, low-cut tank tops, and even skirts. Shockingly, several made it work. A full-figured redhead in a blue dress stole my attention. She had come to schedule an appointment. As she sauntered out—her hips swinging with precision and practice—I thought that there was no way a man was underneath that sexy figure.


  On the other hand, she towered at least six feet tall and had pretty broad shoulders. Her jawline was fairly pronounced, but it wasn’t a giveaway. Especially with those full, red lips.


  She exited, and I was left to wonder.


  Regardless, I for sure wasn’t going to dress that way. FAP-19 just made this shit more complicated with who was who. If guys kept dressing like guys, it wouldn’t have been a problem.


  However, it wasn’t like I was equipped to put myself on the dating market.


  Three. WHOLE. Months.


  Ugh.


  I was eventually called back into the exam room, where I was told to wait. Informative posters decorated the walls. One showed a diagram of female genitalia—not unlike what we’d all seen in our biology textbook. My heart skipped from knowing all those labels could be applied to my anatomy. Like labia majora. And vestibule. The colored-in detail made it look like the underside of a facehugger from the Alien movies.


  And of course there was the middle part, the vagina. Probably the single most important thing in a teenage boy’s life. Forget sports; pussy was the real score. It kept us up late, it brought us to weird corners of the internet, it helped the Kleenex brand stay in business.


  Now I kind of had one.


  I tried not to think about it.


  Alongside that horror was another diagram of FAP-19, displaying a generic-looking guy going through the stages of sex change and maturation.


  If I was supposed to feel excited about the ongoing transformation to my body, it wasn’t working.


  The door opened. “Mr. Watson, good afternoon,” a woman said—who then introduced herself as Dr. Tollison, a physician specializing in FAP-19. She was my mom’s age, a bit overweight, with dark curly hair surrounding a circular face. “How are you doing? Besides the obvious, which we’ll discuss.”


  “Fine,” I said.


  “Surviving?”


  That got me to smile briefly. “Yeah. You could say that.”


  “I understand completely. It’s a shock to the system. But hopefully I can make you feel more comfortable with what’s ahead.”


  She gestured to an empty chair. I sat. We discussed my metamorphosis and how I was coping. She wanted to know if I’d experienced any prolonged pain, how I was feeling emotionally, if I was engaging in sexual activity, and if I’d been exercising proper hygiene when I went to the “ladies’ room” as she called it. I lied for that part. I actually hadn’t been doing the whole front-to-back wipe, or any wipe whatsoever. And I think she knew I was lying, because she warned me about urinary tract infections due to improper cleaning of that region.


  I made a mental note to start using toilet paper.


  Dr. Tollison jotted notes down, then asked, “Are you wearing any women’s clothing?”


  I shook my head. “I’m not a woman. It’s just…”


  “Your appearance,” she finished. “Mr. Watson, I totally understand your discomfort. And you may be surprised to hear that most FAP-19 victims—at least ninety-nine in a hundred—still identify as male.”


  She was clearly mistaken, because nearly everyone I’d seen in the clinic earlier had been wearing women’s clothing! And I told her this.


  Dr. Tollison: “Clothing is irrelevant to gender identity. Most choose to wear women’s clothing because it becomes more comfortable with their changing dimensions. Lots of department stores also offer such attire for guys, and they aren’t too feminine in my experience.”


  I told her I was familiar. Mark had started dressing like a chick when his body began maturing. Nothing flashy. But he’d worn a bra.


  Me? I was still fairly small. An A-cup, if I had to guess. I’d started hunching over more when I sat down, so the bumps weren’t visible through my loose-fitting T-shirt. My legs were nearly hairless, but that by itself wasn’t necessary feminine. Swimmers shaved their legs. The biggest difference in my clothed appearance was mainly my shaggy, shoulder-length mane and my smooth chin. In my personal opinion, my face looked pretty androgynous.


  Oh, and my voice.


  I wasn’t thrilled with sounding like a twelve-year-old again.


  “How is your relationship with your parents?” the doctor asked.


  “Um. They don’t really know,” I said.


  This got her eyebrows to raise. She was definitely about to ask how that was possible for me, a nineteen-year-old still living at home.


  So I explained. “My mom’s a nurse who works long night shifts and sleeps during the day. My dad’s a truck driver. He won’t be home until next month.”


  More notes were taken. “I can have someone call them and tell them, if you do not want that burden upon yourself. It’s common for guys to be nervous about that.”


  “Oh. No. They’ll find out eventually.”


  “What do you do for a living?”


  “Mow lawns,” I said. “I’m just trying to raise money to enroll in a vo-tech this fall.”


  “Very good. And have you installed the companion app?”


  This time I didn’t know what Dr. Tollison was talking about. Apparently there was an app I could download to my phone, called the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION. She guided me through installing it and going over its basic interface. The app, she explained, would communicate with her directly, as long as I kept it up to date with my information. She helped me input my dimensions, my weight, and my age. The damn thing even asked for my mom’s bra size. Like hell I knew what that was! I estimated 36B. Dr. Tollison explained that my mother’s bra size was a good indicator for how large in the chest I was expected to become—although sometimes the father’s genes were used, meaning I’d take after the women on that side of the family.


  My PROJECTED BRA SIZE AT MATURITY stat read: 38B.


  B was only one size up from A, right? I could manage.


  And after a quick blood test—with a handheld gadget to poke my finger, which Dr. Tollison gave me—I found out that I was around twenty-one years old. The app guesstimated my peak age would be around thirty when the metamorphosis was all said and done.


  Whatever.


  Afterward, she had me undress and get up into a different chair. When she snapped on a latex glove, I knew what was coming next. She then squirted a clear gel substance onto two of those fingers. Lube.


  My hands reactively clenched the armrests. My knuckles were bone white.


  “I must check your vaginal canal for any irregularities,” she explained. “This will go very quick. I will insert two fingers, then pull them back out. Understood?”


  “Yeah. Sure.” I tried to make my voice deep and full of confidence, but I just sounded like a weak little kid again.


  Dr. Tollison steadied herself against my knee and slid those two digits toward my groin. Initially, the coolness of the lube made me shiver. Sometime during that chill, my eyes found that stupid poster on the wall again. The diagram of the human vagina. Then the chill vacated me; my head pounded as the pressure against my crotch increased, and I was damn near sweating when I felt the first penetration. A couple inches then went in, and I thought it was over; then they went in a couple more inches, and I thought surely that was the end; then there was more, they slid inside me even farther, and seeing those fingers disappear like that made me lightheaded.


  I felt them inside me. Their rigidness. Their girth.


  Her free hand laid on top of mine. “It’s okay. This can feel unusual.”


  Unusual? Unusual? My dick had shriveled away, and now I had a hole down there. A really deep hole. It was way past unusual!


  Eventually she extracted the fingers, and I was left with an odd slick sensation of where some of that lube had rubbed off inside me. It tickled in the worst fucking way.


  “See?” she said happily. “Not bad at all, was it? And everything I felt was perfectly normal.”


  “Uh, good,” I said, in a very not-good mood.


  “You can get dressed.”


  So that was the end of my exam. I put my clothes back on, hiding all the ugly changes to my body. After being penetrated like that, I wanted nothing to do with this damn virus. Something in my mind had been bruised. I felt ashamed, and I was so bound determined to regain a feeling of masculinity that I was trying to picture myself taking a piss without sitting down. Like I could squat and hover over the bowl surely; I didn’t have to act like a chick just because my genitals said I was one.


  Before I left, Dr. Tollison offered me a white garment. “It’s a sports bra for FAP-19 men,” she told me. “You will grow, Mr. Watkins, and you might find yourself in need of support.” She must’ve had a supply to hand out, like dentists with toothbrushes.


  I took it and thanked her.


  When I got home, I threw it in the trash.
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  Days after infection: 11


  Estimated age: 22


   


   


   


  Lawns couldn’t be troubled by my late-teens puberty, or that my body was rapidly aging through a decade or so within the span of a few short weeks. I didn’t have a self-owned business or anything; I was just a guy with a lawn mower who, through many prior summers of cutting yards, had built up a list of clients. Mostly within my neighborhood. And to get my mind off everything that was wrong with my body, I began racking up long hours and working until dusk. Because while my testicles had betrayed me and were now mass-producing estrogen, womanhood couldn’t do a damn thing about my trusty arms and legs. At least those functioned normally.


  Other than them being a little skinnier than a couple weeks ago.


  The first week of June was a scorcher. A high-pressure system had moved in from California and parked its butt right over our state. Highs were forecast to be in the triple digits.


  Normally it wouldn’t have bothered me. I’d worked through plenty of heat waves—even though I’d lost the freedom of taking my shirt off.


  But that week my body just said no.


  It was just after lunch, and I was pushing the heavy mower across Mrs. Rutherford’s yard. She lived in a nicer addition than me, with every house being two or three stories. About halfway through her front lawn, a wave of dizziness hit me so hard that I nearly fell over. I paused, took a five-minute break, replenished my body with lots of ice-cold water, and resumed. Shortly after, while turning the big mower around for another pass, a flash of lightheadedness hit me again. Before I knew it, I was lying on the ground wondering why grass was tickling my face.


  My head was throbbing. I was sweating all over. And I couldn’t think about standing back up without feeling the urge to puke. Since I wasn’t holding the safety lever, the mower had died.


  And that was my first suspicion: the lawn mower. More specifically, the gasoline fumes. I’d been working long days and huffing the exhaust nonstop. Maybe it’d finally gotten to me. Or maybe it was that damn virus. I’d read in the app that muscle atrophy and fatigue were common side effects. And honestly, I did feel pretty weak all of a sudden. Like what Mark had talked about.


  I just hoped no one would see—


  “Mr. Watkins? Jesse? Is everything all right?”


  Dammit.


  I turned my head up and saw Mrs. Rutherford standing on the porch with a look of concern. “Yeah,” I hollered. “Just, uh, tripped on a rock. Glad I didn’t whack it with the blades.”


  But anyone could see I was struggling to stand up. My vision had gone a little blurry—not a good sign. And with my arms shaking as I tried to pull myself up via the mower’s handle, I thought I’d make a pretty good candidate for one of those Life Alert commercials.


  Now available for weak teenagers!


  Clad only in a green, fuzzy bathrobe, Mrs. Rutherford came waddling to my rescue. I say waddle, because there wasn’t any other way she could move being seven months pregnant. And it suddenly struck me how pathetic I looked. So I sluggishly got myself upright while every muscle in my arms burned. I made a move to crank the mower again just to prove to Mrs. Rutherford that I was A-okay, but with my hazy vision I couldn’t even find the damn cord.


  “You’ll have a heat stroke if you keep at it,” she warned, in a tone that reminded me of my own mother.


  Still, I refused to give up to exhaustion. “I have to get this lawn finished before—”


  “Oh dear, you’ve come down with that virus, haven’t you? That’s why your hair got so long.” She pressed the back of her hand to my forehead. “You’re burning. Come on inside. I have fresh lemonade. Forget about the silly grass and cool off.”


  “O-okay.”


  I felt so out of shape as I followed Mrs. Rutherford into her house. The next minute was a total blur. One moment I was going through the front door; the next, I was sitting down and being advised to gently sip this ice-cold glass of lemonade, which I brought to my lips. The cool refreshment felt great on the way down, but mostly I just focused on keeping my head as still as possible. Everything above my neck felt like it was strapped to a merry-go-round.


  Fucking FAP-19.


  “Thank you, Mrs. Ruth—er, uh…”


  “Sarah. Please, call me Sarah. ”


  “Sarah. Thanks for the drink.”


  I knew she was sitting next to me, but I didn’t dare turn my head. Her hand came across and laid on my knee. And even though it was cool inside the house, it took a while for me to actually feel it. My skin just baked for a few long minutes, until finally my body decided to chill the hell out. Then my vision returned. The merry-go-round in my head came to a halt.


  Mrs. Rutherford—Sarah—was a good-looking woman who I pegged for forty-five, give or take. The bathrobe was snuggly contoured to her swollen abdomen, and it was partially open down the middle. My eyes glimpsed a lacy bra underneath.


  We sat there awkwardly. In silence.


  Then she said, “Do you still go by Jesse? Or are you using a different name now?”


  “No,” I said defensively. “I’m still a guy.”


  Sarah laughed. “Spoken like someone who thinks womanhood is a downgrade. And a big, strong man would’ve had no problem with a pregnant old lady helping him to his feet, right?”


  I sighed. “No, I didn’t mean…”


  “But it does feel like a downgrade, doesn’t it?”


  I looked over at her, realizing my next words were a minefield if I didn’t want to say anything offensive. By also I felt compelled to nod, because I sensed she wanted me to, and anything else would’ve been utter dishonesty.


  So I did nod my head. And I felt awful doing it.


  But she smiled nonetheless. She said, “I always imagined if I had a son, this FAP-19 would be a good lesson to him. How are you handling it?”


  My answer was about the same as to the physician: I shrugged.


  “Extremely repulsed beyond words?”


  “Not extremely…”


  “Dazed and delighted? Counting down the days until you can fill out a dress?”


  “No.”


  She was enjoying this. And I could feel myself shriveling down into the sofa, my new breasts feeling especially heavy and the emptiness between my legs seeming emptier than usual. I couldn’t think of anything to say, so I didn’t. Her hand kept rubbing my thigh, but I didn’t know if it was friendly, sexual, or her literally rubbing it in that I was experiencing this crap.


  My eyes wandered to an expansive coffee table in front of us. On it were a couple bottles with large suction cups attached. There was an open box too. The contents were apparently: ELECTRIC BREAST PUMP.


  Sarah saw my attention there. This time it was her turn to sigh. “Second child,” she said. “With June—she’s off to college now—I had no trouble breastfeeding. But apparently age has clogged the pipes. I can’t get anything to come out. And I refuse to buy formula.”


  “Isn’t there a person who can do that? A wet nurse?”


  Sarah grinned at me. “Look at you. A big tough guy, yet he knows a little about motherhood and breastfeeding.”


  I shrugged again. I’d probably learned the term because of porn.


  “Yes,” she said. “That’s a possibility. But it’s more fulfilling to be a mother and provide for your own baby. I know this is absolute gibberish to you, but if you ever decide to be a mother, you’ll experience that deep connection and know what I’m talking about.”


  “Don’t have to worry about that,” I said. “I don’t have the parts to get knocked up.”


  “Oh I’m aware, honey. I’m giving you a hard time. And don’t say knocked up. It makes a lady sound very immature.”


  “Uh. Expectant?”


  “Acceptable.”


  Thank God that wasn’t a risk for guys like me. I’d sooner chop a man’s dick off than let it come anywhere close to penetrating me, but at least I didn’t have to put up with the hazards of having a bona fide uterus. And periods. Yuck.


  “Have you thought about dressing more appropriately?” asked Sarah.


  That deep-voiced rejection bubbled in my throat—or at least an attempt of one. Every time someone mentioned women’s clothing, it set something off. But I refrained when I saw Sarah giving me that look like she, again, wanted me to act all stupidly masculine. The hand that had been getting to know my thigh came up to mingle with my hair. I felt myself blushing.


  “I don’t mind wearing my usual clothes,” I reasoned, opting for a neutral tone. “I don’t think I’m gonna be too, um, endowed.”


  “Surely it would be more comfortable. Your nipples aren’t chafing against that rough fabric? Mine sure did when I was young and refusing to wear a silly bra. Then I learned.”


  “Nope.” My nipples suddenly ached and pulsed. “Not at all.”


  “Well, if you ever need anything, Jesse, you’re welcome to borrow from June’s room. Everything of importance she took with her, but there are odds and ends left. I don’t know how well her things will fit you, but it would be a start. And her soaps and shampoos are still in the bathroom too.”


  “I’m okay.” Really, I just wanted this moment to be over. “I should probably get back to the mowing duty.”


  “Oh heavens no. You leave that job until tomorrow. Please.”


  I nodded. “Fine.”


  Sarah then began preparing her middle-heavy body to stand, using the armrest to lever herself off the cushion. I stood first and offered to help her, but she ignored my helpful hand completely. I assumed it was just another tactic to make me feel less a man, and I was simultaneously annoyed by her delight and curious what her endgame was. I wondered if the mention of June’s wardrobe had been an authentic offer, or if it was part of one big tease.


  The thought of wearing another girl’s clothes made me shudder.


  Sarah took our empty glasses and waddled her way toward the kitchen. I followed at a comfortable distance, knowing I was still the stranger in her house.


  “You’re welcome to stay for supper if you like,” she said, dropping the glassware into the sink. “My husband is away on business. Can you believe that? Right as I’m getting closer to popping. And you look like you could use a home-cooked meal.”


  “I’m sorry, Mrs. Rutherford, I should get back home.”


  She turned back to me. “Back to a last-name basis?” she said, smiling. In the middle of tending to some dishes, she had opened her bathrobe all the way. Her huge, seven-month-pregnant belly stuck out between the two curtains of fuzzy bathrobe. My eyes glued to it. Compared to some of the lines and wrinkles that decorated most of her body, the belly was totally round and smooth, and somehow youthful looking because of that.


  I stared for too long.


  She giggled when I realized my mouth was partway open. “It won’t bite you, Jesse.” She fanned her face and neck. “I swear these heat flashes are worse the second time around. They say it’s similar for guys like you, with your crazy hormones. Apparently there’s enough estrogen in your bloodstream for ten pregnant women.”


  I had nothing to say other than I’d be back tomorrow to finish her lawn. It was suddenly claustrophobic in that house—even as spacious as it was. I had to escape Mrs. Rutherford and her pregnancy, escape all these hints about how I should embrace my feminine side.


  Out on the porch, I was finally able to breathe again.
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  Days after infection: 12


  Estimated age: 22


   


   


   


  True to my word, I finished up Mrs. Rutherford’s lawn the next morning. Her Mercedes-Benz was parked in the driveway, but the roar of the mower never brought her out. I was glad for that. I didn’t want another episode like the day before, being treated all soft and fragile. And apparently my body agreed; I never once felt nauseous or exhausted, even though the early-morning sun was plenty hot. And after snipping down the final fringe of grass, I loaded the mower into my truck and prepared to set off.


  When I raised the tailgate, it brushed my chest.


  Suddenly that whole area hurt like a mother.


  What the hell now? I thought. Girls went through growing pains, and FAP-19 gave us guys the same tender-and-achy experience. But this pain was next level. I clutched my sweaty boobs through my T-shirt, but they were so sensitive that I could hardly apply any pressure. They each throbbed sorely. And the nipples stung like someone was jamming a needle into them.


  So I raised my shirt to investigate.


  Firstly, my areolas were a deeper shade of pink than I remembered. Had I somehow bruised them? Or maybe I had chafed them, like Mrs. Rutherford had talked about. All that sensitive skin rubbing against my scratchy T-shirt probably did no good. It was nothing lotion couldn’t cure, right? But my nipples were similarly affected. And swollen. I thought I was seeing things when each dark pink nub enlarged into a sizable erection that rivaled the thickness of my fingertip. I touched one, and had to recoil my hand.


  Fucking yikes! When the hell had they gotten so sensitive?


  A car drove by and honked. The middle-aged guy behind the wheel was smiling. Grumbling, I yanked my shirt back down—not from a sense of girlish decency, but because my tits were clearly grotesque. Why else would he honk at me?


  At this point, I admitted to myself that it couldn’t hurt to get a second opinion about my boobs. Like it or not, Mrs. Rutherford had years of experience dealing with breasts and breast-related struggles.


  It was probably nothing. I was probably overreacting.


  But the pain was damn annoying.


  So I went up the porch and hit the doorbell. It was just past nine o’clock in the morning.


  The door swung open. Mrs. Rutherford—Sarah—wore a white tank top and pink sweatpants. Her hair was a bit tangled, and she wasn’t wearing any makeup. In her hand was a steaming cup of coffee, probably her first of the day.


  She greeted me with a friendly smile. “Jesse, good morning! All done?” Her eyes searched behind me, inspecting my work. “Oh, that does look nice and pretty. Hang on and I’ll give you a tip.”


  She started to turn away. I grabbed the screen door before it could bang shut. “No, that’s okay,” I said, then cleared my throat. “I don’t want a tip. I, uh…”


  Her eyebrows raised as she waited for me to finish.


  Dammit.


  “I think I have a problem. A female problem.” I was so nervous that my voice was nearly squeaking, but I powered through it. “Can I come in and, uh, show you? It’s kind of a private thing. It’s my, uh, chest.”


  Sarah smiled at my discomfort, and I almost thought she was going to turn me away and leave me to suffer, but she politely invited me in. Rather than lead me to the side of the house with the living area and kitchen, she directed me into a humongous bottom-floor bathroom that had both a luxurious tub with a gazillion knobs and a shower about as large as my bedroom.


  “Tenderness is common through puberty,” she explained, flipping the switch for the lights—of which there were more than seemed humanly necessary. “I would recommend a good bra. It can provide support and protect your girls from the elements. Which now I have to deal with all over again due to the baby.”


  “I think it’s more than just puberty stuff.”


  So with her permission, I raised my shirt for her expert assessment.


  With how much they were still aching, I anticipated an ugly diagnosis. No way this was typical. Maybe it was a rare side effect with FAP-19. Or maybe I had breast cancer or something. And then the back of my neck was sweating from how much I feared that was the case.


  Mark hadn’t mentioned anything like this to me. So it was definitely abnormal!


  But Sarah remained calm and astute toward my condition. She asked if she could feel them. I nodded. That wincing discomfort returned twofold as her hands cupped my sensitive boobs and gave them a light squeeze. It got so bad that I was breathing through my clenched teeth.


  “Wow,” she whispered. “Okay. Have you noticed a change in your areolas recently?”


  “They’re darker. And maybe wider.”


  “And your nipples?”


  “Uh, larger, I guess.” They were both tight and erect. God, I hated them.


  “Hmm. You know, they feel awfully firm like mine did a couple months ago, right when the mammary glands begin to flourish during pregnancy.”


  “But I’m obviously not pregnant,” I laughed.


  “Here, have a look, Jesse.”


  This whole time I’d been looking anywhere except my exposed chest. So I brought my eyes down to where she was giving me a hands-on examination. I grimaced in slight pain as Sarah pinched her thumb and forefinger against the base of my left nipple, flattening it. I wondered if her methods were designed to put me in agony.


  Until…


  Drops of a white liquid appeared on the tip of my nipple.


  “Oh!” she gasped. “Jesse, I think you’re—”


  I recoiled away and snapped my shirt back down. “No. No. That wasn’t anything! You’re tricking me. I’m not…” Some of that dizziness returned. I grabbed the countertop and suddenly felt tears welling in my eyes. What the hell? Now I was crying?


  These goddamn hormones! I wiped my eyes and inhaled deeply through my nose to stop the sniffling before it began.


  I couldn’t have been seeing...


  That was impossible!


  Sarah didn’t make a joke this time. Instead, she pulled out her phone and told me she was going to search online for an explanation about what was happening. I expected the worst news—like maybe I was going to be permanently stuck as woman. But she gave me good news. Milk production in FAP-19 victims had been documented before. And it wasn’t irreversible.


  “Often,” she recapped to me, “guys can begin generating milk when in the proximity of a pregnant woman or a young infant. They say this is an empathetic chemical reaction, causing an excess production of prolactin. Like your hormones are switching into a motherhood mode, or something like that. How very interesting.”


  “It’s not interesting from where I’m standing,” I pointed out. The first droplets had initiated a steady leak. I could only stare at the widening little damp spot on my shirt.


  Satisfied that I hadn’t come down with a terminal illness, Sarah put her phone away. “There’s a cruel irony in this. I’ve been trying for a month to produce more than a drop, and one day later you’re squirting it out. Lucky you.” She sounded actually frustrated.


  “You could have mine if I could give them to you.”


  “Jesse, you will need bras. Take it from someone who’s been through this once before. When I was pregnant with June, my breasts hurt all the time. If you refuse to treat your girls nicely, they will torment you.”


  Torment. That was a heavy word. And I didn’t like the sound of that.


  But I also didn’t want to wear bras. Also, if proximity to Sarah was causing me to lactate, all I had to do was stay away from her, right? Maybe?


  Shit.


  Eventually I caved. I reluctantly agreed that my boobs deserved better care—even if that included a bra.


  “Finally, he shows some sense,” Sarah said. “Have a shower first. Afterward, I’ll take you to get fitted.”


  She left me alone. A part of me felt wounded and defeated as I stripped down and cranked the shower knob. Like the guy who’d been weathering this storm of unwanted womanhood had been informed that his services were no longer needed. And that defeat was doubly reinforced when all I found in the shower were Sarah’s body wash and shampoo. I supposed soap was all the same underneath its varying scents that were marketed toward men and women. Still, I could only cringe as I bathed myself with that fruity foam, my pores absorbing a fragrance that was more acceptable for a woman like Sarah.


  Following that five-minute hell, I hopped out, wrapped myself in one of her towels, and went to get dressed.


  About that.


  My clothes were missing. And the bathroom door was ajar. I hadn’t locked it.


  “That woman,” I groaned.


  I found her upstairs. Her belly nearly collided with me as she came out of a room. Whatever apologetic remark had been on her tongue disappeared under a harsh scoff.


  “You utter cavewoman,” she chided, snapping that towel off me and ordering me to raise my arms. She draped it around my torso underneath my armpits. For a few seconds, she’d seen everything, and I’d frozen up. “A lady covers her breasts,” she instructed, tying the towel. “Didn’t your mother ever teach you a thing? Or have you any common sense?”


  “I’m not a lady,” I argued. “And I rarely ever see my mom.”


  “Well, I laid out some of my daughter’s things. Very basic. I don’t want you downstairs unless you’re wearing them.”


  “Where are my other clothes?”


  “In the washing machine. Where they belong.” And Sarah waddled away before I could further protest.


  This time I shut the door and locked it. While not especially feminine, June’s bedroom was a fair bit larger than mine, though a bit empty from her having shipped away to college. The ensemble Sarah had picked out for me lay on the bed. I walked over to it, dreading the most embarrassing outfit possible, like a skirt or a dress. I’d rather be seen in public naked.


  Fortunately, it was reasonable. There was no skirt; instead there were gray sweatpants with CENTERVILLE CHEER printed on the thigh. They matched some of the cheerleading pictures I’d glimpsed around the room. Also there wasn’t a bra, just a tank top thing that I thought was a camisole, if my knowledge of women’s clothing was accurate. It was a safe white color. And the shirt was an equally safe blue color. It too was distinguished by lettering that read CENTERVILLE RODEO. It looked like merchandise that was designed to be unisex.


  And there were panties in the pile too. Black, with a tiny bow on the front. But otherwise not racy or frilly in any way.


  Ugh.


  I started with the panties, shutting my mind out completely to their soft, silky texture as they tautly slid up over my hips and butt. It had been almost two weeks since my infection, but still that flat front was disconcerting. Then the camisole went on. There were padded cups in the chest area to go over my breasts, but nothing like a proper bra. Even so, that material pressing up against my nipples made me wince, but only briefly. Then I finished off with the shirt and sweatpants, which were both tight on my male frame but manageable.


  I avoided the mirror.


  I just sucked up my wounded pride and went downstairs to meet Sarah for our short road trip. She’d thrown on a roomy cardigan, but otherwise looked the same. Her face brightened up when she saw me.


  “Doesn’t that feel a little bit better on your soft skin?” she asked. “You look better.”


  My chin hung low. I just shook my head. I didn’t know if my cheeks were red, but they were certainly blazing.


  “Well, come on. It’s been many years since I helped June with her first bra. You’re a late bloomer, but I think we can find someone to get you measured.”


  She drove me to a local strip mall, not saying a word during the ride. One of the stores, Uptown Boutique, appeared to be our destination as she steered the big Benz into a parking spot up front. We got out. I was aware of every other person around us—potential witnesses—as I stuck close to Sarah, feeling like an adolescent boy accompanying his mother into Victoria’s Secret or such. I did see a sign in the window. It said: HEY BOYS, NEED TO GET MEASURED? COME ASK! IT’S FREE!


  I reckoned that meant me, a boy with tits and so much else.


  Inside, I unconsciously began to stoop, even though there was no way I could conceal myself between the racks of clothes. I felt like I was going to die as Sarah grabbed the attention of an employee, explained a breast-related matter with her “nephew,” and introduced me to Emma, who would be taking my measurements.


  “We’ll go in the change room,” Emma explained. She couldn’t have been older than twenty. I would’ve thought that would make this frightful experience slightly more tolerable, but it didn’t. “Is this your first time getting fitted?”


  “Yeah,” I muttered. “Uh. FAP-19.”


  “Not a problem. It’s just about every day we get a new girl like you. In here.”


  We filed into a small change room. Again, my gaze averted the mirror. Emma, with her tape measure, had me get topless. I couldn’t have said whether I was ashamed at having boobs or revealing that I had boobs. Like half the population on the planet had them, right? And mine weren’t that large. Nevertheless, I was shaking with embarrassment as I thrust my two little bosom buddies out there. With my loss of chest hair and a somewhat tapered waist, I had to admit that my top half did look pretty feminine.


  I just focused on being stationary as Emma encircled my ribcage under my breasts first with the tape measure, then a second time over my breasts.


  Noticing that she was a little bigger up top than me, I joked, “These things get kind of annoying, huh? Just, uh, you know, jiggling all the time.”


  “That’s where a bra comes handy,” she said. “Oh. Oops. Looks like I started something.”


  Looking down, I saw what that something was. The tape measure had provoked my left nipple again. Out dribbled a few drops of milk.


  “Sorry,” I said. “Yeah, that happens. Is it a problem?”


  “Not at all. I got your numbers. You should fill a 38B nicely.”


  That took me by surprise. I hadn’t thought I was a B-cup yet, but apparently my overnight growth spurt and some excited mammary glands had put me into the next category. And, visually, they did appear rounder and fuller, markedly projecting off my wide chest.


  Once I was cleared, I redressed myself and went back outside to find Sarah, who was already having her purchases rung up. I gawked over the bras as the cashier scanned and bagged them.


  “What’s the news?” she asked sweetly.


  “38B,” I said.


  “Good. That’s the smallest I grabbed. They have a good selection with longer straps for you big-shouldered guys. Nothing in the maternity style, which I’m afraid you’re gonna need soon. But we’ll manage.”


  I could only nod and accept her expert advice.


  “Oh, there was underwear on sale too. Some panties were half off.” She pointed across the store toward the undergarments. The section was smaller and separate from the ladies’ lingerie nearer to the registers. “You can pick some up if you like. All expenses paid.”


  When I saw her price total exceed a hundred dollars, I couldn’t believe it. They were just bras! How the hell could they be so expensive? Obviously I didn’t want to be any more of a financial burden to Sarah by throwing in more clothes, even though she looked like she could afford them.


  And also, obviously, guys didn’t wear panties. So I politely told her no.


  Because I was still a guy.


  Underneath symptoms of womanhood.


   


   


   


   


   


  4


  Days after infection: 19


  Estimated age: 24


   


   


   


  My mom eventually found out. She was getting ready for work while I strolled into the kitchen looking for whatever might constitute a late-evening supper. At first glance, she thought I was a girlfriend of Jesse’s—which really hit me hard about how much I’d changed. But beneath the long mane, the smooth face, and the bumps on my chest that couldn’t be anything other than boobs, she recognized me. FAP-19 had affected the world. It was no longer rare to know someone who’d been infected. Mike’s metamorphosis during senior year had introduced my mom to just how powerful the virus was. She got teary-eyed about me, but overall it wasn’t too emotional. Moms don’t cry when their son gets the flu, right? Same deal.


  Well. Sort of.


  And I didn’t mention anything about Sarah.


  Speaking of, after our bra-shopping adventure, I’d gone a week without being around her. Sadly, my body seemed to think milk was still in urgent need. The 38B bra survived all of three days; by the fourth, I had outgrown it and graduated to 38C. My tits had lost their damn minds. Not only were they getting larger and heavier every day, but I was dealing with more and more episodes of spontaneous milk emission. One time, I’d woken up in the middle of the night having soaked the bed. Another, I’d stopped mowing for lunch, then realized that wetness on my stomach wasn’t perspiration but rather milk that had beaded down after the inside of my bra had become too soaked to absorb any more. Day, evening, night—my tits were always just randomly lactating. Just to be sure this wasn’t a total freak case, I read up online myself and found many accounts from people on Reddit describing similar situations. Recommendations included frequent pumping.


  Like a pregnant woman. Like Sarah.


  I kept the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION abreast of my continued metamorphosis. My blood now showed that I was roughly twenty-four years old, younger than projected estimates. The app now suggested I would reach just shy of thirty rather than exactly thirty. And with my bust now surpassing 38B—what had once been my estimated mature size before this whole lactation crap—the new prediction was for my older self to fill a 38D bra. Sarah had bought one. She’d also bought a 38E. Good lord.


  A week ago it had seemed ridiculous and unnecessary.


  Now, I wasn’t so sure she hadn’t seen a premonition.


  On a morning ahead of another sunny, sweltering weekday of cutting grass, I stopped in front of the mirror and poised my chest above the sink before unlatching my bra. Like I’d come to expect, a splash of milk showered the basin. My heavy tits now hung, round and incessantly sore with all the swollen glands inside. Overnight—again—the bra had acted like a sponge. I wrung out the sticky milk over the drain like it was a washrag. The bra splatted when I dropped it on the countertop.


  “Christ,” I sighed, getting a load of my reflection. The face of Jesse Watkins was still there, along with his big nose and broad forehead. But no one on the planet would see my tits and think I was a man. My areolas, not only larger like everything else, had darkened to almost a brown color. Same for my nipples, which were each as thick as my thumb. They stuck out like fleshy nozzles, leaking the milk that there was no room for in my mammary glands.


  Curious, I wrapped my hand around the underside of my right boob and squeezed. Other than my groaning from how tender it was, a thin jet of milk shot out and splattered the mirror.


  And I realized the ugly truth: I was in no condition to do strenuous outdoor work.


  I needed serious help with these things.


  There was only one person I could reach out to.


  Sarah and I had swapped phone numbers in case I’d needed advice. I’d say I was well beyond that stage with my present, milky predicament.


  She answered after the second ring. “Jesse? So thoughtful of you to call. How are you and the girls doing this morning?”


  “The girls,” I said, staring at them in the reflection, “are causing me trouble.”


  “Leakage?”


  If only. “Oh, it’s flowing. Milk won’t stop coming out. I’m tired of dealing with this.”


  “Honey, you need to empty them. I went through this very situation when I was pregnant with June. They will be sore and constantly bother you if you’re not regularly pumping out the milk. It’s something all pregnant women have to learn.”


  “But I’m not pregnant!” I shouted back at her. I hadn’t meant to. In the moment, listening to her and struggling with all that sagging, unsupported weight on my chest, my frustration had boiled over. Again, tears returned to my eyes.


  This damn estrogen was turning me into a wimp.


  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to raise my voice,” I told her.


  “Mood swings were also part of my nine-month journey with June,” Sarah mentioned. “It’s normal.”


  I didn’t comment on that.


  “We need to have your breasts drained. And I have a perfectly good pump that has so far been useless on me. Why don’t you come on over?”


  “But I have work to—”


  “Nonsense! Tell you what, Jesse. Since you seem to be producing all the milk that I haven’t been able to find, I’ll pay you for it. I’ll pay you better than a whole day of mowing lawns. How does that sound?”


  Money for my breast milk? I was a little flabbergasted to say the least. And I pointed out that she was seven months pregnant; that milk wasn’t going to last until the time she needed it. But she explained it could be safely frozen for months.


  Her baby, drinking my breast milk.


  It felt like reality had taken a bizarre, drunken turn.


  “Uh,” my voice croaked. “I guess I’ll be there shortly. If that works for you?”


  “Absolutely! And Jesse, honey, you might be the best thing that has happened to me.”


  All because of FAP-19 and my stupid mammary glands.


  I donned a fresh, dry bra and headed over to the Rutherford place—after sending out a mass email about postponing my lawn services. Sarah smiled when she greeted me, smiled a little less when she saw my male clothes, smiled a little more when her gaze fixed on my chest. I didn’t quite want to admit that a mid-forties pregnant woman and me were friends, but I was actually glad to confide to her my breast-related troubles. It was sure easier than scheduling an appointment at a clinic.


  Sitting on the sofa, I showed her the twin problems. Many expressions were made. She drew upon her firsthand experience to say my breasts resembled hers in the days leading up to June’s birth.


  Even in the short time since ruining my first bra of the day, my nipples were turgid and leaking during her examination.


  She brought over one of the pumps. It resembled a compact-sized plastic bullhorn. A cord stretched to a little chargeable power supply.


  “Now,” she said, situating herself next to me and bringing her motherhood accessory near to my naked chest. “I promise you’ll feel so much relief when they are empty. I know this is going to be very awkward, so I’m making sure you are comfortable before we proceed.”


  “Thanks,” I said. “And yeah. I guess we should empty them, huh?”


  “Are you absolutely sure?”


  I nodded. It cost what little masculinity I had remaining.


  Sarah seated the suction cup gently against my sore, aching breast. The cool plastic against my sensitive skin induced a shiver. Besides the continued disbelief that my boobs were in need of being emptied, I was also amazed at how perfectly the saucer-shaped cup adhered to the flesh. It being a few inches in diameter, it completely covered my areola. Inside the concave plastic, my fat nipple aligned with the vacuum tube.


  I had no clue what to expect. But my heart sure was racing as my mentor in all this craziness flipped a little switch and activated the pump. She instructed me to hold it steady; I replaced her hand with mine. It and the rest of me were shaking nonstop.


  The first cycle of air pressure made me chirp in surprise as I felt my nipple get pulled—but not violently—into the vacuum tube. My dark areola swelled outward into the cavity, bloated by the electric suction effect. I realized I was biting my tongue as this process happened and repeated, with my tender nipple rising and sinking every few seconds. The evacuating pressure felt like soft, cool fingers giving it a pleasant tug.


  “Is that it?” I panted. All of a sudden I was out of breath!


  “That’s it,” Sarah confirmed.


  “When does the milk—mm—start coming out?”


  “After a few cycles. Your body starts to think you’re suckling a baby.”


  I had my doubts that this silly contraption was capable of all that. But then, when my nipple was sucked into the saucer for the tenth or twelfth time, a squirt of white liquid clouded the plastic, then dripped down into the attached bottle—where my hand was holding. The next cycle after was vicious. I actually felt the milk being drawn from my swollen glands. The ducts were too small or something, because the ticklish flow hurt a little. My back arched as this second batch of milk spurted forth, and I exhaled when the pressure had been relieved.


  Sarah was giggling next to me. “You had a lot stored up, honey.”


  “I guess,” I said, tensing up in preparation for the next pull.


  It didn’t take long for there to be an appreciable amount of milk in the bottle. The discomfort lessened the longer the pump did its thing. I could only figure my ducts were dilating from single-lane roads to multi-lane interstates, allowing all that milk to gush toward the exit. I was so prolific that the motor started gurgling. Excess milk sat in the suction cup, being sucked in as more leaked out of my nipple.


  I did start to feel better, especially when there was a noticeable difference in tightness between each of my breasts. And Sarah remained by my side the whole time, rubbing my shoulder and whispering compliments. She was my soothing teacher, handing out praise and advice. She definitely enjoyed my overdeveloped mammary glands more than I did.


  My milk filled about three-quarters of the bottle before the output began to wane. Sarah took the pump, unscrewed the bottle portion, attached an empty bottle, and handed it off to me for my other, milk-loaded boob. I understood the process now. And this time, only about five cycles were needed before my dairy yield began showing.


  While the pump worked its magic the second time, I held the first bottle up and looked at what my body had created. Compared to cow’s milk, mine was a little yellowish and more watery. But it smelled insanely sweet. Sarah had a sniff too. She even took a sip of it and congratulated me!


  A few weeks ago I’d been your average guy. Now a woman was drinking my breast milk.


  I was pretty sure my brain crashed and rebooted right then.


  When I was back to a hundred-percent conscious, Sarah was advising me on how I should schedule my pumping sessions.


  “Back with June,” she said, “I would do it once in the morning and once in the evening. Even though you’re not pregnant, I imagine your production rate will fluctuate. You may just try emptying them whenever you feel the need to.”


  “When they’re tight and sore,” I said.


  “Exactly. That’s how they’re telling you. ‘Hey, Jesse, we don’t have more room down here!’” Her interpretation of my breasts’ voice was deep and husky. “‘Suck it out!’”


  I rubbed my empty breast. The skin was a bit sore, but otherwise it felt so much better. No longer a balloon about to pop.


  After I finished draining the milk out, Sarah showed me how to store it inside airtight, plastic bladders. We designated a rack for my supply out in her garage’s chest freezer. After that, we discussed my payments. I was floored when she said she’d give me fifty dollars per bottle! But she explained the generosity was to persuade me away from mowing. And she claimed the taste of my milk was worth it. So, with my first quantity of breast milk adding up to about one-and-a-half bottles in total, she paid me seventy-five bucks.


  It was the start of a new summer job.


  From that point on, I had to milk myself twice a day—which then was upped to three times a day by the next weekend. I knew I had no conscious control of how productive my mammary glands were, but I could’ve sworn they were just as enticed by money as my brain was. Each morning session I was getting out two bottle’s worth, then less throughout the day. Knowing that every wasted drop was money down the drain, I started getting up earlier to meet my breasts’ demands. Seven o’clock, then six o’clock. I was awake before sunrise just to collect future meals for Sarah’s next child. She never broke our agreement, never mind that I started earning hundreds of dollars per day once my milk factories really ramped up.


  I had no choice but to move in with her. I texted my mom that I was staying with friends. It wasn’t unusual. Back when Mark and I were still in high school, I’d spent most of the summer at his house because he had a backyard pool and a Playstation.


  Sarah threw in bonuses for my help around the house as her growing belly ate away her stamina. Just cleaning and general upkeep, mostly. We prepared the nursery one weekend. Having helped my dad with various home-improvement projects around the house before he had taken a job as a truck driver, I painted the walls a blue pastel. We put together a crib. We began stocking up on infant clothes and diapers, and overall just preparing the nursery for the newest member of her family when he arrived in a month or so.


  During all this, I knew my place. I was just the guy with milk—along with a few handyman qualities. Without FAP-19, I meant nothing to Sarah and her unborn child.


  On the other hand, we watched movies together. We hung out together. We ate out together. One time, she tried to sell me off to a handsome waiter who was several years older than me—the real me, anyway. It was all for laughs. I could tell he wasn’t into tomboys. And somehow, against convention and odds, Sarah and I just became good friends. There was nothing romantic about it. We weren’t attracted to each other. We just bonded.


  All because of milk.
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  Days after infection: 28


  Estimated age: 25


   


   


   


  “You sure about this?” I asked, trying not to fidget with the rollers in my reddish-brown hair, which now hung well past my shoulders.


  “You look darling,” Sarah insisted. “If you stop dressing like a boy, no one will see the boy.”


  “That’s what worries me.”


  It was the Saturday of her baby shower. We were sharing her upstairs bathroom, getting ready. Sarah had picked out one of June’s dresses for me—a blue, spaghetti-strap sundress. Of all the things to get butterflies flapping in my stomach, girls’ clothing did it the most. I’d gone from being a boy to living through FAP-19 as a tomboy, and still getting ma’amed most of the time I left the house. A part of me refused to see the woman I had turned into, regardless that my crotch lacked any and all evidence of boyhood and I was required to wear bras now.


  Sarah had torn up an old maternity bra and stitched the cups to one of mine, giving me that extra support while having the long band and straps designed for guys’ torsos. If you unofficially combined the numbers, I figured I was a 38D. The cups were heavily padded, form-fitted to my exceptional jugs. And if I undid some Velcro, I could peel back part of the cup and have direct access to my nipples—hence the maternity feature for mothers needing to pump or suckle.


  In the bathroom, nudity wasn’t a concern. We each had what the other had, right? Sarah convinced me to hop in the shower and shave my legs while she did her hair. I used her shaving cream and razor while she occasionally popped her head in and gave me pointers. I nicked myself once. After that, I rinsed and dried off and got out to help her with her dress, zipping it up in the back. Every day it seemed like her shoulders were farther back, the swell of that pregnant tummy forcing her to change her posture.


  Then it was my turn. I slipped on the sundress, wincing as I tugged the constrictive material down over my bust.


  It felt so unnatural. Even though it was long enough to almost touch my knees, even though it was appropriate and normal for women to wear dresses, the juxtaposition of my face, the flowery design, and the low neckline just didn’t agree with me.


  “Just like I pictured,” Sarah said, smoothing it out, “you look so adorable, Jesse.”


  “I feel ridiculous.”


  “You should feel beautiful.”


  “I’m just a guy in drag.”


  I saw her smile next to my towering, masculine frame. “You’ll change your mind once everyone sees you as my young, gorgeous niece.”


  “You sure that’s a good idea?” My hand tugged at a strap, discontent with it covering so little skin.


  “I explained everything to my husband. Don’t worry.”


  I was so nervous I could vomit.


  The baby shower was held in the backyard. Originally it had been scheduled for noon, but Sarah pushed it into the evening on account of the scorching-hot temperatures and gusty winds. Just past seven o’clock, it was calm and cool outside, allowing for mingling and snack tables. There must’ve been twenty or thirty people—friends, coworkers, relatives. Like Sarah, they were all wealthy and happy, some of them groomed like they could be movie stars or fashion models. It was a whole different class of people I wasn’t used to being around.


  I hovered far and away from the crowds, my hands clasped in front of me. When I’d been young, I’d wished to be able to turn invisible. That young kid inside me was back at it, holding out hope for a superpower in an embarrassing situation.


  No one came to talk to me.


  Why would they? I was a guy in a dress. They probably thought my hair was a wig and I was stuffing my bra.


  After about twenty minutes of Sarah making the rounds, greeting her guests, and helping pile gifts onto a table, she returned to me and asked what was wrong. By now I’d retreated into the shadow of the porch awning behind a brick column. Hiding.


  “I’m not comfortable out there,” I explained to her. My voice was shaking. “They’ll see me.”


  “And they’ll see a pretty young lady,” Sarah told me. “Who sounds like a lady. Who is dressed like a lady. And who has all the things a lady has.”


  I shook my head.


  But it wasn’t enough. She grabbed my arm and dragged me out there.


  I felt a dozen sets of eyes burning into my skin, seeing me for the fraud I was. Step by step, I cowered a little more, unable to meet their gazes. Even with my chest bouncing and my hips swinging—which they’d started to do on their own lately—it was all just a costume.


  Yet they never laughed. They never cracked a joke. And when they smiled and shook my hand, they all seemed to believe that Jesse was a girl’s name. And between feeling naked from the fresh air caressing my thighs and trying to maintain this female disguise they evidently all couldn’t see through, I came to realize that I didn’t have to try hard at being a girl.


  With the virus’s changes, I couldn’t have spoken in a deep manly voice even if I’d tried to. And while my long-legged gait was a little on the clumsy side, and my proportions were slightly off from a person who should’ve been wearing this dress, I wasn’t the ugly freak.


  Maybe they were just being polite, and Sarah had notified them all ahead of time that her “niece” was really just a dude cross-dressing.


  But they all seemed honest and happy to meet me, and I shook each of their hands with an increasingly steadier grip. A few even made eye contact with my chest.


  Is this what it’s like? I thought.


  The conversations were short. Just basic introductions as I was paraded around. A longer exchange took place when Sarah acquainted me with another friend of hers who was pregnant. I initially thought the two of them were at the same month, but the friend—Debra—was apparently only on her fifth.


  She was expecting triplets.


  “Is this the niece you were telling me about?” she asked, clasping her fingers around mine for one of those delicate, genteel handshakes. It made me feel fragile. She was a blonde with a big pearl necklace and a New England accent, but she lived in town.


  “This is Jesse,” Sarah said. “She’s been a godsend.”


  “A godsend? Well!” Debra’s attention fixed on me. “I’ve heard so much about you and all that you’re doing. Sweetheart, your generosity is wonderful.”


  My generosity?


  In that same conversation, I found out that Sarah had spilled the news to Debra about my productive qualities. I didn’t know whether to feel proud or embarrassed that two pregnant women were so openly talking about my breasts. I supposed I didn’t feel all that attached to them; they were just temporary things. And in a couple months I’d be rid of them. But nonetheless word of my plentiful gift had spread around.


  “You ought to see my freezer,” Sarah boasted. “She’s filled a whole corner of it. My son’s going to get all the nutrition he needs—and then some.”


  “Sounds like you have a surplus,” Debra said. She threw a wink at me.


  “Do I ever,” Sarah said.


  Which steered the dialogue toward just how much milk I was producing, and if I could take on a new customer. Like Sarah, Debra was wary of the store-bought formulas and wanted natural nourishment for her trio of unborn. She was worried that she wouldn’t be able to express enough milk when it was time for childbirth.


  And since I was apparently in the market of giving out milk…


  “What’s your opinion, dear?” Debra asked me. “Sarah’s informed me of your rates. I consider that a bargain straight from the source. Milk online is so expensive with the shipping rates. And it’s more valuable to me with a personal recommendation.”


  “Uh. Sure?” I squeaked out. My boobs tingled suddenly, like they’d received news of the updated production demand.


  “She’s only going to stay with me for a couple months,” Sarah explained. “But that’ll be plenty of time to build up an inventory.”


  “Oh I would think so,” Debra agreed, sipping lemonade through a straw. “I’ll freeze it and use it when I need it.”


  So that’s how my business expanded. Word of mouth. No clarification was given for my lactation other than it was just some condition. I had no idea if girls spontaneous lactated. But I was doing it aplenty, and this made people happy.


  Once Sarah had proven that everyone at the baby shower only saw me as a young woman, I stuck around and mingled. Debra and I restarted our discussion later on. I gave her my contact information and took an order of how much milk she was looking to buy. She wrote me a check on the spot. A down-payment of good faith.


  It was four figures.


  Later, I had to slip away. Not from my energy for socializing having been depleted, but because my breasts were warning me that it was time for another meeting with the pump. The voices of the baby shower carried on distantly while I sat in June’s room, drawing out the milk from my two swollen means of income.


  It was weird. All my life I’d been taught the value of labor and using my muscles. Now, I was set to make more money than I ever had, and it was all because of my boobs. It was involuntarily work. I just had to keep giving my body sustenance while they—through mammary magic—converted whatever I consumed into liquid nourishment.


  It was just a stupid virus.


  I hadn’t asked for this.


  And now, like Sarah had told her friend, I was a godsend.


  This felt like someone else’s life. In a way, I reckoned it was. The purpose of my summer job in the first place was to save up money for vo-tech. Milk hadn’t changed that. And if my symptoms lasted as long as the average—a hundred days or so—I could still enroll in the fall semester and be myself again.


  But until then…


  What was wrong with paying off a few years of fees in advance?
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  Days after infection: 60


  Estimated age: 27


   


   


   


  With an insulated bag full of fresh merchandise slung over my shoulder, I strode up the steps and punched the doorbell. My truck idled in the driveway as I waited.


  Normally I wouldn’t have worried about my appearance for deliveries, but today just felt special. I couldn’t help but rub my freshly shaven thighs together. Around my hips was my snuggest pair of denim shorts—a bleached style that rode low and showed about as much navel as you could legally get away with. Above, a black tank top accentuated my trim figure, which had slimmed down since Sarah had gotten me on a diet. She was daring me to be more adventurous with what I wore, though I didn’t know if she would’ve approved the amount of cleavage I was showing off.


  Like, goddamn. Framed by my hair, my boobs were practically spilling out. Sure, the tank top was partially to blame with its low-slung neckline, but also my bra was lifting my breasts up high. Hey, I didn’t want any saggy skin when I transformed back to normal! It was just preventive measures to keep my tits up as close as possible to my chin.


  And as a guy, I loved stealing a glance whenever I wanted.


  The door opened. Debra held me at arm’s length and smooched both my cheeks. “Jesse! Oh heavens, I forgot it was delivery time again. Would you like to come inside for tea?” One of her hands cradled the underside of her belly. She was still three months away from birth, but she looked ready for the delivery room.


  “Just dropping off,” I said, slinging the insulated bag off my arm and handing it to her. “Forty pouches. They’ve been off ice for about an hour, so I’d get them frozen right away.”


  “Will do. We can’t have them going bad before the big day, can we?” Debra unzipped the lid and had a look inside. Then she asked me, “No slowing down? You must be getting worn out with all this.”


  I clutched my tummy and gave an exaggerated sigh. “You wouldn’t believe the girls.” That’s how we all referred to my breasts. The girls. “They even keep me up at night.”


  “Sounds like you have a couple brats of your own.”


  “You’re telling me! Ornery things.”


  We both laughed.


  “Forty more next week?” she asked. “If the flow is keeping up.”


  “Not a problem there,” I said. “And forty sounds good.”


  Debra waved me off, and I went back to my truck.


  Compared to mowing, I didn’t have an extensive list of customers. Debra was one of three—four counting Sarah, who was still a regular customer, but she was more like family than a client. After dropping off Debra’s order, I drove around town to deliver the other two. Linda was another woman about Sarah’s age, but she’d lost her ability to produce milk after dealing with breast cancer. She was seven months along and wanted twenty pouches. Kathryn had been recommended to me through Debra; she was at the any-day-now stage and taking all the excess milk I had since her output had been less than expected. My excess varied. I’d started out around twenty to thirty pouches, but today it was fifty-three.


  My breasts seemed to be under the impression that it was their job to feed all these children about to be born. As a result, they had grown substantially. Two months into my infection with FAP-19, I had gone from nothing at all to 38F. They produced milk so fast that there was hardly any downtime for me to rest. If it wasn’t a combined total of eight hours a day that I had pumps attached to them, it was pretty damn close.


  In other words, milking myself had become a literal full-time job.


  But the money my milk fetched made it worth it.


  And I was heading back home to drain my breasts again when I received a text from Sarah. She’d given birth a few days back. The two of us were close friends, but childbirth was a family event that excluded me. I was happy to give them space. And with June even coming down from upstate to visit, I thought Sarah didn’t want to have to explain who I was or that I’d been sleeping in her room and wearing her clothes.


  When I pulled up to the familiar Rutherford residence, Sarah’s Benz was the only car in the driveway. I parked, turned the engine off, and took myself and my ever-bouncing bosom up to the front door. She opened up before I could ding the bell.


  “Jesse,” she said a little hoarsely, smiling up at me. She looked exhausted. I couldn’t imagine it had been too long since she’d come home from the hospital. “How are you doing?”


  “You know, business as usual,” I said, keeping my voice as hushed as hers. “How can I help?”


  She waved a hand at me. “It’s not your services, honey—which have been a tremendous, wonderful help. I just figured you might want to stop by and say hello.”


  “Oh.” My heart skipped. “Sure.”


  Sarah led me into the living room. She’d had a small crib set up next to the sofa. The TV was showing news, but it was muted. She gingerly reached inside the crib and pulled out what initially just looked like a bundled-up blue towel. But then I saw the little wrinkly head poking out one side. His eyes were closed, but he was squirming around slightly.


  Then she asked me if I wanted to hold him.


  “Oh. Uh—”


  “Go on,” she encouraged, extending her newborn son out to me. “You deserve to meet him.”


  I carefully took the infant into my arms. Being an only kid, I’d never experienced anything like this. I was so afraid of moving my arms too fast, maybe injuring the baby somehow. They were soft, right? I remembered something about their bones not being fully hardened yet.


  I held him against my chest, just staring at this strange creature who hadn’t known anything about the living, breathing world until just a few days ago.


  “What’s his name?” I whispered.


  “Zachary,” Sarah informed me.


  I rocked Zachary back and forth, thinking I could send him back to sleep. But he started to fuss a little bit. Sarah said he was hungry. She handed me a half-full baby bottle and showed me how to get tiny Zachary to drink from it. Before long his lips were in action, drawing the milk out and satisfying his thirst.


  My milk.


  What my body had manufactured, and what Sarah had stored in her freezer until this moment.


  Something let go inside me, and I started to cry. I handed Zachary back and sat down on the sofa. It wasn’t a cry that could be contained. And nor was it from pain or suffering or dismay. Somehow, watching Zachary drink my milk had pulled the pin on an emotional grenade, and it was hitting me all at once. I covered my mouth to muffle it.


  “Jesse,” Sarah said, laying her son back in his crib. “Honey. There’s no reason to be upset.” She sat down beside me while the tears flowed. “Is everything all right?”


  “I’m not upset,” I said.


  “Then what is it?”


  My blurry eyes looked up at her. “I guess I’m happy.” I sniffled. “But I’ve never cried from being happy. It’s probably some stupid side effect of FAP-19, right?”


  Sarah grinned and wrapped her arms around me. “Oh, honey. Not at all. Remember that connection I talked about? About being a mother? I think you’re feeling it.”


  “But I’m a guy.”


  “And yet your bloodstream is filled with estrogen. Your breasts are producing milk. Who’s to say you’re a guy anymore? At least for the next few weeks.”


  I still thought I was a guy, but when I looked down at myself, he wasn’t there. He hadn’t been there for a couple months now. But did having FAP-19 make me a girl? I wasn’t sure of that either. Most of all, I just felt really confused about my emotions. I imagined there was no less than a typhoon of hormones raging in my body. And in that moment of feeding Zachary the milk, it hit something sensitive.


  Being raised as a guy, I was naturally opposed to hugs. But that all changed with Sarah. I embraced her back, and she even got a little teary-eyed herself. Maybe my chromosomes weren’t of the female variety, but I’d never felt as close to her as I did in that moment. Like we shared something. In a way, both of our bodies were raising her child.


  I felt unbelievably happy for her. And I was just bursting with compassion. I could barely let her go, and I couldn’t wait to hold Zachary again.


  Was this what being a woman was?


  If so, it definitely wasn’t a downgrade.


  It might’ve even been better.
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  Days after infection: 3


  Estimated age: 18


   


   


   


  The breaking news came from the athletics department on a Monday morning before school. The email had been forwarded to the whole faculty and team.


  It announced that the Logan Valley Wolves football season was canceled until further notice. The reason cited: an outbreak of FAP-19.


  Shortly after I had read the paragraph about me and every other player being required to enroll into a website for distance learning was when Ricky Pierce called me. Known in the newspaper as the Wolves’ best and sturdiest lineman, he’d been my friend since middle school. I immediately answered the call.


  “Hello? Nate? Dude, did you get this email too?” I’d never heard his voice crack in years, but it did this morning. Twice in the same sentence.


  “Yeah,” I said. “I think all of us received it.” I thumbed through the chain of emails. Not just us, it turned out; all our parents had gotten word too, including my mother. On the bright side, that spared me from coming out to her about it.


  “It was those Cornville assholes,” Ricky went on. He meant the Cornville Colonels—the team we’d stomped last Friday. “Someone was infected, and they spread it to all of us. You think they did it intentionally? I bet they knew we were gonna take the division trophy, and they wanted to sabotage our season.”


  “There’s no way to know that,” I told him. “It’s almost impossible to tell who’s infected before the changes start.”


  “Well it sure is a coincidence, huh? After we beat them by the biggest margin in school history.”


  “Just a coincidence. Hey, if it’s any consolation, they’re probably all infected too.”


  “I hope so.”


  My phone continued to blow up with calls and text messages. As the quarterback, I was the de facto leader of the team. If this was as widespread as the email had suggested, then it was possibly the worst outbreak in this corner of the state. Once news got out past Logan Valley, the city newspapers and reporters would be reaching out to our coaching staff. Then they’d be trying to contact me. I imagined some of the student body would too. All of my teachers, friends, family. It’d be nonstop.


  I put my phone on SILENT.


  “Hey, have you started changing?” Ricky asked.


  “I think so.” As I said this, I glanced at my left arm and noticed how smoother the skin was. My coarse fingernails also looked slightly more cared after. Not like I’d had a manicure or anything, but definitely less worn down from the rough-and-tumble Friday nights. That my fingernails would change too was news to me. I absently rubbed the end of my thumbnail, where it had slightly extended past the tip of my finger.


  “My chest is sore,” Ricky admitted. Then he grunted. “Man, my sister’s gonna go apeshit once she finds out. When John got it”—his older brother—“she took him out shopping for clothes. I think he still has a stash somewhere. I guess it’ll be mine now.”


  “At least it’s not permanent.”


  “Yeah. But three months, man. And I’ve heard longer! I guess the season really is toast.”


  I sighed. “Probably.”


  “Hey, I gotta make an account for this online-learning crap. I guess they don’t want us coming to class anymore, huh? I’ll talk to you later.”


  “Same. Take it easy.”


  There were three missed calls. Also I was getting Facebook messages left and right. If the school administration hadn’t publicly announced the suspension of the football season, then the students surely had. I didn’t want to look. I also really didn’t want to think about why my normally short hair was touching my lower neck in the back. My voice wasn’t to the point of cracking, but the itchiness on my chest and the vague ache in my hips indicated I had plenty to worry about.


  Browsing back to the email, I signed up for the school’s online-learning course.


  With FAP-19 being a worldwide virus, communities all reacted differently to outbreaks. Once transformation started, the person wasn’t contagious, and a lot of urban schools didn’t interrupt their learning methods. Guys with FAP-19—like me now—continued attending, sometimes even being allowed to use the other restrooms. But Logan Valley was a rural town. Hell, some here probably saw spontaneous sex changes as work of the devil. Surely not all of the Logan Valley faculty leaned conservative, but the majority did. They’d never in a million years let FAP-19 victims and normal girls mingle together in states of undress.


  Apparently their protocol was to keep them on a home-schooling plan.


  Further down in the mass-sent email was a link to a phone app: FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION. I downloaded it. First it wanted information about my body—height, weight, dimensions, and then a history of genetic conditions. Gynecomastia was on there. I left all those unchecked. Then it asked me for similar statistics about my mother and grandmothers. I filled them in as best I could. Bra size was a total shot in the dark. I thought my mom was maybe a 34D, and I could’ve gone to her underwear drawer to confirm it, but I didn’t want to think about my mom’s breasts any longer than I had to. I put in my age, my date of contraction—three days ago, presumably. The app compiled my inputs, then loaded a profile that explained what I should expect in the upcoming months. It was also sharing this information with a local physician, Dr. Lyons, who specialized in FAP-19. An appointment was automatically set up for next week.


  “Great,” I mumbled.


  It was starting to dawn on me what would happen to my body. I didn’t think it was fully cemented yet. But silhouettes of my EXPECTED PHYSIQUE and PROJECTED BRA SIZE AT MATURITY (38D) weren’t making it easier.


  Seeing that data, my hand slid to my chest and rubbed where my nipple was sore. The flesh underneath was firmer, maybe a tad projected. There was definitely a roundness that shouldn’t have been there.


  The beginning. That’s what it was.


  Then my hand moved out to where I thought they might grow out to. I shuddered.


  My doorbell rang. I set my phone aside and went to answer it. No news vans were parked by the curb, thankfully. FAP-19 was pretty common these days, like the flu; I wouldn’t think there’d be a huge media interest in some Logan Valley quarterback coming down with it, but I didn’t know for sure.


  Instead, it was my girlfriend’s Honda Pilot. She was standing outside in her cheerleader outfit, apparently having come straight from early morning practice.


  “Jackie, what are you—”


  She lunged in and hugged me as soon as I opened the door. The impact to my chest made me wince.


  “I heard,” she said. “Oh God, Nate. I can’t believe it! Kayla said it was like the whole team had come down with it. Everyone knew already.”


  “Yeah.” But that one-syllable word cracked into about three. I cleared my throat. In a few days, I probably wouldn’t be able to. “It seems like we caught it Friday.”


  “Are you okay?”


  “Of course. I mean, it’s not painful, right?”


  “But you know what’s going to happen.” She pulled away from me. There was wetness in her eyes. She was taking this harder than I was. “If there’s anything I can do, just let me know. Like clothes, tips, anything.”


  “Jackie, this isn’t fatal.”


  She laughed and sniffled. “Oh, I know. A few months it lasts, right?” Her hand came up and caressed my lengthened hair. “It’s already starting. Your chin looks smoother too.”


  I rubbed it. She was correct. My face had last seen a razor two days ago. Usually there’d be stubble. But it was baby smooth today. Like my girlfriend’s.


  “So, what are you doing this morning?” she asked.


  I shrugged. “I guess studying from home.”


  “I’ll run out and get breakfast. McDonald’s work?”


  “Jackie, class starts in like twenty minutes.”


  She flapped her hand at me. “Please. You’re more important right now.”


  My final year at Logan Valley would be a little more exciting than I’d anticipated. And this morning’s news had scared me a little. But having Jackie gave me confidence. I was sure some part of her secretly enjoyed this—if our situations were flip-flopped, I’d drop a few jokes to get her spirits up. Although, then, I’d have to deal with having a girlfriend who was an older man. Looking at it like that, I figured she was going to have a tough time too this upcoming autumn. The best we could do was make it easier for ourselves, and that required both our commitments.


  But I definitely expected a few sarcastic remarks when my bustline outgrew hers.


  Seeing my mom was an emotional moment. She promised to keep the news away from our extended family since it was likely I would overcome the virus by the holidays. To be honest, I just didn’t want the messages. Having the football staff, my teammates, and about fifty classmates—some who I’d never spoken to before—send me their reactions was a little draining. Like Jackie, my mom promised to do everything she could to help me get through this. I went to sleep that night with a nightmare of being dragged through Victoria’s Secret, butt-ass naked, in desperate need of underwear, but everything was frilly and lacy and absolutely feminine to the hundredth power.


  On the topic of breasts, I didn’t have to wait long. By midweek, I was seeing the growth with my own eyes. One morning had me rubbing my chest from where I’d spent the night lying on my front. They were sore as hell! In the bathroom mirror, my pectoral muscles—still mostly present—were hidden underneath where two conical missile-tips had formed. I wasn’t in need of support like those bras in the nightmare, but it was definitely the beginning of puberty all over again. And that day I experienced a large chunk of it, because they noticeably expanded from adolescent cones to heavier, bouncier mounds by evening. By bedtime, I was looking at honest-to-God boobs. They were spaced far apart on my masculine ribcage, and maybe only A-cup if I whipped out the tape measure, but the fact that I could cup my hands over them and feel that round firmness underneath the skin was bizarre enough. My nipples too were uncomfortably large.


  I gave the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION this information. It educated me of my developing mammary glands, and also advised me to sleep on my back.


  By Thursday, I couldn’t clear my throat anymore. My dark hair was brushing my shoulders. And besides the growing pains on my chest—easily a full A-cup—my body was starting to take on a clear figure. Inches had disappeared off my waist, erasing fat and muscle tone that was also evaporating off my arms and underneath my ta-tas. FAP-19 didn’t affect most bone structure, so my upper body was still overall masculine. But the upsetting revelation was that my hips and ass were inheriting the mass the rest of my body seemed to be shedding.


  I ran my hands down the evident curves that were making my underwear a little tight. It made my stomach turn seeing how small the bulge was in the front. And my guts knotted again when I slid my palms across the expansive profile of my backside. From the side view, I was beginning to have that posture of girls: the tilted pelvic bone that kicked out my butt more.


  I’d heard the pelvis was a victim to FAP-19, but I didn’t expect seeing it so soon. That whole region of body throbbed with a warm ache—more than anywhere else.


  I was tired a lot. I’d doze in the middle of the day, pushing off lessons and homework until evening. The app told me this was normal. The virus was causing my body to expend tons of energy, and the new estrogen in my bloodstream was busy at work.


  Estrogen. In my bloodstream.


  The gifts started coming. My mom surprised me with a white bra she’d purchased at Walmart. It was designed for FAP-19 individuals such as myself, and was as basic and unfeminine as you could find—other than its intended, feminine purpose. The size was 38A, but it came with extra cups that could be removed and fastened on, so that I could use it all the way up until I was a 38C. Jackie, meanwhile, gave me a spaghetti-strap camisole. It was not for men like me; it had lace trim and foam inserts to offer the bare minimum support for breasts. I must’ve held it for twenty minutes, wondering if she actually wanted me to wear it.


  On Friday, seven days post infection, she convinced me to come over for a sleepover. Her friends, Kayla and Abigail, were there. Just us girls.


  Wearing a two-piece purple pajama set—required sleepover attire—I walked into her bedroom and met a collective gasp.


  “Whoa,” Kayla laughed. “Jackie, are you sure that’s the quarterback? He really is changing! Look at that hair!”


  “Yeah, but clearly he’s stuffing his bra or something,” Abigail said.


  “I’m not actually wearing a bra,” I admitted to the group, feeling their gazes burning a hole through the obvious bumps on my chest.


  Kayla and Abigail stared at each other with open mouths. Then the former said, “He even sounds like a girl.”


  My response to that was to clear my throat, even knowing it was useless nowadays.


  It was the first time I’d left my house all week. And my situation pretty much matched the consensus of my teammates; all of us kept ourselves isolated, mostly just from fear of the outside world seeing us. Another player, Hank, had posted on Facebook a picture of his naked breasts before he learned that was inappropriate and it was taken down.


  But it summed up what the rest of Logan Valley High saw: glimpses. Me standing here was probably the first time Kayla and Abigail had seen a FAP-19 victim in the flesh.


  And I had to agree that pictures on the internet didn’t do it justice.


  We sat in a circle on Jackie’s bedroom floor, snacking on popcorn and soda. Abigail and Kayla—both single—gossiped about guys, then schoolwork, then potential colleges. They were both cheerleaders like Jackie, so being home on a Friday night was unusual for them like it was me. I felt extremely out of place.


  Then Kayla asked me, “Is it still Nate. Or is it Natalie now?”


  Abigail: “Oh, I haven’t thought about that!”


  Jackie: “Girls. Nate is still a guy. It’s just temporary, remember? He’s not transgender or anything.”


  Kayla: “So, he’s still a he?”


  Jackie shot her a look. “Inappropriate.”


  “Probably not for long,” I said, overriding my girlfriend’s protectiveness. But I didn’t say anything else. I could see Kayla’s and Abigail’s imaginations running wild.


  Eventually Jackie dug out her parents’ red wine—Merlot, whatever that was. With the four of us sipping it, they’d probably notice how much was missing when they saw the bottle again. But hell. I needed a drink too. Kayla’s comment really had me picturing the ongoing metamorphosis down in my underwear. With my widening hips, my briefs already looked out of place.


  I wondered if I’d decide to wear panties.


  Soon, my brain was swimming a little from the alcohol. The three girls had had their fair share too. And when Kayla propositioned that I should show the group my developments, I didn’t protest. Jackie was still sober enough to snap her fingers in disapproval, but by then I was already undoing buttons.


  I pulled my arms out of the sleeves and bared my hairless chest for all to see.


  The mouths dropped—even Jackie’s. She hadn’t seen me naked since this had started.


  “Nate, you’re bigger than me,” Abigail admitted, almost sounding hurt. “Are those B-cup?”


  “A,” I said. “Large A. They’ll probably be B sometime next week.” I brought my hand underneath the left one and squeezed it, and then let it drop and jiggle back into place, just to show my onlookers that the physics were accurate too. Unintentionally, the nipple swelled.


  “Hold on,” Kayla said. And before anyone could say anything, she was reaching under her pajama top and fiddling with her chest area.


  “What are you—” Jackie started. Then she said, “No. My boyfriend doesn’t want your bra. Keep it on.”


  But like a magic trick, Kayla removed her bra without taking off her top. She tossed it into my lap. “I’m a large A,” she said. “I bet it could fit.”


  Abigail tried to get a chant going, but quieted down.


  They were all partially drunk, but they knew they were testing my comfort level. The teal-colored design of Kayla’s bra resembled something Jackie might wear. I’d taken off a good many bras before a good many adventures in bed—but never put one on. Despite the clear need of such a garment, which I was slowly coming to terms with, I was still nervous in wearing one. Jackie helped with the hooks. My ribcage was a few inches larger in circumference than Kayla’s, so it took a mighty tug on the band to get the two ends to meet. After, I felt like my blood circulation was being cut off.


  And then I was wearing it. My boobs rested comfortably inside the cups, little pale mounds cuddled in padded, molded cotton. No pictures were taken, but my mind snapped plenty of mental photos when looking down at myself.


  So much so that, long after the bra had been removed and we’d all had our fun, I could hardly sleep.


  Sometime past two in the morning, my bladder yelled out.


  In the bathroom, the moment I’d long been dreading happened.


  My penis had been on a week-long retreat into my groin, and was now a shrunken nub nearly lost inside my pubic hair. So far it continued to perform its bladder-emptying duties. Up until now. I positioned myself in front of the toilet as was the fashion, focused on the usual muscles—but nothing happened. Instead the pee dribbled out from further back, behind my cock, running down the inside of my thighs.


  “Oh shit,” I muttered, instinctively turning around and sitting down on the cold seat.


  For a few minutes it was dripping out. Then came a brief flash of pain. The ensuing sound of the spray from my changing genitals sent a chill up my spine.


  Nate Langford, I told myself, welcome to the next three-or-so months.
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  Days after infection: 10


  Estimated age: 21


   


   


   


  On Monday, Mom drove me to meet with Dr. Lyons in the city. Exams were federally required, I’d learned; two weeks without getting checked out by a licensed doctor would make me or my mother liable to be fined. It was part of a nationwide program to fully investigate and document transmission of the virus—with free preventative health care on the side.


  Butterflies were fluttering in my stomach. I was too old to be nervous when visiting the doctor, but I’d never gone for anything like this. And Jackie had been pressuring me to change my fashion for my changing body. My top today was something she’d picked out: a black-and-gray striped shirt with a wide scoop of a neckline. Anyone could see my chest was hairless. And they could also see the straps of my adjustable bra, which I kept fidgeting with during the car ride, trying to tuck them underneath the shirt.


  It was silly. I clearly had breasts, as proven by their spherical bulges. But letting anyone see I was wearing a bra? Well, that was humiliating. My jeans were something from my own wardrobe, tight in the seat and uselessly spacious in the crotch, but practical enough.


  We pulled into the clinic’s parking lot.


  On the way inside, I nearly ran head-on into a burly woman who must’ve been pushing six-foot-four. I jostled aside, giving her the space through the doorway while ogling her low-cut tank top which showcased minimal but enticing cleavage.


  Then her voice said, “Nate? Dude, is that you?”


  My eyes swiveled up and saw Ricky’s face—what was left of it. His normally patchy facial hair had been wiped out, and his heavy jawline was as smooth as mine. Ringlets of hair surrounded his chubby cheeks, and with even knowing it was him my mind still had to take a moment. His high-pitched voice threw me for a loop.


  Us two ladies shared a manly handshake. “Man,” he said, checking me out. “You don’t make a bad-looking chick. Looks like I got you beat in the chest department.”


  I’d noticed. And judging by his overall appearance, I assumed his sister had gotten involved. I was glad I was an only child. Though Jackie had certainly seemed like my sibling this past week. Blood relation or no, a few months of playful torment were in my cards.


  “You gonna see the doc too?” he asked.


  I nodded. “Yep.”


  “Just a warning: she sticks fingers inside you. It’s really—”


  “Which is not something two respectful ladies should be discussing so loudly,” my mom said, who was standing just inside the door. “Mr. Pierce, you received a free examination to make sure you are healthy. You better appreciate that.”


  “Oh yeah, uh, sorry, Ms. Langford.” Ricky’s cheeks blushed. “I am.”


  I told him I’d see him later.


  His words rang in my mind in the waiting room while I watched other victims of FAP-19 enter and exit through the door, most of them retaining their stocky male physique but with the indisputable traits of womanhood. A few had opted to cut their hair—which I’d been considering—but it hardly did much to lessen how feminine they looked. I was surprised how little it took. A smooth jawline, slightly fuller lips, and thinner eyebrows pretty much turned any face androgynous.


  There was no hiding this. Even after ten days.


  Eventually my name was called. Mom wished me luck. I steered my fearful self toward a bespectacled, mid-thirties blonde who turned out to be Dr. Lyons herself, and together we went into a proper exam room in the back.


  The door shut. I sat down. I squeezed my legs together and felt the absence of my manhood pressing against the flesh inside my thighs.


  Dr. Lyons produced an iPad. “Mr. Nate Langford,” she stated, reading what must’ve been my file. “How are you feeling?”


  “Good.”


  “Going through changes?”


  “A few.”


  “The app on your phone communicates with our servers, allowing me to see your progress. Thank you for keeping it up to date. It makes these interviews easier when I have a full picture of everything going on.”


  I twiddled my thumbs restlessly. The room was chilly. “So, I guess it’s just the normal stuff,” I said. “You know, if this can all be called normal.” There was no way she didn’t see how nervous I was.


  “It looks normal so far,” she said, swiping her index finger up the screen. “Your progress is all expected. I am also pleased you have begun wearing a bra.”


  I noticed the strap poking out again. I pushed it back under.


  The questions she asked didn’t deviate too much from standard medical fare. She wanted to know if I’d experienced any irregular pain; I told her I had not. She asked about my urinary plumbing; I explained I was sitting down and wiping as the app had taught me. She inquired about sexual activity; I admitted that sex was hardly on my mind, and my girlfriend had become more of a helper in the past week.


  “That is good to hear,” Dr. Lyons said. “The app is a useful tool, but guidance from an authentic female perspective is invaluable.”


  “Do you know how old I’m going to become?” I asked.


  “That is, unfortunately, unknowable,” she explained in a regretful tone. “I’ve had patients gain a few years. I’ve also seen boys surpass their mothers in age.”


  I gulped at that thought!


  After another round of verbal prodding into my ongoing metamorphosis, Dr. Lyons instructed me to remove my clothes and sit in the examination chair, which had articulating appendages where my feet were supposed to go. I plopped my naked tush onto the cushion, put one foot up into the slot, and apprehensively spread my legs apart for my other foot to reach the opposite slot.


  Dr. Lyons didn’t scream when she looked at my crotch. That brought my heart rate down from space to Mount Everest. A slight improvement.


  She snapped on a latex glove. “Now, Mr. Langford,” she said, resting her ungloved hand on my knee. “I’m going to insert two fingers. This will feel strange if you have not experienced penetration yet.”


  I shook my head. “I definitely haven’t.” My cheeks were burning.


  “Here we go. I will be gentle. Just relax as best you can.”


  My eyes tracked those two fingers all the way until they disappeared behind the horizon of my mess of pubes. That initial contact startled me, but it was light; the pressure I felt against my altered anatomy focused, intensified, and then moved inward. Every muscle in my body went tense, like they were protesting this. And it was really damn strange! The sensation of her fingers was uncomfortably acute. I not only felt the tips advancing further inside this new hole, but also the girth of her twin fingers spreading this cavity open.


  I pinched my eyes shut. I thought about Friday nights. Football. Winning the game and celebrating with my favorite cheerleader. I imagined us doing it.


  Dr. Lyons: “You’ll be reassured to know that your vaginal canal is mainly comprised of penile tissue, albeit inverted.”


  “Okay,” I mumbled.


  “I’m reaching your maximum depth.” Her other hand was now massaging my knee. “And then I’ll pull out. Allow me ten more seconds, Mr. Langford.”


  When she was all the way inside me, my body flinched. Unavoidably, I pictured those two digits buried inside there, tip to knuckle. The pocket that surrounded them seemed to be lined with muscle; I realized I was involuntarily flexing it, gripping and relaxing, gripping and relaxing. And on top of that, my whole body wouldn’t quit shuddering.


  After a long ten seconds, they were out of me. I exhaled the breath I’d been holding.


  Dr. Lyons yanked off the glove. “Everything is normal,” she explained. “You may redress. When you leave here, you’ll find links in your app about the proper use of lubrication, for penetrative intercourse.”


  I sat up and wiped my brow. Jesus, when had I started sweating?


  “I don’t think you have to worry about that,” I told the doctor, subtly boasting about my rock-hard heterosexuality. “I have a girlfriend. I’m not like that.”


  She smiled and said, “You can never be sure until three months have passed. I’ve seen some boys hate changing back.”


  Once in my clothes, I met my mom outside. She drove me back home. She spared me the questions of what went down in that exam room, but I was sure she knew anyway. For God’s sake, her son had a vagina. That must’ve spooked her just as much as it did me, though she was better at keeping her composure.


  I thought maybe that poise might be contagious, like the virus. Because Jackie and my mother had shown lots of poise while my body was at the mercy of FAP-19. Their calmness helped me stay calm. Without them, I’d probably be really freaking out.


  To celebrate some city doctor educating us about our bodies’ newest feature, Ricky came over later that afternoon. Our schoolwork finished for the day, we lobbed the football around in the backyard. A little practice opened my eyes to something else: my lack of arm strength. Normally every Friday night, I could hurl the ball into the end zone from midfield, but now the width of the backyard was about the extent of my range. And that was only on the first throw. After a few minutes of us going at it, I was getting increasingly winded and having to step closer to him.


  Shit. This virus was no joke.


  Then Ricky huffed, “You know there’s a game this Friday.”


  “There was,” I corrected him.


  “I thought about getting the team together, convincing the coach”—he paused to return the throw—“to maybe reinstate us. We can still whoop ass, man. So what if we have tits?”


  “My arm ain’t the same,” I said, proving it with my next, cockeyed throw that left me stumbling. I hadn’t thrown this bad since fifth grade.


  “Put Terrance in there. He didn’t get infected.”


  “He’s never made a touchdown.”


  Ricky grabbed his breasts and shook them back straight in his bra. Such an unfeminine mannerism was comical. “So? At least we’ll be on the field. Put on some pads, who cares?”


  “I ain’t cut out for the line.”


  “You’d played receiver in freshman year.”


  “I’ll pass out if I run fifty yards.”


  “Nah.”


  Then my mother poked her head out the back door and asked Ricky if he was staying for supper. The question distracted him just long enough for my thrown ball to slip through his hands and whack him in the chest. He dropped to the ground and rolled in pain.


  “My tit!” he shrieked. “Ow! That was worse than getting hit in the nuts!”


  I jogged over with my mom and helped Ricky up. She had that glare like we were out of our minds to be out here, acting like the boys we no longer were. After seeing Ricky take that hit, I kind of believed her.


  “Still think you can play football, Mr. Pierce?” she asked him.


  Ricky continued to rub his chest. “No. Damn. Probably not.”


  My mother slapped his hand away. “Now. As I was saying, there’s supper if you want to stay. But only if you quit using that foul mouth, young lady.”


  All I could do was laugh. But when she shot me a look next, I knew I was out of line too.


  But we’d learned one thing for sure: neither one of us was returning to the field anytime soon.
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  Days after infection: 17


  Estimated age: 25


   


   


   


  A gender-transforming virus was no excuse to surrender the weekly laundry duties. My mom worked late on Mondays. With my schoolwork being done by two o’clock—and me now not having any reason to leave the house—I couldn’t use an alibi of football practice, hanging out with friends, or my overloaded teenage brain just forgetting.


  Whatever. It took my mind off reality for a bit.


  Or it did. All up until I was swapping my mom’s things into the dryer and handling bras, panties, and articles of clothing designed for a woman. Even with music jamming through my earbuds, I couldn’t help but stop and stare at her undergarments. To hold them. To know that my body was more properly equipped for such things—and more than just the bra I was wearing all the time now. I’d be lying if I didn’t say I thought about it. What that silk would feel like. Or one of her skirts. Or jeans. Picking from my mom’s wardrobe would’ve been my last choice, but nonetheless it ran through my mind.


  Then I cursed myself, shook my head, and threw everything into the dryer before that notion overcame me again.


  According to the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION, my first stage of metamorphosis was completed. Now I was maturing. Dr. Lyons had shipped me a little pocket-sized meter that I could prick my finger on, like what people with low blood sugar used. The device measured my age—accurate to within a year—and sent the results to the phone app. Seventeen days after being infected, I was twenty-five years old. Technically old enough to buy liquor! Although, ever since the FAP-19 outbreak, those places strictly required driver’s licenses no matter what age you looked like. Really, I didn’t feel twenty-five. And I supposed that jump from eighteen to mid-twenties wasn’t anything most people felt either, even when it actually took seven years. With that data, and extrapolating a little, FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION estimated my peak age might be between thirty-two and thirty-six.


  My mom was forty-two. If I was thirty-six, I could probably pass for her younger sister.


  Some days I thought I had a grasp on this. Other days, it made my head spin again.


  That adjustable bra was getting its mileage. I had fastened on the LARGE B cups, and even those were starting to feel cramped. I recalled my potential size at peak maturity: 38D. I consoled myself that it could’ve been worse. For instance, Ricky was already near a D. His mom was a G. I couldn’t even imagine. Years of puberty within a few weeks, from having nothing to having huge melons. Always being self-conscious of them was probably what real girls went through, along with all the other developing aspects of their bodies.


  FAP-19 gave us guys a glimpse of the other side. Hell, I was starting to empathize the struggle. Like friction bruises from bras? I’d never known that was a thing!


  After another hour, I went back to empty the dryer and swap in my damp clothes. The ensemble wasn’t as feminine as the other batch, but it wasn’t entirely masculine either. Thanks to Jackie and my mother, I had my own share of tops—basic designs, everything tailored for guys with FAP-19. And a few fixed-size bras, including a couple sports bras. I hadn’t made the migration to women’s pants yet. Or underwear.


  I set the timer, punched the button.


  And again I stared at my mother’s clothes.


  I was just curious. Honestly. Never had I wanted to cross-dress, and I supposed it wasn’t really cross-dressing now, was it? It was socially acceptable, mostly even encouraged, for infected guys to wear women’s clothing. Department stores had dedicated racks. There were websites for special-order bras. There was even a subreddit for guys with FAP-19 to ask for fashion advice. It had over a million readers!


  The introduction of this virus had blurred the line a little between male and female. More guys were learning the necessities of womanhood, and experiencing it.


  I removed my earbuds. Then I reached into the basket of still-warm clothes and carefully lifted up a pair of white silk panties. Extremely basic. Still, it repulsed me to hold my mother’s underwear for longer than a second. But at the same time…


  At the same time, I wondered.


  Just do it already, I told myself.


  My face flushing, I stripped down to just my bra and gently guided my smooth legs into the holes. I was shaking. And I nearly turned back. But once I had the underwear wrapped around my knees, I pulled them up on the rest of the journey. Tugging them over my thick thighs—which were beginning to rub together in the middle—I slid the silk upward, stretching it over my hips and buttocks. Surprisingly, they were very tight. I didn’t think I was as bottom heavy as my mother, but on my male frame that extra layer of female fat made me larger than her.


  I pulled them until the fabric was snug against my crotch. The waistband pinched me enough that it indented my skin, creating a muffin-top effect.


  Not that I was fat. I definitely wasn’t.


  That part of my body was soft. Womanly, I guessed.


  But otherwise, I was astonished by how well my mother’s underwear fit me, and I repeatedly ran my fingers along the taut silk, not only reveling in the sensation of the fabric itself but also the body it encompassed. With my flat groin, my wide hips, and my healthy-sized butt, it didn’t look like I was cross-dressing in the slightest.


  Even a bit undersized, the panties felt like they were made for me.


  God, what a wild feeling!


  Emboldened by the results, I went for my mother’s jeans next. Our size disparity was more obvious with hip-hugging denim; I couldn’t even hope to snap the button. But lord! Their skintight, glove fit left me breathless. Every square inch of my fleshy, curvy lower body was on display, even though I was adequately clothed. In a way, wearing those jeans made me feel like I was no longer hiding who I was becoming. I was letting it out, showing the world.


  And it made me braver.


  Next, I took one of my mother’s lacy bras—34D, accurately estimated! Again, with my male frame, I wasn’t quite its intended wearer, and nor were my boobs large enough to fill the cups. But it was such a thrill! And after wrestling my upper body into it, and nearly ripping it, I finally had it on.


  Which was exactly when I heard the front door open.


  “Shit,” I muttered, whipping my hands back to find the hooks. I thumbed at them for an eternity, hearing threads split from my frenzy to get it off.


  Footsteps approached.


  I got it undone. I threw it into the basket. Next the jeans—


  Then my mom was standing in the doorway, a few Walmart plastic bags looped over her arm. I froze, halfway hunched over, my bare breasts jiggling to rest. My face was so hot it could’ve toasted bread.


  “Oh, honey,” she said, startled. Her eyes took stock of the situation.


  “Mom, uh, I’m sorry—” I started to say.


  “No. Goodness, no.” She dropped the sacks, then came toward me. Without saying a word more, she embraced me. I didn’t know if it was the estrogen inside my veins, but I actually felt a little teary-eyed when her arms came around.


  What a strange way for a mother and son to bond.


  “It’s fine,” she said. “Whatever your reason, it’s fine. No need to apologize.” She pulled away. “I actually just went to the store on my lunch hour to get you some things. A couple bras. And a pack of basic underwear. But I can return that if you’re not ready.”


  I stood there as her gaze swept down, undoubtedly seeing the silky trim of her panties that the jeans weren’t hiding. I also realized I was topless in front of my own mother. It wasn’t something I’d ever had to worry about, growing up as a guy. But an empathetic clearing of her throat conveyed that my nudity was inappropriate.


  I draped my arm over my naked boobs.


  “Nate, honey, would you like to switch to women’s clothing full time?” she asked. “You can let me know. I will never judge you. With the body you’re starting to have, it might be more comfortable.”


  “I don’t know yet,” I said. And I didn’t. The enjoyment of wearing her intimates had me more confused than ever. “Maybe one thing at a time.”


  “Here.” She gave me a Hanes multicolored five-pack. The cut was called HIPSTERS. Not without a skip in my heartbeat did I realize the woman on the packaging and I shared similar figures. “Try those instead of mine,” my mom suggested. “They’ll actually fit.”


  Grabbing my clothes, I went to my room to see if she was right.


  From that day onward I wore panties. Initially I felt like a pervert, but it became just plain necessity. My male briefs struggled with the pounds I was packing on down there. And while the bagginess in front lent some skepticism to whether I was fully female, the next couple months would erase any doubt everywhere else.


  Part of me mourned my briefs like I’d lost a battle. It was in that stubborn corner of my mind that hoped—beyond reason—that I would beat FAP-19 in record time, and turn back to myself come this weekend.


  I didn’t have to embrace my womanhood. But I could accept it. Live with it.


  And clothes were part of the package deal.


  Later that week, Jackie surprised me with a blindfold and drove me downtown. When we arrived at our destination, I still wasn’t allowed to see. She escorted me out of the car, into some store, and chatted with older ladies.


  I obeyed her and never peeked. But the environmental sounds clued me in: the snip-snip-snip of scissors and the mechanical whirr of a hair dryer.


  Then Jackie was tugging me along again.


  I asked her, “Are we in a salon?”


  “There was no way to keep it secret until you were finished,” she said. “But yes. You’re gonna get your hair done.”


  Done. Not cut. Done.


  “No. Wait. What’s wrong with a ponytail? Are you sure?”


  “Nate, your hair is dull and mussy. You’re not taking care of it properly. It’s not attractive. Just give the stylist about thirty minutes with you, tough guy.”


  “I don’t care if it’s not attrac—ack.”


  She pushed me down into the chair, and I knew the battle was lost. The stylist who was in on my makeover with Jackie kept my blindfold on the whole time. I was powerless as she dunked me back into a sink, massaged some weird goop into my scalp, attacked my mane with scissors, and thrust a hot rod between my locks. But with only the hushed remarks of Jackie’s tips into the stylist’s ear, I couldn’t guess what they were up to. It was all new to me, a guy whose haircut mainly involved clippers.


  And then the blindfold came off, and Jackie spun me around for the grand reveal.


  My first reaction: blonde? No, not totally. I was more of a dirty blonde. And my formerly straight hair now hung in gentle waves. The hair made such a drastic difference in my appearance that my gut reaction was to believe I was staring at somebody else. An actual woman. But then my eyes found my usual face underneath it all—the heavy jawline, the crooked nose from when I’d broken it years ago, and my square forehead.


  But my new hair softened the edges. It compensated.


  And with FAP-19’s effects—plumper lips, fatter cheeks, thinner eyebrows—I could scarcely see the high school senior I used to be.


  “Well?” Jackie asked impatiently. “Don’t you look great? It turned out better than I expected, actually. Look at you.”


  Look at me, indeed. I looked pretty.


  “Holy crap,” were my first words.


  “Right? Now imagine you were wearing makeup.”


  “I think the hair’s fine for now.”


  I couldn’t escape without Jackie buying an armful of shampoos and conditioners, enough to last me the duration of my womanhood. Then she was sending me YouTube videos as we ate lunch, all with tips to maintain my new ’do.


  My manhood had departed me over a week ago, but now the world was actually beginning to see the woman. Including me.


  And I still had some growing to do.
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  Days after infection: 28


  Estimated age: 31


   


   


   


  Autumn was in full swing as I went up to Logan Valley High to turn in some homework. The school servers were acting up, otherwise I’d be submitting them electronically. It had taken nearly a month, but I was finally dressing as a woman full time. On that late-morning errand, I was wearing a loose-knit blue cardigan over a white tank top. For the lower half: jeans and flats. I hadn’t quite jumped the hurdle into nail polish, jewelry, and makeup—and I probably never would—but it wasn’t like I needed any of those to convince the world I had a vagina. Still, I was apprehensive when returning to the school grounds as the newer, older, female me.


  I had timed my visit so it was during class. Only one of the student assistants, Stacy, was working the reception desk. One funny observation was that we had similar hairstyles, but my body was built in all the ways hers wasn’t. I was almost a foot taller than her, larger in the chest, and occupying two different zip codes with my hips. Okay, not really, but when they were swinging it felt that way!


  She’d only been microwaved in estrogen; I’d been baked and marinated in it.


  “For Nate Langford,” I said, passing her my stack of schoolwork.


  Stacy smiled at me. And I thought she was going to recognize me—we’d had a class together before my run-in with the tits-and-ass virus. But she only looked at my face, then at my chest, before thanking me and assuring me the papers would find the right administrator.


  She went into an office. I turned to leave.


  And there was Kayla. Jackie’s friend. “Nate?” she said, stupefied. A few folders slipped out of her arms, spilling onto the floor. She frantically knelt down to pick them up.


  “Uh, lemme help,” I said, bending over.


  “No. I got it. You just shocked the hell out of me.” She returned to her feet and sized me up. Like Stacy, Kayla’s gaze bounced between my face and chest. “Incredible. I mean, Jackie shared the photos with me, but in the flesh…” She whistled.


  “Thanks. It’s been a journey.”


  “You look good all dressed up. Like, I couldn’t even tell if I didn’t know you.”


  I glanced down at myself, absorbing the new landscape of my body. I was getting used to it. Gradually. “It’s wild,” I admitted.


  “Definitely. Hey, since you’re here, can I borrow you for a few minutes? If you got nothing else going on.”


  “What for?”


  “I’m writing a paper for Social Studies. It’s actually about FAP-19. And…a firsthand account would be extremely helpful. If you don’t mind a few questions.”


  I checked my phone. Thirty minutes until the next bell. I told Kayla I wouldn’t mind at all, and she led me into the library. We sat down in a secluded corner, guarded off with shelves of books. It was the kind of place where Jackie and I would make out, back when we’d been in the mood to make out. Lately that part of our lives had been on hold.


  Kayla pulled a laptop from her backpack. “I don’t actually have any questionnaire prepared,” she said. “So I’m just going to wing it.”


  “Wing on,” I said, relaxing back and crossing my legs, which felt natural to do so. I’d been kind of addicted to running my fingers along the smooth, wrinkle-free denim that enveloped my thighs. There was still a guy inside me, and he loved legs like mine.


  “Okay. What, Nate Langford, has been the most difficult challenge for you? So far?”


  I thought. “My reflection, I suppose. Getting used to what people see.”


  “Not your crotch?” she said, following it with a smile.


  “No. Because it’s not broken or anything. All those bits and pieces are just taking a vacation. They’ll be back.”


  “Good analogy.” She typed some words. Then she asked, “Are you wearing women’s clothing all the time?”


  I nodded.


  “What word comes to mind about women’s clothing?”


  “Complicated.”


  We both laughed at that. Then Kayla asked, “How have you handled growing breasts?”


  I was starting to wonder how intimate this paper was. I said, “Carefully? I don’t know. It’s not something I have control of, like everything else.”


  “Do you enjoy wearing bras?”


  “For the purpose they’re designed for.”


  “What size are you?”


  “34C.”


  “Are you still heterosexual?”


  Now I was getting suspicious. Not only from the questions, but Kayla was struggling to make eye contact with me. More often her gaze was on my chest. Or my lap. Or my legs. I felt like I was being checked out. And she began to squirm a little like she’d noticed that I had noticed.


  But I was very obviously a woman.


  Unless she was bisexual. Or a lesbian.


  I pulled the loose cardigan around my front, holding it secure across my bust. I said, “Kayla, you and everyone else know that FAP-19 doesn’t change people mentally. So, to answer your question, yes. I’m straight. I have never, ever thought about anything sexual with a guy.”


  She asked, “You still have a healthy sexual relationship with Jackie?”


  “I don’t think that needs to go into your paper.”


  “Have you ever had a female orgasm?”


  My jaw dropped. Kayla had crossed the line with these dumb questions. And based on her shameful look down at the floor, I sensed she knew that too. Was she hitting on me? That was my first and only assumption. As the school quarterback, I was used to the attention; I’d fought off advances ever since Jackie and I had been out. But it was different now, because I wasn’t the quarterback. I was a thirty-one-year-old woman with a somewhat masculine frame—even though my hips were an effective diversion from my broad shoulders.


  A part of me just hadn’t expected it. Like the whole situation was so weird that I’d ignored the effect of my attractiveness on other people. The chemistry of relationships changed when I’d aged up thirteen years and started showing hints of cleavage.


  “I could help you find out,” Kayla said softly. Her last-ditch effort.


  “No. I’m actually good,” I said.


  I left her there, ending the interview.


  At home, Kayla’s desperate bid to proposition me for lesbian sex was the only thing on my mind. I wanted to hate her for it. And I almost texted Jackie about what her so-called friend had been up to. But ratting her out felt too much like revenge. So I didn’t.


  In the end, I couldn’t be too upset at her. FAP-19 mixing with horny teenagers was a recipe for out-of-control libidos and misunderstandings. And the whole ordeal just left me feeling hot and irritated. I wondered if it had been my outfit. Had I dressed too sexily? I hadn’t been showing that much skin. And besides, I might’ve had tits, but I was still a guy; sexy wasn’t in the vocabulary to describe me, a high school quarterback.


  Clearly Kayla had been confused about this virus.


  But her questions continued to echo in my mind.


  Four weeks had passed since that fateful game with the Cornville Colonels. That night was the last time I’d had sex. Everything since had been overwhelming and confusing, and I’d never found that state of mind to go deeper in exploring my body. I didn’t know what my longest drought was between jerking off or getting laid, but I felt like a month was nearing a record. Occasionally I thought about that. But just occasionally.


  Now Kayla had me thinking about it again.


  It wasn’t so easy to reach that mood. I’d made a habit of blocking it out. Perhaps it too was on vacation with my penis and testicles, drinking margaritas on a sunny beach somewhere. But as I lied there on my bed, reflecting on my body, my sexuality, and the effect I had on other people, I began to slowly absorb the various details about my physique.


  First, my breasts. I felt them sturdily contained in my bra, two sizable masses rising and falling on my chest. On my back, they were fairly heavy; they were made spherical by stitches and straps and under-wires, a neat calculation of support to take the strain off my shoulder muscles. All of a sudden, I felt a stiff pressure at the tip of each one—my nipples erecting, shoving themselves into the soft, padded cups.


  I hadn’t made a move to touch them. Just my thoughts did it.


  My mind followed the trail southward, across my flat tummy to where my hips were crammed into my skintight jeans. Formerly vague, I was more intensely aware of how tight they were, how the denim didn’t just contain my womanly shape but that it was also a second layer itself, molded to my hourglass figure.


  Then my thoughts converged underneath. I mentally traced the flatness of my groin, the snugness of my panties, the outline of what was beneath, slightly warm and unexpectedly sensitive. And as my mind took everything in—all the humps, curves, and features I now possessed—that part of me saw reason to warm up even more.


  I reached a hand across my front, aiming for it.


  My phone buzzed. It was Jackie with a question about schoolwork. Then we chatted for a couple minutes, and she sent me a photo of a dress she’d pictured me wearing. Fire-engine red, low neckline, slit up the side. It wouldn’t pass even for prom. But then she admitted she was just joking, she knew my boundaries, and it was too expensive anyway.


  Afterward, I got up to make lunch.


  As for that episode on the bed, I never repeated it.
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  Days after infection: 43


  Estimated age: 34


   


   


   


  On an unseasonably warm Saturday—highs forecasted in the seventies—Jackie and I took the hour-long drive up to Lake Prosper for the weekend. We’d loaded a cooler with drinks, stocked up on junk food, and packed a couple bikinis. I’d had no say in the purchase of mine, and nor had I tried it on. Like with the stylist, Jackie wanted to surprise me again. And now I was getting comfortable enough for just about anything she threw at me.


  The FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION now guestimated I was thirty-four years old—unchanged for the past week. From eighteen to twenty-five, I hadn’t noticed any downsides. If anything, the seven years had cleared up my skin and given me a healthy glow, although the estrogen surely had a helping hand in that too. But at thirty-four? Oh yeah. Wrinkles had appeared around my eyes, and most mornings I woke up with bags underneath. Similar story for my mouth: a hoard of new creases when I smiled. The skin under my jaw was looser, not to where it was sagging, but definitely no longer tight. And the rest of my body shared many of the consequences of age and time spent under the effect of gravity that I had fast-forwarded through. My boobs had lost some roundness, my tummy had gained a slight pouch, and my joints ached a little more.


  It was a worrying feeling, this virus having the power to nearly double my age. But at least I had topped out by the look of it. Ricky, on the other hand, had stayed in his twenties. Lucky bastard. Although I wouldn’t trade places with him. Like every other woman in his family, he’d grown a rack of outrageous proportions. Last time he messaged me, he’d said he was wearing a 38G bra.


  I had plenty on my table by being 38E. Mom’s genetics had gotten me most of the way there; the extra cup size was just the weight I’d put on.


  But the app said that weight gain was a normal side effect. The virus really messed with metabolism. And having to lug around tits bigger than my mom’s really motivated me to diet. Most guys my age—well, real age—probably didn’t realize how expensive large bras were. I just had the one! And I was not going to scrounge up money for a 38F.


  Once we reached the lake, it dawned on me that we weren’t the only ones to take advantage of the agreeable weather. The parking lot for BEACH ACCESS was swarming with people! Jackie turned her Honda Pilot into a spot, we got out and claimed a piece of sand for ourselves, then we went to the change rooms with our beach attire.


  My heart was racing as we headed toward the WOMEN’S side. I might’ve had all the correct parts, but right then it felt like a costume. Plus I was a head taller than almost everyone who came and went, with my tank top baring wide shoulders that were more suitable for football pads. But on the flip side, my substantial cleavage erased any doubts.


  Maybe some could figure it out. If they did, they didn’t say anything. I was accepted into this once-foreign territory, and Jackie pushed me into a stall.


  “God, I hope they don’t think you’re my mom or something,” she laughed.


  “Too late now,” I said.


  We stripped down. The robust reinforcement holding my boobs in place came off; they drooped a good many inches down my torso, their spherical appearance deflating into more of a smooth slope down to two ginormous areolas. I was still self-conscious about them—especially when Jackie stripped down and my mind directly compared hers to mine. Not only youthful and perky, her breasts were small enough to barely need a bra.


  It was odd to feel envious over another girl’s breasts.


  I’d be glad when I didn’t have to anymore!


  She handed me my beach attire: an orange bikini. Knowing it was too late to turn back now, I donned it. With experience of dressing myself in women’s clothes, I’d learned all the tactics, and the bikini was relatively simple. I hunched over, settling my pendulous boobs against the triangle-shaped sections of cloth, then tied the string around my back, securing my assets nice and snug. It was a hell of a view though. Having never worn swimwear yet, the amount of cleavage made my mind think I was missing another piece to my outfit.


  I snuggled my large breasts together, stretching the fabric to cover my areolas. Then I slipped on the bottoms.


  Jackie—finishing with her purple bikini—began laughing. “Oh, Nate,” she said. “I didn’t even think about that!”


  “About what?”


  She pointed at my crotch. “A bikini wax. We should’ve gotten you one.”


  Indeed, that was a problem. The orange nylon designed to hide all my naughty parts couldn’t tackle my pubic hair. It was exposed on both sides.


  Jackie threw a towel around my waist. “This will have to do,” she said, knotting it against my hip so that it hung over my groin area. “Just don’t take it off, or go into the water.”


  “You kidding? I just came to work on my tan lines,” I joked.


  “Uh-huh.”


  We lotioned up and headed back to the beach.


  So, bikinis. Did they offer support? Nope! During that short walk across the sand, I could only think of my boobs bouncing and swaying in a frenzy. Like, God. If I wasn’t attracting attention from half a mile away before, I was now. My face flushed profusely as I noticed other guys—some as young as me, some as old as my mom—scoping me out. Girls weren’t immune to me either. I didn’t think they were like Kayla. Some were just acknowledging me. Maybe others were envious themselves.


  It’s not worth being envious over, I thought. Trust me.


  That afternoon we stayed put on the beach, soaking up rays. Once, I was even a bystander to a college dude-bro with tattoos trying to hit on my girlfriend. I just laughed it off. After the rejection, he tried to work his magic on me! I thought about lying and saying I was married with kids, but I figured that might turn him on more.


  Those guys existed. Hell, I knew a few of them.


  Besides the obvious voyeurs, we weren’t bothered again. Still, it took me a full hour to calm down. And when Jackie briefly went away to grab some sodas, I thought I was going to die. Some bald man in his fifties wouldn’t stop staring at me. I knew he was going to come over. The other girl was gone, I was alone—now was his opportunity.


  But he didn’t. Thank God.


  Jackie and I just enjoyed ourselves like a couple of girls. Well, a girl and a woman. Even without me being infected with FAP-19, she probably would’ve dragged me up to the lake for the weekend.


  In a way, this was a slice of normalcy.


  Until a lifeguard approached us and said we had to leave.


  “Excuse me?” Jackie said, bolting upright. My attempt to sit up was slower and more careful than hers. “What the hell for?”


  “I’ve had complaints about your, uh, appearance.” The young man’s eyes flicked to me. Then my chest. “There’s a lot of families here. It’s not appropriate.”


  I looked down.


  Oh.


  My breasts didn’t take well to bikinis, apparently. Unknown to me until now, the fabric had slid off my areolas, exposing a good chunk of them. I hastily tugged at the bikini top to make myself decent again, but my case against the lifeguard was further jeopardized when my nipples took this fiddling as a sign to project outward.


  Great!


  The lifeguard—he had to be eighteen, or not much older—looked away. “Ma’am,” he said. Referring to me. “If you don’t leave, I’ll have to get you escorted out.”


  “They’re just breasts,” Jackie argued. “What? You never seen any before?”


  “It’s okay,” I told her.


  “No, it’s not! This is ridiculous.”


  “It’s fine. We’ll go someplace else.”


  She eventually surrendered. We both gathered our things and went back to her vehicle. But neither of us was in the mood to head home. Instead, she drove around to the east side where there was camping available. Although her Honda Pilot was teeny compared to the motorhomes, we rented a spot for the night up near the water. She backed in so we could use her vehicle’s cargo space as a makeshift camper. With the seats down, there was just enough room for our sleeping bags.


  By evening, we were lying in the back, watching the stars come out as the occasional boat went speeding past.


  She said, “How much longer does the virus last?”


  “Technically, the virus is already gone,” I told her. “The symptoms last three months, so I have maybe seven weeks left.” The app had explained this all to me. Like it or not, I was learning. And having a woman’s body was certainly educational.


  A jetski zoomed by.


  Jackie laughed. “I can’t believe your tits got us banned. Like, try telling that to me when school started. How big are they?”


  “38E.”


  “Christ. I guess I should’ve picked a more appropriate top.”


  I shrugged one shoulder. “I just can’t be contained.”


  “And that guy totally had a boner.”


  “No he didn’t.”


  “Yeah he did.”


  I looked over at my girlfriend, who had a huge grin plastered across her face. “You were looking? Maybe it’s you who I should be worried about.”


  “Worry about nothing,” she said, sliding her hand over my prominent hip. Her fingers tampered with the knot, loosening it but not undoing it yet. She looked into my eyes. Then she said, “This is still so weird. You being like that.”


  “If it’s too weird, we don’t have to,” I said, sensing what was floating through her mind. I knew my girlfriend pretty well; I knew when she had that look.


  “You need more confidence, Nate. A woman like you could get just about any man she wanted.”


  “And girls?”


  She smirked. “I don’t know. Can you?” And she leaned toward me.


  That was our first real kiss since the change. She’d given pecks on my cheek to comfort me as my body rewrote the rules on what was masculine and feminine, but never anything romantic. As her tongue dipped into my mouth, I felt her hand come across and lay on my breast. That was new too: having someone else feel me up. Amusingly, my spine kicked forward, thrusting my chest toward this source of stimulation. Her hand wrapped around and squeezed the orb of flesh from underneath, and goddamn I wanted more of that.


  She delivered wholeheartedly.


  As twilight descended upon Lake Prosper, her eager hand cast my problematic top aside and freed my boobs. I gasped as her palm wrapped over my nipple, and five fingers simultaneously took a handful of that soft, yielding flesh.


  With my dumbstruck expression, she realized it. “You’ve never touched yourself?”


  I shook my head.


  “Really? I thought guys wouldn’t be able to keep their hands still.”


  “It’s not all exciting,” I said truthfully.


  “Tonight it will be.”


  As my tits became fully in her grasp, I undid her bikini top. A thought occurred: my nipples were as erect as hers. And for the first time I shared what she was feeling, that electrifying, heart-racing tingle in my veins, and a warmth in my lower abdomen. Because we both had the same anatomy, I actually connected with her perhaps more than I ever had before. I finally understood what having my nipples tweaked was like. Or even just a gentle hand sweeping across my hip. It was a damn thrill!


  Of course, my hand wasn’t satisfied with only her smallish breasts. It made the journey down her slender body and slipped between her legs. It was all automatic for me, muscle memory from our Friday nights of making out.


  But then she did the same to me. Her fingers grazed my pubic mound.


  My knees shook.


  Her mouth formed an O shape. “And you’ve never touched that either?”


  “Only in the bathroom,” I said.


  “Well, this isn’t the bathroom.”


  She massaged me, and I mimicked it. To my male mind, this was insanely hot: us two girls rubbing each other. But rather than popping a boner to it, I felt a damp heat expanding between my legs. Her index finger applied more pressure, and then I was very perceptive to it running along an indentation. My body shuddered like this was a good thing, and then my mind was seeing deeper, grasping at this faint emptiness I felt, somewhere beneath where my girlfriend’s finger was touching me.


  It hit a damn nerve or something, because I swung my leg over until I was nearly on top of her. A moan escaped my throat.


  “Oh, does Nate like that?” she cooed.


  I nodded. Nate definitely did!


  “And what about…”


  Her hand retreated—but only to find a way underneath my bottoms. When it returned, the direct contact of her fingers across my slit sent a shiver up my spine. She didn’t even hesitate; one of them pushed inside me. As in Dr. Lyons’ examination room, the penetration caused every muscle down there to go tense at once. My pelvis lunged toward Jackie. My whole lower body trembled.


  By now I had forgotten all about reciprocating.


  My tray-tables and seatbacks were up!


  “I’m glad I’m your first,” she whispered. “I’ve never been with a woman.”


  I noticed that. Woman. Not girl.


  This was all new territory for me. But arousal set my autopilot in motion. On top of her, I began thrusting my hips, even though I was the one being penetrated. We kissed again. Harder, deeper. Five other fingers seized my big, fleshy ass and gave it a squeeze, her fingernails nearly gouging the skin. Our arms wound our bodies even tighter, until my larger frame was almost pressing her into the corner of the Honda Pilot’s cargo space.


  And my hips just humped and humped, angling that wet hole of mine toward her pumping finger. I thought I was beginning to understand what female pleasure was—and then a second finger plunged inside me. From my shoulders to my toes to my core, I was throbbing and shivering. My male mind didn’t really comprehend how or why this felt so amazing, but it was shutting up! And Jackie’s way with her fingers had me totally at her will.


  I wanted to be at her will.


  I wanted her to bring me release.


  Release. Yes. As a guy, that need for release was near the base of my penis, an overwhelming insistence of my biology to spread my means of reproduction. That wasn’t so as a woman. I might’ve expected it to be in and around my vagina, but no; it was farther up in my abdomen, near the center. It was like my whole body needed release. And Jackie’s multitasking with my breasts and slit were bringing me closer.


  So many times I thought the moment had arrived. My spine would snap, I’d feel a flutter and a tingle zap through my flesh, and still it yearned to come out.


  I wondered if I was wrong. Or if it was even in my capability to have one. I hadn’t delved into the app’s documentation about sexuality in my new body.


  But then, my girlfriend’s frantic fingering sent me over the top.


  I bucked my shoulders into her. My spine arched. Everything shook like never before as my entire existence became blinded by warm light. And it just kept going! I realized I was squealing and sweating and probably damn near crushing her with my weight, but the spell it had over me was unreal.


  For a few moments I floated. My body was in the vehicle, but my mind was untethered from it. I went high and far, lofted by an updraft of unbelievable pleasure.


  It took a while for my vision to regain focus, but when it did Jackie was smiling up at me.


  “Sorry,” I mumbled, scooting off her. The front of my brain ached, and all my limbs felt like Jell-O. “Whoa. I’m still buzzing. Is that normal?”


  “When it’s good,” she said. “Was it good?”


  “I think so.”


  She laughed.


  Although I was well past the peak of orgasm, her fingers continued to slip inside me a few more times. Then she brought them out. In the twilight, I saw the juice they had collected. She tasted them, then shared with me. My flavor was a little sharp, but hardly awful. I didn’t know how to describe it, really. Normally I was tasting her, so this was all unconventional.


  “Well?” she said. “Now that you’ve had one, is it better?”


  “It was good,” I said. “But I’m not sure. It was different.”


  “It was less messy.”


  I laughed. That I could agree with.


  Her hand laid on my tit. The orgasm hadn’t numbed me to stimulation, so the contact against my nipple actually still felt nice and pleasant. I laid my hand on hers and worked it in slow circles.


  “Mm,” I said. “We should’ve done this sooner.”


  “We were both scared. And I’ve never made love to a thirty-four-year-old woman.”


  “And you’re eighteen. Does that make me a lesbian cougar?”


  She playfully socked her fist into my shoulder.


  For once, it felt like old times.
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  Days after infection: 56


  Estimated age: 34


   


   


   


  Leaving Dr. Lyons’ clinic, I reached into my mother’s purse. “Where do you keep your lipstick?” I asked her, riffling through her billfold and chewing gum.


  “Side pocket,” she said from the driver’s seat.


  I found the tube. Then I flipped down the visor and used the mirror to apply a careful layer to my dry lips, pausing when we hit bumps in the road.


  “You got a hot date or something?” she asked. I could hear the smile in her voice.


  “Just making myself presentable.”


  “Don’t over-apply it. A shade like that, you just need a little.”


  “I know, Mom. I’ve watched videos on YouTube.”


  “Oh, videos on YouTube, my son says.”


  I felt some of her disbelief. Mentally taking a step back, yeah, me putting on lipstick was pretty damn odd. A couple weeks ago, I wouldn’t have touched it. But Jackie had shown me the color and intensity it could add to my face. And after leaving the clinic, I just felt confident. And pretty. And womanly. Like my appearance was slowly merging with my perception of myself. I knew that underneath I was still an eighteen-year-old guy with a full male life unwritten—once this woman in the reflection disappeared. But I had walked a few miles in this lady’s shoes and actually started to enjoy them. I didn’t mind her staying around a little while longer.


  That day, I was dressed in a LOGAN VALLEY WOLVES sweater. My choice of jeans had a high waist—the mom type. I loved how they made my legs appear longer. And with my white sneakers, I practically had the soccer-mom look down pat.


  The only thing the jeans lacked was pocket space. Jackie was egging me on to move to using purses. I’d told her I wasn’t ready for that yet.


  Which meant in a week or two I’d probably own one.


  “If ever a MAR-19 virus is discovered, we can trade places,” my mom suggested.


  “MAR-19?” I asked as I put her lipstick away.


  “Male age regression. I can go to high school again, and you can take my job.”


  “Kind of like that movie.”


  “Which one?”


  “Tom Holland was in it. He intentionally got infected to play the role, and then he pretended to be his own mother to steal her fortune.”


  My mom sighed. “Things have gotten so strange with this virus. I hope it’s not around forever. Maybe they’ll find a cure.”


  Underneath my thirty-four-year-old female skin, I did agree with her. But at least the virus wasn’t hurting anyone. The worst cases were when guys didn’t change all the way back—but it was extremely unlikely. And fixable with surgery. Most other times, it was just a nuisance. Guys had to buy new clothes, get examined in a clinic, and take a break in their male lives while they became older women. It especially hurt dudes like me, who were athletic and into sports. I knew I’d have to build up some muscle again when I returned to normal.


  I had my mom drop me off at Jackie’s. She’d texted me earlier about getting together with some of her friends. Another sleepover? Possibly. Although I thought I was a little too old to be participating in sleepovers. A woman like me ought to be out at nightclubs.


  The front door was unlocked. I let myself in. Jackie didn’t answer when I called her. I went through the house toward her bedroom, where I found a SHE-WOLVES cheerleader outfit laid out on her bed, freshly washed and ironed.


  A note read: THE QUARTERBACK’S NEW GROOVE, with a winky face.


  Did she want me to wear it? It was tailored a bit large—in the shoulders and bust.


  No question Jackie had left this out for me to find. And if I was meant to find it, I was meant to put it on. Wondering what little scheme my girlfriend could be up to now, I removed my team-branded sweater and slipped out of my mom jeans—a feat with a wiggling, shimmying dance that I had perfected ever since my butt had grown humongous. Before, my mom and I had only shared eye and hair color; now we both had somewhat pear-shaped figures. At least she had childbirth to explain hers. I was just cursed with a naturally wide load.


  And it was my exceptional rump that opposed the cheerleader uniform the most. I had to thrash my hips side to side to gain every inch, until finally the skirt portion surpassed the fattest section of my middle-aged rear. The top was easier, although the SHE-WOLVES logo was prominently warped across my bosom. It also left a little of my midriff exposed—a big no-no for the school dress code, even for sports.


  In Jackie’s full-length mirror, I saw the woman who had, for some reason, decided to wear a high school cheerleader outfit.


  It was a trip seeing me dressed like that. If I had been born a girl, I wouldn’t have been shocked if I’d ended up as a cheerleader at some point, probably friends with Jackie. And maybe it would’ve me sleeping with the quarterback.


  Before FAP-19, I figured guys probably didn’t speculate about the what-ifs too much. But now that there was a virus that could actually transform us into women, albeit temporarily, it had to be more common to imagine life on the other side of the fence.


  With sex. With periods. With knowing that my belly could make a baby.


  Woof.


  I preferred FAP-19 just fine.


  What sounded like a stampede came down the hallway. I turned in time to see Jackie and her squad stopping at the doorway. Kayla and Abigail were among them. Some of the other girls—who hadn’t seen the new me in the flesh—gawked at my appearance.


  “Nate!” Jackie exclaimed. “There you are! Come on, we got practice to do, or did you hit your head or something?”


  “Practice?” I asked.


  Before I could get an explanation, she yanked on my arm and shoved pompoms into my hands. Among a stream of maroon-and-gold uniforms, I was led out into the backyard.


  Jackie had borrowed a projector system from the school and plugged it into one of the outdoor outlets. It was aimed at the back of her house and showing a reel of the last time the Logan Valley Wolves had played: the shutout game with the Cornville Colonels. I had no idea what my girlfriend was up to until I was lined up with the rest of the squad in front of the video replay. Every time the Wolves scored, the girls would do their routine.


  It was their way of practicing while football was on an indefinite hiatus.


  When Abigail scolded me for not matching rhythm, I realized I was meant to participate. Cue an awkward, humiliating few minutes while I tried to strut to their pace, throwing my pompoms around and shouting at the nonexistent crowd to cheer on some guy named Nate Langford. And with his constant bombs down field and touchdown passes that soon put the Wolves up over thirty points, I had plenty of opportunities to nail down the movements the girls were doing.


  I never quite mastered it. But by halftime, I was yelling as loud as any of them, rooting on Logan Valley’s star quarterback as he buried the Colonels.


  During a break while the Colonels prepared to punt, Jackie whispered into my ear, “Nate’s so dreamy, don’t you think? He’s unstoppable out there.”


  “I know,” I said, going along with it. “You think he notices us?”


  “I hope he does! I think you’d have a chance with him, girl.”


  As eighteen-year-olds, the squad could’ve gone all night. Me, I was worn out as this Nate Langford fellow kept running up the score. In the third quarter, I had to sit out and rest. I’d never known that cheerleading was so physical demanding. Granted, I was disadvantaged with my age and the virus’s muscle atrophy, but it was nothing less than a workout. I regretted not showering beforehand.


  When the reel was done, the squad piled inside where Jackie had put out snacks and beverages. But she remained in the backyard, and came to sit down next to me in the hammock I had been resting on.


  “Well?” she asked. “Think you could be a cheerleader?”


  I laughed. “I have new respect.”


  “I think it’s a good way to keep active,” she said, bundling her pompoms in her lap and massaging one of my thighs. I liked a good thigh massage. I also liked what it usually led to. “I’m thinking of holding sessions like this every Friday. If you’re interested.”


  “Did you see me? I don’t think I was very good.”


  “No one was good when they started. Were you good when you first played football?”


  I was making excuses, and she knew it. An extra sixteen years of age didn’t stop her from seeing through me.


  “Maybe I could,” I said. “It’s something to do.”


  “But today was an exception. I won’t go easy on you.”


  “Bring it on.”


  “Like Kirsten Dunst, I will bring it on.”


  Jackie invited me to head inside and chow down with the rest of the gang. I told her I’d be there in a few minutes.


  It was hard to ignore how lucky I was. There’d been plenty of ups and downs with this virus, and I still remembered the dread when receiving that first email from the school administration. But FAP-19 hadn’t been the end of the world; it’d only been a little speed bump. And I felt like I was already past the bump. The road ahead was smooth sailing, and I was cranking the top down.


  Was being an older woman strange? Yes. Every morning when I woke up from a night of sleeping on my tits. Every time when I sat on the toilet to relieve myself. Every day when I had to wrestle with a bra. But my family and friends had helped me through it. With Jackie, I’d found so much to enjoy that the good outweighed the bad.


  I actually kind of liked it.


  Such as freshly shaved legs. God, no one had told me how awesome that’d feel! Or the satisfaction of dressing myself in a cute pair of panties. And even this cheerleader outfit! I had spent weeks with this body, but I still couldn’t keep my eyes off how my curves stretched out the material. It was something for my male mind to behold.


  And I still had at least a month of this to go.


  For the first time since coming down with FAP-19, I honestly couldn’t wait to get up tomorrow and start another day as a thirty-four-year-old woman.


  Maybe I could get Jackie to take me shopping for a dress.


  I felt sexy just thinking about it.
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  Sean tagged the doorbell, and heard it chime through the house inside.


  One o’clock, he read off his phone. Was one o’clock too late? Hopefully not. A true boyfriend who remembered his girlfriend’s birthday would’ve texted her early in the morning, would’ve bought her lunch, would’ve had a whole day planned ahead to celebrate her forty-fifth year. And what did he have? Just a box of Godiva truffles hastily purchased from the supermarket.


  They were more for Mother’s Day—which happened to also be today.


  But Sean was pretty sure Avril liked chocolate. Who didn’t like chocolate?


  He gave the doorbell another hit. Then the door whirled open.


  “Hey, happy bir—oh. Ms. Owens? Is Avril home?”


  Avril’s eighteen-year-old mom, Robyn, came out to the doorstep. “Hello, Sean,” she said, beaming with a pearly white grin.


  Sean ogled her tight, young body. He couldn’t help it! Not only was Ms. Owens the age of the average high school senior, but today she was wearing a tiny strapless tube top with some painted-on Daisy Dukes. The former was the primary distraction, with her nipples making clear impressions through the flimsy fabric. He could practically see the outlines of both her perky tits!


  He cleared his throat. “Uh-um. I was just here for—”


  “You don’t see it, do you?” Ms. Owens asked.


  “See what?” He could see a lot of things. Lovely things. His gaze again focused on her chest.


  “Sean.”


  “Y-yeah. Huh?”


  She relaxed her posture. “Don’t you think it’s odd that I’m so young, and yet my daughter is over twice my age?”


  Sean’s face was burning. That was an odd fact. Until now, he hadn’t given it much thought. As far back as he could remember—even kindergarten—Avril had been as old or even older than some of his teachers. Meanwhile, Ms. Owens’ current age would’ve made her a child back then.


  A child mother with an adult daughter.


  He rubbed his forehead. It was bizarre, he thought, but not impossible.


  There was surely a biological and scientific explanation for it all.


  As he tried to wrap his head around this, Ms. Owens swiped away the Godiva truffles. “Oh. For me? Sean, that’s sweet of you to remember Mother’s Day!”


  “Wait,” he started. “Those are for…”


  But already she had the lid open and was directing one of the gourmet chocolates toward her mouth. She took a slow bite, and then made a show of stretching out a little rope of caramel. It snapped loose and stuck to her chin. She giggled as she licked her lips.


  Sean was beginning to feel uncomfortable. Avril’s mother had never behaved like this around him! She was definitely an attractive woman, though, which his manhood agreed with; it was stirring to life inside his shorts, meeting the tight barrier of the zipper. He gulped audibly as the woman indulged herself with another sensual nibble of the bite-sized dessert.


  “Mmm,” she moaned. “Mmm-hmm! Mm. Sean, these are so delicious.”


  “Thanks.”


  “I bet it’s hard.”


  His body tingled. “W-what?”


  “It was hard to find these on Mother’s day,” she said. “At the last minute.”


  “Oh, yeah. It is—was hard.”


  “So hard,” she giggled. “You wanna come inside?”


  He nodded


  Following her indoors, how could he not stare at her ass? Those Daisy Dukes shouldn’t have qualified as outerwear! Her ass cheeks were full-on exposed. And the back seam made for a thong-style wedgie. His cock continued to be convinced that Avril’s mother was far more attractive than Avril herself. He made quick adjustments to his erection, to push it down against his leg, so that it wouldn’t be noticeable. It felt like he was packing a cucumber!


  In the kitchen, Ms. Owens set the box of truffles down. Then she stood in front of Sean and asked for his opinion.


  “Be honest,” she said. “Am I pretty like those girls in your high school?”


  Pretty? She was a damn knockout! And he told her as much.


  Ms. Owens smiled. “Really? You mean that? You’re not just being polite to your elders?”


  He shook his head. “No.” He figured this was permission to stare at her scantily clad body again, so he took full inventory of those youthful curves, especially the swell of her hips inside those denim short-shorts. He had a brief vision of planting his shoulders underneath those tan thighs and exploring her with his mouth. “You’re extremely pretty. If, you know, that’s what you wanted to hear.”


  With a bubbly prance, she hopped over to Sean and hugged him tightly. The dirty part of his mind—the same part that was questioning his loyalty to Ms. Owens’ daughter—couldn’t help but notice those stiff nubs stabbing into his chest.


  His dick throbbed achingly.


  God, she’s hitting on me, he thought, as they separated. There’d been a dozen signs already, from her outfit, to her flirtatious eating, to the way she was probably intentionally making him feel her erect nipples by way of embracing him. But why? He couldn’t recall a single time Ms. Owens had worn such a revealing outfit, although a lack of coverage definitely suited her. She would’ve been damn fine in a skimpy bikini.


  Or nothing at all, actually.


  Now Sean was imagining less and less of the sex he wanted to have today, to celebrate Avril’s forty-fifth birthday. Instead, he was picturing Ms. Owens taking off her tube top and showing him those firm little tits she had.


  And when she brought her hands up and pushed her thumbs underneath the material, he thought for a moment his wish was about to come true!


  But instead she fiddled with the fit, tugging it a little lower.


  Again, totally flirting with all the nuance of a porn movie.


  “Sean,” she said. “It’s Mother’s Day.”


  “It is.”


  “And I’m a mother.”


  “Yeah.”


  “So.” She dragged her fingertip across his chest, over his pectoral muscles. “I had an idea in mind. What if we had some fun together?”


  No, he tried to tell himself. He was here for Avril’s birthday. He wasn’t about to give into the sexual advances of her hot mom. He was better than that!


  He swallowed and said, “It’s your daughter’s birthday. And I’m her boyfriend.”


  “She’s had more than forty of those. You know, they stop being special after about thirty, and every year is just more wrinkles and more fat and more aches in your joints. What is there to celebrate? You’re young. I’m young—clearly. We should be the ones enjoying our youth.”


  “B-but—”


  Right then, Avril’s voice called out from a room or two away: “Mom? Who was that at the door? Was it Sean?”


  Suddenly, Ms. Owens took hold of Sean’s arm and yanked him toward the pantry, where a washer and dryer were rumbling. She closed the door, pressing herself up against him in the process.


  This is nuts, he thought, feeling the intensity of his hard-on in that moment, like a spear trying to jab through his clothes. Before today he had felt nothing for Ms. Owens—he hadn’t really noticed how young and pretty she was compared to her daughter, who was old, chubby, and had saggy tits. Thinking about it, what had he seen in Avril anyway? The kind of girls he liked resembled Ms. Owens: slim, fit, with a sexy bubble butt.


  Avril had none of those.


  Before Sean could further contemplate the consistency of his sexual partners, Ms. Owens was kissing him. It seemed so inevitable at this point that he wasn’t even surprised. The hand that began rubbing his cock was a little shocking, but he was over it when her energetic fingers sought out his throbbing shaft and clenched it. All the effort to hide it was for naught now; it was tenting obscenely. If he could’ve willed his cock to burst through his clothes and save the time with the zipper, he would have.


  But Ms. Owens took care of it for him.


  This is really happening. Oh fuck.


  He was still licking the woman’s drool off his lips as she bent down to liberate his cramped organ. She was smiling the whole time as she worked the zipper, and he groaned slightly as his pulsating member sprang through the exit. Relief! And fucking hell was it hard! Sean knew he was better than average in the size department—such gossip allowed him to easily score new girlfriends—but today he was packing the mother lode of erections. The skin was nearly purple, and so stretched as to be nearly translucent, revealing the thick veins underneath.


  “Now that looks tasty,” Ms. Owens said, seizing her prize and staring up at Sean. “I see why my daughter has taken an interest in you.”


  “We h-have other h-hobbies,” Sean stuttered.


  “Like sex?”


  “We both like the outdoors.”


  “Sex outdoors?” She grinned and crouched underneath, so that his dick’s shadow lay across her joyous expression. “The kids these days are so much more fun than in my day.”


  But we’re the same age, Sean thought.


  Any energy for critical thinking was vaporized the moment she stuck out her tongue and licked the underside of his prick. The sensitivity made him lightheaded; his hands flew out, one to the door and the other to the dryer, where it punched over a mostly empty bottle of detergent. Man, his body was so into Avril’s mom! And that first lick made him not care anymore that he was cheating on Avril. How many opportunities did guys have to fuck their girlfriends’ moms?


  Besides, Ms. Owens had started it.


  He was the victim here. A very horny victim.


  The eighteen-year-old mom craned her head up to the end of his dick and smoothly wrapped her lips over it. Sean was panting hard as, inside her mouth, her lively tongue said hello to his turgid glans, licking at it like a lollipop. He was along for the ride now. Nothing could be done! From there on, she scooted herself closer and grabbed his buttocks. Farther up the shaft her lips went, making those inches of hard cock disappear into her tight, wet mouth.


  “Jesus H. Christ,” Sean breathed, shuddering as all the pleasure in the fucking world started emanating from his groin. His body buckled against the wall.


  Some Mother’s Day!


  Maybe it was just his imagination, but Ms. Owens seemed more experienced with giving head—in spite of being younger than her daughter, who mainly just had one monotonous sucking rhythm in her skill set. Sean was plenty endowed enough for Ms. Owens to blow him and stroke him at the same time, which she did. To heavenly results. She made a mess of it too, as drool began to hang off her lips. She then gathered this drool into her hand and slathered it over his testicles, giving them a massage while continuing with the blowjob and handjob. It was three-way multitasking at its finest!


  Fortunately, the washer and dryer drowned out any noise. Sean couldn’t fathom Avril walking in on her own mother giving her boyfriend head.


  But at this rate, he wouldn’t have minded Ms. Owens being his girlfriend instead.


  She was suited for it!


  Unavoidably, Sean felt a massive orgasm building. Teasing didn’t seem to be in the woman’s dictionary; she was fellating him and stroking him as if she wanted his cum in her mouth in as little time as possible. And she was going to get it! God almighty! That tight knot of pressure built in his taint area, like a bubble about to burst.


  And did it fucking ever.


  “Yeeaaa—ah! Ahhhh!”


  Sean bucked his crotch forward. Ms. Owens grasped his hips. Unseen, a gooey wad of cum evacuated at what felt like muzzle velocity. But his sperm volley was just under way! More and more spurts came shooting out, until he felt like his testicles were turning inside-out with trying to expel every last fucking drop he had stored up.


  Ms. Owens never released her lips. And when it was all finished, she pulled back, showed him the white pool inside her mouth, swallowed, and revealed the empty results.


  Was it possible to stay erect even after climax?


  Sean felt like he could bust another nut.
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  “You swapped ages with your daughter?”


  Sean found the confirmation in his phone—in the Swap Mate app, which now included his profile in the GROUP SWAP OVERVIEW pane alongside the profiles of AVRIL OWENS and ROBYN OWENS. The SWAP HISTORY tab detailed the changes, beginning at a little before ten this morning when Robyn had swapped her AGE and PHYSIQUE with her daughter. The most recent entry was Sean’s invitation, and that he’d been made aware of all changes.


  That’s why, he realized. It seemed so silly now, a forty-five-year-old girl being the daughter of an eighteen-year-old woman. How had he just shrugged that off?


  Some app-induced magic, probably.


  “Now you understand,” Robyn said, with a lazy hand on Sean’s shoulder. That he’d just shot his load into her throat hadn’t cleared his head; he was still attracted to her. “I haven’t been with a guy in so long. Thanks for that, honey.”


  “But I don’t understand,” he said. The dryer behind him stopped tumbling. “Why did you swap ages and physiques with your daughter?”


  “Because. It’s Mother’s Day.”


  “And?”


  “And, for one measly day, I didn’t want to be old, and chubby, and approaching menopause. I wanted to be young and energetic again.” She gestured to her youthful, half-naked body. “Isn’t this better than the old me?”


  Sean couldn’t help but nod. His cock—having never deflated to less than half-mast—gave a little twitch like it wanted an encore.


  Still, there was something morally inappropriate about all this…


  Ah, fuck it.


  “Look,” she said. “I’ve been cooped up in this house and single for so long. Honestly, Sean, you and Avril make me jealous. I’ve missed the action I could get with a tight body like this. I mean, have you seen this ass?” She spun around and groped it.


  “Uh, yep. I noticed.”


  She was almost bouncing in place, like she’d consumed too much caffeine. “We should do something. You wanna do something? Go out? Just pretend I’m your girl today.” She swooped her arms around his waist. “Later, we can fuck as two, young, beautiful people. Have you ever done anal? I’m curious what that feels like.” Then she giggled. “I should’ve made a bucket list.”


  Sean hesitated. All the chicks that were this affectionate usually had a screw loose.


  “Um,” he started.


  “Oh, before you say another word, let me make it official.” On her own phone’s Swap Mate interface, she went to input a custom swap. She typed in RELATIONSHIP WITH SEAN MALONE. Then she swiped the icon from Avril’s profile to her own. Sean felt a brief tingle in his head, but nothing otherwise. “Now,” she said, “I’m really your girlfriend. Isn’t that great?”


  Altering reality this easily seemed kind of dangerous.


  Oh well!


  Once Robyn had taken the status of girlfriend from her old-age daughter, she received a notification on her phone. She looked at her text messages and cocked an eyebrow. “Who’s Stephanie, and why is she in my contacts?”


  “Maybe you accidentally gained new friends?” Sean hazarded.


  “Just by making us a couple?”


  He shrugged. Swap Mate was powerful like that.


  Robyn read through her recently received message. This Stephanie was organizing something fun at the beach—called fishing, which sounded like it had nothing to do with the swimming, water-breathing animals—and she was inviting a few of her friends. Girls only.


  “Girls only,” Robyn muttered, tapping her chin. “That could be fun. What do you think it means? You’re familiar with all this teenage lingo.”


  “I’ve never heard of fishing,” he admitted. “Probably because I’m not a teenage girl.”


  A slow smile worked itself across Robyn’s lips. “No, you’re not. Not yet.” Then she replied back accepting the invitation, and that a female friend of hers would be tagging along too.


  Wait, Sean thought, putting two and two together. Oh no.


  He’d only come over to celebrate his girlfriend’s—his real girlfriend’s—birthday today. What the hell was happening?


  “Now,” Robyn said, sending off the message and looking at Sean with unshakable determination in her eyes. “We need to get you ready.”


  “I-I don’t think I’ll look good in drag.”


  “Nonsense,” she laughed. “That’s so 1990s. You’re gonna be authentic.”


  Sean gulped as she made use of Swap Mate for that very result. The ingredients were already available within the three profiles; all she had to do was initiate a swap between Sean and Avril, with the latter trading away her BIOLOGICAL SEX to make him meet Stephanie’s criteria. Robyn swiped her finger, dropped the icon on Sean’s profile, and the app gave her a pleasant, confirming chirp that her action had succeeded.


  Immediately, Sean’s scalp itched.


  She really just did that, he thought. Oh fucking god-dammit!


  A girl. He was going to transform into a girl.


  “Yee-haw,” Robyn laughed. “Let’s see this!”


  The itch alluded to Sean’s inaugural alteration: his hair. Within two seconds, if that, his periphery had vanished behind the dark tresses erupting out of his follicles. He put his hands above his ears and felt this liquid sensation of the hair actually flowing between his fingers. It was fucking wild! Having naturally curly hair, it was no surprise that the female version of himself would have a wavy mane. Soon it was falling and coiling on his shoulders, and still lengthening out. He had to brush it out of his eyes.


  If only his transformation was limited to just hair…


  Pressure intensified around his midsection. Sean experienced a flash of queasiness as an inescapable and invisible force constricted around his tummy area, pushing inward all at once and squeezing against his digestive organs. He hunched, grabbing his belly—which already had diminished in size and was thinning out underneath his loosening shirt. His ribs popped, seemingly at random, and for a moment he was short of breath as his lungs had less room to expand.


  Anywhere that itched was due to his body hair disappearing. He watched as it vanished off his forearms—the limbs themselves shrinking in diameter. Other bones popped in his fingers, in his shoulders, in his hips. He was almost thrown off balance half a dozen times by the slightly asymmetrical modifications to his skeleton.


  Something moved in his throat.


  Sean clamped a hand around his neck, and felt his Adam’s apple recede.


  Bye-bye voice!


  Many changes were so minor that he didn’t realize those changes had taken place until they were done, like his skin and fingers and legs. Likewise, the tingles in his face were relatively insignificant, and Sean got the feeling that nothing major was different—though he was sure his reflection now had fuller lips, a smaller nose, and prettier eyes.


  He wasn’t becoming someone else. Just a female version of himself. Most things would stay pretty similar.


  But the dissimilar parts were imminent!


  Heat exploded throughout his pelvic region. Sean placed his hands on his butt, and perceived the inflating consequence of Robyn’s gender-swapping choice, as the seat of his underwear and shorts filled out with a burgeoning rump! Sean felt his face flush as his formerly unimpressive tush expanded into a firm bubble butt, with a very foreign amount of roundness pressing back into his palms. He got so caught up in caressing his new and embarrassing feature that he only caught the aftermath of the inversion happening in front. By the time his hands flew there, that pulling sensation in his crotch had completely ate up his prized possession, and now there was just flatness. His knees trembled as he rubbed his fingertips against those faintly perceptible lips, and what felt like a touch of dampness.


  Oh God!


  Then it was official.


  Almost.


  His chest became the next and final victim. This time, Sean leaned backward as dual knots of heat and tingles focused behind his nipples. All that potential energy materialized two fast-growing mounds, like missile cones rising underneath his shirt. Their conical shapes fattened out, transitioning more to orbs, the tension in the fabric helping to flatten and spread their growth in all directions—while simultaneously putting more mass on Sean’s ribs. Their weight pulled him forward into a straight posture again.


  And then it was over.


  He nervously cupped his hands around his new melons, feeling their squishy scale. They weren’t huge. But there was enough to fill his dainty palms, so they weren’t exactly small either!


  He let out a sigh.


  Robyn, who had been spectating the whole metamorphosis, clapped gleefully. “Yes! That was so amazing.”


  Sean realized he was now barely taller than she was. He’d lost several inches in height. Jesus! And with his slender figure—loosely outlined by his clothes, which hadn’t changed, other than they’d shrunk a little—that was probably twenty or twenty-five pounds he’d lost too.


  Where did that mass go? Had anyone ever asked that question?


  Maybe to Avril. He shuddered at the thought of his girlfriend, now forty-five years old and male, and with the same sense of fashion, all from her mother’s intentions.


  “Hm. Those clothes won’t do at all,” Robyn said. She bumped past Sean en route to the dryer. “Let’s see what we can dig out.”


  Sean was momentarily captivated by his free-hanging boobs jiggling. Without a bra, the jostling mounds made clear impressions through his shirt. He gave them another fondle while Robyn’s attention was elsewhere, really getting all that breast-flesh inside his palms and squeezing. Holy crap! In addition to his nipples rapidly getting hard, his new tits were like cheat codes to get blood rushing to his groin. With all the warmth flourishing between his legs, he knew he would’ve had a hard-on if he still possessed a cock.


  Instead…


  That whole area of his body was warm, and even throbbing a little, but not concentrated like in a penis. More diluted.


  Sean knew what lay between his legs. It frightened him somewhat.


  But on the other hand, how bad could it be?


  All the girls he’d been with had enjoyed sex as much as him.


  Robyn interrupted him out of his self-pleasuring reverie. “Here,” she said, dropping a black thong into his hands. “That’ll do. Oh, and…” She bent inside the dryer again, presenting him with her denim-clad backside. “And these.” Pink hot pants. Followed by the skimpiest halter top—white—he’d ever laid eyes on. It was like what the girls in porn wore, when they wanted their tits to fall out. She grinned at his outfit-to-be. “Now change.”


  “Here?” he asked, with girlish concern.


  “Where else? You ain’t got anything I don’t have.”


  That’s the problem, Sean thought.


  His shirt came off first. Much regard was given to his naked breasts, which were enticingly full and firm and capped with very puffy areolas. Being a guy, he wasn’t used to feeling naked without a shirt on, but he was very self-conscious about his bare tits jutting out there. It didn’t help matters that he had an observer.


  Next he removed his shoes and shorts. He was surprised to see his male briefs underneath—although the body they were wrapped around was definitely not male in the slightest, including that bunched-up fabric in the front which normally contained something. But he remembered that Robyn had swapped his biological sex, not his gender. Therefore, his wardrobe hadn’t changed at all, other than the sizes.


  With a deep breath, Sean tugged off his underwear.


  “That’s the stuff,” Robyn said. “I bet it feels so much better without all those parts dangling.”


  From above, there was little to see of his sex change, other than a mildly untamed bush. He was profusely blushing again, now having exposed himself in front of Robyn. It was mainly shame. He had this preconception of how his body should look, everything evoking a sense of masculinity, but the entirety of what he saw was soft and curvy.


  Attractive, sure. But the wrong attractive. The attractive that typically found its way into his bed. And now his body was that objectified culmination of his own preferred sexual partner.


  It was damn weird.


  Sean apprehensively took the black—lace—thong. There was so little material. How would it cover anything at all, being as tiny as it was? He spotted the tag. Next, he slotted his feet through, one after the other, getting a good look at his new girly toes and frail ankles. The lace unraveled and stretched over his smooth, sensitive skin, and he sucked in his breath as it reached his groin area.


  “Oh,” he said, in a muffled gasp, as the fabric extended over his hips and yanked itself against his flat groin. He winced as the rest of it sunk between his ass cheeks, pulling itself taut over his entire nether region.


  It felt so unnatural. But it was a thong. It was supposed to be a wedgie. Naturally, he was inclined to fix the problem, and it took all his willpower to resist.


  They deal with this? Sean wondered. Like, all day?


  Robyn beamed amusement. “You look cute.”


  “I look ridiculous,” he countered.


  “Not at all.”


  The rest of the clothing was hardly more reassuring. The pink hot pants provided a little more coverage, but they were skintight. Once he had them on, he felt no less nude, with the cotton adhering to every contour and curve, and the elastic waistband form-fitting snugly to his little tummy. He was again disturbed by the flat, featureless front; then extra disturbed by how prominent and round his ass felt. They rivaled Robyn’s Daisy Dukes for decency!


  And, finally, the halter top.


  He thrust his upper body into it, and looped the collar over his neck. It left his shoulders and navel totally exposed. And, like everything else, it was tight and revealing. The deep, scoop neckline let the world know that he had tits, and the thin fabric let the world know that he had easily excitable nipples!


  He couldn’t fathom dressing like this regularly. He still felt naked!


  Robyn had her final judgment, giving little tugs and pulls to the clothing.


  Then she said, “Yes, I think you look the part.”


  “Which part is that?”


  “An attractive teenage girl on the lookout for some fun.”


  Sean groaned.


  “Come on.” She bumped hips with him. “Let’s get some, girlfriend!”
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  The beach was a ten-minute drive up the road. Sean rode shotgun in Robyn’s Escalade. It was once the mode of transportation for a well-off mother, and now it was the set of wheels for a spoiled, body-thieving teenager.


  They found Stephanie and company—five girls in all—clustered around an early nineties Ford pick-up trick perched on a sandy hill overlooking the coastline. Robyn parked, and Sean and his new teenage companion got out and joined the squad.


  He was partially relieved to see that everyone was dressed about the same. A couple girls had denim shorts like Robyn. Others wore hot pants like Sean, or were flashing a lot of skin with their bikinis. Even still, he thought his disguise was going to fail immediately. The group would see through his tits and groin, would spot the man he really was. Just because he looked like a chick didn’t mean he was a chick.


  But, astonishingly, they didn’t.


  “Hey, what’s up?” one of the girls asked, who turned out to be Stephanie. She was the single natural blonde in the bunch, with her hair tied up into a bobbing ponytail. She gave Robyn and Sean the same inspective eye, as if she were judging their outfits or their beach bodies. “We got beer in the chest over there. Otherwise, grab a seat and hang.”


  Robyn leaned over and whispered into Sean’s ear: “Just like in my day. I won’t tattle if you want some.”


  Sean shook his head.


  The concept of having fun was far removed from his mind presently. There was no fun to be had like this. Sure, he didn’t mind hitting the beach, but not like this. Besides, his fragile body probably wouldn’t even hold its liquor that well, even the shitty beer someone had probably stolen from their parents’ refrigerator.


  The other girls were all sitting down and spying on the shore below. Some sat in folding chairs; others were seated on the truck itself. They were passing around a couple pairs of binoculars and whispering among themselves. Was that the game? This thing called fishing? Sean didn’t see anything of particular interest down by the water, other than the usual crowd enjoying the sea breeze and the sunny afternoon.


  Stephanie plopped herself on the truck bed, using the rear tire as a booster step. Then she helped Robyn up. Sean managed on his own. There were already towels laid out so his bum didn’t burn on the hot metal.


  Waves crashed ashore. Seagulls cried overhead, circling the coastline.


  Stephanie pulled out her own pair of binoculars and looked through them.


  Robyn turned to Sean and shrugged, and if to ask, What’s the game here?


  Sean shrugged back: I don’t know.


  Robyn cleared her throat. “So. Stephanie. May I request the rules of this game? I believe you called it fishing?”


  Stephanie looked quizzically toward Robyn. “You serious? You?” She laughed. “You practically invented it. And we could count on you until you got that skeezy boyfriend.”


  Skeezy? Sean thought.


  “It’s for Shawna’s sake,” Robyn explained. “She wants to know the rules. And you, great Stephanie, could explain them better than I can.”


  Stephanie rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” She leaned over toward Sean. “Okay, first of all, it’s not really a game. It’s more like a friendly competition. You see those guys down there?”


  Sean had a gander toward the beach. He didn’t see any guys in particular, other than the group who had erected a net to play a little volleyball. They all wore matching shorts, like maybe they were a college team or something.


  “The volleyball dudes?” he asked.


  Stephanie nodded. And her lips worked themselves into a smirk. “The goal of fishing is to sleep with a guy within the next twenty-four hours. Do that, and you proceed to the next round next weekend. If you don’t, you’re out.”


  Robyn burst out laughing.


  Sean raised his hands in surrender. “I’m out,” he said. He was about to hop down, but Robyn grabbed his shoulder.


  “Now hold on,” she said, loud enough to be speaking to both him and Stephanie. “I think Shawna just has the jitters, since it’s been so long since she’s slept with a man. I’m sure she’d love to get back in the sack with a hot, sweaty hunk.”


  God, no! Sean couldn’t picture anything more disgusting than being in bed with another man, sleeping with him, kissing him, having sex. He about gagged. He understood that being a girl meant he was most likely into men, but having tits and a fuckable ass didn’t mean he was about to stroll over there and flaunt his goods to some meathead.


  Sexual orientation didn’t work that way!


  His mind was still male. He was still a man. A man who very much enjoyed pussy.


  Robyn wouldn’t stop smiling. She knew the scenario made him uncomfortable.


  “Come on,” she said. “How bad can it be?”


  “With a man? That’s gross.”


  “Millions of women would say it isn’t. They would say it’s quite fabulous. We just need to get you laid, honey, and you’ll have a different opinion.”


  Sean grunted. “Hardly.”


  A half-smoked joint came down the line, and Robyn took a hit. Even the prospect of getting a little high didn’t cheer Sean up, and he refused when he was offered.


  Robyn grinned, and the smoke came billowing out from between her teeth and out her nostrils. “Here,” she said. “Let me show you what us girls did back in my day.” She took another puff. But rather than hold it inside her lungs, she surprised Sean with a kiss.


  Before Sean could protest, he felt the hot smoke pass into his mouth. He coughed initially. Robyn sent it back. He inhaled, and the two of them separated. A moment later, he let it out of his lungs. That brief little intimacy—even to only deposit a mouthful of marijuana smoke into his throat—had his nipples stiffening. Sean lightly brushed them with his thumbs while Robyn’s attention drifted to her phone, which she’d extracted from her back pocket.


  See? he told himself. Kissing girls still turned him on. Even if, currently, that manifestation of arousal was a little different than what he was accustomed to.


  After a moment, Robyn said, “There is a way we make this more enjoyable, and for you to open your heart to any stud around.”


  Sean looked at her with a raised eyebrow. Despite the proposition grossing him out, he humored her. “How’s that?”


  On her phone’s screen was the Swap Mate app. What else? Sean spied her going into her daughter’s profile and picking out SEXUAL ORIENTATION from her list of attributes. Then she was dragging that icon laterally to his profile.


  His eyes widened. He made a desperate swipe for her phone, but she darted her hand aside, with the swap already being confirmed.


  “That’s cheating!” he accused her.


  “No. It’s our ticket to fun!”


  Sean crossed his arms firmly across his boobs, inadvertently crushing his nipples. “It won’t work. I’m only attracted to girls. You can’t just make me be turned on by dudes.”


  “Want to bet?”


  Sean never felt anything happen. Unlike flesh, there was nothing to shift and change. And probably nothing at all changed anyway! Because Swap Mate couldn’t just alter his sexual orientation on a whim.


  Though it could alter reality, and make him think Robyn had always been eighteen years old, and make the world think she was his girlfriend…


  No. Resist!


  A while later, he was handed a pair of binoculars. Robyn dared him to focus on the college boys playing volleyball. “Those shirtless, muscular boys,” as she put it. “Just look.”


  Sean put the lenses up to his eyeballs.


  Nothing, he thought, spying the magnified bodies gleaming with sweat underneath the hot, afternoon son. They were all pretty athletic—more than he’d been. He marveled at how they could launch off the sand and take huge, batting swipes at the ball, and send it hurtling back and forth. They all had shaved chests. Which led to Sean’s imagination wandering, curiously, to what else they shaved. He felt himself shudder as he pictured his puny female body being wrapped in the arms of one of those hunks, being held, kissed, restrained.


  A burst of warmth flooded his loins.


  Sean whipped the binoculars away. His cheeks were flushed again, but that wasn’t the only part of him feeling extra warm; the temperature in his chest and groin had spiked a few degrees. His heart was beating a little extra fast.


  He passed the binoculars back to Robyn, who looked eager for an assessment.


  “I can’t believe you did that,” he said quietly.


  “So it did work?”


  He wanted to shake his head. He wanted the images in his mind to depart him at the speed of light and never come back. And that was frustrating: to know that he shouldn’t be feeling aroused at the sight of sweaty, shirtless boys and yet feeling so weak and corruptible by every dirty thought about them.


  To correct this, he assigned his mind to envisioning a fantastic pair of tits. He still knew the tits he liked, though now they left him with a feeling of concern for the poor girl who had to carry around melons the size of bowling balls.


  Gradually, that fantasized rack morphed into a chiseled, male chest with washboard abs.


  Sean groaned.


  “Oh it’ll be okay,” Robyn said, shaking him on the shoulder. “Stop trying to fight it.”


  “I don’t want to be attracted to men.”


  “The mind wants what the mind wants.”


  Soon, the group of stud-fishing girls had made their plan. Robyn and Sean trailed behind Stephanie and company as they left the truck and tracked down to the beach proper. Sean wanted to hide in the back. He tried staring at Robyn’s Daisy Dukes to encourage a resurgence of his old, hetero, male self—one that would have desired to have those shorts off immediately and to have that tight, round ass smothering his face. But now his brain was telling him that was wrong. A girl? it said. That’s not what you’re into.


  He didn’t want to face what he was into. But he and the girls soon came upon the volleyball players, and his gaze was instantly scoping out the muscular chests and godly bodies on display. He felt so scared and ashamed of himself, and he couldn’t even look them in the eye.


  He tried to will his nipples soft, to make that heat between his legs vanish.


  No such luck.


  After finishing the practice match, one of the beefcakes introduced himself as Levi to the new, starry-eyed female audience. While he was tossing the volleyball from one huge hand to the other—really just an excuse to flex his biceps—his gaze flicked to Sean briefly. Sean averted his attention to the very interesting sand, and the very interesting grass.


  “What’cha all doing?” Stephanie asked, pretty much inflecting the sentence with a planetary dose of giddy flirting.


  “Me and the guys are practicing for next weekend’s tournament,” he said.


  “The season is still going?”


  “College volleyball has another week left.”


  Oh come on, you know she doesn’t care how long the college season is, Sean thought to himself. Being on the girls’ side of this dalliance made him see how silly and trivial it was.


  The guys wanted to bone. The girls wanted to bone.


  It was a gigantic waste of time.


  Instead, Stephanie proposed a little game of mixed-gender volleyball. There were enough people for six-person teams. Levi, the team captain, popped the proposal to his fellow teammates, but it was pretty much unanimous agreement. Of course they would agree! It was a free ticket to see a bunch of hot chicks jumping around with their tits and asses on display. Wasn’t that most of the reasons people watched women play volleyball?


  Maybe the men too. Sean was beginning to sneak his eyeballs around the sandy court, checking out the friendly competition. He felt those hormones flowing inside him, alerting him to how appealing and attractive their bodies were.


  Just the wrong hormones. And for sure the wrong bodies.


  He wanted to steal that phone out of Robyn’s pocket and undo the swap as soon as possible.


  Before he could do that, the first set was starting. Sean got paired up with Robyn and a redhead girl along with three of the college players—including Levi. Stephanie and the other two girls took the other side of the net, with three more guys.


  Sean only knew the basic rules of volleyball. And basically, the objective was to keep the ball in the air and make it hit the ground on the other side, right?


  He was sorely missing his height right about now! Which, he guessed, was why the dudes had Sean and the girls occupy the back. Longer arms up front, shorter arms in the rear.


  Then the game was on.


  At first, it was barely any different than before. The guys were faster, stronger, and able to anticipate the trajectories of the volleyball from their opponents’ movements. And because of that, the volleyball rarely left the court near to the net—unless it was to sail out of bounds over Sean’s head, which it did several times.


  But then they started to figure out that the backcourt was the weak spot. That’s where all the honorary, nonprofessional players were! And suddenly Sean, Robyn, and the redhead were more active in keeping the ball up. He fell into a rhythm of passing it to the boys, particularly Levi, who could slam the hell out of it.


  Then, on a series of hits and returns, the three boys on Sean’s team had all been juked to the far side of the court. Their opponents saw this wide-open zone of empty sand with only little Sean defending it. One of them launched up, striking a pose like a Greek god ascending to the heavens, and whacked it.


  Sean dove, intending to protect the ground with his balled-up fists.


  Instead, his forehead made the save.


  Grimacing, he looked up and saw a double-vision of Levi striking the ball down after a lucky rebound off the net.


  Sean’s save had led to an unlikely score.


  “Hey, you okay?” Levi said, hustling over in between sets. “That was a great dive! I didn’t catch your name.”


  “Sean-ah. Shawna,” Sean said, rubbing his head. A huge hand clenched his arm and yanked him to his feet. Being sweaty, the front of his body was now wearing sand. He brushed it all off, unveiling two very hard nipples underneath. “Uh, thanks.”


  “No problem. Stay tough out there.” Levi glanced at Sean’s headlights before returning to his position on the court.


  Sean stared at his own treat: Levi’s jogging ass.


  No. Shit. Oh, I guess it’s a pretty nice butt. A butt he could easily picture himself undressing those sweaty, soggy shorts off of, so he could give it a nice, loving grope.


  His loins tingled again, as if summoning his attention.


  Maybe later. When he could be alone and less embarrassed about harboring sexual fantasies involving some random dreamboat.


  When Sean wasn’t vying for the ball, he was digging sand out of his hot pants. That shit had found its way into his ass crack for crying out loud! And in the front too. He could feel a few grains trapped between his clothes, scraping around near his crotch.


  “Keep those moves up!” Robyn congratulated him, before smacking him on the ass. “I got a good feeling we’re gonna get some action tonight!”


  You wanna yell that any louder? Sean thought.


  Throughout the match, he found himself getting more winded and exhausted much faster. He just didn’t have the strides, the leaps, or the strength to really pound that ball like the guys could, and mostly he was pushing himself to convince himself that he was still a guy, that he could be just as effective on the court as the college team. But overcoming his physical limitations and shorter stature consumed all his energy quickly.


  Robyn got in a few hits. She was more gentle with the ball—like a mom, Sean thought. She’d set it up for the guys. Stephanie and the girls on the other side had their turns face-planting the sand and playing fragile whenever some hunk came over to help them up.


  Sean could tell they weren’t caring about the spirit of competition so much as who had the best chance to take them back to their dorm. Pairs of guys and girls began working together, and chatting in between sets.


  When Levi found himself in the sand once, Robyn raced over to help him. It was more of a gesture of courtesy, because obviously Levi didn’t need the help.


  Sean saw Robyn rubbing his arms, brushing sand off his shoulders, sneaking a feel of his abdominal muscles.


  He felt a pang of jealousy. Him. Because Robyn was getting more hands-on with Levi!


  The next time Levi suffered a fall, Sean made a point of beating Robyn to him.


  “Ouch,” he said. “That was a rough fall.”


  “Comes with the game,” Levi said, getting himself up.


  Sean lingered.


  “Hey,” Levi said, pointing at Sean’s arm, where there was a red mark. “That’s likely to bruise.”


  “Oh well. I can take a few bruises. I’m pretty rough.”


  “Yeah?” Levi smiled. “I didn’t figure that at first.”


  “I’m not a girl.”


  The volleyball captain raised an eyebrow.


  Sean restarted. “I mean, I’m not like those other girls.”


  “I can tell. After that dive? You don’t hold back. I like that.”


  He likes that, Sean thought. God, maybe he likes me. And then he was worried if he should be concerned about Levi liking him. Well, no! Because Levi was sexy as hell. And buff. And charming. And with a body that deserved a devoted lover, to kiss, fondle, and suck anything that he asked to be sucked.


  Eventually the game wound down. The team with Levi and Sean won, though Sean hadn’t been bothering to keep track of the score. By now, Stephanie’s group was completely broken up, with nearly every volleyball player having a scantily clad girl in tow.


  Levi didn’t. Not yet.


  Sean stood with Robyn. They both had the same idea.


  “You’ve so got the hots for him, don’t you?” Robyn said gleefully. “My daughter’s boyfriend, now lusting for men.”


  “I’m not lusting,” Sean insisted.


  “Definitely lusting. You want to see him naked. You want to cuddle up in his arms. You want to see how else he’s talented.”


  She was right. Sean was horny enough now that he didn’t need Stephanie’s game as a reason to woo Levi—who was currently packing up his sports duffel, and moments away from leaving. Though Sean was a little terrified about how getting laid would work now. He wanted it badly. But the logistics. The body parts. It so freaked him out a little.


  “We should both have him,” Robyn suggested. She raised her hand for a high-five. “Threesome? I’ve never done that before. Bucket list!”


  Sean just laughed. He clapped her hand with his. “I can’t believe you.”


  “Why? That a mom would make your day so much more fun? I’m having a blast.”


  He thought he was too. Everything was so confusing, but none of it was terrible.


  They both strolled over to the volleyball captain, with Sean acutely aware of his bobbing breasts and his erect nipples. Those things were relentless! They were so stiff that they felt sore, and the friction of his halter top didn’t alleviate matters.


  A quick glance at Robyn revealed a similar story: two swollen pests stretching out her tube top. They were both excited!


  Levi finished zipping up his duffel. He stood up and slung the bag over his shoulder.


  Robyn loudly cleared her throat.


  He spun around. There was a fraction of a second when manners went out the window, as his gorgeously green eyes recognized Sean, dropped to survey his chest region, and then did the same with Robyn. Sean wasn’t even mad that he was being checked out. In fact, he instinctively thrust his chest out a little more, as if to offer the stud all the feast his eyes could handle. Having his sexy body ogled by a hot guy was such a thrill!


  “Hey,” Robyn said. “Going somewhere?”


  “Back to the dorm,” Levi replied. “The championship volleyball game might be coming up, but it’s also finals week.”


  “Bummer. That, like, totally stinks.”


  Sean had to smile at Robyn’s teenage vocabulary. She was getting better at it! Had he not known what was really going on, he would’ve believed she was just another beach bunny.


  Hell, so was he.


  “That’s life,” Levi sighed. “Work and studying.”


  “When I had finals,” Robyn went on, “I always found I aced my tests whenever I spent the weekend before letting myself unwind and having some fun.”


  “You look young to be a graduate.”


  “Oh, I was a fast learner.”


  “Right.”


  Sean stepped forward and petted Levi’s arm. He didn’t care how indiscreet he was being now; the only goal here, he reminded himself, was to get laid. And as a guy, he knew that fellow representatives of his true gender could be a little thick-headed. Deep down, they might get confused over the small talk, the chitchat. In Levi’s place, Sean would’ve wanted the girls to be upfront.


  Levi’s gaze once again pegged on Sean’s hard nipples.


  “Let’s have some fun,” Sean said. “The kind of fun we need some privacy for.”


  The volleyball captain looked at them both. Then he said, “Okay. You riding with me?”
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  Locked inside Levi’s dorm room, Sean was the first to make a move. The desire had consumed him, until the only concern for his former heterosexuality was microscopic. That new desire—a desire that had been magically borrowed from his straight girlfriend, and now just about made him weak in the knees for anything brawny, rugged, and handsome—had him all over this gorgeous piece of meat he’d caught at the beach.


  They stumbled as a threesome, grabbing at their clothes. Sean was gasping for breath as he and his girlfriend’s mother took turns kissing their beautiful male partner. He was addicted to feeling up Levi’s arms, his chest, anything he could get his hands on that was hard and firm. And the smell! All that musk and sweat made Sean tremble. It was a familiar scent, but so much more potent now. It hit buttons.


  Between them, there weren’t many clothes to remove. Robyn was the first to take off her top. Sean figured she was jealous of him stealing all the mouth-to-mouth action, and needed to get the attention of their big plaything. Like wagging a bone in front of a dog.


  That was okay. Sean was finding himself overdressed anyhoo!


  God, this is really happening, he thought, nervously un-hooping the collar of his halter top and then removing the thing entirely. His breasts fell out and jiggled against his ribs.


  A little of that internal conflict resurged: he knew he was a man, he knew he was straight, but he couldn’t deny the sexual allure of someone like Levi, or any of the volleyball players. It was so overpowering! And yet, just a couple days ago, he’d happily been jerking off to images of naked girls.


  It was kind of a whiplash effect, knowing that he was straight and yet feeling immensely thirsty for a man right now.


  Next to him, Levi had himself a fondle of Robyn’s smallish tits, with Robyn arching her head back and moaning.


  Now it was Sean’s turn to be a little jealous.


  But as he approached the pair making out, he realized how easy it was to draw Levi’s attention back on himself. Sean, after all, had the biggest rack between himself and Robyn! Instantly, the volleyball captain locked his eyes on a new treat, and those huge, game-winning weapons came in for a squeeze. Sean’s moan was involuntary as his tits were enveloped and fondled for the first time.


  Goddamn! Normally the pent-up sexual energy was centered in his groin area, but in this body it was in his chest too. As his firm, squishy titties received a wonderful massage, he lurched forward and attached himself to Levi’s shoulder, giving those big muscles all the love and kisses they deserved.


  And when Levi’s mouth wanted more tongue action, Sean happily opened wide.


  In that moment, it all felt natural and expected of him to make out with a man. But it wasn’t only Levi having fun with Sean. Robyn, too, came into the fray and smooched Sean on the shoulders. Then her hands dropped down and gave his bubble butt a hearty squeeze.


  He felt at home in the middle of them. Being touched, kissed, loved. It was such a different experience, and yet his mind and body craved it nonstop.


  Then the hunk wrapped his lips around a hard, tender nipple.


  Mm!


  “Yes,” Sean moaned. “Fuck, that’s good.”


  Automatically, in return, he slipped his hand down the jock’s perfect physique, reveling in the landscape of those chiseled abdominal muscles that made his heart rate spike. But Sean’s destination wasn’t Levi’s panty-wetting abdomen; it was lower. The good stuff. His fingers tracked down the sweat-logged athletic shorts and found the bulge. After shyly grasping the boy’s impressive shaft, the whole thing suddenly flexed forward, as if to extend itself toward the source of stimulation. Sean heard himself giggling as he continued to stroke his partner’s cock and felt it inflate to impressive proportions. Before long, he was jerking off a soda can!


  Levi groaned. Yes, he wanted this.


  Sean moaned back.


  Robyn was starting to rub between Sean’s legs, pushing her fingers across his hot mound.


  God, everything was perfect right now!


  But not perfect enough, it turned out.


  A part of Sean was still unwilling to accept that he had a pussy now—a warm, wet crevice nestled up between his legs, which was currently being rubbed and massaged. Robyn was quickly persuading him to come to grips with it, to know what it ached for, to realize that his new anatomy was not just a set of increasingly perceptive outer folds and a damp slit, but also an emptiness that went several inches up inside his groin.


  He had a vagina now. A hole. Designed for things that were typically hard and throbbing.


  Robyn focused her diligence on his clit.


  Sean bucked. “Oh shit,” he moaned, in response to the finger flicking that swollen nub hard and fast. He snuck his own hand between his legs to meet hers, to double the fun!


  Even through the layers of his panties and shorts, the wetness was apparent.


  Meanwhile, in front of him, Levi began to remove his shorts. Sean’s breath caught in his throat as the boy’s hard-on sprang out, as pale as his tan lines, but stout. He had never seen a cock that was thicker around the middle than the head was.


  It was like Levi’s dick had its own workout routine, and was swole as a result.


  Sean was instantly in love!


  He felt his knees drawn to the ground. It was only right: he was in the body of a chick, he liked guys, the next step was obvious and predetermined, perhaps as a consequence of all the porn he’d watched as a horny young man.


  Sean had a permanent grin on his face as his dainty hand gave the huge prick a few, swift tugs. He enjoyed how rigid and determinedly firm it was. Even better, Levi was completely shaved south of the waist! Even his scrotum, which was delectably plump!


  He wanted to taste that dick.


  And he made it happen.


  All that throbbing hardness was a mouthful, but Sean persevered and opened his jaw wide. The girth pinned his tongue down and stretched his lips open to a point where they began to hurt a little. He made it halfway. Good enough! The rest was a risk to his jaw, his throat, and his gag reflex. What was so intensely awesome about having Levi’s hard-on inside his mouth was that Sean could feel those pulsing blood vessels, and how his partner’s heart was racing excitedly as he received a blowjob.


  Sean bobbed his head back and forth, tasting, sucking, inhaling. It was like Levi’s manliness was half of a whole that Sean needed to feel complete. He drooled everywhere in the process. Then he remembered Robyn’s blowjob in the pantry, and how he’d enjoyed having his balls fondled.


  So, reminiscent of those reversed roles, he gathered some saliva in his hand and transported it to Levi’s heavy-hanging scrotum. Jesus, it was like cupping an orange!


  He worked his mouth and hand simultaneously, going for all the marbles.


  Robyn wasn’t too pleased to be left out of the cocksucking equation, however. Once Sean drew back, gasping heavily for breath and letting out a jubilant holler, the eighteen-year-old mom filled the void in oral pleasure. Having more experience, she was more energetic from the get-go, her dark hair swaying wildly as her drool added to the shine on Levi’s hefty cock.


  Sean enjoyed watching so much that he masturbated. But his clothes were a downright nuisance now. He tugged down his shorts and panties, shivering as the cool air swept across his bare privates. Not a concern was given to the drenched lips his fingers found, nor that he was so desperate and restless for penetrating himself right then and there. He plunged a finger deep and squealed at the hot, humid tightness inside himself, at his new pussy’s velvety walls enveloping and squeezing the invasive digit. He pumped himself a few times, then added a second finger.


  He’d never pleasured himself as a girl, but it was so easy. So right. The directions were all in his instincts, in what his body was feeling.


  Certainly his experience of watching porn helped too, though.


  While fingering himself, Robyn gave him another turn at Levi’s stiff pole. He voraciously attacked it, jamming it into his mouth and throat. In the middle of this, Robyn wormed herself underneath Sean, so that her face was aligned with his crotch. He relaxed back down, putting his pussy over her mouth. It was impossible to say which was better: treating his taste buds to cock-flavored heaven, or receiving cunnilingus. Robyn was so aggressive with her tongue that he was forced to pause from his oral service a few times, as his body shuddered with the pleasure of having that slimy muscle sliding into his depths.


  “Oh! Fuck!”


  Then he discovered an even better experience by gyrating his hips!


  It was a true threesome now. One of them sucking cock, the other eating pussy.


  After a while, the floor became a bit of a hindrance—and it wasn’t the least bit comfortable. The trio migrated their fun to Levi’s dorm bed. Robyn lied on her back, spread eagle. Sean climbed on top and made out with his temporary, age-reduced girlfriend. He loved the feeling of their bodies grinding together, and his pendulous titties getting sandwiched. His nipples poked into her skin, and hers poked back into his. Both of them were shaking and glowing with arousal. Even just them, girl on girl, it was so much fun. And he was not disappointed when one of Robyn’s hands found Sean’s pussy again. He practically begged her to shove her fingers in there. Mission accomplished!


  Levi strolled over. The girl-pile of Robyn and Sean were already presenting their wet pussies for service. Two big, strong hands glided over Sean’s body, then down to the girl underneath. For a moment, Sean thought he was about to receive a hard surprise down around his nether region, and his body tensed in preparation.


  Instead, it was Robyn whose mouth gaped, and whose body shunted forward slightly.


  “Oh-ho-ho-whoa!” she laughed. “Oh! Mm.”


  Sean saw her open mouth as a proposal for his tongue.


  With Avril’s mother being fucked underneath him, he had a bit of time to reflect. Just this morning he’d been a man, who never would have considered having sexual relations with another dude. But now, it was the only fantasy on his mind. He was damn restless on top of Robyn—both figuratively and literally, as he too was rocked back and forth by Levi’s pelvic thrusts. And as he continued to kiss Robyn, her moans vibrated into his mouth. It was like he was eating them, absorbing them; he was sharing her pleasure and shaking as much as she was.


  Then the rocking stopped.


  Two meaty hands found Sean’s tush and grabbed it.


  Robyn, smiling, grabbed Sean’s shoulders. “Here we go,” she whispered to him.


  Here we go, Sean thought.


  But he felt no dread. Only anticipation. And he didn’t have to lay there long until Levi’s manhood supreme was pressing against his pussy. All his toes curled in unison as his inner walls were forced open, way open; a monstrosity pushed inside him, and all the hotness and wetness between his legs was replaced with rigidness and fullness. Sean bit into his bottom lip hard as inch after inch of hard cock slipped inside him.


  He was sure he was making many awkward facial expressions, because Robyn wouldn’t stop giggling. Then she spread his cheeks apart with her thumbs, forcing him to smile.


  Sean did smile for real after that. Once the nerves left him. Once his questions were answered.


  Yes. That was the answer. Yes, he would enjoy getting fucked!


  Levi wasted no time in pounding into him—like a racehorse off the starting line. Sean opened his legs wider as that wild and violent cock came harder and faster, slamming into his soaked cunt with the force to split stone. His little body bounced on top of Robyn, and soon he was causing her to bounce too, the mattress underneath them acting to springboard him back up after every powerful thrust.


  The pleasure of getting fucked was so overwhelming that his brain couldn’t function for anything else. He put his head against Robyn’s shoulder. He was pretty sure his eyes were crossed and his tongue was hanging out. And he was drooling.


  Hit. Hit. Hit. Hit-hit-hit-hit.


  “Gaahhh-oh!” he squealed. “Fuh-weee!”


  “Having trouble with words?” Robyn asked.


  After a couple minutes of that brutal cock spearing him, Sean’s body convulsed. His back arched up. Levi took this as a signal to lift Sean up, and he quickly found himself upright with the volleyball captain panting hard into his ear. But the fucking didn’t stop. Levi guided Sean’s hand down to his navel, where he could actually feel the repetitive bulge jabbing him in the palm.


  God! he thought. Getting fucked as a girl is fantastic!


  Then Levi disposed of Sean. It was Robyn’s turn again, swapping in like they were toys.


  Sean mostly spent the time recovering. And rubbing himself. Female arousal was a different beast, and in the beginning he wasn’t sure he could reach that high that male arousal had. But he was there now! It sang through his body and buzzed in his bones. His skin’s sensitivity had increased—especially around his primary erogenous zones. He basked in the raw bliss of pinching his boobs and massaging his slit.


  He could lie here all day and masturbate. The arousal, once activated, was persistent!


  Robyn dropped back to the bed with a cry of joy. Sean took her place again. It went like that for a few rounds, their pussies taking turns, each girl having their fill.


  And when they were sore from the pounding, they sucked him off again.


  It was a double-team effort, but finally the luckiest guy in the dorm finally signaled to his two cock-slaves that he was nearing climax.


  Sean and Robyn waited on the bed, presenting their sweating bodies for his glorious seed. Levi stroked himself the remainder of the way, and then blasted them. Even just getting hit with the boy’s cum was pleasurable in itself, and Sean instantly began massaging his body wherever it landed, spreading it into a glossy layer over his tits and belly. He even pushed some down to between his legs and rubbed there, fingering himself with a cum-lubed digit.


  He and Robyn kissed afterward.


  Even after all the abuse his body had taken, his head was still in the clouds. He couldn’t help but sneak a few fingers over to Robyn’s slit and feel how wet she was. She reciprocated.


  Sean was surrounded in such a warm, satisfying glow. He didn’t want to move.


  “Wasn’t that a Mother’s Day?”


  Sean nodded. He supposed it was!
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  The next day, Sean knocked on the front door of the Owens’ residence. It was a beautiful spring morning, and he was feeling especially pleased with himself.


  The door opened. An eighteen-year-old Avril appeared, her eyes immediately finding the bouquet of flowers he was holding.


  He held them out to her. “Happy birthday.”


  The frown on her face diminished somewhat. She took the gift and hovered her nose above the petals, inhaling. Then she said, “You do know my birthday was yesterday, don’t you?”


  “Sorry,” Sean said. “Yesterday was also Mother’s Day. I was busy with…Mom.” He didn’t have to say whose mom. “Sorry.”


  It was still fresh on his mind: his bouncing breasts, the emptiness between his legs, the frantic pummeling he took when Levi fucked him. Girls, he realized, had it so fucking good!


  Avril shrugged. “It’s okay. And that’s sweet. A lot of guys don’t bother with Mother’s Day.”


  “Oh, we had fun. Mom and I.”


  After a bit of chitchat, Avril asked Sean if he wanted to do anything today. He returned the question to her, since it was her birthday, after all.


  “Maybe we can go to the beach? My mom’s here. I can get her to drive—”


  Then came the jangling sound of car keys as Robyn appeared behind her, ready for her chauffeur duties. Sean was a little bummed to see that she was now forty-five years old and overweight. But he knew that rambunctious eighteen-year-old hottie was inside there somewhere. Yesterday had definitely made him see Robyn in a new way. Like most people, he figured, she wasn’t just the person she appeared to be on the outside.


  “Hi, Sean,” Robyn said.


  “Hey, Ms. Owens. How’s it going?”


  “Well, I heard someone mention a beach. And my car happens to be right there.”


  Avril moved aside as her mom shut and locked the door. “You’re not going to embarrass us, are you?”


  “Nonsense. I’d have to look out for Sean if I were you, sweetheart. He might be tempted by all those shirtless men on the beach.”


  “Right,” Sean laughed.


  “Gross, Mom. You’re weird.”


  They piled into the Escalade. Sean wondered if he’d ever have another day like yesterday.


  He hoped so.
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  I couldn’t believe it. My voice cracked. Right in the middle of the chorus! It felt like something had dislodged in my throat, and suddenly this screeching, high-pitched soprano came out. It sounded like I had started practicing for the opera! Brandon hit a sour note, simultaneous to Lauren dropping her drumstick—presumably out of sheer surprise. It ricocheted along the ground as I stopped and looked back at them. They both stared at me.


  “What note was that?” Lauren asked. “Did you make changes?”


  “Something—” I cleared my throat, then made several deep grunts to make sure everything was in working order. “I guess I just cracked there.”


  “Phillip, for a second, you sounded like a girl. I’m pretty sure that’s higher than I can do.”


  I just laughed it off. “We’ve been going for two hours. I probably just need some water.”


  And then, all serious and ominous, Brandon said, “You don’t think it’s that virus, do you?”


  My heart skipped. Of course, what he meant was FAP-19, the newest virus sweeping around the country with some very bizarre symptoms. I hadn’t known anyone personally who had caught it. But the mention of my sudden voice crack being a precursor to something far more serious had me glancing down at myself anyway. Lauren giggled as I patted my chest. Nothing jiggled, but my nipples did seem a little tender and swollen. Then they began to throb, either from the attention or me just thinking about them.


  That wasn’t a good sign.


  Oh God, oh no.


  “We played under that bar two nights ago,” Lauren said. “That place was crowded. Someone might’ve had it.”


  “Wait,” Brandon said. “If Phillip caught it, then—” But his pronunciation of then broke into two syllables, the second way higher in pitch. He clamped a hand over his mouth.


  I stared at Brandon. Brandon stared at me. Brandon stared at Lauren. I stared at Lauren.


  “Really?” she said, combing a hand through her pink hair. It was sweaty inside my mom’s garage, and we’d been jamming for a couple hours now. “Both of you?”


  “Shit. Shit, shit,” I said. “Frank wants us to play this weekend again.”


  “Not anymore,” Lauren said confidently.


  I was about to protest, but she had a point. If I did have FAP-19—God, hopefully not!—then I’d be a chick by this weekend, or damn near close enough. We could go ahead, Screw Top could have a female vocalist, but I had no training with a higher-pitched voice. Brandon could probably still play the guitar no matter what his body looked like, so it all hinged on me.


  Maybe it was just a bug. Like, the regular flu or something. But then I saw my fingernails were a little longer.


  Dammit. Dammit, dammit!


  Lauren got up off the seat and stretched. “Maybe it’s a sign,” she said.


  “What sign?” I said, with my stupid voice breaking up an octave.


  She came around the drums. “Look. First, let me say I enjoy rocking out. But we’re not going to make the big times, Phillip. I got med school now. Brandon’s playing professional e-sports too.”


  “Semi professional,” I corrected her.


  “Hey, we got sponsors, man,” Brandon said. He was actually wearing one of his e-sports jerseys: it had LEAGUE OF LEGENDS on it, along with the RAZER logo. “I get paid to play games, not play guitars.”


  “We made a couple hundred on Friday. We just need to play more venues. Maybe if we’re lucky enough, we can open for someone bigger.”


  Lauren laughed. “How many garage bands are there in the Pacific Northwest? We’ve had one good song. And it’s the only song we’re asked to play.”


  I didn’t like her tone, nor what she was implying. We’d been together since we were freshmen in high school, been playing almost every weekend—which, here lately, had become more like every other weekend, or even just once a month. But we just had to get our schedules ironed out, and agree on a day where we could keep practicing. Hell, it wasn’t like I had much going on! Any day of the week was good for me.


  That heavy silence between us three was awful. Lauren knew she didn’t have to say any more. I’d been holding on to a childhood dream, and now I wasn’t a child anymore, and that dream was still far out of reach.


  During my soul-crushing introspection about how my adult life was stuck in the mud and spinning its tires, my mom came home from the grocery store. She was another voice against my musical ambition, and mostly just wanted to be able to park her car in the garage again.


  “Hey, Ms. Baker!” Lauren waved.


  “You three are keeping it down this time, right?” my mom asked, lugging out several sacks from the backseat. “Because I don’t want to keep getting noise complaints.”


  “Yep. Actually, we’re all finished for the day. I have to study for class tomorrow.”


  “And I need to practice for the tournament this week,” Brandon said.


  They said their goodbyes. Just like that, the band was dismantled, and all of Screw Top that remained was its lead vocalist: me. It felt more permanent this time. Maybe Lauren and Brandon would change their minds when we practiced again next weekend, but I wasn’t counting on it. And if I did have that stupid virus, I sure didn’t want to sing as a girl.


  How long did it last? Three months?


  Ugh.


  I went to bed that night hoping my cracking voice was nothing.
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  The next day, the ugly truth set in: my shaggy hair had lengthened overnight and was now brushing my collarbone, my nipples were achy and a deep rosy color, and all my facial hair was laying on my pillow after having fallen out of my pores. My dick was smaller too. Not by much. But after being attached to it for nineteen years, you notice the little differences. So, reluctantly, I forced myself to download the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION and input the information it requested. Since it was only three days—allegedly—since I’d been infected, there wasn’t a lot to show me. But after typing in my mom’s bra size, I got a preview of my own struggles down the road. She was a B-cup, which meant I’d be joining her in that size department, most likely. Also, I’d be filling out just like her.


  It was at this point that my mind flooded with images of all the women in my family, particularly my mother and her sisters, and all their bottom-heavy figures.


  Fuuuuuuck.


  The only other person I told about my soon-to-be condition was my mother, obviously. She was understanding and supportive. FAP-19 wasn’t dangerous or deadly or anything. But it was a real kick in the balls—balls which I soon wouldn’t have. Otherwise I remained a total recluse throughout that first week, only giving Lauren and Brandon updates whenever they checked in. Lauren enjoyed it. She constantly wanted every little detail, while Brandon and I were in the same boat. We both discussed our outlook, our breast tenderness, our skin changes, our fat redistribution. Brandon was fortunate that the women in his family were skinnier, but he was set for bigger tits than me based on his mom’s genetics. By Friday he was showing me pictures of himself in a bra. His mom had taken him to get measured and everything. Without his chin in the photo—hairless like mine—I wouldn’t have known it was him.


  Seven days after my voice crack, the worst part was finished. I probably stood in front of the bathroom mirror for an hour, just staring at my nude reflection. Especially that dark-haired bush between my legs where my manhood had once been. I knew that FAP-19 was an opportunity to experience things from the other side, but truthfully I couldn’t care less. I was happy that my pubic hair hid everything. That damn app wanted me to learn all the names and parts. Screw that! The closest encounter I had to my new anatomy was when I used the bathroom. Sitting down. Hearing it spray out. Wiping myself.


  My mom bought me basic panties to wear, but other than that she wasn’t too involved in how I dressed myself. Even after a week of this metamorphosis, my boobs were small enough that I never wore a bra. I just kept wearing the same clothes, no matter how uncomfortable they got.
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  I went for my physical exam, where a doctor put two fingers inside me. You know, because there was a whole inner part to my altered crotch that needed to be examined—for health reasons. I cringed the whole time, trying to shut out every detail.


  On the ride home I couldn’t even look at my mom. In a way, she was the image I was slowly turning into. Not exactly, but close enough. It was super disturbing. And any time my eyes veered over in that direction, I wasn’t looking at my mom but rather the swell of her hips, the shape of her torso, the way her clothes fit her figure. She was my template for womanhood.


  I wanted to lock myself in my room and sleep away the next three months.


  Because…ugh.


  She never discussed my intimate physical exam, and nor did I mention the part with the fingers. We arrived home. I made a beeline for my bedroom to curl into a ball and remember the fond memories of only a week ago, when I could still enter a men’s restroom without raising questions.


  “Oh, Phillip,” she called me back. It was oddly chirpy of her. “I wanted to mention that I got you a job. You’ll be starting tomorrow.”


  She’d been telling me to get a real job while Screw Top still had a bright future before two of its members had come down with a sex-change virus. I looked at her, dumbfounded. “A job? What kind of job?”


  “With my friend, Angelique,” she explained. “I think she lives in New York City. Or maybe Los Angeles now. You remember her.”


  I really didn’t. And no memory of a face matched the name.


  “We need to get you ready.” My mom bustled past me, into her bedroom. Then, louder: “She’s looking for a business partner. You’ll be going to the airport tomorrow, honey. She didn’t say how long you two would be gone, but I think it’ll be at least a few weeks.”


  W-what?


  First, the news that my mother had gotten me a job was startling enough. I was still dealing with these symptoms. But airport? Few weeks? When I went into the bedroom, I saw her packing a suitcase with some of her fancier clothes: business attire, like dresses and pantsuits and blouses, and even pantyhose. Oh, but that wasn’t all! She was also throwing in perfume, deodorant, makeup. What the hell!


  Deep down, I knew this wasn’t her luggage.


  “Mom—”


  “Phillip,” she said, spinning around to face me. Her voice was stern now. My eyes switched from her to that fully-loaded suitcase. “I know this is short notice. But please hear me out, honey. Angelique is a good friend of mine, and I’ve been talking to her about what’s going on with you. She suggested this unique opportunity. And you’ll be getting out of the house, traveling, doing something different than trying to start a stupid band.”


  I groaned. At some point, I’d lost all my support for Screw Top, and it really fucking stung. Lifelong dreams don’t die easily, though I had to admit that Brandon and Lauren were helping me to see that my musical aspirations had been a lost cause for a long time now.


  Her med school and his professional gaming opportunity should’ve been the final nail, and yet I’d still dragged them on.


  “Do you understand me, honey?”


  With a heavy sigh, I nodded. Maybe this FAP-19 business was the turning point. Although the suitcase of clothes was immensely worrisome.


  “What does Angelique do?” I asked.


  “She’s a distinguished businesswoman. Which is why you can’t be seen with an Ozzy Osbourne shirt.”


  “But your clothes?”


  “That’s what a lady wears.” She had this amused look that I rarely saw her with. She was enjoying this. Under what circumstances would a mother enjoy her son wearing her clothes?


  Thanks, FAP-19.


  “Okay, now we need to get you groomed. You need to shave your armpits, and I’ll get some scissors to cut your hair.”


  I still thought it was all a joke.


  How wrong I was!
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  The sun wasn’t even up, and I was waiting by the curb for my fast-track career change. To say that I looked ridiculous would’ve been the understatement of the year. I was wearing one of my mother’s pantsuits: a deep navy blue with white pinstripes, and a high waist that was cinched by a built-in belt. The top was sleeveless, like a vest with three buttons. Despite being a soft, flimsy fabric, it wasn’t the most comfortable thing. It was tight on my shoulders, but loose in my hips.


  Room to grow was my main reaction to that.


  The most unsettling thing was the long seam of the zipper, contoured against my tummy and smoothly curving back between my legs with not a bulge in sight. My hair had been trimmed to shoulder length and straightened. And on my feet were open-toed sandals. Next to me was a suitcase with twenty pounds of my future wardrobe.


  It could’ve been worse! I could’ve been wearing makeup, or jewelry, or perfume, or my mom’s underwear. None of that would’ve helped me feel more feminine.


  In fact, even with the absence of my dick and small boobs to call my own, I didn’t feel like a woman at all. Technically, victims of FAP-19 weren’t. We still had the same chromosomes, and our bodies didn’t develop the baby-making parts. All the female stuff mostly remained external. I’d read all that in the app. So at least it did have some purpose other than telling me how much I was going to resemble my mom in a few weeks.


  Ten minutes passed. I had a thought of storming back into the house and telling my mother how insane she was for putting me up to this.


  Then a black Escalade with tinted windows parked in front of me. I assumed it was my ride. Nervously, I put one foot in front of the other and strolled up toward it with my luggage in tow, the heels on the sandals clacking somewhat on the sidewalk.


  I was about to reach for the backseat door handle. Then the driver rushed over, uttered something that sounded like French, and opened the door for me.


  One word I did recognize.


  “Mademoiselle,” he said, gesturing for me to enter.


  Angelique Foy sat inside. My mother hadn’t told me much about her, and I hadn’t known who or what to expect before this moment. Certainly not luxurious transportation! Like me, Angelique was dressed for business in a gray pantsuit. But her choice of attire didn’t steal my attention as much as her chest did. A deep V-neck revealed two very tan and very large tits, firm and proudly on display. The suit hugged those globes with not a wrinkle in sight, and I suspected it was custom tailored. Same for her pants, which, even sitting down, were perfectly smooth and pressed. She looked like she was on her way to a Forbes magazine cover shoot.


  “Mr. Baker,” she greeted me, patting the empty seat. “Right here. We have much to do, and an appointment three thousand miles away. Let’s not dawdle, honey.”


  Swallowing the huge lump in my throat, I slid myself in. Her chauffeur closed the door, jogged around the front, got back into the driver’s seat, and off we went.


  I looked straight ahead, yet I knew her eyes were judging me. Probably my god-awful appearance!


  But she never said anything about my clothes. And I never looked at her until we were out of my neighborhood.


  “Early morning,” she said. Not really a question, just a factual assessment. She took two pills out of her purse, swallowed them down with a sip of water. “Have you had breakfast? What do you like to eat to get your energy flowing?”


  “Uh,” I said. “I could go for a McMuffin.”


  “Raphael, the nearest McDonald’s.”


  To my total surprise, the chauffeur—Raphael—pulled a U-turn on the empty two-lane street, and five minutes later we were in the drive-thru where I got handed my McMuffin.


  I chowed down as we got back on the main road.


  “Are we going to the airport right now?” I asked around my food.


  “Ask me again with an empty mouth,” Angelique stated firmly.


  I chewed, swallowed. Then I looked at her. For the first time, I realized I didn’t know Angelique’s age. She had gone to school with my mother, so she must’ve been over forty. But those curves! And she didn’t have the lines of age like my mom had. Her face was expertly done up, and she had full lips and high cheekbones. And her platinum blonde hair was straight out of Hollywood. Her dark eyes appeared to scrutinize me, as if she were compiling her regrets into an itemized list. Either that, or she was increasingly annoyed that I couldn’t keep my gaze off her cleavage.


  Well, it’s kinda OUT there, and extremely visible.


  I asked her if we were heading to the airport.


  She nodded. “You like first class?”


  “Never flown first class.”


  “You will appreciate it. You will feel dignified, Mr. Baker.”


  After finishing my breakfast, Angelique took a napkin and brushed off my lap. Then she pushed my legs together. With the same napkin, she began wiping the corners of my mouth.


  “A lot of work to do with you,” she said, with an undertone of disapproval. “What kind of job do you have, Mr. Baker?”


  “I don’t have a job.”


  Her eyes narrowed a smidgen more. “Any experience in real estate?”


  “Nope. Do I need experience?”


  “You will learn.”


  We passed signs for the airport—which I was increasingly nervous about. Airports had lots of people. Wearing my mom’s clothes in front of one of her friends was bad enough, but strangers? I wanted to die.


  “How do you know my mom?” I asked Angelique, to distract myself from how apprehensive I was.


  “Your mom helped me in school,” she explained. “I still keep in touch with her. And when she told me about what you were going through, I thought I should return the favor.”


  “By embarrassing me?”


  “Of course not, Mr. Baker—Phillip.” She smiled at me. “By taking you under my wing as a temporary business partner.”


  Gulp.
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  Raphael parked us near the entrance. He took care of our luggage. Outside of the Escalade’s back seat, Angelique moved with sophistication and elegance, seeming to be in total control of every turn of her shoulder and twist of her pelvis. It was like I had met a completely differently league of human, evolved by wealth and power. As for me? Her gracefulness and beauty made me into more of a nervous wreck. People stared at us. Sometimes at Angelique, because she was so fucking gorgeous and out of the world. Sometimes at me.


  Who’s this loser? they were probably thinking. Why is he dressed up like that?


  I felt my spine shrinking as we headed toward security, my body’s attempt at retracting into itself and away from this humiliation. My cheeks could’ve boiled water.


  Thankfully, the security line was smooth. I had a waiver from the physician regarding my FAP-19 condition, since my current appearance didn’t match my driver’s license. The TSA woman actually complimented my looks.


  I thought she was just making me feel better.


  Yeah, definitely.


  En route to the terminal, I stayed close to Angelique. I had this theory that by staying within her close orbit, her exquisiteness and good looks could compensate for this womanly confidence I lacked. Whether it worked or not, I had no idea. Nobody laughed, so that was a start! We boarded when called, then left my hometown behind.


  The first-class flight attendant ma’amed me when she offered me a menu. She was just being nice too. I rejected the idea of food. My stomach had turned into a raisin with all the nerves I was managing, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to be open for business for at least several hours. And as for beverages, I didn’t want to think of using the airplane’s lavatory and sitting down on those germs.


  I just closed my eyes and willed the trip to be over. And my time with Angelique. And this fucking virus. All of it. If there was a way to have a voluntary coma for three months, I might’ve taken it.


  We touched down in JFK. The view was incredible from the clouds, and for a brief moment I forgot what I was wearing. Then Angelique and I departed the plane. A driver was waiting for us with MADAMS FOY & BAKER written on a sign. Madam? Me? Clearly someone had gotten a little confused when booking our transportation! Maybe I was wearing panties and one of my mom’s pantsuits, but I sure as hell was no madam.


  Another black SUV waited for us. We got in, and we we’re off. No questions, no chitchat. With Angelique, it was all business, and clearly she was operating on a tight schedule.


  It took us damn near an hour to get into Manhattan. I had my temple against the window, peering out at the skyscrapers, when we stopped suddenly. The driver let us out. Then Angelique and I were clacking our heels—hers being three-inch pumps—into a building and then into an elevator.


  Now that we were properly alone, I asked her what was going on.


  She removed her sunglasses. “There’s an apartment in this building I am looking to buy. We are going to check it out.”


  “You want to live in New York City?” I asked. We passed the twentieth floor and continued up.


  “Only buy. I own many apartments in many cities, Phillip. Think of them as investments. I buy now, sell later.”


  I wondered if this was her entire job, just buying and selling real estate. Could someone make millions off that? Angelique certainly dressed and acted like she was moneyed up.


  And where did I fit into this?


  She seemed to be doing fine on her own.


  The apartment for sell was on the thirty-first floor. We were greeted by the hostess offering the private tour. Thankfully she knew our names already, so I didn’t have to introduce myself as Phillip—although she did call me Miss Baker. Something I was still getting used to. Angelique did all the talking. Anyone could see she was the real estate professional. I was just tagging along.


  The place was humongous, and bigger than my mom’s house. Huge windows overlooked the dense and chaotic city, and that was where I mostly gravitated to. The long drop to the street below gave me vertigo. I’d never been this high up to know that I had a fear of heights.


  Or maybe the jet lag was making me nauseous.


  While checking out the massive kitchen and privately fixing an annoying wedgie in the front—I was taller than Mom, and that damn seam sure made me know it—I overheard Angelique and the hostess discussing the price. Somewhere around eight million dollars. My jaw nearly hit the fucking floor! I couldn’t even imagine throwing that much money down at once. And Angelique was thinking of doing it for an apartment she wasn’t even going to live in.


  She aggressively dickered too. The apartment didn’t overlook Central Park—that was a drawback. The building across the street was undergoing construction. The reverberations produced a lot of noise pollution. Angelique then claimed she had seen homeless people sleeping outside the entrance, contrary to the hostess’s word otherwise. There were no good schools nearby. The parking was too expensive. On and on, like she’d had a list prepared beforehand, memorized and prioritized.


  Their voices became louder. Angelique appeared and smoothly transitioned her arguments into a question for me: “Ms. Baker would like to raise a family, but she isn’t so sure about this outrageous price tag either. What do you say, Ms. Baker?” The hostess also looked at me, seemingly horrified about the grievances.


  “Um,” I said, thinking I understood a little of Angelique’s method. “It also smelled bad outside, when we came in.”


  “And the smells. Don’t get me started about the smells,” Angelique said. “All that garbage and car exhaust. I read a scientific article about children who grow up in New York City are a hundred times more likely to breathe in carcinogens. And you’re selling this place for eight million?”


  “I apologize, Ms. Foy,” the hostess said. “The price is fair market value.”


  “My offer is five million, and that’s generous. No reasonable person would pay more than four million. Come on, Ms. Baker. We have other apartments to explore.”


  And without a word from the hostess, Angelique led me out.
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  While in the Big Apple, we stayed in a fancy hotel. Angelique paid for my own suite! It was so relieving to finally be alone after flying across the country in my mom’s clothes and putting up with the looks and stares. However, I couldn’t just shed my female persona like I could the pantsuit; I was still a woman underneath, thanks to that fucking virus. But at least I could be that woman privately, and without having to wear women’s clothing.


  Until the next morning when there was a knock on the door.


  I threw on a complimentary kimono-style robe before answering. A woman stood outside, and initially I pegged her for someone from the hotel staff. Unsmiling, she introduced herself as Olivia.


  “Madam Baker,” she greeted me. That again. She had a big shopping bag slung over her shoulder, with many boxy shapes inside. “I was hired by Madam Foy as your personal coach. May I come in?” This last part she said as she was coming in anyway, ignoring my permission.


  “Personal coach?” I said, closing the door and following her into the main room of the suite. “Am I playing sports now?”


  “A behavioral coach,” Olivia clarified. “Please, Madam Baker, do not argue.”


  “I wasn’t arguing. I was just—”


  “Over here, please. We must begin.”


  She’s definitely from New York, I thought, with that no-nonsense attitude. Timidly, I held my robe a little snugger and went over to where she had dumped all the bag’s contents onto the sofa. Then she began arranging the half-dozen shoe boxes out evenly. My stomach plummeted to the center of the Earth when she pulled off a lid and revealed black suede pumps with at least a three-inch heel! My feet ached just looking at that sharp-angled arch. They looked like something Angelique would wear—although in my size—and expensive.


  I assumed my mom had told Angelique what my size was. Great!


  “Madam Baker, put these on,” Olivia instructed, with a tone that would not tolerate objection. So I plopped myself down and took the shoes.


  Nervously, I slotted my toes inside and wiggled my foot into the narrow space, grimacing as the inclined bottom contorted my foot bones into a new and awkward shape. The interior was lined with a soft layer, but there was zero padding whatsoever. Five seconds into it, the front of my foot was already aching, but I put on the other one.


  With Olivia, there was no time to think about what the hell I was putting myself through. She ordered me to stand and try walking.


  After an immediate and perilous wobble, she grabbed me.


  “Madam Foy explained you had never worn heels before. Is this true?” she asked.


  “Uh, Madam Foy would be correct,” I answered, wondering if Olivia had been informed of my condition or assumed I was genetically female. I thought about telling her, just for a little mercy. On second thought, she’d probably be more blunt and stern with me.


  So I walked, with Olivia as my training wheels. It wasn’t pretty. The heels made me feel like I was on stilts, and every step forward was a learning experience about balance and equilibrium. Olivia disciplined me to put my weight forward, and that cured much of my wobbling, and every step stopped being a leap of faith. After a few back-and-forth practice runs, I was getting the hang of it after having relearned everything about walking.


  Noticeably, the heels made my hips swing, which I was very conscious of.


  How did women put up with these damn things? The balls of my feet were sore by the time Olivia announced she was satisfied with my results.


  Unfortunately, my lessons weren’t finished. I tried on more shoes—all with sizable heels—and demonstrated my newly learned ability for the next thirty minutes. Once I had the basics down, Olivia coached me on the details: where to position my feet, how to lift each leg, and even how to control the movement in my hips.


  At the end of those thirty minutes, I was feeling pretty confident. And Olivia was happy enough that we changed topics.


  “How long are you helping me?” I asked, removing the shoes. I had worn them long enough that the three-inch loss in height felt really bizarre.


  “As long as it takes,” she said, humorlessly.


  Gulp.


  After my crash course in women’s footwear, Olivia taught me the intricacies of sitting as a distinguished lady. There were the no-brainers, like crossing my legs. But also she educated me how to sit up straight with my chest high. No slouching allowed. Christ! And here I was used to sitting down being a time to relax; Olivia, on the other hand, made it a whole exercise that I had to practice. We even rehearsed how I should get into and out of cars if I was wearing a dress, because that was a whole thing too!


  “Very good,” she would say all the time, but like a robot. I had no idea if she was enjoying my progress or not.


  Then Olivia told me to get dressed. To demonstrate the improvements of my ladylike mannerisms, she picked the outfit from my luggage herself. After swapping and matching different garments from my mother’s wardrobe, she laid out a black knee-length skirt and a white blouse. Basic and formal. All the tips I’d learned were emphasized by the skirt, because its constrictive design greatly reduced how my legs could move, forcing me to walk like how Olivia had taught me. The blouse, thankfully, was more like what I was used to—besides the buttons being on the wrong side and it hugging my body more tightly than a shirt.


  And my new coach made sure I didn’t leave the suite without a pair of heels on.
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  Another black SUV dropped us a couple blocks away. First stop: a high-end jewelry store to get my ears pierced. Olivia covered the explanations and the price, while I just sat down and endured a double dose of brief pain on each side as they mutilated my ear lobes a little. Before Olivia showed me the pearl earrings she had picked out, I had assumed I would need time to heal. Apparently not! She explained that wearing earrings was important for the healing process, and she installed those pearls into my new holes.


  We weren’t finished yet.


  Two stores down—and while continuing to poke and prod the jewelry I was wearing—we went into an upscale salon. Apparently I had an appointment and was right on time. The scissors weren’t used much, but they did give me a shampoo and a dye-job. I shouldn’t have been surprised that I turned out blonde. Before I could process the changes to my hair, my eyebrows were getting plucked too.


  I just hoped, when these three months were over, that this Madam Baker disguise would be easy to take off. I reassured myself that my hair could always be cut, my eyebrows would grow out, and everything feminine about my body would disappear on its own.
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  Later that afternoon, following Olivia’s teachings to bring out my inner woman, Angelique picked me up from the suite. I didn’t have time to change, nor reflect on what that damn behavioral coach had done to me, like subliminally. Because I was managing myself in heels pretty well, and I’d been wearing them ever since the jewelry store without once stumbling. Like it or not, it was forever going to be in my muscle memory, like riding a bike.


  This time, Angelique herself was on the bandwagon of female names.


  “Philippa,” she greeted me at the door. “You look lovely this afternoon.” Her eyes flitted from my hair to my ears to my feet. “I see Olivia was thorough and successful.”


  If anyone here was lovely, she was. Again, her outfit accentuated her incredible figure and substantial bosom. I fought like mad to not lose myself in her cleavage. Maybe I didn’t have a penis for the time being, but Angelique’s beauty still activated something inside me, as my loins tingled.


  “Is this necessary?” I asked, perfectly balanced in my brand-new heels.


  “Yes. Now come.”


  This time, Angelique was interested in a penthouse in the Upper East Side. It was the same deal as the day before. Us two professionally dressed ladies rode over to the real estate opportunity in question, and we were welcomed by another hostess offering a private tour. Unlike yesterday’s apartment, this one did offer a view of Central Park.


  The skyline of NYC still wowed me, I had to admit. There was nothing like it back in the Pacific Northwest. It was both breathtaking and a bit claustrophobic, to be surrounded by so many buildings and people.


  But as I was admiring the view, the hostess came over and introduced herself. “Ms. Baker? Hello, I’m Julie. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” We shook hands—gentle and feminine, which Olivia had taught me. “Ms. Foy says you are most interested in this apartment.”


  “Is that so?” I said, while my mind asked itself why Angelique would say such a thing. I caught a glimpse of her standing in the hallway behind us, partially hidden. Observing.


  Oh, this is my audition, isn’t it?


  For a career I never agreed to, although it was all weirdly fascinating.


  Julie asked, “What are your thoughts?”


  I imagined myself in Angelique’s shoes: beautiful, confident, and seasoned.


  And I went for it.


  “Ten million is a little pricey,” I told Julie. “New York City can be freezing in the winters, and these windows offer very poor insulation. See how thin the glass is? Have you seen the tongue scene in Dumb and Dumber? My three-year-old son could get his tongue frozen if he tries to lick it.”


  “Ms. Baker, I assure you—”


  “What’s the thermostat set at? Seventy-three? It feels more like sixty-seven in here. I grew up in Wisconsin, and I’ve always been able to guess the temperature to within a degree. If that’s the case, I wouldn’t trust these heaters in the wintertime. And I read that a restaurant down the street had a rat infestation last week. If rats are there, they’re bound to be in this building too. They spread out like an infestation.”


  “Which restaurant?”


  “Marco’s. Mario’s. It was something like that.”


  Julie nodded with a look of concern.


  “And this apartment is painted with a paint that easily chips. And I heard a toilet gurgling. Should I look into the plumbing history of this apartment, or would I not like what I find?”


  “Ms. Baker, I apologize, but I did not think to check the plumbing history—”


  “And I bet you didn’t see the stains on the floor either?”


  “There are no stains,” Julie assured me.


  “I have a keen eye for them,” I said. “They’re there. Poorly cleaned. Which means carpet damage. Which means repair costs. Which means no one should be paying ten million for this apartment when clearly it’s only worth five million. Maybe.”


  Julie was aghast. Meanwhile, in the background, Angelique was smiling at me. She was, in her way, a sort of con-artist. I imagined most of the time her strategy didn’t work since multiple buyers would be interested in an apartment like this. But sometimes, when she was the only interested party and an agent was desperate to sell their property, she’d make a killing. When dealing with multi-million-dollar apartments, the money added up fast.
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  That evening, we celebrated with champagne in her suite. She must’ve known I wasn’t old enough, technically, but she didn’t care. Though frankly I didn’t find champagne worth the hype. The texture was too bubbly. And really my focus was on Angelique herself, who didn’t seem to mind wearing an open robe over her half-naked body, shamelessly exposing her maroon-colored bra and panties to me. I was careful with my glances.


  “I have to say,” she said, with a sip, “you surprised me, Philippa. Good work.”


  “What happens now?” I asked.


  “Now, we wait. If they sell to another buyer, fine. If we can meet in the middle for a mutual deal, even better. I hold the apartment for months, maybe years—depending on the local housing markets and demands—then sell it.”


  “And you make millions,” I deduced, doing the math in my head.


  She nodded. “You’re catching on.”


  With hands-on experience, I reckoned. A part of me wondered if I’d get a cut down the road. Honestly, profit was far out of my mind with everything else that was going on, but not completely out of my mind.


  Angelique finished her champagne. Then she stood up and removed her robe. “I always like to have a hot shower after a successful day. Do you want in after?” Though she didn’t wait for an answer. She strutted away toward the bathroom, her thong-clad ass swinging back and forth. I couldn’t believe her figure. Maybe surgery had been involved, but it was high-dollar and flawless.


  Then, as she turned into the bathroom, she unclasped her bra and dropped it on the floor. For a fleeting moment, her huge tits were visible before them and the rest of her disappeared. Distantly, a shower turned on.


  I wondered if she was teasing me on purpose.


  Mother of God, I thought, experiencing a weird warmth in my loins.


   


   


   


   


   


  4


  Days after infection: 18


  Estimated age: 28


   


  [image:  ]


   


  The two of us apartment-hunted in New York City for a week, sometimes traveling from one side of the island to the other. After the first day I was sick of the traffic. Shockingly, I wasn’t so sick of dressing up as a woman, and I was no longer repulsed looking into my mom’s luggage and deciding what to wear. The high heels became a permanent fixture of my outfits too. And Olivia texted me videos that instructed me how to apply makeup. Before long, I was matching tones and applying foundations and lipstick in the mornings, all the while thinking that Lauren and Brandon would never, ever believe I was living this classy businesswoman lifestyle.


  Brandon kept in touch, and would check in from time to time. He sent me a photo of himself in a change room, wearing his first dress—a casual-fitting sundress, to be more precise. For a moment, it was hard to believe I was looking at Screw Top’s guitarist, who’d had frosted tips like we were still living in the nineties. Now those blonde highlights were level with his chest from how much his dark hair had grown out. He looked good as a woman.


  And he definitely filled out the neckline!


  I monitored my own changes too. By the end of the week in NYC, my blood told the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION that I was around twenty-eight years old. My breasts had gained a little more volume, projecting off my ribcage as a full B-cup. Part of that was my fluctuating metabolism and all of New York City’s delicious food and the hotel’s room service. But my chest wasn’t putting on the pounds like my ass was. I was starting to swell out like a pear, until my thighs and hips were downright plump. Every morning I saw more of my mom from the waist down.


  As a result, I was beginning to fit into her pants and skirts better—to the embarrassment of my male ego.


  Hey, on the upside, I had a built-in cushion whenever I sat down!


  After New York, Angelique and I flew to Florida for a few days, hitting up Miami and Orlando and the real estate hotspots in between. Then we hopped over to Dallas. Then Chicago. Then Los Angeles. The California leg of our business partnership was two weeks after we had left New York, and Angelique got notified that an agent for one of the NYC apartments was willing to make a deal. Score!


  By then I was thirty-two years old, and I was projected to reach thirty-five during peak maturity. Even though my age progression was fast-forwarded, I was still gaining lines and wrinkles. One morning, I stared at my ass in the mirror—a true wide load if there ever was one—and was stunned to find patches of cellulite and stretch marks! The FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION explained this was all normal, and any evidence of old age would vanish when I reverted to my younger, male self in a couple months.


  Still. I was dealing with what any woman in her thirties must’ve went through, even my own mother. Me.


  Our flight to Denver marked my one-month anniversary of having FAP-19. The airport rewarded me by losing my luggage.


  “What do you mean you have no record?” I asked over the hotel phone. This was after I’d been told by an airport representative, in person, that my luggage had simply been put on the wrong plane and would be arriving later that afternoon. “I checked it in, I paid for it, and now it’s gone? Are you kidding me?”


  “We’re terribly sorry,” the woman on the other end said.


  “My life is in that luggage.” All of my outfits were in that one suitcase. My mother’s business clothes. She’d be fucking pissed if I returned home without them. And that didn’t even account for what the hell I was going to do while I was still working with Angelique.


  “We can give you a voucher for your next—”


  “I don’t want a damn voucher. You find that luggage, or I’m going to sue.”


  “Ma’am—”


  I hung up. And then I laughed a little. I wasn’t actually going to sue, but maybe a woman like Angelique would have. Being around her, in her line of work, had given me a little of her stubborn attitude. I was feisty. And even without her around, I was mimicking her—which then made me wonder if I was actually mimicking her, or if my personality was changing.


  Either way, the missing luggage was a major problem. And we had real estate to scout later. I figured Angelique would just write me a blank check and send me to a store nearby to stock up. My mom would still be pissed that her clothes were misplaced, though.


  Instead, Olivia appeared at my hotel suite with string and a tape measure. I was astonished to even see her; I’d thought she was a New York City resident who Angelique had locally hired, not a traveling assistant.


  As usual, she brought her total lack of enthusiasm.


  “Strip,” she ordered, when the door was closed.


  Once naked, she measured parts of my body: my shoulders, my chest, my waist, my hips. All the numbers were written down in her phone. Sometimes her brow would furrow, as if my measurements weren’t good news. After she had what she wanted, she told me to redress and wait in my room.


  Then she returned an hour later with sacks. But only a few, and none big enough for a shopping spree in the ladies’ department.


  She told me to strip back down again.


  I had no idea what was going on. So I asked.


  “Madam Foy wants you to wear her clothes in the meantime,” Olivia explained.


  My eyebrow raised. “Her clothes?”


  “Her clothes.” With a little smirk, Olivia pulled out a Ziploc-style bag that contained two enormous and lifelike breast forms in my skin tone. “And to do that, you must fit her measurements. We have some adjustments to make.”


  Oh no!


  The breast forms went on first. They were heavy suckers that weighed like five pounds each. Olivia told me it was for realism. There was adhesive underneath so they could be glued to my chest. I didn’t know what material they were. Silicone? They felt pretty realistic, other than they weren’t warm—although that gradually changed once Olivia attached them. I had to hold them for a few minutes, let the glue stick. And when I finally let go…


  They drooped. But they didn’t peel off. And they hurt for a moment from pulling on my skin. Olivia hurried with a bra—the same maroon one I’d seen Angelique in—to ease the strain.


  I had a glance at the tag: 34F.


  Goddamn!


  It was a workout to hoist those monsters into the cups, but the support did away with much of the strain. Olivia then spent a few minutes with a makeup brush, blending the line between the breast forms and my natural skin.


  When she was done, you couldn’t tell the difference! I really looked like I had huge tits—with enough cleavage to make my mind dizzy.
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  Hell, I felt like I had huge tits. My spine had to work harder to keep my torso upright.


  Olivia didn’t stop there. Next up was a waist-cincher, like a lightweight corset. It had three columns of hooks. She wrapped it around me, pulling my abdomen into a tight bind as she painstakingly latched it up. She checked my size with string, measured it, frowned. Then she adjusted the waist-cincher, fastening it even tighter.


  But when she measured the narrowest part of my belly again, her expression told me it wasn’t enough.


  “Exhale your breath,” she commanded. “Suck in your gut.”


  “Are you sure this is—gah.”


  Olivia started at the middle first, hooking the third column. When she was finished, I could hardly breathe. The garment wasn’t as flimsy as it looked; it felt like I was wrapped in concrete. Even purposefully pushing out my belly only made it barely bulge.


  I ran my hands along my new curvature, feeling that inward pinch to create my hourglass figure. I was scared and excited at the same time—and doubly both when Olivia left and returned with more of Angelique’s wardrobe. She gave me the thong that matched my bra.


  I started to open my mouth.


  Olivia glared at me.


  “Okay,” I sighed. “If that’s what Angelique wants.”


  With no modifications made to my lower half, I presumed my hips were of adequate size already. And Angelique’s underwear fit a little too well. I sucked up my male pride pulling it on. On Angelique it had been sexy; on me, it was, well, still sexy, I reckoned. It adhered snugly to my crotch, while the back slid up into my ass crack.


  God, that wedgie feeling was distracting.


  The main event was a sleeveless dress. Olivia had to assist me in getting it on. All the contraptions to give me Angelique’s body shape disappeared underneath a layer of dark, velvety purple. It was thin enough to be airy, yet thick enough to smooth my figure even more, and conceal all the edges of my undergarments. With plenty of tugging and wiggling, we got it on, then Olivia pulled the zipper up in the back, compressing that form-hugging fabric around my upper body.


  Like most of what was in Angelique’s suitcase, it had a deep V-neck.


  I stared down at my huge rack, knowing I filled out this dress exactly like Angelique did. My mind couldn’t fathom us having identical physiques, or close enough. And yet.


  I felt lightheaded.


  “Good,” Olivia said, fiddling will some of the creases and giving careful inspection to my bust. “You will wear Madam Foy’s clothes from now on.”


  “I guess so,” I said. It was a solution, just not the one I’d expected.


  The dress was my outfit for the remainder of the day. Quite quickly, I noticed the difference between how I was perceived versus how Angelique’s presence turned men’s heads. Now, out on the street, they gave me equal attention. And the host of the downtown penthouse we were scouting was a man. He couldn’t decide whose tits he should stare at more!


  The attention made me nervous at first. Like something was wrong. Fuck no. Men stared because they were attracted to me. They wanted a piece of me. Women stared too, but probably because they were either jealous or disgusted by how generous the cleavage fairy had been to me.


  It was strange, being that object of desire, when I definitely didn’t reciprocate it.


  Angelique and I had fun with the male hostess, going back and forth with our grievances about the lackluster nightlife, the poor soundproofing that would allow neighbors to hear our wild and noisy sex, and a doctored report that showed two sex predators living in the building. He was sweating after we were done chewing him up.


  Afterward, we had dinner at a fancy restaurant.


  “Well, Philippa,” Angelique said, after our entrées were taken away and we awaited our dessert. I’d counted half the men in the room glancing at us. “What are your thoughts so far?”


  “About Denver?” We were drinking champagne again. I still wasn’t sold on it, but it was free, and the waiter had just assumed I was old enough.


  “About this line of work. Do you think you could do it?”


  “I don’t know,” I said. “Like, I understand the process and what goes into it, but it’s not just performance. You also need the looks.” My eyes fell upon her chest, to make a point, and then I gestured at myself. “I don’t think we could pull this off if we were men.”


  “Why not?” she asked, although I didn’t detect disagreement.


  To be honest, I didn’t really have a complete answer. “There’s something about us women. About being beautiful and confident and sexy, but also authoritative. I feel, like, this persuasion effect. Know what I mean?”


  Angelique nodded along. “Philippa, I have been perfecting it for more than ten years. Would you stay this way if you could?”


  I thought about it, but that was an easy no. And I told her so. I did miss my manhood a little bit. And I’d lost fifteen years of my life. “But I actually find myself enjoying it,” I said.


  “Who would’ve thought?” Angelique smiled.


  She was right. Who would’ve thought?
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  Our Denver hotel was actually a spa and resort—as usual, unaffordable had it been my choice. For Angelique, I suspected it was pocket change. Being around her was having this psychological effect on me. I saw how wealth could buy just about anything, and not only material items. It gave her a power. The hotel staff were eager to please us, and Angelique just had to lay down a small bonus to make sure we had an entirely private massage with our own dedicated wine-server. Talk about luxury!


  It wasn’t even my money, but it was scary how intoxicating that power was.


  Angelique and I had been on the move so much, with flying across the country, that a massage felt amazing. Maybe it was me being older, the exhaustion and stress having a larger impact on my bones and flesh. Whatever the reason, I quickly got over the awkwardness of some twenty-something dude giving me an oily back rub. In the beginning it felt like he was trying to beat a mound of dough or something; in the end, my toes were curling as he pressed his thumbs into my shoulder blades.


  Wowza!


  My attractive mentor enjoyed my experience more than her own, and she was quick to keep the hunk busy with different regions of my body that needed a firm, experienced touch. She sipped her red wine while a pair of large yet gentle hands massaged my lower back and hips, working out those sore kinks.


  I thought he was going to knead my ass next! Heck, I was feeling so good and satisfied with his handiwork that I probably wouldn’t have minded.


  More frighteningly, my crotch was warm and throbbing as if I was turned on by this!


  Then the masseuse left us alone for a while. Angelique stared at me from the other table, her head laying on the folded towel. Her tan body glistened with oil.


  She smiled and giggled at me. “Well?”


  I shuddered and exhaled. My upper back felt like it had been put underneath a steam roller, and somehow it didn’t hurt. Somehow, it felt wonderful. “I can’t believe I just got a massage,” I said. “I can see why my mom gets them.”


  “All the traveling is hard work, even if it doesn’t feel like it.”


  “Yeah,” I breathed distractedly.


  “You’ll feel new and young again.”


  Maybe not nineteen-years-old young, but I saw what she meant. I felt wholly rejuvenated, as if I’d had the best night of sleep in my life. I sipped my red wine too. It was more enjoyable than champagne, I’d discovered, and quite quickly I was lying there with an empty glass and floating so high on cloud nine that I dared not move, to not ruin it. Underneath my glued-on breasts, my damn nipples were hard.


  Angelique soon had a similar problem herself. Rather than hollering for the masseuse, she sat up and discarded the towel, having herself a long back-arching stretch.


  She was entirely nude, as I was. Her heavy breasts rose up with her arms, then settled back down with the slightest bit of sag. I couldn’t help but stare at them. In a way, I was reaffirming that my male sex drive was still intact—despite lacking its primary instrument. She didn’t seem bothered that I was watching her. In fact, it almost seemed like another power move, something psychological.


  I’m over forty years old, and I still look this good, she was saying


  I hoped I could still look that good at her age.


  As a guy. Obviously.


  She stood up and sauntered over to the bottle and refilled our glasses. Afterward, she didn’t trouble herself with the towel; she relaxed on her elbow, her gorgeous body and flawless hourglass figure aimed toward me.


  I saw she was shaved.


  “Tell me, Philippa,” she said. “I’m not clear on how this virus works.”


  “What’s not clear?” I asked. The changes to my body were pretty evident!


  “How does it change your mind? Does it affect how you see people?”


  My breath caught in my throat. My eyes glanced at her crotch again, at the wrinkle that I was certain was the cleft of her sex. My own crotch tickled warmly.


  She smiled at my silence. Then she asked, “Did you find the man attractive?”


  I answered that with a resolute shake of my head.


  “What about me?”


  I was pretty sure she knew my answer, and she was toying with me for her own amusement. Again, power. She commanded her own beauty like it was a weapon. Out in the business world, it was part of her bloodthirsty approach to real estate. In here, it was…


  What was it?


  Was she flirting with me?


  My experience with older women was nonexistent, so I really wasn’t sure.


  Angelique sipped her wine. “And you have two more months left?”


  I nodded.


  “Hmm. Interesting.”


  We spent some time in the sauna. Angelique requested that I leave my towel outside. Without the waist-cincher, our bodies were more dissimilar than we were dressed up—but I did still have my breast forms on. Nudity was weird for me. I was self-conscious about not having clothes on, and my brain read this as a loud, buzzing alarm. But on the other hand, my body wasn’t mine currently. Not really. And there was hardly anything to expose, other than a rather untamed bush of pubic hair.


  The glue for my breast forms began to flake a little while in the sauna. Leaving, I had to keep a towel secured around myself just so they wouldn’t fall off. Then, back in my hotel suite, I did take them off. My balance took a moment to adjust without those huge things attached to my chest, and my nipples stretched out as if basking in the fresh air.


  I happened a thumb across one and nearly gasped from how sensitive it was.


  “Wow,” I whispered, giving the swollen nub a few more pokes and nudges, before including my thumb and gently tweaking it. My whole body trembled.


  I wore a silk robe for the rest of the evening. When I met Angelique in her suite for room service, I saw she had the same idea.


  For the first time in many days, we had nothing planned. No apartments to check out. No flight to catch. She kept stealing glances at me. And as the meal wore on, I swore her robe was steadily loosening, revealing more of her cleavage.


  Around eight o’clock, I was about to head back to my suite—our two were connected via a door—when she called me back. “Philippa, wait,” she said.


  I turned and faced her. I’d been feeling restless all evening, and now I was trembling more than I ever had. Everything between my legs felt hot and tender.


  Being fresh to the whole female experience, I wondered if I was sick or something.


  Or was I turned on?


  Angelique smoothly peeled her robe off. It fell off her shoulders and crumpled around her feet. Her full-breasted figure stood statuesque, with a hand planted on the swell of her hip.


  She said absolutely nothing. She didn’t have to.


  Almost in a trance, I found myself creeping toward her, half-sure of what she was asking me with that posture. She just continued to smile, knowing the power she had over me and everyone else with looks like that.


  When I was within her reach, she helped remove my robe too. But her hands stayed in contact with my body; they slid down my arms, then converged to my chest and, very lightly, traced the curve of my somewhat boyish yet feminized figure.


  I shuddered so deeply and suddenly that she giggled.


  “Philippa,” she said softly. “You haven’t been with someone since you changed, have you?”


  The way she said it seemed so erotic to me. Been with someone. It was precisely the way a woman of her age would imply if I’d had sex. No, no I’d hadn’t. And I nervously told her so.


  Her hands returned from their exploration and playfully flicked my hard-as-a-rock nipples. Hers, darker and larger, were prominent and erect as well. My mind reeled as I understood what she was feeling: that intensely focused tightness and throbbing at the peaks of her breasts, and such increased sensitivity that even the cool air itself seemed to have fingers, but not as good as the real fingers. My eyelids fluttered shut. I breathed out, my voice adding in for what sounded like a brief moan.


  Fuck, my loins were burning! Maybe I’d been trying to shut it out, ignoring what my body was trying to make obvious. The temptation of Angelique had me breaking out in goose bumps.


  While I was reveling in this strange and new pleasure, her lips came into contact with mine. I was taller than her by a couple inches, but in that moment I felt so much smaller. Her kiss was nothing aggressive; it was slow and sensual, like she was testing me. Or maybe even testing herself.


  No, I thought. Angelique was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and right now she craved me. Our tongues met.


  She pulled me closer. There was a moment’s confusion, as her chest pressed into mine, when I didn’t feel an erection stabbing her navel. She was able to bring us together, to make our thighs and abdomens touch, and there was nothing to get trapped in between.


  I kind of missed that. I felt handicapped without my pride and joy.


  It made this weird. But definitely not terrible.


  Angelique escorted me to her bed and guided me down. My heart was hammering so hard I felt it in my temples. Never had I been with someone so beautiful. Because of that, there was a feeling of continuous disbelief as this transpired.


  I was going to wake up any minute now. Any minute, I could feel it.


  Angelique stroked my cheek. “You look like a deer in the headlights,” she said. “It’s okay, Philippa. Or Phillip? I can still use your real name, if that makes you more comfortable.”


  “Philippa is fine,” I squeaked out. “I’m just nervous.”


  She smiled. “I will go slow.”


  I wondered if she was bisexual. And if so, how many men and women she’d been with. At her age, with a body like that, she was probably able to get laid with whomever and wherever she wanted to. But me? I was a little out of my league here.


  Angelique wasn’t in a rush. For several minutes I just lied there as her hand brushed different parts of my body: my arms, my legs, my tummy. My heart began to hit the brakes a little, but it was still pounding against my ribs. Down below, my nipples reached for the sky, firm and erect, twin masts atop my slightly flattened breasts.


  Then her hand caressed the inside of my thigh.


  I flinched.


  She smiled again.


  That hand was like a dance. It would sweep away, it would come back, it would graze ever closer to my groin. And just that alone had me writhing a little.


  She planted kisses down my sternum, again leaving alone the obvious places for now.


  But, fuck.


  I was so turned on. Everything in my lower navel was burning. I had no clue how she was doing it, or if this was normal. Eventually, I could no longer restrain myself; I gave in to the pleasure, and I grabbed my tits, taking all that jiggly mass into my fingers and pressing my palms down into the nipples. The effect was instantaneous. I bucked and moaned.


  There was so much tension built up inside of me. How had I avoided it for so long?


  “Not like being a boy, is it?” Angelique asked.


  I shook my head. Everything about what I was experiencing was entertaining her.


  Her face always hovered close, as if she were eyeing me up like a delicious treat. Pinching my tits was such an unexpected delight that I couldn’t stop doing it. It was a satisfying appetizer. But my transformed body wanted more than just a little fondling, and I became increasingly aware and fidgety as her hand rubbed very near to my hotly burning mound.


  As Angelique looked me in the eye, her hand paused on my lower abdomen, then made the slow and delicate trek deeper between my legs.


  Contact!


  My head snapped back. My legs buckled, arching my knees way up. And then I was panting and laughing a little, overwhelmed by the sensitivity and my own silly reaction.


  Her fingers continued to idly rub my pussy.


  “Oh shit,” I uttered. “God. Whoa.”


  My partner just grinned and grinned. “Is it nice?”


  “Yeah. Really nice.”


  “That’s what I thought.”


  She rolled forward and kissed me some more, almost pinning me down. But never did her fingers miss a beat. They slid up and down my sex, just back and forth, not even a couple inches of movement, but fuck it had me going! Such little surface area, and yet it had a huge effect. I was quivering underneath her, grappling with this odd way of being masturbated.


  I didn’t hate it.


  God, I didn’t.


  And right as I desired more—and was at the point where I might beg for it—she pushed a finger inside me. The last time anyone had penetrated my new pussy was during the physical exam. This wasn’t like then. Oh no. Being filled with that single digit baked me with euphoria, and my whole body shook and pulsed. Suddenly, Angelique’s patience and restraint really annoyed me.


  I grabbed her wrist, to help her finger get the fuck inside there.


  She complied with a smile.


  Us being a couple of horny lesbians was more intimate than anytime I’d gotten laid before. Angelique cradled me with one arm, her sexy body cuddling mine. I had none of that masculine urgency, the overpowering demand of my testosterone. Certainly there was an urgency to receive pleasure, but the climax itself didn’t feel like a goal. I just loved being close to Angelique and feeling her soft skin, smelling her female scent, and watching her smile as she demonstrated the ins and outs of being a woman.


  Then she really started to pump me deep and hard.


  I turned sideways and grabbed her. Holding on. My pelvis began pumping, reciprocating her rhythm, fucking back. The space between us disappeared. Our boobs smashed together, hers greatly overwhelming mine until it seemed like we shared the same cleavage.


  So much of the experience blurred that I felt hardly anything except for her kisses along my neck and the frantic thrusting action between my legs.


  The realization that I was approaching climax hit at the same time climax itself did. I seized her shoulders, clinging for dear life as the sudden and explosive onset of pleasure hit me like a fucking freight train. My eyes saw white as I jolted next to her, riding wave after wave of orgasmic highs that never wanted to end!


  And they never did! Sort of. They faded over time, but the falloff was more subtle and less draining than the male orgasm by far.


  It left me wanting more.


  Not wanting to be solely Angelique’s plaything, I sought returning the favor. Her legs opened up, and I discovered the puffy lips of her hairless slit. She was drenched! Two of my fingers had no problem slipping inside. Meanwhile, hers remained in my pussy.


  We finger-fucked each other, and it was the hottest damn thing. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying this. I didn’t want it to end. And for a while it didn’t, because womanhood had given me more sexual stamina. Or maybe the stamina was the same, but more efficiently used. Whatever! In the middle of our sex, all it boiled down to was making sure my pussy kept getting more of the same.


  Angelique soon brought me to another orgasm. And then I accomplished hers. After that, I lost track of the individual dips and peaks in my sexual bliss. I plateaued up in the heavens, my brain a nonstop electric buzz.


  It was pretty late when we stopped. Mainly because we were so exhausted. My wrists hurt, and I imagined hers did too. It definitely wasn’t as easy as jerking off.


  I refused to let go of Angelique. Us snuggling together, sharing our warmth and our sweat, was so perfectly satisfying to me. As a man, nothing had come close to something like this.


  She stroked my hair, her gorgeous eyes never leaving me. “What do you think?”


  “About what just happened?” I said.


  “About anything.” She wiggled closer and swung a leg over me.


  God, I could die like this.


  “I think I liked everything that happened today,” I said, halfway into a trance of blind love for this fascinating creature.


  “I liked it too,” she agreed. “And I like you.”


  In that moment, I wanted to be a thirty-four-year-old woman permanently. I wanted to wake up and dread finding new wrinkles, I wanted to struggle getting my pants over my big butt, I even wanted to menstruate. Because then it would be permanent, and I could have endless nights of falling asleep in Angelique’s arms.


  But I knew our relationship was only temporary. Like our business partnership. And I really wasn’t a thirty-four-year-old woman questioning if this was a fling or something more serious.


  I had just graduated high school last year, and my only accomplishment in life was a stupid band that I kept wasting time trying to revive.


  I felt sad all of sudden, like I was glimpsing this better life with this amazing woman.


  Fuck, it hurt.


  We held each other until we dozed off as happy lovers.
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  After weeks of logging God knows how many thousands of miles in the air, and visiting almost a dozen different cities across the country, I was finally back home. I strutted up the sidewalk with confidence, but inside I was fairly nervous. Countless strangers had seen my feminine side, but that new woman hadn’t seen Mom in nearly a month. I constantly fidgeted with my skirt and blazer, hoping Angelique’s influence wouldn’t be too visible. I really wasn’t sure how much cleavage was appropriate. At least my natural boobs weren’t as humongous as those breast forms!


  The front door opened before I got there. My mom hurried out to hug me, then backed away for the full view. “Honey, is that really you?”


  “Yeah,” I laughed. With heels on, I towered over her.


  She touched my skirt and blazer. I just knew price tags were running through her mind, with her actually having experience shopping for business clothes like these.


  Angelique knew how to dress me like a million fucking bucks, all with sophistication and class and sex appeal.


  “I can’t believe it,” she said. “Oh, honey, you look so gorgeous! Clearly the time with Angelique paid off. I can barely see who you used to be.”


  I was surprised she didn’t comment about my suitcase right away. It was smaller than hers, and a bright pink color.


  So, reluctantly, and anticipating a lot of anger, I brought it up: “Uh, Mom, something happened while we went to Denver. They lost the—”


  “Oh, the luggage? It arrived here, actually. I reckon it got lost in the system, and they sent it to the address written on it. Angelique filled me in about that.”


  Oh thank God, I thought. That was weight off my shoulders.


  “So are you staying for long?” she asked.


  “A couple days. Then it’s back to the east coast.”


  “Come inside. Oh, I’m sure you want to get out of those dang heels.”


  She read my mind.


  It was strange being back home, where Phillip Baker lived. I felt like I hadn’t been that person ever since I met Angelique, and coming home didn’t make me instantly strip off my female persona. Over our weeks of traveling, I had accumulated some of my own casual clothes, and I wore those instead of what was in my closet. I continued to walk like a lady, sit like a lady, and persist in my female mannerisms—despite not having Olivia or Angelique around.


  I found myself unable to turn off that behavior. Probably I wouldn’t until the FAP-19 symptoms left my body. And besides, I’d need that behavior for the next trip.


  That second day of being home, I went into the garage and looked at what belonged to Screw Top. The idea of still pursing the dream of being a popular rock star didn’t appeal to me anymore. I moseyed around and held the instruments, flicking the guitar string, tapping the drums, but nothing gave me that inspiration to continue.


  I decided right then that my band career was dead, and I called Brandon and Lauren over to tell them in person.


  Of course their jaws dropped when they saw me. And Brandon! Holy cow! He was walking in heels too—which made him stand almost six and a half feet tall. He wore a tight-fitting crop top with skintight jeans. Long, straight hair flowed nearly to his waist, with bleached-blonde tips. That crazy man hadn’t even cut it. I couldn’t even imagine washing that.


  “Hey, girl,” I said, as we slapped hands and shook. I was briefly surprised by his tight grip. It was so unladylike. “What have you been doing?”


  He shrugged. “Working. And you?”


  I shrugged too. “Working.”


  I didn’t want to tell them. They wouldn’t even believe me.


  When Lauren arrived, she said, “Well, I didn’t know I was in an all-girl band. Look at you, Phillip. Nice cans. I never thought I’d have the smallest chest in the group one day.”


  It sure was a sight: us three girls, all wildly different ages. But no matter what we looked like or how we dressed, the jokes were pretty much the same. I was glad for that.


  “Hey, so, I wanted to tell you guys,” I said, after the boob jokes were out of the way, “I realized you were right. The band is a stupid idea. And I’m moving on from it.”


  Lauren and Brandon nodded. Lauren asked, “What will you do instead?”


  “Oh, I was thinking of getting into real estate.”


  Brandon laughed. “Bro, I don’t think you’d be cut out for real estate.”


  All I did was smile.


  “So,” Lauren said, scoping us out. “My two moms, do you want to get food?”


  “Pizza sounds good,” I said.


  Brandon groaned. “As long as they have salads. I gotta watch my weight. I already have to struggle to get these pants on.”


  “God, I know what you mean,” I said, showing the group my butt.


  Lauren rolled her eyes and laughed. “Okay, where did the boys go, and can I have them back?”


  The band was dead, but we weren’t. In fact, we felt like better friends already without the pressure of songwriting and instrument tuning and trying to get our foot in the door of the Pacific Northwest music scene. I had been so distracted by fame and glory that I had ignored these moments.


  Even so, I was counting down the hours until I saw Angelique again.


  I hoped we would continue where we left off.


   


   


   


   


   


  Preg Pact


  (Swap Mate)


   


   


   


  1


   


  [image:  ]


   


  Every turn led to another street with the largest homes Eric had ever seen. He felt misplaced with his Nissan Leaf, glimpsing Lamborghinis and Aston Martins and other exotic sports cars he didn’t recognize. This was definitely the neighborhood of the stupidly rich and famous! Maybe after ten lifetimes he might be able to afford a down payment.


  Surely Tripp doesn’t live here, he thought, checking the GPS on his phone again. Nope, he wasn’t off course; this was the route, and Tripp’s house was just ahead.


  Eric stopped at the curb next to his destination.


  The address belonged to a house like all the rest in Beverly Hills: a squat-looking castle partially hidden amongst a jungle of shrubs and foliage. The front lawn itself was bigger than his downtown flat. Imagine the bill for the lawn maintenance!


  As far back as Eric could remember, he’d always looked up to Tripp Sadler. In high school they’d been best friends. But Tripp always earned the special titles: valedictorian, honor student, most valuable player. In their senior yearbook, he’d been voted the most likely to succeed. Looking at the mansion he supposedly lived in, Eric had to agree with that assessment. Now, Tripp was a Hollywood stuntman married to a supermodel. The dude had fucking made it. Whatever the ultimate goal of life was, he’d achieved it.


  Eric wished he had just a fraction of that success.


  He got out and strolled up the driveway—which then broke off into a sinuous path up to the front door. It was appropriately huge, and very fitting for a mansion. He gave the knocker a few sturdy bangs.


  The person who answered the door a moment later was not Tripp, but rather his supermodel wife, Zoe. Eric saw right away that Tripp’s luck with the ladies was still unfairly good. She was smoking hot! Blonde, buxom, and perfectly tan. Though, the biggest distraction, by far—and literally—was Zoe’s prominent baby bump. Her bronze-colored dress alluringly accentuated her very front-heavy figure, as if she were stowing away a sizable beach ball against her tummy.


  “Hi!” she said, showing a pearly white grin. “You must be Eric.”


  “Yeah-uh-huh,” Eric stuttered, unable to take his eyes off Mrs. Sadler’s belly. “Whoa. He didn’t mention the…the newest family member.” Tripp was in his mid-twenties now. Eric supposed the pregnancy shouldn’t be a total shock. Based on the mansion, Tripp could certainly afford to raise a kid. Or a whole school of them.


  Zoe laughed, and rested her hands on the uppermost swell of her bloated midsection, as if to confirm his sharp eye. “Yes. Oh, it was a lovely surprise when the test came back positive. He was as excited as I was—although, unfortunately, I had to put my modeling career on hold. There aren’t as many swimsuits to be modeled by a pregnant woman, it seems.”


  “Their loss.” Even with the extra cargo, she was still stunningly gorgeous in Eric’s truthful opinion. He totally envied Tripp right now. “So. Um. Tripp mentioned a discussion he wanted to have with me?”


  “Both of us, actually. Come on inside. Can I get you anything? I just made some tea.”


  “Tea sounds good. Thank you.”


  “It’s not a problem,” Zoe said. “Tea is so refreshing on a hot day, especially when you’re pregnant.”


  “I can only imagine,” Eric told her, with a polite smile.


  Zoe moved gracefully in spite of her extra mass, although she did waddle a little, with her blonde ponytail swishing from side to side. In her absence, Eric didn’t really know where to go. The inside of the Sadler mansion more resembled an upscale hotel lobby than a single-family residence, with outrageously tall ceilings and more open space than what seemed logical. From the vantage point of the wide-open entrance hall, he spotted a dining room table that could probably seat twenty, a living room that could fit a small yacht, and cathedral-sized windows overlooking a football field of a backyard.


  God, he thought. The wealth on display nearly made him uncomfortable.


  Zoe brought him a glass of iced tea with a lemon slice pinched on the rim. They went toward the dining room. She invited him to sit on the end, while she took an adjacent chair. She exhaled heavily as she settled her mass into the padded seat.


  Eric sipped his refreshment. She made damn good tea.


  “Where’s Tripp?” he asked, while trying not to look at Tripp’s wife’s cleavage.


  “Oh, he’ll be along shortly. I want him to be here before I go into details about our…offer, shall we say.”


  “What kind of offer are we talking about?”


  “A generous offer,” Zoe explained, leaning forward. “Generous in the sense that you will be well compensated for your time. Assuming you agree.”


  Without knowing the details, Eric could only shrug. “Well, I like being compensated.”


  Zoe smiled wide. “Excellent. I think you’ll love it. And Tripp told me that you are very safety oriented. You’ve never broken a bone, and you wouldn’t let him in your car unless he was wearing a seatbelt.”


  Eric had to think back and recall his earlier high school days. Zoe was correct; he’d once refused to leave the driveway unless Tripp buckled himself in, citing safety concerns. He’d been a dork back then. Nowadays he wouldn’t have given a shit. He wondered why Zoe brought that up, and what it had to do with this mysterious offer.


  In any case, he nodded and said, “Yep. Safety first.”


  “Then you’ll do just fine.”


  Moments later, a shirtless Tripp loped in. Eric hadn’t seen his buddy in the flesh since high school, or thereabouts. And goddamn. First impression: Tripp had considerably bulked up, and his golden skin bulged in just about every direction with thick muscles. His body looked like what they modeled superhero costumes on. He was toweling off either shower water or sweat. With his tight athletic shorts on, Eric guessed the latter.


  “Hey!” Tripped greeted him. “My man! It’s been a long time.”


  “You got that right,” Eric replied, standing up and clapping his hand against Tripp’s and shaking it. His fingers were nearly crushed. “Dude. You’ve put some work in.”


  “Oh, it’s a pain in the ass staying like this,” Tripp said. “A full-time job.”


  Zoe said, “Tripp is the stunt double for Hemsworth in the newest Mar—”


  “Hey, honey, that’s classified,” Tripp cut in. He winked at Eric.


  “Well, which brother is it? Is it Liam?”


  “Chris,” Tripp said. “Liam’s the one no one cares about.”


  “Chris. Right. I can barely keep track of the Hemsworths and the Chrises.”


  Eric sat back down with Tripp. They caught up on the past few years. Eric had nothing exciting to share, other than he was working a boring office job. Meanwhile, even with condensing down his recent time as a Hollywood stuntman, Tripp mentioned several exotic locations he’d visited and which movie stars he’d had meals with. Apparently he and Dwayne Johnson—The fucking Rock—chatted regularly. As Tripp explained, he was always trying to bulk up safely, and Johnson was a good source for tips.


  “So,” Tripp said, at the end of his incredible recap. “You’re wondering why you’re here.”


  Eric nodded. “A little. Yeah. I have a feeling it’s not to share amazing stories, because I’m a bit outclassed here.”


  Tripp laughed. “It’s not. You’re right.”


  Eric waited to be hit with whatever offer it was. Deep down, he hoped Tripp needed an assistant or something. It’d be a vast improvement over his mundane life. Even if he was just an errand boy to fetch Tripp’s food, or something. Or the waterboy for his workouts.


  Zoe and Tripp whispered back and forth. They seemed to disagree with how to deliver their proposal.


  Finally, Zoe turned to Eric with her best, picture-perfect smile, and said, “We want to ask you if you’d like to be my surrogate.”


  Surrogate? Eric tried to think what that meant—other than the obvious definition of surrogate that he was familiar with. The baby-carrying surrogate. It couldn’t be that! Firstly, Zoe was easily five months along, at least. It was a little late for a surrogate, and she seemed to be doing just fine. Secondly, well, the second point was obvious.


  He waited for the other shoe to drop.


  Then he said, “Surrogate?” His gaze darted back to Zoe’s pregnant belly. “I’m confused.”


  “Well, hm,” Zoe began, pursing her lips. “It is a little unconventional.”


  Tripp jumped in: “My wife wants to resume her modeling career. She’s afraid of missing out on more opportunities. What was it, honey? There was a big shot photographer from Zurich who turned you down?”


  She nodded. “That’s one. And several more. Oh, Eric, my husband and I tried to practice this, but really there’s no good way to say it.”


  Eric pondered financial reasons, but he stayed respectfully quiet. Surely, he thought, pregnancy was a process that most women wouldn’t willingly skip; it was, possibly, a once-in-a-lifetime journey, a momentous and important event. The excuse about her modeling career just didn’t seem like it was the full story.


  Nonetheless, it didn’t change her proposal.


  They were asking him to take their unborn child. “There’s no one else?”


  Zoe shook her head. “All my friends are either models themselves or drink. And Tripp needs his physique for the movies.”


  “We really tried to think of someone else,” Tripp said. “We considered her parents, but they’re in Australia. We wanted somebody close by.”


  “T-today? Right Now?”


  “As soon as possible, preferably,” Zoe said. “As for the compensation, I will pay you a thousand dollars per week. Does that sound fair?”


  Eric nodded, but his mind was in a jumble. Me? he kept thinking. He had no strong feelings for or against being pregnant, other than a general anxiety toward some of the side effects. And unlike Zoe and Tripp, he didn’t need to stay in shape. He’d gotten a little softer and pudgier since high school anyway. He sighed.


  Like it or not, the extra money every week would be a big help. He was mostly living paycheck to paycheck.


  “Okay,” he said reluctantly.


  “Are you sure, man?” Tripp asked.


  Eric nodded. “This just isn’t what I expected.”


  Zoe giggled. “I felt the same way when I found out. Tripp and I had been open to it, but it was so soon.”


  Tripp shrugged, as if proud of himself. “Hey, I rarely need reshoots.”


  Zoe lightly shoved him on the shoulder.


  Eric took a deep breath. Of course, how a man such as himself could have an unborn child implanted inside him—a child already in its second trimester—was because of Swap Mate. Deciding that there was no reason to delay the inevitable, and that this new part-time income could be of immediate use, he and Zoe pulled out their phones. Soon they were both in the app. Eric received an invite from ZOE SADLER about a swap request, and the confirmation took him into the GROUP SWAP OVERVIEW pane, where their two profiles loaded in.


  “Without an app like this,” Zoe said, “I never would have considered a late-term surrogate. We can’t thank you enough, Eric.”


  “Yeah,” Tripp added. “This will really help Zoe.”


  “What are friends for?” Eric said, half jokingly.


  It was a simple task to prepare the swap. All Zoe had to do was browse her physical traits and drag PREGNANCY from one profile to the other. But before that, Eric suggested they bring in Tripp too. The plan was for only the three of them to be aware—saving Eric the humiliation of being a pregnant man in a metropolis of several million people. It would be as unobtrusive as possible on his personal life, save the physical changes.


  Once the profile of TRIPP SADLER appeared, they were ready.


  “Okay,” Zoe announced. Tripp had a hand resting against her belly. “Let’s get this show on the road.”


  “I guess I’m ready,” Eric said, already feeling nauseous even before his abdomen had welcomed in a temporary tenant.


  Zoe made the exchange, and lifted her finger from the screen.


  Near instantly, she said, “Oh. Mm! That was a nasty jolt.”


  Eric groaned. He was feeling it too.


  His soon-to-be pregnancy began as a steadily worsening stomach ache—then, like what Zoe had described, a jolt to his internal organs that left him reeling a bit. He wouldn’t have classified any of it as painful, but it was far from pleasant. His digestive system felt like it was being beaten and battered and punched like dough for a pizza. He stifled a few burps, but not all of them. Afterward was like having the worst case of indigestion. A hot pressure began to mount against his stomach. Before long, that firm swelling was riding up against his skin, which had no hope of standing a chance.


  “Mmph,” Eric grunted, wrapping an arm over his gut. The developing bulge was impossible to miss.


  Across the corner of the table, Tripp was having the opposite reaction. “I feel it shrinking!” he exclaimed. “Honey, you feel it too?”


  “It’s my belly. Of course I feel it,” she said.


  Eric saw it for himself: the slinky fabric of her dress acquiring several new ripples and wrinkles as the curvature of her abdomen underneath dwindled in size, like its air was being let out. It was an astonishing thing to watch, her pregnancy seeming to reverse in time.


  Of course, he knew he was gaining the weeks and months of gestation that she was losing.


  And now was when it began to show!


  Eric’s new womb was taking shape, and the life inside demanded room. Zoe’s transferred payload forced his tummy into an outward, convex swell. He placed his hands on either side of it, feeling his male stomach stretch around something uniquely feminine, the growth visibly pushing against his shirt. It became so heavy and large that its weight rested on his lap. The horizon of it eclipsed his groin. And still, still, the apex surged forth, becoming incredibly round and embarrassingly obvious.


  He hunched forward as the final growls and rumbles of his altered reproductive system sounded. The whole thing was heavier than a bowling ball. He was sweating, he breath was coming faster, and it felt like a steamroller had gone over his bladder.


  “Oh shit,” he panted, grasping the new, foreign hump. “I think it’s over.”


  Zoe’s appearance verified it: her stomach was totally flat. Her mouth was stuck open as she explored Swap Mate’s magical results. Tripp, too, seemed awestruck with how his unborn child had performed a great disappearing act.


  “Damn!” he said. “Honey, you look great!”


  “I can’t believe that worked,” she said. “Well, of course it worked. But still. Oh, how I’ve missed having a flat tummy.”


  Eventually, their attention turned to Eric—the recipient of the Sadlers’ future son or daughter. The transference had given him all the greatest hits: the nausea, the disorientation, and the feeling that maybe he’d made a huge mistake.


  The only motivator was the money.


  It had better be worth it!


  “Hey, stand up,” Tripp said. “Let’s see it.”


  It was easier said than done. Eric wasn’t prepared for his new weight distribution; his hand flew out to the table to balance himself. And bending himself upright only compounded the queasiness he was experiencing. But he managed. And, God, was it so fucking weird!


  Zoe covered her mouth in shock. Tripp just chuckled.


  “Hey, I guess this makes you part of the family now,” Tripp pointed out. “It’s like I knocked you up instead of Zoe.”


  “He looks kind of cute,” Zoe said. “Lift up your shirt and show us!”


  What am I, a sideshow performer? Eric wondered. Whatever. With Swap Mate’s reality-altering powers, the humiliation from Zoe and Tripp would be all he had to endure, thankfully. Sighing, he lifted his shirt hem—which was well higher than it usually was—up over his new feature. Interestingly, the smattering of body hair around his belly button was unchanged, albeit a little more unflattering. The belly button itself did, however, more resemble a pregnant woman’s: a plump little outie.


  “I told you this would work,” Tripp told his wife. “Eric won’t mind having a bun in the oven for four more months, right?”


  “Sure,” Eric said unenthusiastically.


  Four more months. Sheesh. How much bigger would he get?


  Zoe came around the table to examine the effects up close. The most uncomfortable part for Eric was when she bent over and kissed his belly, and whispered to her unborn child that she would never be too far away, and that this was all for the best.


  They discussed the option of clothes. But maternity clothes were only designed for women, and Eric was not a woman. So their clothes, they decided, would remain untouched.


  Just the belly. Just a big, pregnant belly that was barely halfway through with its growth cycle, and would grow plenty bigger and heavier yet.


  “I’ll cover the first week in advance,” Zoe announced. She disappeared into the maze-like mansion and returned with her purse, from which she pulled out a checkbook. “Actually, let’s say the first two weeks. How’s that sound?”


  “Fine with me,” Eric said.


  She wrote him a check on the spot. Two thousand dollars. For the rest, he gave her his bank account information. And then she gave him a long, gentle hug. Eric sensed that this was emotional for her, a mother separating from her child briefly. “You take good care of it,” she said. “And be safe.”


  “No worries there,” he assured her. But he did have one question before he hit the road with a new passenger: “May I borrow your bathroom?”
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  Contrary to Eric’s initial fears, being five-months pregnant was not the worst thing in the world. It was, at the best of times, a mild inconvenience that he could easily overlook. The worst times, however, were when his face was aimed at the toilet bowl water at five o’clock in the morning, or when he was in a perpetual grouchy mood, or when he was fighting a random onslaught of aches and soreness that would sometimes involve his entire body.


  Plus the mood swings. The hunger cravings. The odd episode of extreme horniness.


  It was like he had lost partial control over his body, and each day was a roll of the dice about what would torment him.


  Eric spent some of his first surrogate earnings on new button-up shirts for work. Without men having a maternity option, he had to buy a size or two up, depending on the manufacturer. But with the app in charge of everyone else’s perception, no one had any remark for the guy with a pregnant belly. At first, he wondered if everyone simply believed it was fat. Like a beer gut. And that’s why they weren’t saying anything.


  But he found out the truth on one such shopping trip for new, better-fitting clothes. In the middle of a casual conversation, the bubblegum-chewing girl at the checkout counter—high school age—brought up the subject of his belly by asking how far along he was.


  Eric hesitated. “Uh. Five months.”


  “Aw. I think pregnancy is so adorable. I can’t wait to experience it.”


  He thought she was a little young to be thinking about having kids, but he didn’t say so.


  Once she gave him his receipt, he waddled out of there.


  Work was the same story: male coworkers generally avoided the topic of his pregnancy, while women were more likely to comment on his future motherhood, whether that be in the elevator, the lunch room, or while waiting for a meeting. Some of those conversations were beneficial. An older woman named Martha donated an office chair that she had used while she was pregnant, which she had found to be more comfortable for her back. Another coworker, Judy, recommended him the best brand, in her opinion, of supplements to cure morning sickness. And Kathy was more than happy to show him special massaging techniques.


  The openness of his female coworkers toward pregnancy-related topics made Eric think he was playing an RPG, and he had picked a new class of character, thus making the dialogue completely different.


  Martha’s chair worked like a charm for his spine. Judy’s recommended supplements gave him longer and more refreshing nights of sleep. And Eric implemented Kathy’s hand motions on his belly in brief moments of downtime.


  Sometimes he wondered how they thought he had gotten pregnant. Artificial insemination? Some weird science experiment? Besides the womb, he was a man.


  He reckoned it was like Jennifer on the floor above, who had been born with a dog tail, which she just had to wag in front of everyone. Some people were different!


  As the weeks passed, the burden of Zoe’s baby became less noticeable. He no longer missed sleeping on his stomach, he was used to waking up twice or even three times in the middle of the night to relieve his bladder, and he quit trying to hunch over and reduce the size of his belly—mainly because hunching over, he’d found, killed his back muscles.


  The checks continued to come in. When Zoe asked for updated progress, he shared pictures. As a result of her wiped-away pregnancy, she was back to modeling again. Really, Eric rarely ever saw her or Tripp in person after the swap, with their busy schedules. Through their phone conversations, he frequently learned of Zoe’s adventures in Spanish towns, New Zealand towns, English towns, and towns he couldn’t pronounce the names of. And Tripp was busy filming movies.


  Eric figured that was for the best. It would’ve been weird if he was always hanging out with them, knowing that the thing inside his belly had been made from Tripp’s sperm and Zoe’s womb. A distant relationship was better. For his sanity.


  Bloating up into the sixth month, Eric received word that his younger sister, Emily, who was also living in Los Angeles, had been kicked out of her apartment due to her roommate—and half the rent payment—skipping town. She needed a place to crash. Eric said she was always welcome in his place. And a day later, on a Saturday, she showed up.


  Her jaw dropped when he opened the door. “Bro,” she said, lifting a pointed finger. “What the heck is that?”


  “What’s what?” Eric said, glancing down. Going over a month since the swap, he didn’t immediately recognize that his belly was out of place. Everyone else in the city accepted it, and by now so did he. Mostly.


  “Are you…p-pregnant?”


  He shrugged. “Yeah.”


  She held her arms out. “What does that mean? I haven’t seen you since Christmas, and now you’re knocked up! No one told me!”


  Eric was confused. Swap Mate was supposed to make everyone unaware, wasn’t it? So how come his younger sister was shocked?


  He then realized this wasn’t Swap Mate’s fault. It was the fault of himself in this altered reality, who hadn’t come out to his parents that he was expecting a child. Seeing Emily’s reaction, he’d probably react the same way if she came home for Christmas with a huge pregnant bump and no heads up that he was about to be an uncle.


  “I can explain,” he said. “It’s not what you think.”


  “Lemme come in first,” she said, pulling a heavy suitcase behind her. “You know, you being pregnant would be something your sister should know. I thought Mom would’ve told me.”


  “Mom doesn’t know.”


  Emily let go of the suitcase and turned to him, her jaw once more reaching toward the floor. “Are you kidding? You’re like eight months—”


  “Six.”


  “Okay, six months. Six out of nine. That’s like two-thirds of the way there, and Mom doesn’t freaking know she’s about to be a grandmother? Are you just going to surprise her with a baby in your arms?”


  Eric had started laughing. He couldn’t help himself. The situation with Zoe’s baby was like peering into an alternate universe, one where he’d allowed himself to be irresponsible with baby-making parts, and now his sister was the first to find out that he had a due date.


  “What’s so funny?” she asked. “Bro, I like you, but I didn’t want to learn today that I was going to be an aunt. I need time to emotionally prepare for these things.”


  “You’re not going to be an aunt,” he said.


  “How do you mean?”


  Eric pulled out his phone and loaded up Swap Mate. “You know Swap Mate, right? It was a job opportunity. A friend wanted me to be their surrogate, and they’re paying me per week. She gave me the womb and everything a few weeks back.”


  But Emily’s face scrunched after hearing this. “Huh?” she said. “Swap Mate. Okay.” Her brow furrowed even more. “But you didn’t have a womb before? No, that’s not right. I remember Mom telling me—I was like in high school—that you had a birth defect. You’d been born with a uterus, but you weren’t female. Something like that.”


  Eric showed her the phone screen, where the GROUP SWAP OVERVIEW explained the situation better than he could.


  “What am I looking at?” she asked.


  “The dang swap,” Eric emphasized. “Proof that the way you remember history is wrong.”


  She squinted at the screen, and began shaking her head. “But I’m not wrong.”


  Oh for God’s sakes, he thought. It wasn’t enough to provide her a rundown of his pregnant-swapping agreement with Zoe; there was some kind of magical inhibitor, it seemed to him, that prevented Emily from comprehending the swap mechanics, never mind that she understood what Swap Mate was and what it could do.


  Fortunately, everyone involved in Zoe’s baby exchange had full control over the participants and details. Like with Tripp, all Eric had to do was invite his sister, Emily, into the threesome—make it foursome—of aware parties. There was an easier way than sending an invite to her phone. The option, ADD NEW PARTICIPANT, prompted a window for admission via fingerprint. He held out the phone for her to add herself.


  After a few, hesitating seconds, she pressed her index fingerprint into the screen.


  Eric confirmed she was aware of all changes.


  “Oh,” she gasped, retreating a step and staring at his pregnant belly. She shook her head, as if to shake out the fog. “Okay. I get it. Hey, nice tummy! But why you?”


  “They trusted me.”


  Emily laughed hysterically. “My brother, six-months pregnant.” She patted him on the stomach. “I needed that. Thanks. I was going to ask you to help me with the rest of my stuff, but I don’t want you straining yourself.”


  “I can help—”


  “No. Sit. Give that child some peace and quiet.” She stacked some pillows on his sofa and gestured for him to take a seat. He sat. “There. Stay. Relax.”


  Eric felt like a dog.


  Emily officially claimed his spare bedroom until she could find herself a new place. With Los Angeles rent prices and her mediocre job, she’d have to find a roommate more than likely. In the meantime, Eric was happy to have her as company. And it was nice to have someone else who knew the truth of his pregnant condition. Although she was a little more enthusiastic about it than he would’ve liked.


  Early on in their cohabitation, while Emily was out, Eric found prenatal vitamins on his kitchen countertop, along with a note: TAKE THESE - FOR BABY. He grumbled and read the directions.


  Different food began appearing in his refrigerator. Mainly veggies. Even a whole bundle of asparagus. He couldn’t remember ever eating asparagus in his life.


  His soda vanished. Bottled water took its place.


  One day there was a book on his bed with colored diagrams explaining the life cycle of his fetus, with a bookmark on the page detailing what to expect in the third trimester. Eric opened it and saw a cut-away image of an unborn child, curled up in a womb. It was supposed to be helpful to the mother, but to him it just induced nausea, imagining another life residing in his belly region, and looking like how it did in the picture.


  With a firm hand cradling his tummy, he waddled toward the bathroom and knelt over the toilet.


  He felt like the lifestyle changes were unnecessary. He wasn’t going to be a mother. He was simply carrying the baby to term, and then getting rid of it entirely. Still, his younger sister insisted he take proper care of it. She even made sure he walked a few miles every day.


  Halfway into the sixth month, Eric received a weekly deposit a few days late. Now that he had enough money to be somewhat comfortable, it wasn’t a huge concern, and he didn’t ask Zoe why there’d been a delay.


  The next payment, however, never came at all.


  Another week passed. Then another. And Zoe never responded to his text messages.


  She’ll get around to it eventually, he figured. She’d been reliable so far. And any day now, she’d catch up on the missed payments in one large sum. Eric assumed she was probably half a world away, unable to manage the payments currently. No big deal!


  What he could depend on each week was growth. Eric had thought he was big at five months. Heck no! That half-spherical dome that housed Zoe’s fetus had plenty of expansion left to do, and in the sixth and seventh months it really began to swell. He again had to buy new shirts. Short trips across his living room left him feeling lightheaded. And it became habitual to sort of hold his belly up with one hand, so that it took some strain off his back.


  Everything he did made him out of breath. Never in his life had he felt so heavy and weak and useless. He was dead tired when he came home from work, and his interest in personal hobbies dropped substantially. It was like eight hours in the office required eight hours of sitting on his sofa, recuperating, and helping himself to “healthy” ice cream that Emily had filled the freezer with just to feel better.


  He began to realize that pregnant women in their third trimester were never comfortable. You just learned to keep a straight face through the pain, aches, and fleeting dizziness. He couldn’t even watch his favorite horror movies anymore. The blood and screams made him squeamish. And action movies were nauseating with the noise and fast-paced movement. More often than not, he found himself enjoying rom-coms with Emily more. They were comparatively easy on the eyes.


  Midway through the seventh month, Emily suggested he get an ultrasound.


  “An ultrasound?” he asked. “Are you crazy?”


  “Because you’re seven-months pregnant,” she said. “We need to make sure that baby’s not deformed in there. I mean, I know Swap Mate handles it all, but I still see a pregnant man. Nature didn’t design you that way.”


  “You just want the pictures.”


  She smiled and blushed. “Maybe. And maybe they’ll still exist after you swap back. It’ll be like a souvenir.”


  Eric thought he was going to be sick. Again.


  Nevertheless, she did convince him to get an ultrasound performed, for safety reasons. And a week later, he and Emily were sitting in a pregnancy clinic for their appointment. Eric had to fill out five pages of health information. He felt funny marking M under gender, and then, a page later, describing any abnormalities he’d noticed with his fetus. He thought about writing in, My fetus actually belongs to someone else, but like with Emily, the doctors probably wouldn’t understand it. He wrote everything in, handed the clipboard back, and waited his turn.


  Ten minutes later, a gray-haired female doctor—actually a sonographer he later learned from Emily, who had read up on ultrasounds like she was preparing for an exam—welcomed them into the back. Emily was shaking with excitement. Eric was shaking because he had to pee again. He lied down in a seat, being extra cautious to move his burdensome belly with care, so none of its mass landed on his kidney. The sonographer walked him through the process of lifting his shirt, what the jelly was for, how the image on the screen would be formed.


  Eric shivered as she applied the jelly. That shit was cold!


  Off to the side, Emily was grinning. Her grin had been permanent since walking into the place. Of course it was. She wasn’t the one dealing with this! Then she pulled out her phone and began recording the process.


  Of all the things that would be undone by giving this baby back to its rightful mother, he hoped that video—and any videos—would be erased from history.


  “And here we go,” the lady said, hoisting the transducer above his tummy and gently pushing it into his skin. In front of her, the screen flickered with a mess of static that stabilized into a murky image.


  It wasn’t like a metal detector; she didn’t just plant the thing on his belly and find the baby instantly. She had to search around a little and adjust some settings. But, in a pretty short amount of time—a minute or two—she had a clear image of what was hidden away in Eric’s swollen midsection.


  Emily gasped delightedly. “That’s it,” she whispered.


  Eric looked.


  Sure enough, the monitor showed a fuzzy baby shape—Zoe’s unborn child, intact, and almost a couple months older since when she’d last been attached to it. He expected to feel nauseous again, knowing that a real, heart-beating life was living inside his belly. But he didn’t. It was actually, against all reason, kind of heart-warming.


  “Can you tell if it’s a boy or girl?” Emily asked.


  The sonographer fiddled with the transducer, trying different angles. “Hm. Well. If it wasn’t curled up, I would be able to see. For now, it remains a surprise.”


  And thus the ultrasound concluded. Emily requested a few still shots printed out—all for herself. The sonographer wiped away the leftovers of the jelly. Eric pulled his shirt down and got up, and once again felt gravity’s perpetual torture on his jutting-out abdomen.


  On the ride home, he acknowledged the missing payments to Emily, who was driving.


  “A whole month?” she said. “That sounds like something’s wrong.”


  “She’s probably just busy,” Eric said, grasping his belly and holding his breath for every pothole. He had become good at spotting potholes in advance. “She travels all over the world.”


  “But a month is really pushing it. You should talk to what’s his name. Tripp?”


  Eric sighed and supposed he should.


  He was suddenly afraid that something was up. Until now, he’d convinced himself that everything was fine, it was just a hiccup, Zoe would catch up on his compensation. No harm done. But a month without contact was a little extreme, especially since Zoe often liked to request updates and ask for pictures.


  He hoped nothing serious had happened.
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  The following afternoon, Eric returned to Beverly Hills and the mansion that Tripp and Zoe called home. Getting in and out of his Nissan Leaf was more of an endeavor since when he’d last visited this neighborhood. Since, he’d scooted the seat a couple notches back and had to cling to the door to get himself upright. And after just that, he was sweating! He huffed up the driveway, one hand attached underneath his large tummy, with gentle steps to keep his belly mass from rocking back and forth too crazily. All that seesawing weight was hell when it barged into his kidneys, or bladder, or stomach, or—usually—all the above.


  He pounded on the knocker a few times, wincing from the noise.


  At first, no one answered. There weren’t any cars in the driveway, but there hadn’t been any the first time either. He tried again. And waited.


  Finally, the huge front door swung open on a shirtless Tripp, who looked like he was two or three days overdue for a good night’s rest. His eyes momentarily regarded Eric with confusion. Then they dropped down to his belly and widened.


  “Oh, man,” Tripp said. “I’m sorry, Eric. Right, the baby.”


  Eric cocked an eyebrow. “Yeah, the baby. Did you forget, or something?”


  “No, no. Not that. It’s just been—everything is so damn crazy right now. I just haven’t gotten around to telling you the news.”


  “What news?” Bad news, from the sound of it.


  Tripp swallowed. “Well, there’s no easy way to say this,” he said. He swallowed again. “Zoe’s in jail.”


  Eric’s heart skipped. “What? In jail? What happened?”


  “Police found out she was using a fake green card—she’s Canadian. Right now, she’s in a Vancouver prison, and I don’t know when she’s being let out.”


  “But you’re married.”


  Tripp laughed. It was nervous laughter. “Yeah. We lied about that. It was easier to, with the baby and all. It happened sooner than we both expected.”


  Eric experienced another woozy episode as he absorbed all this. Zoe, the mother of the baby in his belly, was in jail, in another country. Tripp was all alone. Oh, and they weren’t actually married. Fuck. Eric felt like he was going to faint. He began fanning his face.


  “Hey,” he said. “You got any wa…wa—”


  He started to fall forward. Tripp caught him. “Whoa there, champ. Let’s get you inside and cooled off. It’s hot out there. Water?”


  Eric nodded. “Yes. Water.”


  With a meaty arm around his shoulders, Tripp escorted him inside. Eric felt immensely better once he was underneath a whirling fan. Here lately, his body was so damn sensitive to temperature changes. A little bit of heat had him reeling, and a little bit of cold made him shiver. And even after that short walk, it felt good to get off his feet. Tripp sat him down on one of his many expansive sofas.


  “Woo,” Eric sighed. “Sorry. My head started spinning something fierce.”


  Tripp excused himself and returned with a glass of ice water. Eric chugged a third of it and let out a long sigh of relief as the chill went through his body.


  “So. Yeah,” Tripp said, sitting down next to him. “I’m in between movies right now, trying to deal with this. Next week, I gotta ship out to Budapest.” For the first time that Eric could remember—except maybe back in high school when his dog had died—Tripp looked devastated. His world had been crushed.


  “I’m sorry, man.”


  “Don’t be. I was the one who trusted her and kept putting off our marriage. We’re both to blame. Now she’s a thousand miles away. I should be apologizing to you for not bringing you into the loop sooner.”


  Eric shrugged. “It’s okay.”


  There was a really large elephant in the room right now, and sometimes it felt like the size of an elephant. Eric rested his hand on his belly—the one part of Zoe that hadn’t been sent back to Canada. God, she’s in prison, he thought. Besides being literally attached to the unborn kid, he’d become a little more emotionally attached to it over the past couple months. He couldn’t fathom undoing the swap just for Zoe to have to give birth inside a prison. That’d be awful. They’d probably take the child away until she had served her sentence.


  He looked over at Tripp. “What’s the plan?”


  “As soon as I come up with one, I’ll let you know,” Tripp said. “I’m burning money through lawyers, to no avail. And as for the baby…” He threw his hands up in the air. “It’s a fucking mess.” He rubbed his eyes. For someone with a superhero’s physique, he looked surprisingly vulnerable and wounded.


  Eric considered rubbing his shoulder, but that probably wouldn’t have been appropriate between two guys.


  His bladder made a rude interruption.


  “Nature’s freakin’ calling again,” Eric explained, standing up. He held his forehead as more dizziness came and went.


  “Sure, no problem,” Tripp said.


  Eric found the bathroom again and did his business. With his bloated belly blocking line of sight, he’d had to master the art of operating by feel. So far, he hadn’t missed a target.


  Afterward, he reflected on his buddy’s predicament.


  Eric had looked up to Tripp ever since they were kids and he’d watched Tripp beat Resident Evil 4 within a weekend. Tripp had always been unnaturally gifted at everything. He was a living cheat code, excelling at sports and able to score any girl he wanted. Becoming involved in Hollywood and settling down with a supermodel for a wife was just destined to be.


  Well, it was supposed to be.


  Eric pulled out his phone and launched the Swap Mate app. The GROUP SWAP OVERVIEW pane showed all four profiles. Eric stared at Zoe’s.


  He reminded himself that everything was temporary. Anything could be done and undone with just a few taps, and he was not locking himself into anything.


  Because he had an idea.


  He hated himself for having it, for considering it, for not moving on with his life—a life that was far more underwhelming than what Tripp had built for himself. And even with this terrible news, Tripp was still far richer and more successful than Eric would ever be.


  But Eric didn’t like seeing his buddy in pain he didn’t deserve.


  In Zoe’s profile, he picked out three traits: BODY (sans Eric’s currently owned FETUS), WARDROBE, and the last thing, which he had to manually input into the app, was RELATIONSHIP. That list perfectly summarized what he had in mind. He felt guilty. And then he felt extra guilty for making both Tripp and Zoe unaware, so that neither one would believe anything was amiss. Zoe would think she’d always had a male body and was friends with Tripp; Tripp would see Eric as his lover and the mother of his unborn child, despite Eric’s gender remaining male while he had a female body.


  “Temporary,” he said aloud, to calm his nerves. “It’s only temporary. A test.”


  With a deep breath, he swiped his finger—and the three items—to his profile.


  Eric was immediately hit with a bombardment of tingles, like a fluttery, ticklish energy conducting through his skin and muscles and bones. It was, expectedly, far more pervasive than simply taking Zoe’s fetus and internal reproductive organs; it buzzed behind his eyeballs, underneath his fingernails, and even inside his gums, as if every cell in his body had been told to vibrate on a matched frequency. He watched his reflection for the oncoming changes.


  But the transformation wasn’t a clean morph, like with computer software. Eric felt his feet being constricted, and he looked down in time to see his sneakers melting down into something smaller, daintier; their rugged design receded into a clean and glossy appearance, with the shoelaces and tongues disappearing altogether, revealing his shrunken feet.


  They looked like heels, except they didn’t have—


  Heels.


  Eric received an involuntary boost in height as the stilt-like columns raised him up like twin jacks. He teetered and caught himself on the countertop. It was at that point he noticed that his fingernails had lengthened—his pinkies just finishing their extension and coloring themselves in with a bright red polish. Tan skin marched up his hands and wrists and forearms, dwindling the tissue and bones into more feminine dimensions. As that wave of changes disappeared into his shirt sleeves, something flopped over his shoulder.


  He glanced up at the mirror.


  Hair!


  In the span of only a few seconds, while he’d been distracted with his other body parts acquiring Zoe’s characteristics, his hair had completely lightened into a dirty blonde color, with cute bangs reaching down to his eyebrows. The part that had flopped was his ponytail. It felt silky soft, and smelled of a fruity shampoo.


  It was hard to keep up with everything. Eric completely missed his eyes and nose changing, and saw the very end of his facial hair fading into a smooth, round jawline. From there, his attention diverted to his pelvis when he felt his hips pop. That warm, pulsing energy intensified in his upper legs as Zoe’s childbearing figure began to materialize. Eric thought his shorts were going to lose out as he saw his hips rapidly plumping with womanly fat. But right before the stitches would’ve surely been annihilated by his thickening legs, the material billowed outward, with the white color of his shirt bleeding into the fabric. It took a second for Eric to realize that his shirt and shorts had merged into a single garment. A dress!


  Uh-oh, he thought, knowing that not much maleness remained.


  While an invisible force squeezed both his shoulders, Eric felt a stomach-twisting pull in his groin. He sent a hand to investigate. The landscape down there was unrecognizable: thick thighs, smooth skin, and a detectable silky layer covering his pubic region. He only caught the final, vestigial nub as his penis retracted completely. The rest was all internal. His mind perceived this as his dick seeming to invert. Eric pinched his legs together as a new orifice formed, each additional inch to its depth making him tremble.


  Oh fuck, he thought. Now it was serious!


  As if the rest wasn’t…


  He teetered and caught himself again as his spine compressed, leaving him with a net loss in height. By now, his facial features were entirely Zoe’s. The woman in the mirror kept licking her lips, as if she didn’t recognize them. Even his teeth felt different.


  All that remained was his chest. Nearing the end of his thirty-second transformation, Eric gasped softly as the residual energy in his body seemed to funnel and concentrate behind his nipples. Two mounds rapidly flourished—and then were squished forcefully into his ribs as a bra appeared out of thin air to contain them. But they continued to expand further, their cleavage deepening as his new neckline projected outward, inch by inch.


  Eric supported himself against the countertop. Being pregnant prior to this transformation didn’t make it easy! He was winded as his new breasts matured, growing larger and more tender into the tight-fitting undergarment. At first, he thought they were too big! Zoe had been buxom, but not heavy-chested.


  But that was two months ago. This body wasn’t five-months pregnant. It was seven now.


  She would’ve been bigger.


  After a long thirty seconds, it was finished. Standing up straight was even more strenuous now. Eric had lost muscle mass and gained more weight in front. It took him a moment to find his center of balance again, for which the high heels did not help.


  In the mirror was Zoe. Tripp’s pregnant supermodel girlfriend. Eric slid a timid hand along his front, feeling his belly—which hadn’t changed much—and his chest—which had changed, a lot. He felt the thick, sturdy cups binding his breasts, though the material did little to dull the sensitivity. He automatically found the focal points: his nipples. They engorged, erecting themselves into the constrictive fabric with shocking hardness.


  “Mmph,” Eric sighed, wincing slightly. “Damn. Responsive.”


  He was less freaked out by his reflection than he’d anticipated. It wasn’t permanent. He didn’t have to be Zoe. But for now, he was. And his intention wasn’t to feel himself up.


  With a mindful balancing act in his heels, he left the bathroom to find Tripp.


  The man of the house wasn’t to be found in the living area. Eric had to embark on a short quest to find his buddy, whose groaning and panting led Eric to a gargantuan home gym. Seriously, it had like ten different equipment sets! There was a treadmill, an elliptical, weights, a rowing machine, and pretty much everything to start up a small fitness establishment. Tripp was doing pull-ups. His shirtless body gave Eric an invitation to watch his back and shoulder muscles flexing. He looked even bigger when he was training. The dude could’ve been an Olympic athlete.


  Eric didn’t interrupt the routine. He watched from the doorway, questioning reality. Questioning himself for stealing—borrowing—the body of Tripp’s girlfriend. Near Tripp, Eric was extremely self-conscious about his pregnancy, his breasts, the way the dress clung to his shapely body. And a part of him believed Tripp would see through the disguise.


  After working himself into a sweat, Tripp dropped down from the bar. He grabbed a towel and spun around, and laid his eyes upon Eric.


  Eric’s heart jumped into his throat.


  “Hey, honey,” Tripp said. “Everything all right?”


  Eric was taken aback by being referred to as honey. “Yeah,” he croaked out. “Oh, yeah, perfectly fine, everything is, just perfect.” His new cheeks burned as he heard Zoe’s voice leave his throat. “Is everything all right with you?”


  “Yeah,” he huffed. “Why?”


  “You were upset earlier.”


  Tripp raised an eyebrow. “Was I?”


  “A moment ago,” Eric said. “Well, maybe not that upset.”


  “Oh. No, everything’s good.”


  Eric wondered if Tripp even knew about Zoe being imprisoned, since their relationships had been swapped. If he did, it probably didn’t bother him as much. His girlfriend and his unborn child were right where they should be: here, in Beverly Hills, at home.


  Who cared about Zoe? She was just some childhood friend.


  Tripp shook his head like a dog drying off. Then he tossed the towel over his shoulder and came toward Eric. Again, Eric didn’t consider himself gay in the slightest, but Tripp’s physique was so mesmerizing. His gaze got lost in those pectoral muscles and washboard abs. Part of it was jealousy, but there was a physical attractiveness to Tripp that transcended sexual orientation. Guys and gals alike could look at this hunk and see his handsomeness! And Eric thought there was nothing wrong in recognizing that.


  He started to feel short of breath as Tripp came over.


  Eric expected his pal to see through the illusion. Swap Mate was good, but it wasn’t that good. He couldn’t just flawlessly take over the role of Tripp’s lover.


  Eric’s doubts vanished when Tripp leaned in to kiss him.


  “Oh, unnhh—” Eric began to say, before their mouths connected. His knees trembled as these humongous shoulders took up his field of view, and a sweaty musk invaded his nostrils. Something else that invaded was Tripp’s tongue, which briefly slipped into Eric’s mouth.


  He was going to faint.


  Tripp’s arm flew around his waist, and suddenly Eric was saved by the man’s stone grip. He stared up into his buddy’s blue eyes, feeling woozy.


  “Whoa, honey,” Tripp said. “Maybe you shouldn’t be on your feet.”


  “Yeah,” Eric said. His mind was in a daze. And though he wasn’t willing to admit it, being totally relaxed and held by Tripp was such a relief.


  Inside his bra, his nipples were achingly stiff.


  Maybe the pregnancy was causing that. Or the hormones. He did have ovaries now.


  Maybe…


  “Can you, um, sit me down somewhere?” Eric asked.


  “How’s the bedroom?”


  “Okay. The bedroom will do.”


  Never letting go, Tripp escorted Eric toward the stairway and up to the second floor—which was a good thing, because Eric would’ve been lost trying to find where the master bedroom was in this mansion. Heaving his pregnant body up those steps was a chore and a half. He couldn’t imagine how Zoe had managed it. She’d seemed so graceful and light on her feet when he’d met her. Certainly the five months—now seven months—of practice probably helped, with acclimating to the changes.


  Eric was sweating too when they arrived in the master bedroom. He spun out of Tripp’s supportive arm and flopped, unladylike, onto the mattress. His entire torso jolted painfully—particularly his breasts, which lurched up to near his collarbone and slammed back down into his bra. He closed his eyes and groaned.


  The bed rocked. It was Tripp sitting down next to him.


  “Two more months,” Tripp said. “Can you believe it?”


  Eric shook his head. He didn’t believe a lot of things, currently.


  As he lied there, a hand began massaging one of his swollen breasts. That initial reminder of how tender they were made him suck in his breath. And during it he thought, My friend, another man, is rubbing my tit. But he’d done this to himself with the swap; it was expected that Tripp would show affection toward him. He was, after all, in this body, the mother of Tripp’s child. And perhaps a little part of Eric had been counting on this to happen.


  He had known it was a possibility. And it hadn’t stopped him from taking Zoe’s body.


  It wasn’t making him want to return it, either.


  Eric moaned softly as his nipple erected further, becoming a tight, turgid knot inside his dress, pushing into the bra as if trying to tear itself free. Tripp had obviously done this before! Automatically, Eric moved his own hand to his left-out breast, giving it a large, sensual grope. Oh! His spine arched, and several bowling balls of mass jostled across his front, before shaking back to rest and pinning him back down.


  Never before had his pregnancy felt so erotic. He was a vision of fertility, so sexily wearing a tight-fitting dress with his hard nipples jutting out. And below—yes, below, that place—he could feel the intricate lace snugly cutting into his loins.


  It was the hormones. It had to be the hormones.


  He had gone from zero to a hundred in seconds.


  And no matter who he was or what his partner looked like, he craved more.


  Tripp liberated a breast from its double-layer fabric constraints, and for the first time Eric saw the large mound of flesh that had necessitated such heavy-duty security. Melon was a pretty apt description for it! It was pale colored, with green veins visible underneath the skin. And it was almost more than what Tripp’s big, manly hand could hold. Eric gasped again as his buddy’s fingers pinched the nipple atop it—a dark brown knob fatter than a cherry.


  Mm! Shit, that was wonderful! Just the nipple! His body tingled like it had during the swap, every cell just vibrating in place. And he freed his other breast and mimicked what Tripp was doing, giving the fleshy orb a vigorous fondling and getting his fingertips around that heavenly nipple. He could feel blood rushing into it, as if it were an erection. Quite quickly, the sensitivity in his breasts migrated entirely into the nipples, until he was squirming from having them played with.


  Being pregnant, he realized, sure had some perks!


  His boobs were just so addicting. He could’ve played with them for hours.


  “You’re so hot right now,” Tripp cooed, giving Eric’s nipple a brief lick.


  “I am?”


  “Always.”


  Eric could sense what was approaching. He’d been with enough girls to recognize that mood in the air—mostly unchanged from the female perspective. Only now he was on the receiving end, the target of Tripp’s arousal. And even though the man was smelly and sweaty, Eric himself was unbelievably turned on.


  Tripp hiked the dress up. Eric tensed as a pair of fingertips pushed along his altered anatomy, making clear not just the absence of his manhood but the indention of the damp panties into Zoe’s folds. He squeezed his legs together, and in doing so he perceived that empty void between his legs. That absence feeling became stronger. It wanted to be cured, to be satiated. It scared him a little to be going through with this, to know what his body wanted and what his mind was still skeptical of.


  But if there was anyone to experience this with, it was Tripp.


  Eric knew he was in good, passionate hands.


  And in this reality, he’d been a girl all throughout their childhood friendship. It only made sense they would’ve grown up closer, and turned their friendship into something more intimate.


  Tripp kissed him some more. This time, Eric was hungry for that tongue in his mouth. Meanwhile, beyond the expanse of his bloated tummy, his lover’s fingers did away with the silk covering his privates. Eric quivered as those fingers returned to his hot mound, this time penetrating his folds for real and actually entering him. God, what a feeling! His crotch involuntarily lunged toward the stimulation, to have Tripp’s fingers go deeper. And they did—halfway, then all the way, eradicating that absence that was the core nuisance of his sexuality. With a solid object inside his pussy, he actually felt how tight and wet it was.


  Man, is that normal? he wondered, with everything down there so steamy and saturated.


  He supposed it was.


  It was meant for more than just fingers, after all.


  By now, Eric no longer had reservations about making out with Tripp. And maybe it was a side effect of the growing life in his womb, but Eric felt drawn to Tripp. Sexually. Emotionally. It was more than just erotically stimulating; it was wholesome and relaxing to be in this position, to be the vessel of an unborn child and also seduced.


  And that position was changing.


  Eric was soon put underneath his big-muscled partner. No more foreplay. They were past that now. A strong arm pushed underneath him, to cradle him. The hand of the other gripped his waist. He stared into Tripp’s amazing, heart-melting eyes as the superhero father situated himself for the main reason why Eric’s panties had been tugged aside.


  He considered cracking a joke, but he didn’t want to ruin the moment.


  Tripp disposed of his athletic shorts. With Eric’s belly in the way, he couldn’t see what had been unveiled, but he felt it. With Tripp getting ready, it poked into Eric’s thighs several times.


  His loins were on fire.


  They wanted this. He wanted this.


  Whether it was right or wrong was irrelevant now.


  Surprising himself with his impatience, Eric reached southward and took hold of Tripp’s cock. The thick girth of his hard-on throbbed in Eric’s tiny palm. He guided it toward its destination—somewhat by trial and error—until the turgid head of it was resting against the center of his snatch. With a little more effort, a little bit of adjusting, he nudged it into his entrance. The rest was all on Tripp, who thrust his hips forward and drove the remaining inches deep into Eric’s drenched slit.


  He moaned. Tripp grunted.


  They were together now—together in a way that biology hadn’t allowed before.


  Tripp was gentle, kissing Eric on the neck and keeping his rhythm steady and consistent. He knew this was due to his pregnancy, but the slow-and-gradual pace was such a turn-on. With each forward push, Eric again experienced, in thrilling detail, all that thickness and hardness sliding into his hot depths. He couldn’t believe how amazing it felt! All his life he’d been convinced that having a cock was better. He’d owned Zoe’s pussy for maybe thirty minutes, and already he was relishing the advantages of feeling so full and stuffed every time Tripp’s erection slotted fully inside him.


  Eric didn’t feel sore and heavy anymore. He felt energized. His arousal was like a pain medication, numbing all his aching joints and sandwiched organs.


  He wrapped his arms over Tripp’s shoulders and began humping back.


  More, more, he thought; he needed more of this fantastic cure.


  They switched it up. After a missionary-style pounding that left Eric over the moon with joy, he rolled to his side. It was more comfortable without his heavy stomach and swollen boobs compressing on his torso, and he was immediately eager for a continuation. For a moment, he was astonished by all of his newfound curves: his firm orbs spilling out of his neckline, his rotund midsection, his wide ass resulting in a rather voluptuous set of hips. He found it erotic how he could feel his pussy exposed from the backside, his thick thighs squeezing his puffy outer lips. He reached over the ample curve of his upper leg and slid his fingers into the slippery folds, feeling what must have been his juices mixed with Tripp’s pre-cum.


  Just rubbing himself that little bit gave him goose bumps.


  And it quickly got better as Tripp lined himself up. This time, he wasn’t just penetrating Eric’s pussy; the cock had to shove between his meaty thighs, creating a tighter channel than before. His spine arched as he was once again completely filled, and his eyes rolled back.


  It’s only temporary, he reminded himself. This isn’t me.


  But it could be. Swap Mate had taken care of everything. As far as the world knew—minus Emily, presently—Eric had always been anatomically female. And although he had a supermodel’s body, he worked a mundane job. Although, now, he supposed, he probably lived with Tripp, given the alterations to their relationship.


  He liked Tripp. Maybe he even loved Tripp.


  Though now probably wasn’t the best time to explore those emotions impartially!


  “Oh fuck,” Eric panted, getting drilled once more, and having his emptiness be replaced with wondrous fullness. Each thrust shook his whole body—his tits most of all, which jiggled and bounced incessantly. He couldn’t wipe the smile off his face as he held them and tweaked his nipples. Bras now made a hell of a lot of sense: without them, he’d have no choice but to play with his boobs constantly!


  Tripp pummeled him faster and faster, panting hard.


  Eric sensed an oncoming orgasm. Many details about his body had changed, but the overall sensation of that sexual crescendo was very familiar. He hollered for Tripp to go faster and harder. He wanted nothing left on the table.


  If this was to be Eric’s only time being fucked as a pregnant woman, he wanted the full package!


  He was moaning with every thrust: “Ah! Ah! Ah! Oh! Yes!”


  “Mm!” Tripp grunted. “Nnngh!”


  Suddenly his cock plunged deep—deeper than it ever had previously. Eric’s fingers clenched the sheets as a shot of warmth flooded his loins. Way inside there, within his lower navel, past that throbbing log that was implanted inside him, spurt after spurt of cum gushed out near to his womb. The knowledge that his body had brought Tripp to such copious completion sent Eric over the edge. His body convulsed from head to toe, with his vaginal canal seeming to repeatedly grip his buddy’s manhood, as if milking it.


  His mind baked in the bliss of a well-deserved female orgasm.


  “Oh my God,” he breathed. “Wow. That was incredible.”


  “You’re incredible,” Tripp said, pulling out and planting an appreciative kiss on Eric’s plump thigh. “I need a shower. You joining?”


  “I’m—” Eric stopped and grabbed his head to stop it from spinning. “I’m just gonna relax. And catch my breath.”


  Tripp smiled and strolled across the room to the adjacent bathroom. Eric watched that muscular ass until it disappeared. Seconds later, a shower turned on.


  Eric was slow to move. Primarily, he couldn’t believe his actions, that he had let Tripp fuck him. And now the evidence was residing in Eric’s pulsing pussy: still-warm cum, fresh from Tripp’s balls. It was unbelievable. Eric should’ve regretted his actions. He’d certainly never considered himself sexually attracted to men, and he’d just been fucked by a man.


  But not as a man. As a beautiful pregnant woman.


  It was so confusing.


  Gradually, Eric pushed himself upright. He felt that glob of semen began to ooze down the walls of his pussy. To prevent a potential leak, he pulled his panties back on. Everything between his legs was so raw, so used.


  He’d laid his phone on the bed. He picked it up and loaded Swap Mate.


  Without the distraction of Tripp’s wonderful cock, Eric felt that guilt welling up inside him again. For good reason: he’d stolen a mother’s body, taken her unborn child. He thought about undoing the swap right then, but decided not to.


  Instead, he switched Tripp from UNAWARE to AWARE.


  Eric couldn’t pretend that this life was his. He was going to explain himself.


  A few minutes later, Tripp exited the bathroom with a towel tied around his waist. For one glance, he regarded Eric as if they were lovers, and Eric should be pregnant, topless, and sitting on Tripp’s bed with a large dose of semen inside him.


  Then Tripp stopped and did a double-take. “Eric?”


  Eric felt himself cringing in embarrassment. “Yeah.”


  “You…you have Zoe’s body. And we just…”


  He nodded.


  Tripp covered his face as the full realization set in. “What the fuck, man? You stole Zoe’s body? For what? To have sex with me?” He stared at Eric with pain in his eyes.


  “No.” Eric got to his feet and awkwardly settled his animated boobs back into their soft, padded holsters. That creamy feeling was now inside his panties—Tripp’s cum, no doubt, seeping into the silk. “It wasn’t the sex. I mean, not entirely.”


  Tripp took a step back. “Then what? What the hell’s going on?”


  Eric stopped and explained himself: “Seeing you again reminded me of when we were best friends. I didn’t realize how much I missed hanging out with you. And with what happened to Zoe, I felt bad for you. You looked so depressed. I thought…” He shrugged and looked down at the carpet. “I thought I could make you feel better if Zoe was still around. The sex was incidental. But…I didn’t hate it.”


  “Eric—”


  “She’s in jail, Tripp. And you know she shouldn’t give birth in jail. Do you know how traumatizing and awful that would be? And she’s not even aware that I swapped bodies with her.”


  Still, the angles in Tripp’s face stayed hard. He was resisting to accept this. On many levels, it wasn’t right. But Eric was sure he was making a good argument.


  “It’s weird, I know.”


  Tripp said, “Understatement of the year. Or millennium.” He scratched his scalp and gave Eric a once-over, as if he were trying to see the seams of Eric’s pregnant, female costume. “It would be awful if Zoe gave birth in jail. But I don’t want you to have to—”


  Eric took Tripp’s hand. “It’s okay. I’m willing to do it. For you, man. You wanted a family, and the mother and father should be there when the child comes.”


  “That’s a weird way to put it.”


  “Is it wrong?”


  Tripp sighed and shook his head. Then he snorted. “You should’ve kept me unaware, man. I was feeling better when I didn’t know.”


  “But you were treating me like Zoe. I want you to treat me like Eric.”


  Tripp’s gaze fell upon Eric’s tits. “That’s gonna be difficult.”


  In the end, Eric won Tripp over, though he was less than enthusiastic about this girlfriend role-playing. Eric did consider making Tripp unaware again, just so Tripp could be happily oblivious to his pregnant girlfriend being in jail. But it was life under a lie. This way, Tripp knew what was going on. It was the honest and morally correct choice.


  Maybe not the happiest. But not the worst. A middle ground.


  Tripp could be with his girlfriend and child until his real girlfriend was out of jail. And then, Eric figured, his job would be done. But it would mean giving birth. And possibly breastfeeding. And waking up in the middle of the night to deal with a crying infant. And changing diapers.


  Jesus. Perhaps he hadn’t thought this through entirely.


  Now that Tripp knew the deal, it was time to tell Emily. As his temporary boyfriend left the room, Eric called up his sister and gave her the rundown. With the voice, he first had to convince her who he was. He refrained from mentioning the sex, of course.


  After he’d explained himself as succinctly and straightforward as possible, she said, “Are you insane, Bro?”


  “Maybe,” Eric admitted, casually rubbing his thigh. His mind flashed back to Tripp grasping it while he railed Eric from behind. “Is it a bad decision?”


  “Uh, yeah. You’re stealing a woman’s body without telling her? I mean, I’d be pissed.” She sighed on the other end. “But I get it. In a weird way, I get it. It’s…never mind.”


  “It’s what?”


  “Well, I was going to say it’s kinda sweet. It sounds like you’re good friends with Tripp. This way, he’ll be there for the childbirth. And the baby will have its mother around all the time. Sort of.” She groaned. “I wasn’t a fan, but you’re winning me over. Dammit.”


  Eric smiled. “Great. And there might be some money in it for you. If Tripp and I need a babysitter.”


  “For what? If you go out? Like on a date?”


  “No. If we just hang out.”


  “Right. God, I was just thinking you’ve probably touched yourself already. Pervert.”


  More than that, Eric thought.


  After the conversation was over, Eric sat there gathering his thoughts. The next couple months would be stressful—no way around that. They would be physically and emotionally wearisome, and that didn’t even include the birth, the hospital, the days and weeks after, and however long it took before this baby could be reunited with its real mother, if she was actually able to live in Beverly Hills again, or if Tripp decided to move up to Canada.


  Eric had always been jealous of Tripp. His looks, his personality, his success with the ladies. In a perverse set of circumstances, Eric was now closer to Tripp than ever before. He enjoyed him as a friend. And hopefully, once Tripp came to fully accept that Eric was now in the body of his baby mama, they could be friends again.


  Though, now Eric had a pussy.


  And already he was wanting another round with the father-to-be.


  Even if he had to make Tripp unaware again to get it.


  For just long enough.
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  More signs for Strawberry began appearing, and Tyler knew they were getting close. Although not a large town in the heart of Maine, Strawberry seemed proud of its main attraction: COME SEE THE WORLD’S LARGEST STRAWBERRY!, which was apparently a thirty-foot-tall sculpture integrated into a kids’ playground. There were more signs for that than there were counting down the miles remaining, now in the single digits.


  “Now if it was edible,” Fiona said from the passenger seat, “then I’d be impressed.”


  Tyler took his eyes off the road for a moment to look at his wife. He missed road trips like this, even though, technically, they weren’t visiting central Maine for its pleasurable escapes. Supposedly, Strawberry had the best reproductive counselor in the state, and they had an appointment with that very counselor, Dr. Quimby, tomorrow morning.


  Fiona had been disheartened ever since learning she was infertile. Tyler had been too. After trying for a child, all he’d imagined was being in the delivery room with his wife and experiencing that wonderful, unforgettable moment of bringing another human being into the world. Fiona had wanted that so much.


  But all wasn’t lost. They could still adopt. Or hire a surrogate.


  And Dr. Quimby might suggest other options too. She might even know of a doctor who could fix Fiona’s reproductive system. It was a long shot. But Tyler would do just about anything to see his wife smile again.


  “Are you excited?” he asked.


  “We’re just going to hear the same thing from her,” she said. She had been reading a novel on her phone for the past hour. That meant she was nervous or completely disinterested.


  “You don’t know that.”


  “But I do,” she insisted. “What doctor in Maine is going to help me whenever everyone else can’t?”


  “Don’t underestimate the power of the strawberry, honey.”


  She snorted. “That’s the only reason you wanted to come, isn’t it?”


  “I’ll send your parents a postcard.”


  “Uh-huh. I don’t think that’ll get us back on their Christmas list.”


  Fiona’s parents didn’t talk to her after learning the unfortunate news about her womb. They were religious assholes who believed every little thing was divine or demonic. So her faulty womb was clearly due to her not taking up the faith ever since moving out.


  Tyler was glad he had never met them.


  He held out his hand to her. “Hey, it’ll be all right. Something good is bound to happen.”


  “If only I had your optimism,” she said, reaching out to grab his hand.


  Rather than feeling her hand enclose around his, Tyler received a gnarly static shock. He winced and shook his hand like it had caught fire. A tingly, burning sensation rippled through each of his fingers, like ants biting his skin.


  “Ouch,” Fiona said, feeling it too. “Damn, Tyler. That was a doozy.”


  “Yeah it was,” he agreed. “Sorry. Stupid wedding rings.”


  Whereas Fiona’s parents had wanted nothing to do with the ceremonies of marriage, Tyler’s parents had been the complete opposite. They’d even picked out the weddings rings. A bit untraditional, they had black stones, which looked like gems made from oil when they caught the light in a certain way. They weren’t really all that attractive, but his parents had insisted—and, admittedly, it was cheaper than buying the wedding bands himself.


  But they couldn’t survive a day without accidentally shocking each other.


  The rings were just terrible with static electricity.


  Gradually, the outskirts of Strawberry came into view. It was a mid-sized town, neither a city or a rural community, but somewhere comfortably in between. The sign announcing their arrival said HOME SWEET HOME. Of course it did. It was like the town had no character other than its name, and they sure as hell were milking it. Tyler wouldn’t have been surprised if he encountered a souvenir shop with strawberry-themed merchandise, for all those strawberry-loving tourists.
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  With the GAS needle creeping dangerously closer to the E, Tyler decided to go ahead and fill up when he came across the first Circle K. They were going to spend two nights in Strawberry before heading back. Tyler didn’t want to rush in, meet with the counselor, then rush back home without consulting with his wife’s thoughts and feelings. This meeting was very important, and it very well could define the rest of the their lives.


  “You want anything?” he asked, after the gas was pumping.


  “Pick me up some gum,” Fiona requested.


  “Got it.”


  Tyler went into the convenience store, whistling on his way to the drink aisle—for a couple of Cokes—then to the potato chip aisle—for some Doritos—then on his way up to the register, where he snagged a pack of Trident, his wife’s favorite.


  The clerk was a sight: she was very heavily pregnant, with a HOME SWEET HOME red T-shirt stretched over her bulging belly, warping the strawberry design into something like a red, seed-covered carrot with how long and slender it was. The graphic was faded, suggesting the shirt had been worn and washed many times. Interestingly, her choice of fashion from the neck up was more goth. Thick black eyeliner, black hair, dark lipstick, a whole network of piercings. It was an interesting combo.


  “That all?” she said, after ringing everything up.


  “And gas on pump three,” Tyler said. “And, uh, congrats there.”


  She just stared at him.


  Okay, never mind, he thought.


  He paid with a credit card.


  Leaving the store, he saw a loud, rumbling Harley pull up into a parking spot. Normally Tyler wouldn’t have been so interested in a biker, but this one gave him a serious case of déjà vu. The rider, like the store clerk, also wore the same HOME SWEET HOME red T-shirt and was very obviously expecting a child within the next month or two. The rest of her outfit included a denim skirt and little black boots, wholly inappropriate attire for riding a motorcycle, not to mention that she was pregnant. What if she crashed?


  The rider removed her helmet and revealed the head of a bearded man with long, mussy hair.


  Wh-what?


  She—he?—climbed off and strolled toward the door, the denim skirt flapping in the breeze. He spit on the sidewalk before entering the store.


  What the heck?


  Tyler had to tell Fiona about this. She wouldn’t believe it!


  But then that déjà vu got even worse, until he was pretty sure it wasn’t déjà vu anymore. Opposite the Harley, a minivan pulled up to the curb. The woman behind the wheel looked like a mom, and several shapes were moving in the back seat. The passenger door slid open, and out came five kids about high school age. One was playing with a soccer ball, like they’d come from practice. The mom climbed out too, and told them she wasn’t paying more than twenty dollars. Excited and energetic, the kids jogged up to the curb and went into the convenience store, followed later by their chauffeur.


  But what Tyler didn’t understand was that they all had the same body. The same HOME SWEET HOME red T-shirt. The same denim skirt. The same pregnant belly. But none of them seemed aware of this. The mom was slower on her feet, but the kids were full of youthful energy, not treating their bellies as heavy and burdensome. And their boots were dirty, like they’d worn them on the field.


  And everyone else Tyler saw was the same: an old lady with a walker, a businessman on a phone, an electrician whose head was better suited for an overweight male body.


  They were all female from the neck down, all pregnant, all in exactly the same clothes and with exactly the same body.


  I’m getting pranked, Tyler realized. It was the only explanation! Right now some hidden camera was filming his stunned reaction to all these impressive makeup effects.


  He hurried back to his wife.


  “Honey,” he said, opening the door and tossing the sack in. “You won’t believe this.”


  Fiona, however, didn’t seem interested to hear what he had to say. She was rubbing her belly and wincing. “They have any medicine in there?” she asked. “My stomach just started hurting something fierce.”


  “Like aspirin?”


  “Maybe. Or Kaopectate?”


  “I can go check.”


  “Thanks, I’ll—ah!”


  Following what sounded like a yelp of pain, Fiona began to hyperventilate. Her right hand grabbed the door while her left flew over the center console, flailing against the driver’s seat. Tyler was frozen as his wife’s spine arched forward, her torso rounding into a curve of an almost back-breaking feat as she continued to groan in agony. When her spine flattened against the seat again, there was more girth to her midsection than before. She convulsed a second time. Then a third. Incrementally, her gut swelled with the beginnings of a pronounced bulge, stretching from her sternum down to her lap, pulling her blouse and its struggling buttons with it, threatening with every second to rip through.


  I’m not seeing this, Tyler thought, too shocked to react other than stare. I’m dreaming.


  Before Fiona’s blouse became victim to her changing proportions, the white fabric blossomed with a red color that quickly suffused across every thread and stitch. Then there were no buttons anymore. For a moment this new shirt was looser, but then it became taut all over again as Fiona’s burgeoning belly expanded impossibly large, becoming a true half-sphere on her frame, which itself was transforming, becoming smaller and daintier.


  “Tyler,” she gasped, stealing a glance at her body every now and then before the next contraction had her head snapping back. “What’s happening?”


  The HOME SWEET HOME text on Fiona’s shirt, recently materialized, explained everything. And also nothing. Because people didn’t just spontaneously change like this!


  Somehow, she was becoming like the populace of Strawberry, young and pregnant from the neck down.


  Putting the pieces together, Tyler became aware of a pinching sensation around his feet. Looking down, he saw his left sneaker had become more like a boot, its feminine dimensions much too small to ever accept his foot, but nevertheless snug and laced as if it were the perfect size. His right sneaker quickly underwent a similar metamorphosis, shimmering as the white material faded, the top encircling his ankle tighter and consuming his sock as it stretched up his leg a few inches. His jeans, meanwhile, were already on a race upward, each hem lifting up over smooth, hairless legs. Tyler’s breath caught in his throat when the two legs merged together above his knee, unifying into a single fabric. A sharp breeze hit his privates.


  And then a warm pressure began to fill the pocket of his abdomen, pushing on all his abdominal organs until he felt uncomfortably nauseous.


  Oh no, he thought, predicting what was to come. No, no, no!


  The convulsions hit in shock waves, punching him in the stomach like a heavy fist. Tyler felt his balance give out; he spun and collapsed on the edge of the driver’s seat, suffering through wave after wave of powerful spasms that gradually inflated his belly into a broadening dome across his midsection, every seizure-like outburst making his legs and arms jerk.


  Mentally, he wasn’t just fighting his physical body. He was fighting reality, telling himself that this couldn’t be happening, that it was absurd and unbelievable and unthinkable.


  But reality didn’t give a damn.


  Through a fit of sweating and shaking, Tyler was suddenly wearing that same HOME SWEET HOME red T-shirt, with its elongated and faded strawberry. He clutched the massive globe of his tummy for its final, kidney-kicking push, feeling it cramp and ache as it attained its new size inside the undersized T-shirt, with a pointy belly button showing.


  But a pregnant belly wasn’t complete without breasts. The pressure focused around his ribcage, concentrating into two quick-swelling growths that pushed forward, instantly recognizable. They were wrapped in a tight, invisible garment: a bra, no doubt!


  As the changes finished, Tyler spent a long time just grabbing his new boobs, experiencing their new and strange weight on his chest. Well after the initial shock, he finally dared to send his new dainty hand—with pink nail polish—underneath the mountainous and bladder-crushing swell of his tummy. His fingers encountered no sign of his manhood. That whole region was flat, covered by a soft, silky fabric.


  “Tyler?” Fiona asked softly.


  He looked at his wife, whose body now resembled, identically, everyone going in and out of the convenience store. And his resembled hers, down to every tiniest detail.


  “Why am I pregnant? Why are you pregnant?”


  If he knew the answer, he would’ve been happy to tell her.
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  Tyler drove to the hotel. Some accommodations had to be made, such as scooting himself closer to the steering wheel and reclining the seat a little. Driving while pregnant was not fun! After getting his first taste of a pothole—and the resulting stomach ache from his bloated tummy smacking his organs—he became a master of evading bumps in the street, and anything that looked like it might leave an internal bruise. Everywhere he looked, in every car at each intersection, everyone was the same below the neck, every race and gender and age.


  How was that possible? How did no one notice? Had they come to live with it?


  Despite drinking in moderation during the road trip, Tyler had another reason to reach the hotel as soon as possible: a growing urgency to pee. He figured either his bladder had shrunk or his new pregnant mass had a lot to say about the availability of space in his gut. Maybe both.


  Fiona was less freaked out by Strawberry’s pregnant curse. At least outwardly. Every time Tyler looked over at her, she was holding her giant belly and staring at it, as if pondering its existence and significance. How ironic it was that she’d been incapable of bearing children only fifteen minutes ago and now looked ready to pop out a seven-pound baby.


  For that matter, so did Tyler. It made him uneasy to look at his wife and know that he possessed an exact copy of her young, pregnant body.


  “Are you holding on?” he asked, when they were a couple blocks from their destination.


  She looked over, smiled, and nodded. “I think so. This is so scary. But I also never thought I’d get to feel this. Tyler, honey, it’s kind of nice.”


  “Well, if we figure out how to reverse this, you can stay that way.”


  She didn’t say anything.
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  At the hotel, the situation was similar to everywhere else in Strawberry. Every single person shared the exact same body and clothes. There was no variation, even in the smallest details; they all had the same shoes, the same skin tone, the same slightly undersized T-shirt advertising Maine’s relatively unknown and quirky tourist attraction. Tyler fought the urge to approach the nearest person and demand to know what was going on in this town.


  They took their luggage inside, and met the female receptionist whose baby bump was par for the course. All the employees, even the men, were the same way.


  It was easier to ask who wasn’t pregnant.


  So far, no one! Not ever since entering the city limits.


  Tyler and his wife checked in and went toward the elevators. By now, the pregnancy pains were really starting to compound into a dull, persistent soreness pretty much everywhere in his torso. His belly ached. His chest ached. Even his thin arm was realizing he’d maybe packed a few too many clothes for this two-night stay.


  When the elevator lurched upward, he had to clutch the handrail.


  “Whoa,” he said. “Okay, I don’t like this. Oh, I think my stomach just did a kickflip.”


  Fiona burst out laughing. “Same! Oh gosh. I read all about the experiences of pregnant women, believing I’d only know it vicariously. This is wild.”


  Just please don’t kick or anything, Tyler thought, in regard to that life in his belly. He could take being fat. But an actual, unborn child cocooned inside his body?


  Now the vertigo was coming in hot, dizzying waves.


  He closed his eyes and pleaded for the elevator to stop.


  They eventually made it to their room. Tyler, as of yet not answering the call of nature, half jogged and half waddled into the bathroom, slamming the door shut. Knowing that he’d lost the privilege of standing up, he angled his butt toward the porcelain bowl, yanked everything down, and plopped his well-padded rear on the cold seat. It was a small blessing that he couldn’t actually see anything; his huge, distended belly hid all those awful changes from view.


  Okay, come on, come on, he thought, begging to the bladder gods. His feet were squirming on the floor as he inwardly sought the controls for the means of evacuating his liquid waste.


  Slowly and surely, the warmth and pressure moved farther down into his groin, and the afternoon’s consumption of soda found its exit.


  Finally, sweet—and splashy—relief!


  “Fuck,” Tyler sighed, holding his head in his hands and wondering how he was going to get his male body back. That would mean he understood what the heck was going on, which he didn’t. And with everyone else in Strawberry looking like a twenty-year-old pregnant woman from the neck down, maybe that meant it was permanent?


  Surely not!


  There was a knock on the door. Then giggling outside. “You doing all right in there?” Fiona’s voice asked.


  “Yeah,” Tyler hollered back. “Oh, I’m just peachy.”


  “Remember to wipe.”


  “I’m aware. Thanks.”


  Once the order of business was finished, he tore off almost half the roll of toilet paper and patted it gently to his undercarriage. Feeling the tissue against his rearranged privates was unavoidable, but he dried himself and flushed. Dressed and done with that embarrassing routine, he met his wife back in the bedroom area.


  She was just putting down her phone. “You won’t believe this,” she said. “I tried to call a clinic and explain the problem, that we arrived in Strawberry and found ourselves suddenly pregnant, and I was hung up on!”


  “It does sound like crazy-talk,” Tyler admitted. Now that he had relieved himself, he was starving. He went rooting around in his luggage for a snack.


  “You think Dr. Quimby will know what’s going on?”


  “I don’t know,” he said, securing his hand around a granola bar and tearing into it.


  “Hey, you bring any more of those?”


  Tyler gave one to her.


  “If I had known we were going to be pregnant, I would’ve packed more to eat,” she said, biting hungrily into the snack.


  Tyler laughed. Given the state of their bodies—and the entire town—it was pretty astonishing that they weren’t freaking out more. Maybe his mind just didn’t know how to react other than with sarcasm and humor. The freakish changes were so far outside the realm of what was possible that it just made sense to laugh it off, as if they were living inside an episode of The Twilight Zone, and undoing it was as simple as turning the video off.


  Unfortunately, he was still searching for that button.


  Fiona finished munching her midday meal. “I’m going to change out of this. I appreciate having something to wear, but wearing a stranger’s clothes is a little weird.”


  Tyler looked at his own luggage.


  Right. Clothes. He didn’t have to wear a freakin’ skirt.


  Fiona didn’t bother with privacy. She unsnapped the button, dropped the denim skirt right onto the floor. Underneath, she had on basic black panties—presumably a perfect match of Tyler’s. Even stretched, the HOME SWEET HOME T-shirt didn’t conceal all of her pregnant belly. The bottommost curve hung out the bottom, almost perpendicular to her pubic region and covered with faint stretch marks. It was a mesmerizing sight.


  Tyler reached down and felt that part of his own belly, the skin taut and firm with the additional mass resting inside. It alerted him, for maybe the hundredth time, of how large and heavy his whole belly was, and the tremendous strain it had not just on his skin but all the muscles in his upper body. A fleeting wave of disorientation hit him again.


  Fiona discovered a new complication to the pregnant puzzle. When she tried to slip on a pair of loose-fitting pajama pants, they instantaneously morphed into the denim skirt—the same denim skirt that was currently crumpled up on the floor.


  She took the skirt off. It became pajama pants again. But on her, they became a skirt.


  “Well that’s annoying,” she said. “You try.”


  Tyler didn’t know what he expected—maybe that the apparent magic had a different effect on males. That was optimistic. When he removed his skirt and inserted his legs into his own jeans, the final pull up across his smooth and shapely thighs was punctuated with a sudden chill and absence of friction from the knees down.


  As with his wife, his clothes had also altered themselves to become the one outfit he was seemingly allowed to wear.


  “Damn,” he muttered, trying the jeans several more times with the same, disappointing results. Although he was only putting on clothes, the physical activity had him sweating and laboring to catch his breath a little. “This is messed up.”


  “I know, right? The magic isn’t only affecting our bodies. It’s affecting our clothes too.” This realization led to her next logical deduction: “I bet everyone in Strawberry is wearing their own clothes, or thinks they’re wearing their own clothes, but they all appear as the same outfit.”


  “So they don’t realize it?” Fighting another episode of dizziness, Tyler anchored himself to the mattress and swung his backside down. No position was comfortable, but it felt a little better to spare his knees from hauling around the baby weight.


  “No,” Fiona surmised. “I think everyone sees themselves as normal. Therefore they act normal.”


  “But we don’t see ourselves as normal.”


  That was the kicker in this odd ordeal, Tyler knew. The residents of Strawberry went on about their lives like nothing was out of the ordinary. That probably also included travelers passing through town. If people were realizing they’d been changed, he and Fiona would’ve seen car accidents, general pandemonium, something, instead of nothing at all.


  The two of them were aware. But no one else was.


  On the upside, Fiona was in a rare good mood that evening, ordering room service—delivered by a forty-something woman with a body half her age. Tyler couldn’t believe how famished he was. He scarfed down a big juicy cheeseburger. Fiona too, who usually stuck to salads, found herself in dire need of seconds, and it wasn’t long before the same employee returned with another tray of food.


  Tyler reasoned he and his wife were both eating for two now.


  Overall, Fiona was more positive toward her pregnancy. While they were lying on the bed and watching the late-night news, she retrieved a bottle of lotion from her luggage and quietly began rubbing it into her belly—which really wasn’t her belly at all. It was someone else’s belly.


  Tyler asked what she was doing.


  “I don’t know,” she said, laughing. “I think it’s kind of neat. Come on, Tyler, you know I’ve always wanted this.”


  “But it’s not our baby, is it? It’s some other woman’s unborn child.” Thinking about it like that gave him a shiver.


  “I am still allowed to enjoy it, honey. And you should too.”


  Tyler grumbled.


  “Here.” Fiona held out the lotion. “You next?”


  Reluctantly, he hiked his tight T-shirt up, exposing that half-sphere of belly mass, identical in every way to the one adjacent to it—other than Fiona’s having a slight sheen. She squirted a bit of lotion into her palm and applied it to Tyler’s belly, sliding her hand around in slow, sensual circles to spread it evenly and work it into the skin.


  It actually felt nice. Not the lotion part so much as the massaging part. His whole abdomen was tense and sore, and his wife’s gentle touch relieved some of the anxiety he’d been feeling.


  Right as Tyler began to close his eyes and feel comfortable, Fiona’s hand left the apex of his gravid tummy and rode the fleshy slide down to between his legs.


  He jerked away from her touch. “Fiona…”


  She had a huge grin. “Say what you will about our bodies not being ours, but you wouldn’t believe how wet I am right now.”


  For the first time in his life, Tyler had to tell her that he wasn’t in the mood. How could he ever be in the mood like this? He didn’t even have a dick!


  But she remained in good spirits. “Okay. Another time.”


  She decided to sleep in the nude that night. Tyler’s resistance to her sexual advances was further put to the test when noticing how attractive her body was. She had a youthful figure, free of wrinkles, with two perky breasts—everything he lusted for in a woman.


  And everything he also currently possessed.


  He slept only intermittently, wondering how they were going to change back to normal.
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  Tyler and Fiona met with the reproductive counselor the following day. Her office was in a business park not far from the hotel. Both of them were hoping to get answers about Strawberry’s out-of-control pregnancy rates—and, especially in Tyler’s case, a solution!


  In hindsight, that was foolish to expect.


  “Hello! Please have a seat,” Dr. Quimby greeted them. She was a woman of around fifty, her blonde hair streaked with touches of gray. Of course, this was only above the neck; below, she was a young mom-to-be, carrying around an eight-month-old baby bump inside a stretched T-shirt advertising Strawberry’s sweet hospitality.


  Tyler and his wife shared a look—hers was filled with more amusement.


  He was thinking, Great, now what?


  They waddled to their seats. They explained the situation. Dr. Quimby was very friendly and a great listener, never interjecting with her own opinions like some doctors did. Throughout this part, with Fiona outlining her struggles, her opinions on the various options, and so forth, Tyler couldn’t help but hear the smile in her voice. Their bodies had been transformed by honest magic—or whatever the hell this was—and she was happier now than she’d ever been in the last few months. She was almost toying with the doctor.


  “I’ve always wanted to conceive naturally,” Fiona went on, while rubbing her big pregnant belly. Dr. Quimby looked on with sympathetic concern. “But the news hit me hard. I’ve always wanted to feel that life growing inside me. And my husband’s been such a sweetheart. He’d have the baby himself if he could!”


  Tyler nearly choked on the complimentary water he was drinking.


  Dr. Quimby smiled at them both. “It’s hard to accept. I was actually infertile too. That’s part of the reason I became a counselor for couples looking to have children. But it’s not a dead-end, thankfully. I have some brochures—oh, where’d they go? Ah. Over there.” The woman excused herself, stood up, and walked to the far side of the room. That her T-shirt had hiked up partially, exposing the bottom half of her swollen tummy, went past her notice.


  Tyler couldn’t get over how bizarre everything was. His tolerance for the really crazy shit should’ve been heightened after he and his wife had become like everyone else in the town, a pregnant woman below the neck.


  Nope! It was still surprising him.


  “There we are.” Dr. Quimby came back. She gave out brochures for nearby adoption services and surrogate options. There were still plenty of choices, she explained, and being a mother was still in Fiona’s future.


  Tyler didn’t know what to think after their appointment was over, and they were heading back to the car. His sanity had been resting on Dr. Quimby having the answers, but she was a victim to this Strawberry madness like everyone else. It hurt. And it really began to sink in that he and Fiona’s current predicament might not be so temporary, that they’d be traveling back home with two more members of the family.


  He was completely supportive of his wife and her determination to be a mother, but that didn’t mean he wanted to be in his own delivery room at the same time she was!


  The prospect of birth—real, painful, screaming, pushing-out birth—brought back that nausea, which now seemed to be partially permanent and easily provoked.


  Being nauseous as a pregnant woman was a whole uncomfortable affair. You were really aware of that bowling-ball weight against your stomach, and how it moved and bounced and jolted around, never giving your digestive organs the space to relax.


  “Well, wasn’t that fun?” Fiona asked as they got into the car. She groaned as she bent her body down into the seat. Same for Tyler. “So, clearly, she has no idea what’s going on either.”


  “Clearly,” Tyler agreed, fumbling with the ignition.


  “Now what? Tyler, honey, do we just head back home? I mean, I could live like this. I lost about ten years and I skipped like eighty percent of the pregnancy. And this woman’s young enough that I probably won’t have any permanent stretch marks and sagging. But you…”


  Me, Tyler thought. Having recently had his thirtieth birthday, age was certainly in the back of his mind. He wasn’t old, but he was getting older. And that was an upside, maybe the only one: that his new body was younger. But the downsides—and there were many—had already been explored and dreaded over. For instance, right that moment, he was distracted by the way his bra was pinching his boobs. He thrust a hand down his shirt and tweaked with the cups, keeping his hands away from his fleshy mounds as much as possible.


  His nipples ached. His back was burning. And he constantly felt like he was going to puke if he got too lightheaded—which seemed to happen with the faintest smells. Like his own deodorant! He was wearing Fiona’s because, for whatever reason, it agreed with his stomach.


  He did not want to be a pregnant woman, or even a woman, for the rest of his life.


  At that point tears crept into his eyes.


  Fiona noticed. “Oh, honey.”


  “No, I’m not crying,” Tyler insisted. “I got something in my eyes.”


  “Oh, you are. It’s okay.”


  “There’s just…there’s got to be a way to fix this,” he blurted. He almost expected his wife to indulge this reversal of emotions, and encourage him to feel better about motherhood. Instead, she bent across the center console and hugged him. Regardless of the outcome, he was glad to have someone to be with. He couldn’t imagine surviving this alone.


  “Let’s just go back to the hotel, and we’ll figure something out,” she suggested.


  Tyler thought that was a fine idea. But also it sounded like code for, Honey, you’re making a scene, you know you might be stuck like this, and we need to prepare for your due date.


  In the end, the hug didn’t improve his spirits all that much.
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  Road construction sent them on a slight detour through neighborhoods. Tyler found himself having to pee again. There was rarely any build-up with this body’s bladder. Instead, it was like flipping a switch from not needing to go at all to looking around for the nearest bottle, in case he didn’t find a toilet in time.


  Around a corner, he came to a four-way intersection where a black box truck was parked. It looked like a gas pipe had burst or something: yellow tape had been erected as a perimeter around some bus-sized hole in the ground, and there were people walking around in all-black hazmat suits. The back of the truck was open. Inside, Tyler could faintly see lots of computer equipment, all very high-tech looking.


  Last night, he’d told Fiona she should be on the lookout for black helicopters. She’d laughed off his paranoia of the federal government being involved in this.


  But here was a black truck. Parked in broad daylight. No markings.


  One of the hazmat-wearing personnel was directing him to pass by, but Tyler stopped the car instead.


  “What are you doing?” Fiona asked.


  “Isn’t that a little weird?” Tyler said to her. “What are they doing? What are those computers in the back? And that hole? Look, they’re not pregnant like everyone else.” As he said this, one of the strangely dressed road crew came back from the hole carrying something like a metal fishing rod. A smoking rock was attached to the hook. Two other people helped seal it into a bag.


  Fiona saw this too. “City workers, you think?” But there was doubt in her voice.


  “That unmarked truck? Not a chance. Stay here.”


  Tyler got out and approached the vehicle. If it was a government operation, he expected an immediate response once he got within a certain proximity, but most of the suited-up workers just kept on with whatever they were doing, giving him no more attention than a glance when he asked about the hole and the truck and the town. Their helmets were tinted; he couldn’t see who occupied the suits other than a vague, dim head.


  But when he went around to see the hole for himself, he finally got a verbal reaction.


  “Sir,” a woman addressed him. She was easily the shortest of the bunch, barely even five feet tall with the extra few inches of the bulky helmet. “I need you to keep your distance. There’s a gas leak. The city is handling the problem.”


  “The city?” Tyler said. “You’re not with the city. City workers don’t have big black military trucks with computers in the back. And you were taking rock samples. What’s really going on?”


  The woman looked at the truck, looked back at Tyler. “What do you see?”


  “Like I said, a black truck, and people in black hazmat suits.”


  She reached up and hit a switch on her helmet; instantly the faceplate became completely transparent. A freckled, redheaded woman around Tyler’s age was inside. She came closer, keeping her eyes glued to him. If anything, she looked surprised.


  “You can see us?” she said.


  Tyler nodded. “Am I not supposed to?”


  “What have you seen in Strawberry?”


  He laughed at first. Then he said, “Well, I’ve seen more pregnant women than I’ve ever seen in my life, but they’re not supposed to be pregnant. Or women. Neither am I or my wife.” He gestured down at himself. “We arrived in town and started changing. How are you unaffected? Everyone I’ve seen is the same.”


  She didn’t answer him. Her eyes scanned him up and down, as if she were looking for something in particular. Then those eyes lingered on his hand for a few seconds.


  “I’m Sarah Kane,” she said, introducing herself. “I’m leading this research team with the FBIA, the Federal Bureau of Interdimensional Anomalies.”


  Tyler thought, but he hadn’t heard of any FBIA. It sounded like an organization from a science-fiction movie. Interdimensional anomalies? What did dimensions have to do with this? Likewise, he introduced himself and his wife too.


  “Are you investigating that hole?” he asked.


  “Sort of.”


  “What happened? Why does everyone have the body of a pregnant woman?” He skipped right ahead to the important question: “And is there a cure?”


  “Tyler, I would like you and your wife to come with me. We have a remote facility not far outside town. There we can examine you further.”


  Tyler began backing away and waving his hands. The thing about those never-heard-of federal agencies was that they always had ulterior motives! “Hey, uh, thanks, but no thanks, Ms. Kane. You know, I’m not too thrilled with being pregnant, but I think I’ll put the baby up for adoption or—”


  “What’s going on?” Fiona asked. She’d gotten out of the car to join Tyler in confronting these shady people.


  At the same time, Tyler heard the throaty rumble of a diesel engine. Another black truck pulled up beside them. Only this one didn’t have computer equipment in the back. When the doors flew open—electronically operated—he saw an empty space with seats.


  “Your preconceptions are unfounded,” Sarah told them. “I assure you, we mean no harm. We merely want to investigate why you’re not affected like the rest of the town’s residents.”


  “You know what’s going on?” Fiona asked.


  Sarah frowned like she didn’t want to explain herself twice.


  Before Tyler could get another word in, other large men in hazmat suits secured his hands behind his back and pushed him toward the empty truck. When he refused to step inside, they lifted him up and plopped him into a seat. He might’ve been pregnant, but the rest of his body was way slimmer. He couldn’t have put up any sort of fight.


  Fiona was kicking and screaming. “Hey! Let me go!” The men set her down opposite Tyler and strapped her in. Then they climbed out.


  The doors closed with a bang, and the truck began moving.


  There were no windows to see where they were going.
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  Tyler’s stomach heaved a final time, though it was mostly a dry retch. Before the stench of his own vomit could trigger another round of puking, he swatted the lever. There was a great whoosh as the recently expelled contents of his stomach were sucked away. Kind of like an airplane toilet. Afterward, Fiona helped him to his feet.


  “How are you handling this so well?” he asked hazily. It was a woozy trip to the bed, and he nearly collapsed once it was underneath him. He’d forgotten his pregnant belly had a habit of being so gosh darn heavy. His poor kidneys got socked by all that weighty abdominal mass when he plopped down.


  Everything about being pregnant was a punishment. He couldn’t even relax without hurting all over.


  He was fed up with this crap!


  “That we’re being held prisoner?” Fiona said. “Tyler, honey, I’m freaking out just as much as you are right now.”


  “No. I mean the baby stuff.”


  “Oh.” She sat down next to him. The FBIA agents had taken all their clothes for concern of contamination, or whatever. The view downward was that of two pregnant twins with their hips touching. They even had the same arrangement of moles. “Experience, I guess,” she said, giving his bloated tummy a slow massage. “Mostly from periods. It’s not as bad as pregnancy, but you get used to the nausea and cramps when it happens every month.”


  More reasons to hate being a woman, Tyler figured.


  Although not a jail cell in the conventional sense, their room was definitely designed to contain them and prevent them from escaping. Three walls were bare metal; the fourth was entirely glass, a few inches thick. Either it was bulletproof or intended to withstand a substantial difference in pressure. After the truck ride, he and his wife had been blindfolded and led down lots of stairs. He knew he was underground, and about a thirty-minute ride from that neighborhood intersection. But any more information than that was a total guess.


  The room had a bed, a toilet, a TV. Bare necessities. There was also a video camera up in the corner. Someone was watching them, whether that be Sarah Kane or someone else higher up in the agency ranks.


  Fiona put her head on his shoulder. “I’m sorry I got you into this.”


  “You? How?”


  “For making you schedule an appointment with Dr. Quimby. I should’ve accepted the news and moved on. You were just trying to cheer me up.”


  “No one could’ve known this was going to happen,” Tyler pointed out. “It’s not your fault.”


  Fiona sighed. She removed her hand from Tyler’s belly and began caressing her own, sliding it up and down over the smooth, bulging swell. “And ironically I got what I wanted.”


  There was movement on the other side of the glass. Tyler looked up and recognized Sarah Kane, his only true acquaintance inside the Federal Bureau of Interdimensional Anomalies. Even just recalling the name of the agency, it seemed ridiculous.


  But if he hadn’t woken up yet, he doubted he was ever going to.


  He and his wife got up and approached the glass.


  “I apologize about the radiation protocols,” Sarah said, pointing to the decontamination chamber that separated the staff from Tyler and Fiona. “But it’s necessary until we fully understand what’s going on.”


  Tyler was about to demand answers when he noticed that Sarah Kane wasn’t exactly, well, human. She was wearing a full black leotard with the FBIA logo on the chest, and was even more petite outside the hazmat suit. Tyler wasn’t good with guesstimating, but he guesstimated she was about four-foot-nine or four-foot-ten. That wasn’t the unusual part; the unusual part was the big bushy tail she had, running erect against her back. Unlike the hair on her head, it was a chestnut brown color.


  “Squirrel,” she said. As if that explained everything.


  “You’re part-squirrel?” Fiona asked.


  Sarah nodded. “Dimensional convergence event over in Nebraska. Half the town was turned into animals, and I got partially exposed. I goofed big time!”


  “Dimensional what?” Tyler said.


  “It’s kind of cute,” Fiona said.


  Sarah smiled. Her tail twitched. “Thanks! Unfortunately it’s not just the tail. You don’t want to see my feet. And I gave the whole compound a Lyme disease scare. But it’s all safe now. And this thing attracts fleas out in the woods like you wouldn’t believe.”


  Tyler just nodded dumbly. He wondered if pregnancy came with the side effect of hallucinations and seeing squirrel-people.


  “Half the town turned into animals?” Fiona asked, dumbfounded.


  “Uh-huh. I suppose that’s where I should start explaining it.” She cleared her throat. “The purpose of the FBIA is to document and study dimensional convergence zones around the country. Now, dimensional convergence zones—oh gosh, I’ll need to summarize this so I don’t put y‘all to sleep. Just imagine two physical realities overlapping in the same physical space. That’s the simplest version. Though things can get really weird in some of these events. Like in an Iowa town, everyone there had their hair replaced with cotton candy. And it was edible! I brought some home.”


  “Dimensional. Convergence. Zones,” Tyler said, repeating it slowly to make sure he had a grasp on it. The individual words made sense, but putting them together had him confused.


  “Uh-huh. So take Strawberry. You noticed everyone there is identical below the neck.”


  “And that’s some kind of dimensional anomaly?” Fiona asked.


  “The town of Strawberry is contained within a dimensional convergence zone, or DCZ. Three months ago, a pregnant nineteen-year-old woman, Shawna Shafer, disappeared when a sinkhole opened up underneath her car. From the timeline we’ve established, everyone in town had been given a copy of her body a mere fifteen seconds after the accident. The amount of cosmic transpositional energy in Strawberry had been nominal before that time. We believe Shawna came into contact with the dimensional epicenter, and that sort of set things off from there a wee bit, huh?”


  Fiona looked at Tyler. “I’ll just pretend I understood that,” she whispered.


  “Dimensions,” he whispered back, jokingly. “Duh.”


  “So,” Sarah said. The process of explaining that stuff about dimensions had her beaming, like she enjoyed sharing her scientific knowledge. “You two entered Strawberry and saw the effects of the DCZ firsthand. Yet you remained aware. No one else in Strawberry is aware. Which is very interesting to me.”


  “Hey, you were in Strawberry too,” Tyler mentioned.


  “Our hazmat suits shield us from cosmic transpositional energy—like a radiation in the DCZs. Otherwise we would’ve succumbed to the same effects and not remembered a dang thing about our original bodies.”


  “What protects you?”


  “A mineral called cosmicite, which is found in many DCZs. The agency has reverse-engineered it and used a melted-down version to line our suits and vehicles.”


  Tyler was quickly losing track of the weird names here. Dimensional convergence zones. God! Just a couple days ago he’d been happy and male and not pregnant, and not hearing some crazy science-talk about dimensions that overlapped and radiation that transformed you.


  This really was a Twilight Zone episode.


  Sarah said, “And I believe you may have been exposed to cosmicite too.”


  “Where?” Fiona asked. “I’ve never heard of that before in my life.”


  “But you wear it on your finger.”


  She raised up her hand and looked at the wedding ring. Tyler observed his too. Something he hadn’t noticed: the ring had actually stayed firm around his finger, despite his finger losing girth from the transformation. Under the lights in the room, the oily-black stone swirled with a dull rainbow mixture of colors.


  Tyler’s parents had given them the rings. Had they known? Doubtful. They still called him whenever they needed help with their computer or phones. Highly unlikely they were aware of these rings’ dimensional powers. They probably just thought the stone was unique and pretty.


  Without them, Tyler would’ve had the body of a pregnant woman and thought nothing was amiss.


  He was going to hug his parents when he saw them again.


  “I would recommend you always keep them on,” Sarah suggested.


  “Of course,” Fiona said, fidgeting with the ring. Then she yelped when it gave her a shock.


  Unmentioned through all this was a way to change back. Tyler didn’t want to accept the possibility of permanence, and all that entailed with having the body of a pregnant woman in her eighth month. But he had to ask.


  “So,” he said nervously. “Is there a way to undo the changes?”


  Sarah brightened up. “I was just about to discuss that. Good question. The short answer is, yes. I, for one, used to be three feet tall and even more squirrel than what you see.”


  “You decided to keep the tail?” Fiona asked.


  “Not exactly. With cosmicite, we can mimic the radiation output inside DCZs and, theoretically, alter reality—filter it. But our understanding of it is still infantile.”


  Tyler gulped. That was not good news.


  Sarah added, “I cannot guarantee a full reversal. It’s why we haven’t proposed a large-scale reversal with the town. And, ultimately, they are going on about their lives and not being harmed by the DCZ. But for two people, we can give it a shot!”


  “Hold on, Ms. Kane,” Fiona said. “It’ll be for one person. I’ve decided to stay like this.”


  Tyler turned to his wife. She didn’t have to justify herself. The pregnancy was everything she wanted and, to be honest, she looked really beautiful with a healthy baby bump. He embraced her—which reminded him that he’d have to get used to hugging a stranger’s body, which was so much thinner and bonier.


  “That can be arranged,” Sarah said. “But, Fiona, we’ll have to thoroughly decontaminate you, just to make sure you don’t start spreading pregnancies to your friends. Precautionary!”


  “Probably a swell idea,” she agreed.


  “But how our CTE emitter works with pregnancy can be a conundrum. One of my friends, poor Lucy, got crossed with a pregnant cat in that Nebraska town. She had to go on with giving birth. I took home a kitten myself. She’s so adorable! But the Strawberry case is a pickle too. Everyone doesn’t just have Shawna’s body, they’re also stuck at her age, including the fetus, and”—she paused and pulled out her phone, which had just beeped at her—“oh there’s a containment breach. If Janet ends up merged with a toilet again, I am not checking her pipes for radioactive particles. Anyhoo, you two think it over!” And Sarah the squirrel-girl strolled away with her bushy tail held high.


  Tyler didn’t know how to react. He’d received so much information in a short span that his mind felt overloaded and numb. But one thing stuck out: he and Fiona weren’t aging. They were eight months pregnant, and apparently frozen that way.


  That was kind of a relief. Sort of?


  He wasn’t going to give birth. But he also wasn’t going to lose the source of his pregnancy aches and pains and digestive torment.


  “I kind of like her,” Fiona said. “At least we’re not imprisoned.”


  “Just indefinite quarantine,” Tyler said, which didn’t sound any better.


  “She said something about a filter. The two realities are overlapping, and we can filter out what we don’t want.”


  “Except the pregnancy.”


  Fiona looked sad. “I’m sorry, honey. I know this must be upsetting.”


  Tyler shrugged. Truthfully, he hadn’t been proud of his chubby male body, so he wasn’t exactly missing anything. Mainly his penis. Just having that back, he might be more acceptive of everything else. But it wouldn’t be easy. And he’d have to shop in the maternity department for the rest of his life, and deal with the morning sickness and cramps and everything else.


  With that in mind, maybe giving birth would be preferable. It’d be awful and painful, but at least he could return to a relative normal and sleep on his stomach again.


  He shared this with Fiona.


  “Maybe we can stagger the births,” she said. “It’ll be awful with the both of us going into labor simultaneously. We can restart my aging, and you can hold off for a couple more months—if that’s even possible.”


  “I definitely want my dick back.”


  She laughed. “Then you’ll be getting a C-section. That’ll be weird, you having a penis and becoming a mom in the delivery room.”


  “From everything I’ve seen,” he said, “weird has become a high bar to clear.”


  “Well, let’s decide before Sarah gets back.”
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  In the end, their list of requests was fairly short. Tyler was apprehensive of demanding too much from the FBIA, with their liaison being a woman who was literally part-squirrel. They might have been studying these dimensional phenomena, and confident enough to harness some kind of cosmic energy, but clearly they didn’t have a complete grasp. He was worried about ending up worse: like Jeff Goldblum in The Fly, for instance. Maybe the dimensional crap didn’t work that way, but being a woman, even a pregnant woman, was infinitely preferable to whatever weird and horrifying outcome his mind could imagine from watching too many sci-fi movies. Surely reuniting with his dick wasn’t too much to ask.


  With Fiona keeping her body, all she wanted was to restart her aging process. Everything else was mutual: to be able to wear other clothes, and to have the age of their heads match the age of their Shawna bodies.


  “Is that all?” Sarah asked, after their requests had been voiced. “I’m very confident we can do all those. It’s just a matter of filtering out the unwanted energy! Think of it like polarized lenses. Those harmful dimensional wavelengths will be blocked out, while letting you keep absorbing others. It’s all so fascinating.”


  Tyler didn’t doubt it was, but he didn’t care for the technical lingo. He just wanted the results.


  “Tyler, you don’t want to continue aging?”


  “Temporarily,” he said.


  “We don’t want the both of us going into labor at exactly the same moment,” Fiona explained further. “One birth is hell enough. And I want my husband to be by my side when it happens.”


  So I can see and hear the pain I’m in for, Tyler thought gloomily.


  “Aw, that’s so sweet,” Sarah said. “Of course! I’ll pass on your requests, and we’ll get the emitter fired up and programmed. Just hang tight!”


  They were left alone again. Tyler was just a shaking pile of nerves, and he imagined his wife was probably the same. They hugged again after Sarah left. Now that he knew he and his pregnant belly weren’t going to part ways, he was struggling to keep his emotions in check. The abundance of hormones in his bloodstream really stretched out the extremities of his happiness and sadness, pushing him to elation and fright almost as quick as a needle on a Seismograph during an earthquake. He was thrilled for Fiona, scared for himself, and bouncing in between those feelings gave him a headache.


  Our children will be identical twins, he realized, thinking this out. Not just identical. Genetically identical, and born months apart, from different people. That’d be a first!


  “I guess we’ll need to hurry with a nursery,” Fiona laughed. “I didn’t ask her if everyone else will think we’ve always been pregnant.”


  “I assume they will,” Tyler reasoned, knowing that Strawberry hadn’t been in the news at all. Therefore, anyone who passed through town must’ve always been pregnant in the eyes of the rest of the world.


  “You’ll be by my side, and I’ll be by yours. Tyler, honey, it’ll be great. And it’s something that no husband and wife has ever done.”


  Eventually Sarah came back to retrieve Fiona. Sarah, all dressed up in a hazmat suit, came through the decontamination chamber and gave Fiona another hazmat suit—so she didn’t irradiate the hallway with whatever cosmic energy was in her cells. After another hug, Sarah and Fiona left through the decontamination chamber and disappeared.


  Tyler sat on the bed, alone with his thoughts.


  He looked down at his female body, wondering why he had chosen to keep his breasts, his curvy butt, and every other feature. As if to congratulate his decision, his dark pink nipples became instantly stiff, like fat pencil erasers projecting into the cool air. He pinched one. The sharp sensitivity made him recoil his hand.


  He thought about having another feel, but then he looked up and saw the security camera.


  Nah.


  Another realization: he and Fiona could share their entire wardrobe, all except maybe pants and underwear. He’d have to learn how to put on a bra. Surely it wasn’t that hard! He’d taken plenty off in his adult life.


  Would he be breastfeeding too?


  That was a conversation for later, closer to the big due date.


  Fiona returned about an hour later, accompanied by Sarah and a few other tinted-face escorts, perhaps to keep their identities secret. Fiona came through the decontamination chamber and removed the hazmat suit. She looked a little out of it, like when she’d been doped up to have a wisdom tooth removed.


  “Are you okay?” Tyler asked, keeping his hands off her for now.


  “I think so,” she said drowsily. “I’m just a little lightheaded, is all.”


  She didn’t have to tell Tyler that it worked. Immediately, he noticed that the skin around her jawline was tighter, and the few lines she’d had around her eyes were totally gone. It was like someone had digitally smoothed over her facial features slightly, but it had worked! She looked like a nineteen-year-old freshman college student. Even her voice was a tad higher.


  Tyler couldn’t hold back a smile.


  Sarah spoke from outside: “Everything went well. Here, Tyler.” She pushed a bundle of clothes through a mechanized slot in the glass, from where the food had come through.


  He took the clothes. It was a basic maternity outfit that consisted of the undergarments, jeans with an elastic waistband, and a simple shirt with a billowy hem for expecting ladies. Fiona stripped out of the hazmat suit and began dressing herself.


  He held his breath for the first article, a blue pair of panties. Fiona pulled them up and situated them over her hips, where they snapped tautly to her sexy backside.


  They didn’t change.


  “Oh thank God,” Fiona sighed. Then she giggled. “But now that means we have to buy clothes. At least we can share.”


  “I was already thinking about that,” Tyler said.


  Fiona put everything else on. All in all, the outfit was pretty conservative, and something she might’ve worn had she gotten pregnant the normal way. Tyler broke down into tears again, seeing his wife with that full-sized baby bump. The subtraction of ten years from her face had made her absolutely gorgeous. He couldn’t help but hug her again.


  “Just a reminder,” Sarah spoke, “your outward appearance is ten years younger, but your brains will still be the same age.”


  With Fiona fixed, it was Tyler’s turn with a little dose of reality changing. He suited up like his wife had, and he was escorted from the room and down the hallway into another room, where something like an operating table was waiting. After passing through the decontamination chamber for this room, he stripped down, laid himself on the table, and stared up at the ceiling as Sarah instructed. He only saw lights; there was no visible equipment, or any kind of futuristic-looking machine. The shape of the room and the window made him think he was inside a giant microwave, ready to be cooked.


  Sarah’s voice came through on an intercom. “Okie dokie! Second round. Tyler, just remain calm and relax. The room will feel a little warm, and you’ll feel a little dizzy after it’s done. All normal stuff. If you turn into an octopus, well, we have a button here to vaporize you.”


  Tyler turned his head toward Sarah. “What? An octopus?”


  “Kidding! Oh, sorry, was that inappropriate? Gosh darnit. I kind of have this habit of cracking jokes at the wrong time. Here we go!”


  The walls began to hum a little. But otherwise there was no visual difference in the room, and Tyler didn’t feel anything different right off the bat. He supposed that cosmic energy or whatever had to be administered in low, gradual dosages.


  He tried to relax.


  Something about the humming sound was really soothing, and he eventually drifted off into a nap. When he came to—or that he was aware enough to realize he was conscious—he was walking down the hallway and teetering heavily. Hands were holding him. He swayed through the decontamination chamber, and into the room where his wife was waiting.


  He was sweating profusely, and struggling to remember the last thirty-odd minutes.


  Fiona helped him remove the hazmat helmet.


  “Tyler, honey? Are you—oh, goodness, that face.” A hand rubbed against his chin. “You barely look out of high school.”


  “Do I?” he said hazily.


  The rest of the suit came off. Fiona’s voice sounded like it was coming through a tunnel. She was commenting about his crotch, but he couldn’t make out the words.


  Then Sarah’s voice pierced the room. “You both need rest. Tyler, you especially. That room makes your head feel like scrambled eggs. Trust me, I know! Just give it a few hours, and everything will feel A-okay again! Then we’ll run some final tests and get you out of this joint.”


  Tyler saw the bed.


  Yes, he thought. Bed. A bed was very good right now.


  He was asleep before he hit the mattress.


  Tyler couldn’t say what time it was when he stirred, or how long he’d been conked out; the room had no windows, and their phones had been confiscated. Thankfully his head had stopped feeling like it was tumbling in a clothes dryer. Fiona was snoozing next to him, her big belly angled toward his. He took one look at her naked body—and his for that matter, since they were a perfect pair—and felt it. A localized pressure mounted in his groin area. Soon it was warm and turgid, and begging for attention.


  Given the extreme protrusion of his midsection, he couldn’t see what was so reactive to his wife’s pregnant, fertile figure. He sent a hand to explore, past the bulging expanse of his own life-filled womb. It didn’t take long to secure his fingers around that which had been gone for a couple days, and boy was it excited!


  Tyler wondered if his regrown cock was nineteen years old like the rest of him. He’d steadily lost enthusiasm for sex in the past few years, but having his teenage cock would explain this vigorous, pulsating intensity he had now.


  And maybe the pregnancy hormones too? Or were they even compatible?


  It was a wild juxtaposition of mixed-up body parts: his slender female hand, his hard cock, his massive belly. If anything, it only made his manhood more erect. He bent it upward against the underside of his belly—not a far reach—until he felt the two touching. His belly resonated with a persistent throbbing as he pressed the head and shaft of his penis into it.


  Fuck, he thought.


  On some level, this was extremely messed up.


  But it felt pretty damn amazing!


  He was so thrilled to have his manhood back that he couldn’t let go of it, and soon he was lightly stroking it, easily bringing it to full mast. At the same time, Tyler experienced a rush of sexual excitement. His dick wasn’t the only thing hard! Sitting atop his breasts were two fat and prominent nipples, swollen too like they sought his attention.


  He rolled one between his fingers and pinched it. It was immediately electric, and his back arched a little. Like his crotch, a similar warmth and firmness occupied the peaks of his mammary glands, as if the cells themselves, with all their tiny and combined might, were erecting his nipples as high as they could. And though they lacked for size, their sensitivity was unparalleled. He couldn’t get enough of tweaking them!


  With Tyler’s breathing starting to pick up, it was inevitable that Fiona would awaken.


  She said, “Looks like someone is happy.”


  The voice startled Tyler. He swiftly put his hands far and away from his private parts, as if he’d just been caught masturbating in his bedroom. Then he realized how silly that was, and laughed. His whole body was just warm and energized in a way he’d never felt before.


  Probably a combination of having a cock and also the erogenous zones of a female body.


  It was a horny mix!


  “Sorry if I woke you,” he said.


  “I’m not upset,” she said, continuing to smile at him. Her nipples, he saw, were equivalent to his, very obviously swollen and aroused.


  “It might be a bad idea that we’re younger now.”


  “I don’t see anything bad,” she said softly, moving her hand toward Tyler. But rather than seeking his belly, it disappeared underneath its round horizon. A moment later, he felt it against his scrotum, saying hello to his testicles.


  Tyler wondered if he had testicles and ovaries now. He must’ve, in order to maintain the pregnancy. Even without the child-bearing part, that would surely wreak havoc on his libido.


  It was an awkward time for such sexual urges. The room was under constant surveillance, after all. And anyone could walk by the window and see them on the bed. He knew that Fiona probably knew this too. They weren’t adventurous in their sex life, and were, all things considered, pretty normal when it came to bedroom antics.


  Normal had gone out the window lately, though.


  The hand fondling his scrotum then migrated upward; the fingers enclosed around his hard, demanding shaft, giving it a playful tug, a tug that then began to repeat and quicken slightly. As a result, Tyler felt so much blood enter into his cock that his hard-on felt liable to pop. It ached like never before. And his whole body had that same sort of ache, nothing painful.


  More like pent-up tension, which then began to purge through his wriggling toes and his writhing skeleton.


  He was relaxed, but also he wasn’t. Not completely.


  He tried to slip down deeper into a restful, carefree state. Not easy to do when they didn’t have total privacy and there were roughly ten pounds—including a nearly full-formed human child—sitting on his digestive system.


  A deep groan escaped his throat.


  Fiona giggled. “You’ve been wanting this back so much, haven’t you?”


  He nodded.


  “I think it got bigger. Or either my hand’s smaller.”


  While jerking him off, Fiona bent closer and met her lips to Tyler’s hotly engorged nipple. He shuddered as her tongue slid over it, giving it a forceful flick, then returning from the back side and doing the same thing. He gritted his teeth as the sensitivity flirted with being painful.


  Christ! Ever since the transformation, his boobs had been sore and annoying. But with Fiona’s touch and skill, his opinion was rapidly changing! It was so good that he didn’t even mind when she paused from stroking his cock. The attention to his nipples kept his arousal on the climb. Thirty minutes of this, and he might’ve been able to achieve a hands-free orgasm.


  Strangely, the foreplay seemed to have hit a switch for his body. Every inch of skin became heightened in sensitivity, so much so that Fiona’s hand brushing his thigh or his belly was enough to make Tyler shiver. It was an amazing, erotic feeling, as if his whole body had temporarily become one, giant sexual organ.


  Even Fiona kissing him made his loins burn.


  Being both extremely pregnant, the escalation into more seductive lovemaking was a little clumsy for both of them. Tyler couldn’t cuddle his wife the way he used to, on account of their identical baby bumps. And the mattress wasn’t as spacious as their king-sized bed at home.


  The best position, they found, was to have Fiona flip around so their bodies could fit together like two jigsaw pieces. This put Tyler’s face against her crotch, and her face next to his throbbing erection. Her shaved lower lips glistened. They were different lips, part of an entirely different vagina. And certainly he hesitated when realizing that, because, technically, this wasn’t Fiona he was about to eat out.


  But her original body was gone. And he had to accept that.


  When her mouth went to work sucking his cock, he reciprocated. And though her juices were somewhat tangier and her pussy was puffier, it didn’t take him long to get into the rhythm. He lapped up her tasty nectar, frequently pushing his tongue into her folds to scoop it out. Her female scent became overwhelming, until he was happily content with having his face buried between her thighs and feeling the pleasure shudder through her flesh.


  Unexpectedly, in the middle of this, he came. That hot knot of pressure exploded at the base of his cock, and his hips thrust forward, inadvertently stabbing his hard-on all the way into Fiona’s throat. A huge wad of cum squirted up the shaft. He pulled back, but it was already too late. His body convulsed, and the mattress received the copious remainder of his load.


  “Uck,” Fiona gasped, coughing. “Oh. Hey, a little warning?”


  “Sorry. I wasn’t expecting it.” Tyler twisted himself away from his wife, until he saw the white stains—one on the bed, the other on Fiona’s face. She swirled her finger around to gather it up, then sucked that finger dry.


  “The least you can do is finish me,” she said, with sarcastic authority.


  No problem, he thought.


  But as Tyler resumed his dutiful cunnilingus, he realized he was still achingly hard. The tightness in his balls was gone, no doubt about that. Yet his body was still highly aroused. It was more diluted, spread across different areas—like his chest, and those supersensitive nipples. This made Tyler wonder if he had two separate libidos. Up until now, his male and female libidos had been overlapping, contributing to a state of arousal he hadn’t felt since puberty. But with his male libido on the downturn, the female was what remained.


  He pondered this as he licked his wife to a creamy climax.


  Whatever chemical or hormonal weirdness was going on with his body, one thing remained clear: he was still erect. And he wanted to use his cock properly.


  That itself was a puzzle!


  Missionary was a no-go. Their bellies were so large that Tyler couldn’t get the trajectory right, and rather than accomplish true intercourse he more just ended up banging tummies with her. Doggy style didn’t work either. His belly got in the way of her posterior, stopping him well short of penetrating her.


  “Come on, Tyler!” she joked. “Stick it in me already.”


  “I’m trying over here.”


  The only position that permitted two pregnant individuals to have sex, they found, was if Fiona lied on her side and raised her leg. Supported on his knees, Tyler moved in, almost trembling with impatience just to satisfy his horny lust. It wasn’t elegant; their bellies still rubbed and the angle of insertion wasn’t perfectly straight, but it was something that worked. Anchored to her raised leg, he bucked his hips forward and used his cock for its intended function.


  “Oh, yes,” Fiona moaned. “I’m also happy you got that back. Oh!”


  To his primal mind, there was something flawless and fulfilling about Fiona’s pregnant shape. He was somewhat discouraged that he hadn’t impregnated her himself, that it hadn’t been his seed to make her grow and swell for a nine-month period. But now he felt like he was christening it; the baby in her womb was his now. They were the parents—not biological, but the parents who would raise and nurture that child from infancy nonetheless. In that regard, Tyler couldn’t forget the sibling in his own belly, who would be slightly younger.


  He didn’t want to jostle the fetus around too much, so he went slow and steady. Being thrust into an eight-month-pregnant body, he’d missed out on the classes and reading material on how to take proper care of it.


  But he was so happy for Fiona. They had traveled to Strawberry for a solution, and they’d found one. A very strange one. And that happiness extended to himself, and he couldn’t wait to see the joy on her face when he gave birth, and to hold his own son or daughter, born from his very body. Maybe he hadn’t grown up expecting to be a mother, but it was very rewarding to think about.


  He’d still have a functional womb after it was all over. Maybe he could get pregnant again. Experience the entire journey. Though that’d mean a third baby.


  Two was enough for now!


  Tyler’s second climax wasn’t the same as the first. It was spread out all over his body, and there was little liquid release, if any. But at its peak, he plunged his cock deep into Fiona, kept it there, and shuddered as the waves of pleasure overtook him. The orgasm vibrated through the walls of his belly, flashed hotly in his breasts, and tingled around his brain.


  “Oh,” he said, in a long, drawn-out sigh. Now he felt spent. He withdrew his cock and collapsed next to his wife. They were both sweating and exhausted.


  Rightfully so. Being pregnant, they had less stamina.


  “Tyler,” she said softly. “Thank you for bringing me to Strawberry.” Her hand rested on his belly, and his went to hers.


  “It worked out,” he said.


  “Yes. Wonderfully.” And she kissed him then.


  Tyler could’ve fallen asleep again. His body felt like it was warm and glowing, and it was the most comfortable thing in the world, like he was floating on a comfy cloud.


  He was starting to enjoy having a female body more—sans the genitals. And when he wasn’t the size of a blimp, he could wear some skimpy clothes. Fiona would have to help with the fashion aspect. He didn’t have the slightest clue how to put together an outfit, or to measure himself. Hopefully she didn’t want him wearing makeup!


  There was a knocking sound. Drowsily, Tyler twisted around and saw Sarah behind the glass.


  “Oh,” she remarked. “Don’t worry, I didn’t see a lot. I mean, I saw some—well, maybe most of it.” Her bushy squirrel tail twitched. “When you’re ready Tyler, I have this pill here.” It was a black pill, held between her index finger and thumb. “You’ll take it, and it’ll restart your aging process. You can take it home with you. Oh, and you guys are free to leave. But we have to blindfold you and take you to a drop-off. Super-secret government organization, ya know.”


  “Thanks,” he said, then yawned.


  “Well?” Fiona asked. “Are you ready to go home and start a family?”


  Tyler sighed and closed his eyes. “I think so, honey. But you’re driving.”
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  Chandler woke with a fierce headache. This must be a hangover, he thought, cradling where the epicenter of the ferocious pounding was, a few centimeters behind his temples. It felt like his skull was about to split open. Ugh! So he’d had a little too much to drink—a lesson for his future self once he and James landed in Vegas in a few hours. It was James’ twenty-first birthday. Chandler’d had his a few months ago, but he’d only had one beer to celebrate the momentous occasion.


  In retrospect, one beer was the way to go! Or two, or three.


  Not…


  How many did he have?


  Everything about last night was a little hazy. He remembered crashing on the Culver family couch, and the couch was where he was this morning. Groaning, he searched his pockets for his phone. The plane for Vegas left at noon. He wanted to double-check his itinerary and make sure he hadn’t overslept. And if his headache would kindly depart his brain before he was several thousand feet in the air, that would be nice!


  Someone was standing over him.


  “James?” he muttered to the blurry silhouette. As his eyes gradually regained focus, he swore his buddy James had some impressive tits.


  “This is what I was afraid of,” a voice—a woman’s voice—said. “You boys turn twenty-one, and suddenly you’re acting like it’s Animal House. My trash can was overflowing with beer cans! Budweiser! Heavens, you can’t even drink good beer.”


  Chandler’s vision cleared up. The owner of the voice was Ms. Culver, James’ smoking-hot mom. A bit startled and dazed, he instinctively fixated his attention on something that would calm him down; those somethings were Ms. Culver’s huge breasts. She wore a red crop tank top, and the front was stretched to the limit around her massive chest. A legitimate MILF, Ms. Culver had been the origin of Chandler’s funny feelings around puberty. With her toned body—and what he was pretty sure were breast implants, though James refused to admit it—she had only gotten more gorgeous and attractive in her mid-forties.


  Chandler found himself happily staring at her nipples, like pebbles trapped inside the spandex, crushed between the taut fabric and her mountainous assets.


  He had totally forgotten she’d said anything at all.


  Ms. Culver snapped her fingers.


  “Yeh-uh-huh?” He rubbed his eyes. “Ms. Culver? What’s up?”


  “Your debauchery, honey.” She pushed him aside and made herself a small ledge to sit on. Chandler’s gaze swept down to her belly button piercing and her skintight yoga pants. Either her Saturday mornings were for exercising, or she loved the revealing outfits. “You drink yourselves silly in my house, and now you’re heading to Vegas? Let me guess. To blow your savings on half-naked girls and slot machines?”


  Chandler nodded. A strip club had been mentioned, once or twice. There was no place like Las Vegas in the country. And it wasn’t far; they could fly in this afternoon and fly back the next day. Ms. Culver was probably thinking about those Hangover movies. But he and James were more responsible than that. Honest!


  “Can’t you boys do anything more responsible with your money?”


  “It’s the big twenty-one,” Chandler said. “James just wants to party a little.”


  “You can party just well at home,” Ms. Culver said. “And I can pick up a birthday cake from the store. Wouldn’t that be better?”


  Chandler disagreed. “He’s not twelve anymore.”


  “I’ll tell you what he’s not doing,” she said, raising her voice to a stern pitch and stabbing her index finger into Chandler’s rib. “He’s not going to Las Vegas of all places to get shitfaced and lose every cent in his pocket. Twenty-one or not, he needs my adult supervision.”


  Okay, Chandler thought, I see why James wants to get out of town for the weekend. Ms. Culver was stunningly beautiful, but her son’s age was a meaningless number, and she couldn’t accept that James was an adult free to make his own decisions.


  Though that complicated things, having James’ mom along for the trip—if that indeed was what she was implying.


  “So,” Chandler said, stealing another glance at the cleavage that would potentially be joining them in Vegas. “You’re coming with us?”


  “I’m going with my son. You are staying here, Chandler.”


  That didn’t make sense. “Staying here? Why? No offense, Ms. Culver, but I don’t think James wants to celebrate his birthday with his mother.”


  “He won’t be,” she said, smiling huge. “At least, he won’t think he is.” Her body shook excitedly.


  Oh. Oh no. Chandler had a pretty good idea what she meant. And he didn’t like it. Before he could voice his concerns and disagreement with this outrageous plan, Ms. Culver had already pulled up Swap Mate on her phone. But of course she couldn’t swap bodies all willy-nilly; the app required the permission of all parties.


  She had it already set up. She presented the phone to him, with the pulsing outline of where he was required to give the app his consent via fingerprint.


  Chandler shook his head. “Nuh-uh. Sorry, but I can’t do that.”


  “I think you will,” she said confidently.


  “James!” he shouted.


  “Off to the gas station to fill up my car. It’s just us.”


  Chandler’s eyes ogled Ms. Culver’s fantastic body again, but it was a very different feeling to ponder occupying it. He had never been a woman before, nor used Swap Mate in any capacity, though he was very aware of its capabilities from the porn scenes that involved the actor and actress trading places—or sometimes the mom swapping bodies with her daughter to better enjoy the company of the daughter’s boyfriend. That was a popular theme.


  And that was kind of what was happening here. Ms. Culver stealing his body to enjoy a youthful adventure in Vegas while Chandler was stuck in her old body.


  He continued to shake his head. No way!


  Ms. Culver rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she said. “I didn’t want to get rough, but it’s for the best.” She positioned herself on top of him, pressing her tremendous breast-flesh into his torso. Then she held her phone at arm’s length, out and away from their bodies. “Smile for the camera!”


  “What are you doing?”


  “Taking a picture of us for Facebook. I’ll be sure to tag your girlfriend. I’ve heard you and James talk about her. Isn’t her name Olivia?”


  “Wait! You can’t do that!”


  “Cheese!” After the flash, she pulled her phone back and started tapping on it. “I guess I should change my relationship status too. I think it’s pretty serious between us.”


  Chandler gulped. He hadn’t expected Ms. Culver to be totally psycho about all this! What she was doing was fucking blackmail. But as a result, he saw no way out of this that involved keeping his body. His mind swarmed with all the ramifications of being a mid-forties woman: the clothes, the tits, the absence downstairs. Even as pretty as Ms. Culver was, the notion of them exchanging bodies seemed like torture!


  Reluctantly, he said, “Okay.”


  She looked down at him. “Okay?”


  He nodded. “Fine. Take my damn body. But James can handle himself, you know.”


  She smirked in disbelief. “Oh, how he handled puking all over the bathroom floor instead of the toilet? Or how he never tells me where he’s going until he gets in trouble? I didn’t find out about this Vegas trip until after I browsed through his internet history.”


  “I wonder why,” Chandler mumbled.


  “What was that?”


  “Nothing. Just clearing my throat.”


  With the cutthroat negotiations out of the way, Ms. Culver arranged for their body swap in the Swap Mate app. When asked for his fingerprint consent, this time Chandler gave his biometric permission, and the app smoothly transitioned into a blue pane called the GROUP SWAP OVERVIEW. He saw his profile there, along with LISA CULVER. Then the butterflies began to flap in his stomach.


  God, she was serious with this crap!


  “If I read this correctly,” she said, “I believe we need three things. Body, clothes, and life.” On the app screen, from the available traits under his profile, she picked out BODY, CLOTHES, and LIFE. They were all auto-generated, evidently popular choices for users of Swap Mate. “Stand up. Let’s watch this.”


  Chandler groaned and got to his feet. He felt numb and scared. A few minutes ago, he’d been ready to hit the Vegas Strip; now he was cursed to spend a weekend as James’ mom. Even his hormones were feeling the pain. He couldn’t look at her without feeling disgusted.


  “I think it’s like this,” Ms. Culver said, taking the traits—BODY, CLOTHES, and LIFE—and, one by one, swiping them over to her own profile. Each one gave her a checkmark.


  It was at that point that Chandler felt the first tingle.


  It’s happening, he realized.


  He’d held out hope that it was a huge prank, that Swap Mate had none of the power it advertised. After all, how could body swapping be real?


  But as he quickly saw, he was wrong to question the app’s functionality.


  Chandler experienced a head-to-toe shudder; it rippled through his internal organs most of all, then lingered in the deepest pocket of his gut. He was acutely aware of a slithering sensation inside his abdomen, tissue sliding against tissue. That was unsettling! And he wondered what exactly was changing, if the app had seen fit to give him Ms. Culver’s digestive tract foremost. A small burp escaped his lips, and the rearrangement action in his belly area was soon overshadowed by a pop in his upper left leg. Chandler gasped as he actually felt the socket joint snap into a new position, any pain masked by a tingly warmth. Then his right leg mirrored the left—another pop—and his entire pelvic bone buzzed with a tense energy. Laying his palms against his hips, the flesh underneath began to press back, forcing his hands outward.


  He didn’t like that feeling. He didn’t like any of this!


  Simultaneous to his experience with Swap Mate, Ms. Culver let out a groan that began in her high-pitched voice and deepened a couple octaves by the end. The biggest change so far was her hair: her reddish-brown locks were rapidly receding into her scalp, losing their lushness and shine. This revealed more of her face, where her jawline was broadening. In only a moment, her soft facial features had warped and morphed into a squarish skull, her skin momentarily becoming slightly translucent across the growing bone. Her brown eyes brightened to green. And everything dissimilar was suddenly becoming too similar.


  Chandler looked away. The throbbing warmth in his own face told him that he was fast undergoing the same process, albeit in reverse. Hair was already tickling his shoulders. It flopped into his peripheral when he observed the progress below.


  In that short amount of time—ten seconds—his jeans had acquired an elastic fit, the denim texture fading into an all-black cotton that was on its way to shrinking and clinging to his legs, legs which Chandler didn’t recognize. The fabric molded itself to every little curve, revealing his shrunken calves and thicker thighs. It was like watching it be vacuum-sealed. At the top, the crotch portion shriveled, outlining a dwindling lump that rapidly receded away. Unseen, a pressure burrowed inward, and Chandler trembled squeamishly as he felt a new concentration of sensory information enlightening him to the lengthening tunnel that was replacing his manhood.


  “Fuck,” he said, but it sounded wrong: a breathy alto.


  Then he must’ve had Ms. Culver’s vocal cords. By now, he was mostly Ms. Culver. A heavy mass of hair hung from his scalp, his lips were fuller, and even his eyelashes seemed to have more weight to them. His feet too, unnoticed until now, were daintier, with toenails painted red.


  Less and less of his male body remained. He was down to the final stretch.


  Chandler’s T-shirt was the last article of clothing to see its demise. Already the bottom hem had retracted a good few inches from his beltline, exposing a tract of flat tummy—that steadily became more exposed as the garment altered itself into Ms. Culver’s more-revealing counterpart. The sleeves retracted up his hairless arms, fashioning themselves into narrow straps. Coinciding with this, the neckline plummeted past his collarbone.


  So far his chest remained flat, and the tank top was baggy in the front.


  Not for long!


  Chandler gritted his teeth as the first explosive surge arrived in a double dose, as twin masses fattened on his chest. The hot pressure pulsed, and abated, and came again. It was like someone was blowing air into them, taking pauses to inhale and then forcefully exhale that volume into spherical, heavy balloons. A few times he thought it was done; then another burst of growth pushed his shoulders back. With Ms. Culver’s former bust beginning to meet its expected proportions, Chandler completely lost sight of his lower body.


  The view below was nothing but the tremendous swell of his extensive rack, his new tank top now tautly embracing each globe. Underneath, his heart was racing and racing, pounding into the dense flesh of his newly grown mammaries.


  Swap Mate had worked, and he was utterly speechless.


  There was sensory overload: the weight on his chest, the nothing between his legs, the clothes that squeezed every contour and flawlessly accentuated the MILF body he now possessed. He could scarcely move.


  “Whoa-ho-ho!” a familiar male voice said. To Chandler’s right, Ms. Culver patted herself down. She had gained a few inches in the exchange, or Chandler had lost a few inches. Probably a combination of both, he reckoned. “Check me out.”


  “You happy now?” Chandler squeaked out. That damn voice! He hated it.


  One of Ms. Culver’s hands brushed across her groin. The smirk on her face widened a little. “Quite happy, actually. You sound upset.”


  “Yeah, I’m not going to Vegas to celebrate my friend’s birthday.”


  “Like I said, it’s better if I go. No telling what trouble he’d get himself into without me around.”


  Even though the transformation was over, Chandler’s skin continued to crawl. He couldn’t find a way to stand that would lessen the burden on his chest, or negate the slight wedgie from the painted-on yoga pants. He wasn’t even sure he was wearing underwear.


  Meanwhile, Ms. Culver was running through the Swap Mate settings. “Okay, just the two of us are aware. That’s what we want. And even if I can’t act the part of a young dude to perfection, James won’t suspect a thing. He’ll think you’ve always been his mother.”


  All Chandler could do was frown.


  Outside, a car pulled up. The hairs on his neck bristled. There was only one person that could be!


  “Get a move on,” Ms. Culver said. Without warning, she slapped Chandler on the butt. He about jumped out of his skin.


  “Hey—”


  “He likes waffles and orange juice. You know where the kitchen is.”


  Chandler navigated his new body, sulking en route to the refrigerator. This was so unfair! All week, he’d been ready to see some tits. Now he had tits. And they wobbled and bounced with every step, their hugeness filling his lower periphery. Cursing to himself, he slammed some waffles into the toaster, pulled out the orange juice, and poured a glass. Ms. Culver’s mane was annoying enough! Several times he whipped his head to get his long hair out of the way. Then he tried pinning it behind his ear, but that was only a temporary solution; it would inevitably fall loose again, just getting in the damn way of everything.


  In the living room, the front door opened and closed. He heard his voice talking with James, sharing the excitement for their upcoming trip, which—glancing at the microwave clock—was pretty damn soon.


  Cringing, Chandler took James his breakfast.


  At that moment, he couldn’t imagine anything more embarrassing than seeing James while inside James’ mother’s body. It was a prank. It had to be. And when James saw him, he’d burst out into laughter.


  But he didn’t. He only acknowledged Chandler with a passing glance.


  Chandler cleared his throat. “James,” he said. “I got your breakfast.”


  “Oh, thanks Mom.” As he took a bite of the crispy waffle, there was a honk outside. “Damn, that’s the GO-EZ already.” He laid the waffle back on the plate.


  “It’s a good idea to get there early,” Ms. Culver—as Chandler—explained. “Security can take a while.”


  “Right. Lemme grab my bag. Chandler, you bringing anything?”


  “What I got’s on me.”


  James went toward his bedroom. Chandler stood there with Ms. Culver, feeling highly awkward and half naked, the plate and the untouched orange juice still in his hands.


  “Kiss him,” Ms. Culver whispered.


  “What?” Chandler said.


  “Kiss my son goodbye. You’re his mother.”


  “Gross. I’m not—”


  James returned with his meager luggage slung over his shoulder. Still, it was barely sinking in that Chandler wouldn’t be going with him. They’d talked about doing so much—however much could be accomplished in a single day, in a busy city full of tourists. They probably would’ve stayed up all night hitting clubs and getting drunk.


  Ms. Culver continued to insist on the kiss with her eyes and lips, pantomiming the smooch.


  James took his first step toward the door.


  “Hey,” Chandler said. “Wait, James. S-son.”


  James turned back. “What, Mom?”


  Chandler took a deep breath, then leaned forward and touched his lips to James’ cheek. Yuck! He kissed as lightly as possible, feeling the boy’s stubble scratch his lips. Then he backed away in a hurry and said, “Uh, good luck. Have fun, you two.”


  “We will, Ms. Culver,” the boy who wasn’t Chandler said.


  They walked out and closed the front door.


  Chandler sighed. He was too stunned to feel much of anything, or react to his weekend being stolen from him by James’ hot mom. After a moment, he plopped himself down on the couch and angrily bit into a waffle, wondering what he was going to do for the next twenty-four hours.
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  Huh, Chandler thought. Wow.


  The convenience of seeing Ms. Culver naked hadn’t crossed his mind right away. And in the beginning it had seemed immoral—but now, he realized, it was no more immoral than the woman abducting his body and leaving him in hers. And according to reality, this hot mid-forties babe in the full-length mirror really was him! So Chandler didn’t feel all that guilty in sneaking a peek.


  Well, a long peek.


  Okay, an extended and comprehensive examination.


  With the yoga pants relieved of their duty, the body of James’ mother now had nothing to hide. Chandler shivered as his mind came to fully associate the reflection with himself, and all these curves and contours that his twenty-one-year-old body wasn’t supposed to have. Although Ms. Culver’s dark bush piqued his interest, the highlight, at least preliminarily, was her tits.


  Being an aficionado of the female body—mainly due to porn—he instantly recognized they were implants. Barring an eighteen-year-old with insanely good genetics, they were too firm for their size, and too perfectly round. But they didn’t have that ugly bolt-on look to them; they were sizable, yes, but not huge watermelons that called attention to themselves. They were more akin to honeydew melons in the size department.


  Chandler had to compliment Ms. Culver on her augmentation! They were very pleasing to the eyes, and he could see how they could boost her confidence.


  He lifted them from underneath, transferring their warm mass into his palms, heaving them upward and together slightly. The cleavage they produced was unreal. Naturally, the hands-on handling of Ms. Culver’s mouthwatering enlargements had an effect on her pale nipples. He didn’t need to see that they were erect. He could feel that blood-rushing turgidness at the apex of each globe, the tender skin being made stiff.


  Chandler paused from his breast-related research and stared down at his naked rack, instantly finding the two swollen nubs that jutted out, like beacons calling for attention. He hesitantly moved his fingers in and gave one of those firm erections a gentle pinch.


  A zap went through his body!


  “Man,” Chandler sighed, sweeping hair out of his eyes. Already he was starting to do that unconsciously, although he by no means liked having something constantly obstructing his vision. The other nipple, to his enjoyment, was just as receptive to contact, and that same zap shot through him. “Whew. These ain’t bad.”


  He remembered that this weekend was supposed to be horrible now, since he wasn’t accompanying James to Vegas.


  Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.


  With his nipples continuing to be achingly stiff and his cheeks thoroughly warm, Chandler scoped out the rest of his body. Ms. Culver clearly took care of her physical appearance. Even for her age, her tummy was firm and not the least bit flabby. He enjoyed the hourglass appearance of his waist, as his hands charted a repeated course up and down the flanks of his abdomen. It was so narrow! And sexy as hell!


  If Ms. Culver had left him with a penis, he’d be rock fucking hard right now. Hell, he’d probably be jerking off—something else immoral.


  Instead, Ms. Culver’s body, and therefore Chandler’s new body, didn’t have a penis.


  After his gaze had taken a long and adventurous expedition over everything from the waist up, it finally settled on his dark bush.


  The fact that he was anatomically female didn’t really set in, despite the proof in the mirror. Because really Ms. Culver’s body wasn’t that different. He had the same limbs, an overall similar build, all the correct human pieces. It wasn’t like he had turned into a fish or anything. Her body was, in a general sense, not all that different.


  Only the details clashed a little.


  Huh, Chandler thought again, assessing his sex change.


  Truthfully, what he couldn’t even see scared him more than his prominent breasts. Impelled by courage and curiosity, he pushed his fingers through his patch of pubic hair. It was tidy around the edges, but apparently Ms. Culver liked what hair she had to be dense. It was also silkier than Chandler’s own, and he adored the feel of it brushing against his skin.


  The patch, he decided, was stylish and classy, and it totally befit a woman like Ms. Culver.


  The girls were the ones who shaved; the women rocked pubic hair.


  Chandler realized he was biting his tongue. The intrigue of what lay below the bush was taunting him. Yes, he was freaked out; yes, not being anatomically male anymore was every guy’s worst nightmare. But this examination had made him appreciate Ms. Culver’s middle-aged body more. She was even more of a MILF without her clothes on.


  He’d thought he’d hate this. But he really didn’t.


  He didn’t think he’d hate the rest either.


  With his hand set rigid and flat, Chandler slid it toward where his legs joined with his torso, and that mysterious valley in between. Something in the back of his mind panicked when the flatness persisted past where his cock should’ve been.


  Each centimeter was warmer than the previous. And then his fingertips encountered a split in the skin, a separation into even warmer folds. Chandler held his breath as he discovered Ms. Culver’s pussy tucked way back, pretty much directly between his thighs. He was trembling as his fingers moved across it, distinguishing the puffy outer lips from the central depression, the actual slit, which was warmest of all and somewhat damp.


  And then, in a deep sigh, his breath came rushing out.


  He had confronted his fear and come out alive!


  More than alive.


  Chandler didn’t want to betray his manhood, but it actually felt really nice to gently massage that whole region. He began doing it unconsciously. It didn’t help that his reflection showed a beautiful naked woman appearing to masturbate.


  Down in the yoga pants, his phone beeped.


  He retrieved it from the pocket. Thanks to Ms. Culver swapping their lives, he’d also received her phone. But he couldn’t undo Swap Mate’s modifications. He’d already tried.


  The message was from Chandler—well, who everyone believed was Chandler but was really a body-thieving psycho woman!


  An attached image showed the airport terminal, and the caption read: ABOUT READY TO HEAD TO VEGAS!


  Chandler grumbled, and thought about expressing his displeasure with this arrangement via an angry text message. But that would do no good. Ms. Culver had complete control of his body, and she could easily make matters worse if she so deemed it.


  He had a passive-aggressive notion to eat all the junk food in her kitchen. Surely she and her healthy diet wouldn’t appreciate him scarfing down a whole carton of cookies! Or he could blow all her money on a car or something, or max out her credit cards for when they changed back. That would show her!


  But they were just fleeting ideas of revenge. In truth, Chandler just wanted things to go back to normal, and to never see James’ mom again.


  The phone notification had interrupted him from the only positive aspect to being sidelined from the Vegas trip: having Ms. Culver’s body without Ms. Culver. He admired the MILF in the reflection again, feeling a warm spot between his legs. Thankfully the body hadn’t come with Ms. Culver’s sexual orientation! Chandler recalled James having a father a long time ago, but definitely not in the last eight or nine years. That would’ve been awful, dealing with a Mr. Culver while having to pretend to be James’ mom.


  So at least it wasn’t that bad…


  Not worse than being alone in the body of a naked babe…


  Chandler strolled to the expansive bed. He seated himself first, but that was his male experience getting in the way. Deciding it would be better if he lied down, he did just that. The mass on his chest reorienting to compress into his lungs made him exhale suddenly. Gosh, those tits were heavy! His breathing was labored from just being on his back and weighed down. But the view was second to none. His hands came up and gave his firm globes a hearty squeeze. There was more flesh than he could get his fingers around, and he loved that! He wondered if Ms. Culver loved that too. In her life, in her body, he probably wouldn’t be able to resist fondling them every morning.


  He thought it was totally cliché: inhabiting the body of an attractive woman and immediately feeling himself up. But he had to pass the time somehow!


  Though while intensely groping his tits—until he was almost sure he could feel the implants beneath the glands and muscle tissue—was a fun and rewarding bit of leisure, Chandler’s new body had its particular needs just like his younger, male body had. And quite quickly it was beginning to draw his attention, with plenty of warmth and a kind of prickly emptiness, down further. Stifling a few moans, he moved his hands along the short trek from his wonderful mounds to that hidden valley.


  Chandler was stunned to find that his pussy was even wetter than before. That initial contact between his index finger and his hot, throbbing mound was like a knee-jerk reaction; his legs twitched so violently that they banged together. His whole body quivered in the aftermath, even after he had removed his hand and lied there, contemplating the existence of a wet pussy between his legs.


  Jeez, he thought. It was kind of like a hard-on, but vaguely. His body felt tense and on edge the same way he did as a man, so at least the sensation of arousal was similar.


  But the details…


  The sexual craving was entirely the opposite. With an erection, that need for relief was tightly concentrated outside his groin. This, though, was inside his groin.


  Chandler knew what he had to do to scratch that itch. Rubbing his damp outer lips could only accomplish so much. Soon he was writhing from how turned on he was, struggling to resist his body’s temptation. His moaning only encouraged him on.


  He didn’t have to resist.


  He didn’t have to think like a man when he was so obviously not a man.


  Gritting his teeth, Chandler curled a finger into the dark, drenched abyss and penetrated himself for the first—


  The doorbell rang.


  He jolted upright, sending his breasts into a wobbling, hurtful frenzy. He grabbed them to calm them down. Who the hell is that? he wondered, as the doorbell rang a second time.


  Still shaking a little, he climbed off the bed and grabbed a white satin bathrobe that was hanging on the closet doorknob and wrapped himself in it. He didn’t like how, even a bathrobe, hugged his figure and emphasized his curvaceous shape, but at least it hid everything—well, except his rock-hard nipples. They were more stubborn than male erections!


  Flushed with arousal and embarrassment, he opened the Culvers’ front door.


  A raven-haired woman about Ms. Culver’s age stood outside. Still being a raging heterosexual who was a bit sexually frustrated at the moment, Chandler’s eyes sprang down to her cleavage. On one hand, she wasn’t as endowed as Ms. Culver; on the other, he appreciated all tits no matter what shape and size they came in.


  “Lisa, hi!” the woman said, and Chandler was thrust into a tight embrace of their combined four tits cramming together. She smelled nice, anyway! She also had a shopping bag in her hand. “I hope you’re ready for tonight,” she said, once they’d pulled apart.


  T-tonight? Chandler wondered.


  The woman seemed to be a friend of Ms. Culver; she welcomed herself inside without Chandler’s permission and went on a short tirade about some “college kid” who’d done a terrible job of cleaning her car. During this, Chandler got out his phone—which he’d remembered to bring—and searched through his contacts. The most recent message that wasn’t from that other Chandler was from a woman named Rachel, and it read: I’LL BE THERE JUST AFTER LUNCH!!


  Earlier in the timeline was a mention of a he and hoping he would enjoy what Rachel had planned.


  Before he could investigate further, Rachel swiped the phone away. “Lisa, come on! No flirting with your thirsty Twitter followers. Mason will be home by seven.”


  “Mason?”


  “My husband, you dork.”


  “Oh,” Chandler said, pretending to remember. “Um, I slept in.”


  “Uh-huh. If that’s your code word for playing with yourself, so be it.”


  Wow, she’s upfront about it, Chandler thought. Even more than his male friends were. Also, he wondered if it was that obvious. His hair was a bit of a mess and his face continued to burn. Oh, and those nipples; they were still sticking out there, robe be damned.


  So, in summary, yeah he probably did look like he’d been getting a little self-satisfaction.


  “Shower, shower, shower,” Rachel insisted, pulling on Chandler’s arm. “My hot water should be fixed later this afternoon. Uck, this heat has me sweating like I’ve been in a sauna. You got the right idea staying indoors. With James gone, I’d be enjoying a little me time too.”


  As he followed her into the bathroom, he tried to piece together their relationship. Rachel knew about James and the Vegas trip apparently, so she and Lisa must’ve been good friends. Still, to Chandler, she was a complete and total stranger. A hot stranger. But nonetheless.


  He had no clue what he was supposed to say or do as she cranked on the shower.


  But the real moment of uncertainty came when Rachel started removing her clothes! Chandler froze up as her flowery dress came off, and only her yellow bra and panties remained. However, those didn’t last; she unhooked the former in one swift move, dropped it, then tugged down her panties as if nudity in front of Lisa didn’t concern her in the least bit.


  Chandler’s jaw dropped slightly as he saw his second naked MILF for the day! Like Lisa, Rachel did not have a single wrong-placed fat cell on her body. She was fit and toned, and almost bronze like she frequented the tanning salon. She had implants too—although not as large as Chandler’s—and not a single hair below her navel.


  His attention soon caught her attention.


  Rachel laughed and struck a hip-cocked pose. “Yeah? Oh, I know you’re gonna like tonight, with you already over here salivating. Thanks, honey. Good to know the girls like what they see just as much as the boys.”


  Chandler shook his head. “Oh, uh, I’m sorry, I was—”


  “You’re still dressed? Get in here. There’s plenty of room for us both.”


  Both? Chandler thought. As in, showering together?


  Nervously, he unlatched the robe and let gravity assist in removing it. Even though it wasn’t his body, his brain was still alarmed over being nude. It didn’t help that his damn nipples refused to settle down.


  Rachel ushered him into the glass shower stall, where he stuck himself into a corner while she shut them in. There was a whole assortment of cleaning products and loofah scrubbers. Rachel picked one, squirted out some body wash, and began washing herself.


  Chandler, following her lead, did the same.


  He refused to believe this was happening—himself, in the body of James’ mom, showering with another woman. Like half of that was a fantasy come true! Being stuck as Lisa Culver was a downside, but not a massive downside; it certainly didn’t detract from the enjoyment of watching those soapy suds track down Rachel’s tight, tan body. There was barely enough space for two people, which put them very close together.


  When she spun around to rinse her back, she had this huge grin on her face as her shoulder bumped into Chandler’s tit. Her eyes freely roamed his body.


  “You so lucked out,” she said. “Even with a kid. And I still can’t thank you enough for suggesting I get implants. My husband loves them. So do I.”


  “No problem,” Chandler replied, openly staring at her breasts. “They look terrific on you.”


  “I know! I finally get the looks those college girls get on the beach. And, you know, sometimes I just imagine myself picking up a cute hunk and having my way with him.”


  “What about Mason?”


  “Oh, you know he doesn’t care, Lisa. Speaking of, when are you going to fuck James’ friend? What’s his name? Chandler?”


  Chandler dropped the soap-filled loofah. He retrieved it, absentmindedly staring at Rachel’s shaved crotch on the way back up. He swallowed so hard that his throat hurt.


  “Chandler?” he said. “Um. I don’t think I want to do that. He’s like half my age.”


  “So? Doesn’t he have a huge cock? Like, God, Lisa. You were telling me every detail about it after you spied on him in the bathroom.”


  Chandler’s head pounded. Bathroom? When? He couldn’t remember Lisa ever spying on him, but he figured that was why it was called spying.


  So, this attraction to James’ mother apparently went both ways.


  He wasn’t sure how he felt about that.


  Late into the shower, they took turns scrubbing each other’s back. Chandler was surprised how quickly he was feeling comfortable around Rachel, and how their mutual nudity seemed less and less a factor. It was way more enjoyable than, say, if he’d showered with James or something. Two guys in the shower was just gross. But two hot ladies? Even as one of those ladies, it wasn’t so awkward. And the view was pretty nice.


  After thoroughly scrubbing themselves below the neck, Rachel cranked the water off and they stepped out. They toweled off; then Rachel accompanied Chandler into Lisa’s bedroom where she’d set her shopping bag down. Based on her insistence with the bag, Chandler guessed he was about to try some clothes on.


  He was correct. And those clothes turned out to be a pink bikini.


  “Pink for you,” Rachel said, tossing him the garments. “And yellow for me. I hope the elastic is enough for your chest. It said ‘one size fits all,’ but you know what a scam that is.”


  Chandler struggled with the bottoms briefly, his mind disputing which end was the front. Once he had his bearings with the swimwear, he put his legs through. The material, much like the red crop top Lisa’s body had come with, was extra clingy. And the lack of coverage had Chandler worried. But remembered that ladies’ swimsuits were pretty much underwear for the beach. There wasn’t supposed to be a whole lot!


  Once up to his crotch, the nylon grabbed him. The effect was more pronounced in the back, where the elastic hems seemed to pinch his wide butt. He reckoned that was a feature; all the physical activity might jostle the fabric loose, or give him a massive wedgie, but this version was designed to hold tightly.


  In the mirror, Chandler was pleased with how it looked on Lisa. He spun around for a quick glimpse of his ass, smoothing out the last few wrinkles.


  Nice!


  He wouldn’t have minded seeing James’ mom in something like this!


  Next, the top. Again, Chandler had to work out what was what. The neck part was already knotted. He put that on first. Then he situated the larger pieces of nylon—which were padded—across his chest. When it came time for the second knot, Chandler fought with the string. His biggest hurdle wasn’t the swimsuit itself, but Lisa’s damn fingernails! He did a better job of stabbing himself more than making any headway with the bikini.


  Rachel, who had already finished with putting her swimsuit on, came over to help.


  “Lisa, you poor thing,” she said. “We were out on the beach last weekend. How could it be so hard to put on?”


  “There’s a lot on my mind,” Chandler explained. Not a lie.


  Rachel didn’t leave any flexibility; she yanked from the right, then from the left, securing the top as tightly as possible before tying off the string. The result was a shit-load of cleavage. Not only that, but the padded fabric actually appeared to boost Chandler’s cup size. As if he needed it! He fidgeted with the material some more, trying to reduce the amount of breast-flesh that was exposed. But all that did was change how much sideboob and underboob he was showing off. It didn’t reduce anything!


  God, I look fucking hot, though!


  Lisa, crazy or not, had a bangin’ body. And with the swimsuit on, Chandler didn’t see a mid-forties woman at all.


  More than ever, he just wanted to find an excuse for Rachel to leave and get busy with fingering himself on the bed. The way his pussy was snugly crammed into the swimsuit was noticeable and damn irritating. Every time he moved, it would rub against his hot mound, coaxing the arousal he was trying so desperately to ignore.


  He wondered if that was an intentional design.


  Lastly, Rachel pulled a couple of summery dresses out of her bag. Chandler’s was the color of red wine, with a floral print. Rachel’s was a teal color. Thank God it was easy to get into! He sneakily followed Rachel’s lead and stepped into it. Getting it all the way on was a game of tugging, stretching, and contorting his body. Just like everything else about Lisa’s taste in fashion, the dress hugged every curve of Chandler’s body. The spaghetti straps and deep-cut neckline also left plenty of cleavage on display.


  As a matter of fact, he was beginning to enjoy the view below. He felt sexy as hell with his tits halfway exposed. It made him proud that he could pull it off!


  Damn, those are some hooters!


  Then, thirty seconds later, he’d steal another glance.


  Fuck, I could hide my wallet in there!


  Chandler wasn’t sure how he’d so quickly come around to liking his humongous rack, but his new tits sure were a treat. There were many ways to appreciate them too: looking down at them, groping them, dressing them up. There was this interwoven feedback between the sex appeal of his cleavage and what might be called a womanly confidence. Nothing as a guy compared to that feeling—unless maybe you had Hollywood good looks.


  But as far as showing off a specific body part…


  Chandler felt so turned on by his own reflection that his head was swimming, as if he were intoxicated on his own attractiveness.


  And then Rachel was talking about taking her car. And then there were sandals to put on too. In a daze, Chandler attached them to his feet. His whole body was just pulsing, like he was a string that someone had plucked. And the area that pulsed the most was between his legs.


  His nipples were about to tear through every layer of fabric


  He resisted rubbing them. Hell, he didn’t need to. The physics of his breasts bouncing did all the rubbing for him! And with the bottoms rubbing his pussy with every step, it was like he was being masturbated when he walked.


  He smiled as he left the house and trailed behind Rachel to her BMW convertible parked by the curb.


  “Wait, where are we going?” he said, shivering as the breeze caressed his hairless legs. He slotted himself into the passenger seat and winced at the very present dampness inside his bottoms.


  “To meet my husband, like I said,” Rachel explained, getting into the driver’s seat. She cranked the engine, and the rumbles went straight to Chandler’s crotch. “We’re gonna have such a good time! And I hope you enjoy supper.”


  “Oh yeah? What are we eating?”


  Rachel took his hand and placed it on her thigh. She gave him a mischievous look and said, “You’ll see.”
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  Rachel turned into a parking garage and pulled into a space labeled VIP. Chandler wondered what the monthly fee was for that privilege! Out of the safety of the Culver house, he was more aware than ever that he wasn’t a twenty-one-year-old guy anymore; as he got out and followed Rachel into the apartment building, every single step was a reminder that he had Lisa’s body. Bikinis offered next to no support whatsoever, leaving his enhanced jugs to ponderously bounce and jostle around like they were connected to springs. Lisa’s ass also had a natural tendency to swing, which Chandler had little control over.


  At this point, he figured he wasn’t going to convince anyone that he wasn’t a mid-forties MILF, so he kind of rolled with it.


  Rachel and her husband lived on the top-floor penthouse. The upper levels even had their own private elevator—which Rachel supplied an access card for. Chandler couldn’t help but check himself out in the mirrored panels. He was simultaneously aroused by the image of Ms. Culver in a form-flattering dress and also cognizant that the woman who turned him on was him. The result was a persistent dampness between his legs, which had been accumulating and spreading since they’d left James’ house. Chandler’s hyperactive hormones made him feel like a teenager again.


  Now he just needed an excuse to find some privacy and jerk off—metaphorically.


  The best part was, he didn’t need any wank material. The wank material was him!


  They arrived at the penthouse. It was gargantuan, with high ceilings and an entire wall of windows that overlooked the city. The place must’ve cost millions of dollars. So either Rachel was loaded, or her husband was. Soon after wondering this, Chandler got his answer when he strolled over to a piece of artwork hanging on the wall. It looked like someone had splashed watercolors on a canvas.


  “That is one of Mason’s newest pieces,” Rachel explained. “Sold to someone in Paris for four hundred thousand dollars. It ships next week.”


  “Your husband’s a painter?”


  “An abstract painter,” she laughed. “Lisa, you know this. Only he could afford my boob job. And it’s about time you dig for a little gold, honey. The years aren’t going backwards.”


  Lisa seemed pretty well off, Chandler thought. He recalled a mention of some family money. Maybe that was why she hadn’t remarried. But back to Mason, Chandler couldn’t see how a splatter of colors could fetch any kind of money. It had barely more artistic value, in his eye, than a toddler throwing paint at a canvas.


  There was more of Mason’s work around the penthouse, and it was more of the same.


  Maybe I should become an artist, Chandler thought, browsing around. Every piece had its own lighting fixture and a bronze plate with information. It was like walking through a small museum, except the main attractions all looked like children’s drawings.


  Behind him, the front door opened.


  Rachel said, “Sweetie! You’re back from your trip!”


  Chandler spun around.


  Mason had an uncanny resemblance to Joaquin Phoenix from the I’m Still Here phase, with the wild unkempt hair and dark sunglasses. Chandler found himself still doubting the man was Rachel’s husband until the two kissed—with a lot of tongue.


  Chandler cringed a little.


  “Mason, you remember Lisa, a friend of mine.”


  Chandler thrust his lady-sized hand out there to have it shaken, but then Mason brought it up to his lips and kissed it! His beard tickled.


  “Yes, of course,” Mason said. His voice was soft and soothing. “Rachel does have lovely friends, but you may be the loveliest of all.”


  Chandler smiled and felt himself blushing.


  The joke’s on him! he thought. If only Mason knew the truth!


  After the introduction—or reintroduction, from their perspectives—Rachel wanted to get into the hot tub, hence the swimsuits. Chandler followed her out onto the expansive balcony. What a fucking view! Never in his life had he been in an apartment or a hotel with such a stunning backdrop. With all those thousands of windows and countless vantage points from which to see down on to this penthouse balcony, he actually felt a little nervous taking his dress off! But Rachel showed no restraint in baring her bikini-clad body, and Chandler’s attire soon matched hers. Fighting a wave of goose bumps, he settled himself down into the tub as she fiddled with the controls and activated the hot, bubbly jets.


  “Ah-oh!” Chandler gasped, jerking aside. He’d been sitting on one!


  “Oops. Maybe I turned them up too much,” Rachel laughed.


  “Just caught me off guard.”


  Chandler had never been in a hot tub before—well, never to relax. Lisa used to have one in her backyard, and he and James had messed around in it way back in the day, treating it like a small swimming pool. The view, this time, was majorly different, as he looked down at his considerable cleavage bobbing slightly in the water. He extended his legs across the middle of the hot tub, finding a jet to place his feet against.


  Oh! Damn, that felt nice!


  As a young guy, his hobbies and interests rarely overlapped with what older women did in their spare time, but he could enjoy this! And once the temperature of the water warmed up a little more, all the currents and jets felt like a massage on his skin.


  He wiggled himself a little closer to that one jet that had surprised him earlier, until he had a nice, bubbly blast going against his crotch.


  Fuuuuck!


  Chandler laid his head back and closed his eyes.


  There were more surprises: the hot tub came equipped with a built-in wine cooler. While remaining comfortable in the water, Rachel pulled out a bottle of red wine and poured a couple of glasses. Chandler received one and thoughtlessly took a sip. It had a bit of a tart kick that really surprised his tongue, but it wasn’t bad! As he drank, he wondered if Lisa’s tongue tasted wine differently than his own tongue, and if he wouldn’t have enjoyed the taste while in his own body. Maybe that was true of all drinks and foods too.


  Sitting in that hot tub was hardly productive, and it sure didn’t provide the same mental stimulation as, say, video games, but Chandler enjoyed it nonetheless.


  As the afternoon shifted into evening, he received another text message from Lisa. She and James were officially in Vegas and walking down the Strip—as the attached picture showed.


  Chandler still wished he could’ve gone.


  A noise stirred him. From the penthouse’s back door emerged Mason with a painter’s easel and a blank canvas. Though it was getting darker out, he still wore his sunglasses.


  “Mason, honey, what’s the occasion?” Rachel asked. She was fast working through her second refill of wine. Chandler had just begun his second, and already he was feeling a little buzzed.


  “You two gave me an epiphany,” he said, hurrying to position the easel. A palette was already attached to his left arm, with a wide assortment of colors.


  “Are you going to paint us?”


  “Take your tops off.”


  Chandler gave a quizzical look to Rachel, who smiled back at him.


  “Well,” she said, blushing. “Okay. If Lisa here agrees.”


  “Um…”


  “Oh, come on. It won’t be the first time. And it’s for a good cause.” She was already untying her bikini top. Then the fabric fell into the water, exposing her tan breasts.


  What the hell, Chandler thought. It wasn’t like he was doing this in his body. The only person who would be embarrassed by all this was Lisa when they changed back.


  He worked his fingers with the knots until they were undone. That snug pressure across his chest abated, and his large rack once again settled into the clutches of gravity—along with the slight buoyancy of the water. No surprise, his nipples were still turgid. He swore they’d been erect for a couple hours now. Like, damn. Did they ever settle down? Whether his onlookers noticed or not, he wasn’t sure, and he wondered if women were keen to detect the erect or not-erect state of their friends’ nipples.


  So now they were a couple of hot, topless MILFs on a penthouse balcony.


  “Now make out,” Mason ordered.


  “Honey,” Rachel laughed. “You can’t just snap your fingers and make us go to first base. We have to get in the mood first.”


  Chandler felt a hand on his thigh. Beneath the rippling surface, he observed Rachel’s arm snuggling up close and feeling him up. He turned to her, and saw that she was grinning, and her eyes were firmly fixed to his chest.


  Then her eyes sprang up, and she said, “Well, I kind of already am in the mood. How about you, Lisa? You need some action.”


  But I have a girlfriend, Chandler about said, before he realized that wasn’t true currently. Lisa in his body had a girlfriend. Chandler was just a single mother with a nice body.


  A single mother who was presently very horny.


  He shrugged. “Okay.”


  Rachel’s grin widened. “Okay then.”


  Chandler’s heart was racing as his topless hot tub partner leaned in for a kiss. The taste of wine was replaced with her fruity lip balm, and no time was wasted before Rachel’s tongue forced its way into his mouth. Her hand latched on to his neck; his mimicked hers. Having never kissed a woman of Rachel’s age before, he was shocked by how greedy she was! He’d thought she’d be elegant and sensual about it. Hardly. Chandler had to deal with a foreign tongue exploring the inside of his mouth—something his girlfriend never did. She scooted closer. The hand resting on his thigh then slid dangerously close to his groin. His mind tracked its ever-approaching journey, inch by inch, until the fingers were rubbing his swimsuit-covered mound. His pussy ached just inside.


  Damn, he thought. This was a make-out!


  Inspired by her directness, and surely the alcohol that was now surfing in his bloodstream, Chandler played the aggressive card and pushed back, twisting his body around until he had Rachel pinned against the hot tub. Then he thrust his tongue into her mouth. Underneath the hot tub motor and the splashing of their bodies, he thought he heard a moan out of her.


  A hand pulled him closer. The other departed his groin area and came to cup his breast, right underneath the water’s surface.


  Chandler couldn’t believe what he was doing, nor that he wasn’t stopping himself! The inhibition just wasn’t there anymore. And all the arousal he felt for Lisa’s body was also reflected in Rachel’s body.


  She’d made the move, and he’d just gone for it.


  Their mouths pulled apart for a little breathing space.


  “Someone’s a little frisky,” Rachel cooed. “I think we need to warm up the bed.”


  “I-I’m just…” Chandler began, before blurting out his feelings. “I’m so turned on.”


  She giggled. “Oh, I figured that out.”


  Then it was Rachel’s turn on the lustful offense. Chandler was pushed back against the hot tub’s edge as she swung a leg over and straddled his lap. She came in for another kiss as their boobs smashed together. Reflexively, Chandler brought her close and arched his body up against hers, pinning their torsos together.


  As he’d briefly discovered before, arousal in Lisa’s body wasn’t concentrated away from his groin. It was inside. It was in his groin and in his tummy, and pretty much all over. So having another warm body in his arms was very erotic and satisfying.


  Jeez, he was getting off from just foreplay!


  “And, done!” Mason announced.


  To be honest, Chandler had kind of forgotten that Rachel’s husband was present. Rachel swung off, and together they admired his finished portrait.


  “That’s amazing!” Rachel said. “Oh, darling, that’s a masterpiece.”


  But Chandler just saw a bunch of blobs and lines, and none of it looked like him or Rachel in the tub. Instead, it looked like someone had taken a brush haphazardly and flung paint everywhere.


  “What do you think?” Rachel asked him.


  “Um, it’s great,” he said.


  “Oh, isn’t it?”


  Chandler and Rachel continued to relax in the hot tub through sunset. At one point, Rachel had the naughty idea to take her bottoms off. Out of the water they came, dangling on her index finger. He followed suit and tossed his own over the edge. By now, he was drinking enough wine to maintain a moderate intoxication, and every idea that Rachel proposed—especially when it came to getting out of her pesky swimsuit—just seemed like a good idea.


  Her hands got more adventurous too.


  Downing her third—or was that fourth?—glass of wine, she summoned her fingers for some underwater exploration, and Chandler sharply inhaled his breath when he felt them gently massage his pussy. He tensed, but only briefly. The anxiety was quickly overshadowed by the pleasure of another woman’s hand rubbing his sensitive slit.


  She just smiled at him. She didn’t have to say anything!


  Chandler didn’t really want her too, either.


  Lisa and her must do this kind of thing often, he supposed, spreading his legs a little and welcoming that first finger into his snatch. The sensation of it penetrating him was breathtaking. He had this clear impression of something firm and cylindrical inside his pussy, and when his inner walls squeezed around it—oh God! He’d seen Rachel’s hands. They weren’t that big! But it still made him shudder from head to toe.


  “Feels good, doesn’t it, Chandler?” she said.


  He nodded in total agreement. “Yeah, it—wait.”


  The finger rapidly withdrew. “Oh crap,” it’s owner said.


  Chandler’s mouth hung open as he looked at Rachel. “You know?”


  Rachel nodded bashfully. “Oh, shoot. Yeah, Lisa made me aware of the swap. She just wanted me to show you a good time while she was off babysitting her son. It’s just us three. My husband doesn’t know.”


  Chandler contemplated this. All along, he’d been enjoying this mostly because Lisa Culver’s body was a disguise. No one didn’t know he wasn’t a mid-forties MILF. He thought Rachel’s admission would make him regret his actions, but it didn’t.


  “I wasn’t trying to push you into anything you didn’t want to do,” she told Chandler. “Frankly, Lisa is way more attractive than I am, so it’s a score for me.”


  He laughed. “Yeah. I’ve fantasized about her before.”


  “I know what you mean.”


  “Is this stuff normal for you two?” he asked, gesturing to the hot tub and their undressed states.


  “Oh, totally.” She continued to toy with his hair, twirling a lock with her finger. “We’ve been down on each other, like, so many times. She was my first and only girl.”


  Chandler sighed. He kind of wished he hadn’t noticed the name slip. He’d been really into the mood, letting Rachel do whatever she wanted. She was clearly way more experienced at this than his girlfriend was.


  “What’s on your mind?” Rachel asked.


  He shrugged. “Well, I kind of liked when your finger was inside me.”


  She grinned. “See? And I bet you thought tonight was going to be awful.”


  Chandler admitted that he did. But not anymore.


  They drunkenly got out of the tub, and stood naked for all of the city to see. Chandler heard his phone buzz. He pulled it out of his crumpled dress and looked at the next text message in the chain with Lisa: a photo from a strip club. Lisa, in his body, was receiving a lap dance from a topless stripper.


  That crazy woman, Chandler thought, wishing he could be in her shoes right now.


  Actually…


  No, he didn’t. Especially when Rachel yanked on his arm, and together they went back inside the penthouse and toward the master bedroom—just a couple of MILF lovers with no strings attached, frolicking and giggling with bellies full of wine.


  Rachel pushed Chandler onto the bed. He barely had time to brace himself before the other woman was on top of him, resuming their kissing. This time, it was much more intimate. She wrapped him up in her arms and flattened herself against him. The warmth and weight of her body was immediately satisfying, and Chandler embraced her back. While her tongue again explored just about every corner of his mouth, his mind kept fixating on that pocket of heat situated between his legs. Since he was anatomically identical to Rachel, he imagined she was feeling the same thing! Man.


  Technically, he was making out with someone who was the same sex as he was, and it wasn’t weird!


  Well, not weird enough to make him want to stop, anyway.


  Rachel then swapped the mouth-on-mouth action for some mouth-on-nipple action.


  Ah! Holy hell!


  The sensitivity of those swollen nubs paralyzed Chandler. It was sharp. She flicked her tongue across one, and he could feel the blood rushing into the tissue like it was a miniature erection, extending out to her. Once there was plenty of girth to get her lips around, she brought it into her mouth and sucked on it.


  Chandler threw his head into the mattress, his breaths coming in short bursts as he discovered what it was like for Lisa to have her nipples played with.


  Goddamn amazing!


  Rachel switched breasts. Then she was laughing. “I can tell you’ve never experienced this before.”


  “No,” Chandler breathed, before wincing again.


  All the pleasure wasn’t localized to his chest either. His loins were burning the more Rachel had her way with his stiff nipples. And while she was getting her oral fixation on, he was rubbing his thighs together, trying to reach that source of heat and emptiness without the means of his hands.


  Having his tits sucked on was nice, but he needed more so bad.


  Rachel, a woman herself, didn’t have to be told this.


  Outside of the hot tub, it was more evident how wet Chandler’s pussy was. He could feel the slickness inside his snatch when the inner walls rubbed together. And outside too! There was a widening wet spot on the mattress, right underneath his ass. He squirmed impatiently as his partner directed her attention lower, and he spread his legs slightly as if to invite her in.


  Invitation accepted!


  Rachel’s reaction to seeing his drenched pussy was a big, happy grin! She positioned herself so that her head was in between his legs. Chandler hadn’t anticipated her to go straight to using her mouth! Nevertheless, she lowered her head until his pubic mound eclipsed her chin and lips. A moment later, he felt the union of his aching pussy and her eager-to-please tongue, as it slid up the entire length of his wet hole, and pushed firmly into his clit.


  Chandler bucked. Oh! Damn! Again, the instantaneous pleasure took him by surprise. He’d had this preconception that women needed time to warm up and be aroused.


  Not him!


  Rachel lashed her tongue across his pussy several more times, each turn penetrating him a little more, as if scooping out the juice that seemed to be coming in abundance. During this, Chandler grasped his tits tightly, pressing his palms into his nipples. He loved his big, heavy tits. He loved holding them. All day, that honor had been his swimsuit’s. Now, alone with a MILF lesbian who was eating him out, he could finally return the love.


  Then Rachel switched directions. She plopped her ass in his face and resumed licking his pussy. Chandler, confronted with her wet pussy right against his chin, showed reciprocation. Together, they shared a little oral love, sixty-nining each other.


  Chandler didn’t know if it was the wine or the body, but he was so into it. He forgot that he was inhabiting Lisa Culver’s body and went to town on Rachel’s juicy-looking snatch, lapping her folds eagerly. With no hair in sight, it was easy to pick and choose his targets. For a while, he focused on her clit—the darkish pink protuberance that began to emerge from the upper folds. While thrashing that little nub with his tongue, Rachel echoed with charging her tongue at his clit. The two of them writhed and trembled, girl on girl, both of them moaning their approval to each other.


  More than anything, Chandler just loved the taste of Rachel’s pussy. And when he managed to bring her to a loud, shaking orgasm, there was more of that delicious juice to lick up. But their tongues weren’t superhuman; they, like every other muscle, got tired after a while. Then it was his fingers’ duty to finish the job.


  With his face buried between the woman’s legs, and that heavenly scent of pussy flooding his nostrils in force, Chandler experienced his first finger-fucking. Rachel inserted two and pounded away, slamming them into his slit.


  Where did she get this energy? he wondered. He was panting just to keep pace with her! His two fingers matched hers, and then he was working them fast and hard in and out of her slippery entrance, every thrust accompanied by a quiver in her legs and a flex of her gluteal muscles. More juice ran out. With her slipping and sliding body, she was smearing it all over his face. Most he licked up, but the rest got caught in between their grinding bodies.


  The fingers were what gave Chandler his first female orgasm. It had been developing for a while, a large knot in his gut that was begging to come undone. And then it finally did. His back arched violently, knocking Rachel sideways a bit. He gripped her round ass and pulled her back, and she stayed committed!


  Who was on top and who was on bottom changed, though eventually they wound up on their sides, Chandler’s head stuck between Rachel’s legs and Rachel’s head stuck between Chandler’s legs. At one point, she was licking his pussy and fingering his asshole. The sudden insertion into his rectum shocked the hell out of Chandler, and he thought about protesting.


  But he was so close to his next climax. He let it happen.


  The orgasms never seemed to drain either of them. Chandler was always turned on by the sights and tastes of Rachel’s body, and went as long as he could until exhaustion set in.


  It felt like it was close to midnight, meaning they’d been at it for hours.


  Down between his legs, Rachel was panting hard. “Oh my God, Chandler,” she said. “I think having you in Lisa’s body is the best thing ever. She and I have never gone this long before.” And then she laughed. “Don’t tell her I said that.”


  “I won’t,” Chandler told her. The break in the action really emphasized how tired he was. Everything in and around his mouth ached nonstop. And once he’d relaxed his head against Rachel’s thigh, it seemed as soft as any pillow. He was fighting to keep his eyes open.


  “I hope this was a fun weekend for you,” she said. “I sure liked it.”


  “I didn’t expect to, but I think I did.”


  “You thought us ladies had boring lives, huh?”


  He laughed. “Yeah.”


  “Maybe next weekend, I can have your body.”


  Before Chandler could decide if that was a good idea or not, his eyelids became too heavy to lift up again, and he fell asleep.
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  “Oh, hello,” Rachel said, letting her BMW creep toward the two boys who were exiting the airport. “There they are.”


  Having consulted with James in planning their return flight, Chandler knew that nine o’clock in the morning was way ahead of schedule. All he’d received that morning—in Rachel’s bed—was a text message from Lisa. Neither he or Rachel’d had time to make themselves presentable. They’d thrown on their bikinis and dresses from the day before. And Chandler was still sore from putting his MILF body through a ringer of lesbian sex.


  Rachel nudged him on the arm. “Remember, James thinks you’re his mother. Act like it.”


  Ugh, fine, Chandler thought.


  He opened the passenger door and climbed out so the two boys could get into the back seat. “Hey, honey—sweetie…pie,” he said to James. “How was your trip?”


  James was sulking, and didn’t even look at Chandler. “Fine, Mom. I don’t want to talk about it.”


  Lisa, in Chandler’s body, just smiled.


  Once their new passengers were loaded, Chandler climbed back in, and Rachel drove off.


  He supposed he and Lisa were going to change back soon, now that the Vegas trip had concluded—albeit a little early. Funnily, Chandler felt a little sad that his short stint inside Lisa’s middle-aged body was nearing an end. Soon after his real body had been stolen, he’d been eager to have it back. Now, the lovemaking with Rachel was still fresh on his mind. Sex in Lisa’s body had been so drastically different and fantastic, and the optimist in him wanted an encore of that. Or at least just a few more hours to look down and appreciate his humongous rack. With James in the car, Chandler had to resist groping himself.


  Out of the airport and back on the city streets, he felt a tap on his shoulder. It was Lisa.


  “Ms. Culver, you wouldn’t believe what your son did last night. It was so obscene that we had to come straight home.”


  “Uh-oh,” Chandler said, swinging a look toward James, who had his arms firmly crossed and was watching the other direction, ignoring them. “What did my son do?”


  “He tried to invite a hooker to our hotel room. Can you believe that young man?”


  At first, the severity didn’t register with Chandler. Huh, that’s awesome, he thought. But then he remembered he was supposed to be the upset and disappointed mother in this conversation. “James Culver,” he said sternly. “You tried to pay for a hooker?”


  “Why you gotta snitch to my mom?” James asked Lisa. “It was supposed to be just the two of us. Last week, you even suggested it.”


  Oh damn, I did, Chandler realized.


  “Because your mother ought to know these things,” Lisa said. “She wouldn’t want you spending your twenty-first birthday in Vegas with some filthy hooker. You know better than that. And from now on, you will better manage your money.”


  “Even you sound like my mother,” James grumbled.


  Rachel stopped by the Culver residence to drop James off. Everyone else stayed inside the car. At the next stop sign, Lisa dropped her act.


  “Okay, I know it’s before lunch,” she said, “but I could really use a drink. Rachel, honey, you got any of the good stuff back at your place?”


  “Oh, you know I always stay stocked,” she said with a smile.


  Then Lisa said, “Hey, Chandler, you want to come with us ladies and loosen up a little? Unless you think we’re too old for you.”


  “He didn’t think that last night,” Rachel said.


  “Oh? Well there better be some juicy details.”


  Rachel had the pleasure of recounting everything that had happened. Chandler expected to be embarrassed, with Lisa learning of the adventures he’d had in her body, without her permission. But instead he felt a thrill from all the descriptions. Rachel was a good storyteller, narrating the evening with a strong sensual undertone without going into the nitty-gritty details of it. It made Chandler’s nipples hard.


  “So, you like being in my body?” Lisa asked.


  Heat rushed to Chandler’s face. “I, um…”


  “We could stay a little longer.”


  “Oh, that would be fun!” Rachel chimed in.


  Chandler couldn’t bring himself to object. In Lisa Culver’s body, he was over twenty years older, he had wrinkles in all sorts of places, and just this morning he’d peed sitting down. He was totally without the privileges of youth and the conveniences of manhood, but damn was it fun being a hot MILF! Already his loins were warming up to the notion of continuing this body swap a little longer.


  “Okay,” he said. “Sure.”


  “Great! Now, Rachel, remind me when we get there—I have to show you how big my dick is. Like, what are they feeding these kids today? Must be bull hormones.”


  “Maybe Chandler will let us…borrow it?” Rachel said, shooting Chandler a wink.


  Lisa laughed. “Chandler might want some, too!”


  When Rachel turned into the parking garage, Chandler had moved on from his missed Vegas trip. Sure, he could’ve gambled, gotten a lap dance, and drank himself into a short coma, but he would’ve missed the time in Lisa’s body with Rachel, and all the fun that Vegas wouldn’t have offered.


  And it appeared that his weekend was far from over…
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  The Portville-versus-Fleming tournament had drawn a larger crowd than there were bleachers. Parents had packed themselves along the courtside to see the two rival high school teams face off. Adrian—representing Portville—had been known as the Ice Man in the local newspapers for his coolheaded attitude under pressure. He had never let a few hundred spectators affect his concentration, and he wasn’t going to now.


  Even if he had to take on Dawson King, the top wrestler from the visiting team.


  The Fleming residents in attendance began chanting Dawson’s name as the two fighters were summoned to the mat. There were cheers for Adrian too, although drowned out. Those didn’t matter anyway. He’d rather hear the noise levels after the match.


  Dawson strutted to the center white-painted circle. He’d been working out since their last face-off, and his hair was hanging in his eyes. The teen heartthrob look. “I promise I’ll go easy on you,” he boasted, with a wide grin. “We can make this quick. Just say the word.”


  Adrian said nothing.


  The two contestants met by the referee. Dawson extended his hand for the sportsmanlike handshake that preceded every bout, but when Adrian went to shake it Dawson whipped it away and smoothly dropped it through his unruly hair.


  “Too slow, hotshot,” he laughed. “You’re gonna need to be faster than that.”


  “Mr. King, cut the shenanigans,” the referee barked.


  Adrian stared at his foe. You hear that? he thought. Cut the shenanigans. Prick.


  Dawson just shook his head, unfazed.


  They each took their stance. Then the referee let them loose.


  Dawson charged low, his huge arm span fashioned like a muscular pincer; Adrian evaded the grapple and retreated in a circle, with his hungry competitor in close pursuit, trying at every instance to get a hand around his neck. It was classic Dawson. No strategy, just all-out energy. It was why he’d climbed the regional ranks, but it was also his vulnerability. For those first few seconds, Adrian just made his challenger chase him around.


  Most of the crowd was on its feet. He couldn’t tell who they were cheering on the most. One side roared the loudest, and then the other rose to drown them out.


  Dawson gnashed his teeth. Was it supposed to be intimidating? He looked fucking ridiculous.


  He swooped in for another tackle, and this time Adrian’s upper body connected with the mat. But he rolled out and reversed, attempting to pin Dawson down. Dawson, similarly, escaped and got back on his feet.


  The two men returned to their mat-circling dance, as they stared each other down.


  Already this was a longer match than most of Adrian’s competitions.


  They locked hands, each man trying to destabilize the other. Then Dawson lunged in for a headlock. Adrian anticipated it and ducked, springing himself into his rival’s midsection and bowling into him. Dawson’s imbalance made him topple easily. While the breath was knocked out of him, Adrian slammed Dawson down and pinned his shoulders into the mat.


  Two seconds later, it was done.


  One half of the crowd silenced; the other half hollered even louder.


  “That was cheating!” Dawson griped as they both got back to their feet. Spit was flying as he went over to argue with the ref. “He grabbed my junk! That’s not allowed!”


  “You wish,” Adrian muttered.


  “Hey, up yours,” Dawson retorted, flashing the bird.


  Adrian had never seen a middle finger in a match before. The referee whistled, the crowd gasped, and Mr. King had himself an escort to the sidelines with three members of Fleming’s coaching staff yelling in his ears. It was a surprise he wasn’t outright ejected from the gymnasium.


  With that settled—and Adrian’s flawless record surviving another day—he went back to his own bench and received congratulations all around. Several young freshmen patted him on the shoulder and praised his endurance and quickness. The coaches appreciated his sportsmanship against those punks from Fleming. But as was the usual case in wrestling, the spotlight didn’t last long. Soon the crowd’s energy was invested in the next weight class, and Adrian was a spectator along with them, rooting his teammates on whether they won or lost.


  Dawson remained on the court. Every time Adrian looked over at him, that prick was smiling. It was like they saw wrestling from opposite perspectives: Adrian was committed to the sport itself, while Dawson preferred its entertainment value. So even though he’d lost, and risked being suspended, he smiled like he’d won.


  In a sense, he had. Adrian’s victory probably wouldn’t be the headline in the papers. It’d be Dawson’s middle finger, and his vague but unfounded accusation of cheating.


  Adrian was tired of high school. Too much drama, and too many punks.


  Later on, toward the end of the tournament, he left the sidelines and headed toward the locker room. He liked getting his shower in before the post-game rush of sweaty teenagers. But some of the Portville coaching staff was blocking the entryway. One of the senior girls who was volunteering—Kelsey—motioned him aside.


  “Hey, Adrian, just hang out right here for a second,” she instructed. “The locker room is off-limits for the moment.”


  “Something wrong?” he asked. He’d seen a teen horror movie or two. “There’s not a dead body in there, is there?”


  Kelsey made cute snorting sounds when she laughed. “Oh, no! I’m actually not sure. All Mr. Zeller told me was that it was health related. No one’s allowed in the locker room.”


  Adrian sighed. Wrestling was fun and all, but he preferred to not smell like a dirty jock strap. Plus the material was skintight around his groin, and had a tendency to slide up into his ass crack. As a freshman, the biggest lesson he’d learned was how to discreetly fix things.


  Kelsey’s eyes flicked to his groin, then his upper arms. She smiled innocently.


  Then, to stave off any awkwardness, she said, “You did good out there.”


  “Thanks.”


  “I hate Dawson. I’m sure you do too.”


  “He needed a whooping.”


  She giggled. “Well, he got one.”


  Some of the faculty clustered around the locker room entrance and whispered to each other. A few looked at Adrian. Information was passed along, until one of the ladies there—a tenth-grade teacher—spoke into Kelsey’s ear. Kelsey seemed confused. More whispers were uttered. Kelsey looked at the teacher, then at Adrian. She tottered for a moment, either unsure of what was asked of her or bothered by the knowledge she had that Adrian didn’t.


  Then she came back over with a troubled smile. “Um,” she said. “Follow me.”


  “Something the matter?”


  “Just follow me.”


  Adrian didn’t have a guess for what was happening. It was simultaneously serious enough that he was being kept out of the loop, yet not serious enough to interrupt the wrestling tournament—at least so far. Kelsey escorted him down the empty hallway, past some of the tenth-grade classrooms. Then she steered left and opened one of them. Adrian faintly remembered it as Ms. Garcia’s classroom, where he’d learned all about the wonders and horrors of human biology. There was no education on the role of the intestinal tract today, though; just an additional command to find himself a seat and make himself comfortable.


  “I’m sorry,” Kelsey said. “They said someone will come along and tell you.” Then she shut the door.


  Great, Adrian thought, sliding his sweaty butt into a front-row seat.


  Most of Ms. Garcia’s room was unchanged since two years ago. But between then and now, he noticed, she’d hung up a poster featuring THE EFFECTS OF THE FEMINIZING AGE PROGRESSION (FAP-19) VIRUS. The illustrations were arranged into a step-by-step diagram of an adult male’s body entering female puberty, and acquiring all the secondary sex characteristics. There was even a more-detailed graphic showing how the penis and testicles reformed into a vagina and ovaries.


  Adrian realized that high school biology must’ve been different than how he remembered, with the arrival of the FAP-19 virus into everyday life. Nowadays, even sixteen- and seventeen-year-old boys had to be taught that, in a year or two, they might experience a rapid version of female puberty as outlined on the poster.


  He continued to wait in the classroom. He didn’t have his phone with him, so he couldn’t do anything to pass the time. It felt like being quarantined.


  After fifteen minutes, he started looking at that poster again, and remembering back to the conversations with Kelsey, who had said the precautions were “health related.”


  Surely not, Adrian thought.


  He looked at his fingernails, ran his hand through his hair—both early signs of feminization in boys. And both were longer than usual, but he’d been behind on trimming his nails and getting a haircut anyway.


  He even cupped his junk.


  Nothing felt different.


  At the twenty-minute mark, and around the time Adrian was about to storm out and demand some answers, Coach Zeller appeared. He had his thoroughly chewed blue pen in his mouth—his oral fixation and lucky charm ever since cutting his smoking habit.


  He came into the classroom and remained by the doorway, his teeth chomping at the plastic.


  “Good performance today, son,” he said. “I’m gonna be sorry to see you graduate.”


  “Can you tell me what’s going on?” Adrian asked impatiently. “Everyone’s keeping me in the dark.”


  Coach Zeller thrust his hands into his pockets. The day was only half gone, but he looked drained. “There’s an outbreak,” he explained. “One of the kids tested positive. And they tried to keep the damn thing a secret.”


  Adrian’s heart skipped. “An outbreak of what? FAP-19?”


  Coach nodded.


  “Which team?”


  “I’m not at liberty to say,” Coach said. Then he sighed. “But it’s probably everywhere. Go home, Adrian. The tournament’s off. Stay away from other boys your age—well, you know the drill by now, don’t you?”


  “Kiss my manhood goodbye?” Adrian proposed.


  Coach grumbled, but didn’t disagree. “Damn shit.” Then he turned around and opened the door so hard that it banged the wall. His footsteps echoed down the hallway.


   


   


   


   


  2


  Days after infection: 2


  Estimated age: 19


   


   


  It was past ten o’clock by the time Adrian rolled out of bed on Sunday. The revelation about a possible outbreak of FAP-19 rampaging through the bloodstreams of the student body had completely left his mind as he took a piss and went through his morning routine.


  In the mirror, he noticed patches of his facial hair missing, like someone had taken a razor to his chin in the middle of the night and sheared off random spots.


  He swiped his hand along his jawline.


  The rest came out.


  “Motherfucker,” Adrian muttered, watching his bathroom countertop catch the remnants of his short-cropped beard. He rubbed from the opposite side—same result. Every hair fell out, like they’d barely been attached to the follicles. For the first time in his life, Adrian gave himself a clean shave with only his hand. He brushed the hair into the sink and washed it down the drain.


  That confirmed it. There was no other reason his facial hair would simply fall out.


  But who had he contracted it from? Would Fleming knowingly expose one of their own to dozens of eighteen-year-olds? Or would his own school do that? Coach Zeller wouldn’t allow it. But the more Adrian’s mind argued back and forth about the culprit, he knew it wouldn’t matter in the end.


  He was infected. There was nothing he could do about it.


  Over the gravesite of his facial hair, Adrian checked out the rest of his body. Nothing immediately stood out yet. Maybe his hair was fuller, his skin softer. No boobs had sprouted overnight—although the region behind and around his nipples did feel disconcertingly tender, so the signs were there. The bulge in his boxer shorts wasn’t any smaller. Yet.


  But he knew how this virus worked. In a week’s time, he would barely recognize himself.


  Damn shit, he thought, echoing Coach Zeller.


  Adrian left his bathroom, dreaming up a big breakfast to celebrate his success in the tournament and to enjoy one last calorie-loaded meal before his new hormones screwed up his metabolism. Before he reached the stairs, however, he ran into his mom coming up.


  Another hurdle: how exactly he should come out to his parents about his upcoming and involuntary sex change.


  “Oh, Adrian, honey,” she greeted him. “I was just coming to see you.”


  “Stomach’s rumbling,” he explained, angling to scoot past.


  “Now hang on a second.”


  He stopped. Now was when he remembered that the women in his family were larger than average in the chest. How large would his breasts get?


  “I know everything,” she said. “Your friend, Tommy, has it too.”


  “I’m not friends with Tommy.”


  She waved her hand. “Well his mother told me. She said there was an outbreak in the school, and everyone at that tournament was exposed. I can’t believe this. You’d think they would test these kids. How could this happen?” The question sounded rhetorical.


  Adrian hadn’t considered this. His mother was friends with practically all the high school moms on Facebook, so of course the news would reach her. He hadn’t checked his feed since yesterday. Surely the announcement was all over it.


  She came over and hugged him. “Do you know if you’re infected?”


  He nodded. “I think so. My facial hair just fell out this morning. That typically doesn’t happen.”


  “Oh, honey. I’ll help you through it. We’ll have to change up your wardrobe, won’t we?”


  Adrian groaned.


  If there was one person he couldn’t hide this from, it was his mother. She was the stay-at-home type, while his dad worked six or seven days a week, overseeing his Omega Energy natural gas company. And usually his mother was who he brought his questions, concerns, and general issues to. But the knowledge that he was already in the process of inheriting her physical characteristics made this conversation a little more uncomfortable than usual.


  “It won’t be so bad,” she assured him. “You’ll see.”


  “I kind of like being a guy,” Adrian admitted.


  “And you’ll be a guy again in three months. Now, what would my wrestling all-star son like for breakfast?”


  A plate piled high with scrambled eggs and syrup-soaked French toast, which he received.


  Afterward, he returned to his room and checked Facebook. He had a gazillion notifications from classmates and teachers warning him about the outbreak—as if he didn’t know. The infectious virus was already the topic of Sunday articles, and some Portville seniors were commenting about the changes they were experiencing, with the occasional girl poking lighthearted fun at their transformation and posting links to sales on women’s clothing. Adrian laughed at that.


  He didn’t respond to any classmates. Although he was one of Portville’s most popular athletes on account of his wrestling record and was fairly famous throughout town, discussing his second puberty didn’t sound so exciting. Through his messages, he learned that any infected senior would be put on a homeschooling plan until the end of the semester—just two weeks away. And if he wanted to opt out of the senior graduation ceremony, he could. Also, one of the faculty urged him to download the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION app for his phone, to guide him through his metamorphosis and schedule his physical exams.


  Adrian went ahead and did that.


  Upon launching it, a warning popped up: THE H.1.29 VARIANT OF FAP-19 IS PREVALENT IN YOUR REGION. CLICK HERE TO READ MORE.


  H.1.29? he thought. There’s more of this stupid virus?


  The app provided a summary. The H.1.29 variant, it said, in addition to the physical changes, caused psychological and perceptive effects on human males, and would result in changes to personality and sexual orientation. He had to read that part again: sexual orientation. In what way? Would he become attracted to men? How the hell did that work?


  “Yeah right,” he laughed at the app. “This sounds bonkers.”


  Humoring himself, he opened up the evaluation that the app provided to test his sexual orientation. It wasn’t so much an evaluation; it was just a sequence of images featuring handsome men where he could rate them based on their attractiveness. There was a shirtless guy on the beach, a married husband with his family, a fifty-something man behind the wheel of a Ferrari, and even a few celebrities thrown in like Dwayne Johnson, Daniel Craig, and Chris Hemsworth. The rating system was from one to five, with one being NO ATTRACTION and five being INTENSELY ATTRACTED.


  Adrian selected NO ATTRACTION on every single one. Easy.


  The app notified him that it would offer the evaluation again at a later date.


  Regarding any further physical evidence of his sex change, he saw none that day—other than persistent nipple soreness and what felt like a hard knot behind each areola.


  But that changed.


  On Monday morning, he awoke to extremely puffy and too-tender-to-touch nipples that made wearing one of his varsity shirts a very uncomfortable challenge. The chafing got to be so irritating that he consulted his mother who was in the middle of watching a soap opera. She had a look at them, said everything was normal. With FAP-19 compressing years of puberty into the span of a single week, some discomfort and pain was expected as his flesh altered itself according to a female template.


  “You want a bra?” she asked as he was walking away, nursing his sore chest.


  “No, Mom.”


  Tuesday saw the first major extension of his hair; it was down over his ears that morning. On the topic of hair, his chest hair was the next victim. He woke up laying in it.


  For the first half of the week, his manhood seemed resilient to his hormonal fluctuations. By Wednesday, however, Adrian discovered that his testicles had withdrawn into his abdominal cavity, and all that remained was an empty—and very diminished—pouch of skin. Likewise his dick showed signs of shrinkage, not so much girth as length. He’d always been a grower in the underwear department, but that feature appeared to be malfunctioning now. The biggest erection he could maintain was three inches. And having an erection actually hurt a little, like the skin was too tight for the muscle and blood vessels.


  Sure, the other changes sucked, but that one bruised his male pride the most.


  Another loss happened that Wednesday: his voice.


  And for the first time, Adrian began to notice an overall slimness to his body as the virus was now eating away his muscle tone. Since it was the end of his high school wrestling career, it wasn’t a huge disaster, but he liked being in shape even without the sports excuse.


  He supposed it was inevitable. The smooth skin, the breast development, the reduction between his legs, and now the muscle loss.


  Those microscopic construction crews were paving the way for womanhood, and he had no control.


  Also that Wednesday, his mom had a surprise for him. She returned home early afternoon with a Hamilton Menswear sack—it was a store in the mall catering specifically to guys infected with FAP-19. Adrian’s heart skipped a beat when she pulled out a black bra.


  “What is that?” he asked. He knew what it was. He just wasn’t expecting it.


  “You can’t be going around indecent,” his mother explained, pointing to his chest, where two very visible mounds projected outward. “You need to cover up.”


  “But—”


  “Honey, my mother put me into bras when I was twelve. I’m not letting my son walk around like that. You’re eighteen. It’s better we get you trained now, before you’re dealing with handfuls.” She handed over the undergarment, wearing this little smile like she knew this was tormenting him. “You knew this day was coming.”


  He sighed. He reckoned he did.


  She’d also purchased a couple packs of plain Jane panties in a variety of colors.


  Adrian took his new bra upstairs and into his bedroom.


  Hamilton Menswear, he mused, reading the tag and finding out it was a 38A. Back in his freshman days, bras were all the talk. He and his friends sometimes tried to guess what size the senior girls were. Mostly they just threw out numbers and letters. Now that little label had an entirely different meaning. He was a 38A. And it was so odd that a bra was classified as menswear.


  Boys born today would grow up in a world where they someday might have to learn how to put on a bra—assuming the FAP-19 virus still existed. But to Adrian there was a time when only girls wore bras. He still wasn’t used to this. He imagined most people weren’t.


  He removed his shirt and slung his arms through the straps. The dark cups, while providing expansive coverage, were also padded on the inside. Probably a good idea for his sensitive nipples. The hooks were a freaking nuisance, but he managed to successfully bind the garment around his chest after cheating by turning it halfway around. He’d seen girls do that before. Hey, it worked!


  Then he situated it. And stared. And fiddled with it some more.


  Having that constriction on his shoulders and chest was unusual. But it did take the painful edge off his nipples, and he was able to put on his shirt without worrying about the friction.


  But three whole months of this?


  And his boobs weren’t even fully matured. He’d likely outgrow a 38A bra in a day or two. Based on that bulging sack he’d seen, his mother had probably planned ahead.


  Adrian went back downstairs—which provided an ample test to his new undergarment’s advertised support. His mom praised his appearance and hugged him again.


  She was in the hugging mood a lot lately.


  Sure, he was embarrassed. But he couldn’t have asked for anyone more helpful and sympathetic toward his symptoms. Though she did seem to be enjoying this more than he would’ve liked.


  “See?” she asked. “Not so bad. You can handle this.”


  Adrian figured he could.


  Bras weren’t so awful. And panties? Those were just softer versions of his normal briefs.


  He just hoped his mother didn’t start buying him skirts and makeup accessories.
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  Days after infection: 10


  Estimated age: 23


   


   


  Day ten. Adrian was out on an early-morning jog around the neighborhood, his C-cup breasts bouncing animatedly inside his sports bra. Other than his old running shoes, his outfit was entirely feminine: the aforementioned stretchy cradle to restrain his bouncing boobs, a pair of skintight leggings, and one of his mother’s hair ties wrapped around his swishing ponytail.


  There was a lot on his mind, namely the completion of the first stage of his metamorphosis.


  As of today, Adrian was officially female.


  Or maybe yesterday? There wasn’t exactly a referee whistle to announce the onset of womanhood. He’d had a deepening orifice between his legs ever since the fifth day, and on the seventh day the toilet seat had become a necessity. Only today had his penis fully retracted, and his glans was functionally a clitoris.


  A clitoris, he thought. To go along with a pussy. A vagina.


  Those female words made his skin crawl. There was nothing gross or off-putting about the vocabulary or the anatomy itself. But they were terms that could accurately describe his genitalia. And his femininity wasn’t just isolated to between his legs. His hips were wider, his waist was narrower, and his mammary glands were very pronounced. There were plenty of masculine qualities mixed in, like his six-foot-two stature, his wide shoulders, and his heavy jawline.


  Still, Adrian had a feeling most strangers wouldn’t use the male pronouns when referring to him. He probably wouldn’t. And that was something he had to get used to.


  Lady. Woman. Ma’am. She. Her.


  Those descriptions swirled in his mind.


  With a weakened stamina—another unwanted byproduct of that damn virus—Adrian didn’t stray far from home on his jogging route. He was rounding the last corner on his return trip when he heard a car slow down beside him, followed by a complimenting whistle.


  Adrian ignored it at first. But when the motorist whistled again, he realized he was being catcalled. Him! He looked and saw an early-twenties, stringy-haired punk behind the wheel of a Camaro, idling along at Adrian’s pace.


  He slowed down and stopped.


  The driver did too.


  “Hey, sweetheart,” the punk said. “Keep on running. I like your ass in those pants.”


  Adrian couldn’t believe this was happening, for a couple of reasons. First, regardless of his anatomical features, he didn’t really view himself as a chick. Second, did assholes really behave like this when prowling on unsuspecting women? Couldn’t they exercise in peace without weirdos getting involved?


  He hopped off the curb and went over to his admirer, tugging his sports bra down a little ways. “What about these?” he asked, flashing the driver some cleavage.


  The punk cranked his stereo down. “Oh yeah,” he said, his gaze diving right into that creamy valley. “That’s more like it.”


  “And what about…”


  Adrian sent his fist flying through the window, socking the driver in the nose. The pervert gunned the Camaro’s V6 and squealed the tires trying to flee. “Damn bitch!” he shouted, before sailing around an intersection corner and disappearing.


  Lady. Woman. Ma’am. She. Her. Bitch.


  He walked the rest of the way. Although the incident had concluded with some swift and rightful justice, it left him more self-conscious about his body. He’d been good-looking as a guy, and girls often checked him out. They were teenagers, he was a teenager; it was hormones and human nature. And he enjoyed that obvious sexual attraction. But with FAP-19 rearranging his body parts a little, that whole interaction was different now. Girls weren’t ogling him. Guys were. Men were. And the realization that his physical appearance might sexually arouse the male population…


  It was weird. It was uncomfortable. And maybe a little interesting? But from a purely biological perspective.


  A few houses away from home, Adrian’s phone buzzed. The FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION wanted to quiz his sexual orientation again. Oh right, he remembered, I’m supposed to be turning gay too. He went through the photos—same pictures, same order—and scored them all as NO ATTRACTION. Initially. For shirtless Chris Hemsworth, Adrian adjusted his score to a three, which was MILD ATTRACTION. Because if there was anyone he could foreseeably turn gay for, it was the God of Thunder. He wanted to run his hands along those abdominal muscles, and have that Australian accent whisper sweet nothings in his ear.


  Okay, maybe not all that. But whatever. It was a stupid test anyway. He wasn’t turning gay. Even heterosexual dudes could recognize attractive men.


  At his driveway, he noticed his Dad’s Audi parked—with his mom talking through the driver-side window. Adrian didn’t hear the beginning of the conversation, but he arrived in time for the end of it.


  Dad: “He’s our son. He shouldn’t be taking jobs like that.”


  Mom: “Now who’s the one being sexist? Any person of any gender can sit behind a desk.”


  “It’s summer. He should be out playing with his friends.”


  “Our son is an introvert, darling.”


  “Then find him a hobby.”


  “A job is a hobby, and he can gain valuable experience.”


  “In skirts?”


  “There’s a job opening, isn’t there?”


  Dad saw Adrian coming. He nodded his head and said, “Hey, sport. Gotta run.” And he promptly reversed out of the driveway and sped off before Mom could get in another word.


  “Hey, honey. How was your run?” Mom said. It wasn’t even eight o’clock in the morning, and she was already dressed up with makeup and everything. He wasn’t sure why that specific detail stuck out to him.


  “Fine,” he said. With certain details unmentioned. “What were you talking about with Dad?”


  “Well.” She rubbed her hands together. Anxiety? “Your father and I were discussing whether or not you should get a job.”


  “But I still have another week of schoolwork left.”


  “It would start after the semester.”


  “What kind of job?”


  She approached him. “How would you like to work in the Omega Energy headquarters? Something simple and easy.”


  Truthfully, Adrian had been expecting this career path. His father was a big-time CEO for an energy company that serviced three different states. It only seemed inevitable that he would assume the mantle once his father retired. Besides, he didn’t really have any other aspirations, and high school wrestling didn’t lead to the same opportunities as football and basketball. His future was wide open.


  He shrugged. “Okay. What kind of position is it?”


  For this, his mom stood perfectly straight and smiled wide. “Secretary.”


  “Secretary? Mom, isn’t that a job usually for…”


  “For whom, Adrian?”


  He realized he couldn’t say it was for girls and have that disqualify him. He was a girl. But a secretary? Surely there was a more manly job opportunity. Well, maybe not manly. In what way was he a man? Like, he’d draw less attention using the ladies’ restroom than the men’s restroom, even though he had the proof on his driver’s license that he belonged in the latter.


  His head was spinning with all the gender contradictions that FAP-19 caused.


  “Um,” he said. “A secretary? Seriously?”


  “Yes,” she said seriously. “Is there a problem?”


  “No. It’s just…”


  His mother raised an eyebrow.


  He sighed. “I suppose it’s a summer job.”


  “Great. But you can’t look presentable with that mussy hair and sports bra, honey. We’ll have to get you some proper business attire. Nothing in my closet is going to fit your bone structure.”


  Adrian had never seen his mother so enthusiastic about something. Her hands were practically shaking as she announced an afternoon trip to the mall for a makeover. “You really want me to take this job, don’t you?”


  “Honey, you can do whatever you like.” Her smile stretched wider. “But yes.”


  Oh God, what did I agree to? Adrian wondered.


  After a shower and a fresh change of clothes—a T-shirt and jeans, nothing especially feminine—his mother drove him to the mall for a girls’ day out. Adrian cringed from being out in public and around so many people, but Portville was large enough that he didn’t expect to encounter anyone who might recognize him. Hopefully.


  Their first stop was a salon. He agreed with his mother that his unruly mane was less than glamorous; he hadn’t touched it since its expedited growth, and it hung past his collarbone when it wasn’t bundled up. Under normal circumstances, he would’ve gotten it sheared off. Under more normal circumstances, he wouldn’t have allowed it to grow so long in the first place. Damn sex-change virus.


  The staff were totally friendly and excited to address his hair problem—and perhaps even more excited once his mother explained his situation. She went first, giving Adrian time to observe the process and pick out what he wanted. There were magazines with hundreds of options for all the ways long hair could be cut, trimmed, styled, curled, colored, and so forth. As a guy, he’d always preferred an undercut. As a girl, he was still dead set on that. But what about the rest? The possibilities were near endless.


  He’d always enjoyed ringlets and curls—on other girls, anyway.


  His stomach fluttered. He could have that style.


  When it was his turn, he gave his instructions to the stylist, who approved wholeheartedly. “That’s an excellent choice. We’ll get you fixed up!”


  Adrian was surprised how pleasant the overall atmosphere was, even with all the snipping and combing and cutting. He shared his experiences about womanhood, he talked about his wrestling and the tournament, he opened up about his enjoyment and complaints over female clothing—many of which the stylist agreed with. FAP-19 had provided him with a female body, but in here that gender felt more than skin deep. He couldn’t be sure if that was the virus’s doing or not. The app had mentioned changes in his perception.


  While his hair was in rollers, he went ahead and got his eyebrows plucked. The stylist thinned them out, giving his natural shape more of a feminine arch.


  Then he had to wait a little longer with the rollers in before having them taken out.


  After that it was just some final touches.


  Adrian hardly recognized the person in the mirror. Sure, it was his face—but feminized, with a sexy, fold-over mane of curly hair resting against his right cheek. There was nothing masculine about his reflection, other than his jawline perhaps. But even that didn’t detract from how womanly he looked.


  He was both excited and nervous as he left the salon with his mother. She couldn’t stop fiddling with his curls. She seemed to adore his new hairstyle even more than he did!


  “That’s a start,” she said. “You’ll have boys crushing on you in no time.”


  “Mom,” Adrian whispered back. “I’m fine without boys crushing on me.”


  She tugged on his arm. “Over here. Now for some clothes.”


  Hamilton Menswear wasn’t a large store. After all, boys with FAP-19 were very much a minority of the population—and the condition was temporary. Their clothing was divided like any department store: outerwear, swimwear, intimates, accessories. The two female employees, Adrian noticed, were both six feet tall and broad in the upper body. They wore yellow wristbands.


  “It’s to identify us,” the woman named Jack said, when Adrian inquired about it. Despite Jack’s masculine build having survived his sex transformation, he was such a stunningly cute blonde that Adrian would’ve never suspected he was an infected guy. “It’s not hugely popular yet, but with more of us wearing them, the more we can get the word out about not wanting to be hit on by random dudes.”


  “I could’ve used one of those this morning,” Adrian said.


  He found out the store only hired infected boys too. He thought that was nice.


  Meanwhile, his mother was already loading her arms with bras—38D this time, for which Adrian would need very soon. His breasts were already heavy, cumbersome, and a strain on his upper back muscles even with support. But thanks to his family genetics, a little more growth was expected. Some of the bras were fancy too, with lace trim. He considered intervening and putting those back on the rack, but the more he thought about wearing a lacy bra, the more it strangely excited him. Besides, his mother had decades of experience purchasing undergarments for herself. She was the expert here, not him.


  On to business attire.


  Due to the temporary needs of its customers, Hamilton Menswear leased out much of their business clothes—which could be returned after three months. Again, Adrian was mostly a bystander as his mother picked out pencil dresses, skirts and blazers, sheath-style dresses, dresses in black and pink and green and blue. All of them were tailored in men’s proportions, and were more elastic in the shoulders and chest than their female-tailored counterparts.


  Adrian was delighted about his new hair.


  But dresses?


  And then his mom was adding heels to the already-outrageous pile on the checkout counter.


  At several moments he wanted to put a stop to this madness, to bring his mother back to her senses. He could not be a secretary. He would rather die than be seen in a dress or freaking heels of all things. But at the same time, coexisting with the wooziness he felt for his new flashy wardrobe, he was tentatively excited about slipping on clothing normally marketed toward women. Would those outfits make him feel more feminine? Would he enjoy the fabric hugging his curves? Would men look at him more? And what would they think?


  Would they even flirt with him?


  Oh God, Adrian thought, grabbing his forehead, get a hold of yourself.


  He was a man in female skin. He did not want to show his body off, or entice men with his curves and appearance in any way whatsoever.


  Maybe the virus really was trying to turn him gay.


  At the last minute, he selected one of those wristbands—there was a display by the register—and dropped it with the rest of his mother’s purchases.


  Jack smiled at him.


  Adrian smiled back, blushing.
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  Days after infection: 17


  Estimated age: 26


   


   


  The headquarters for Omega Energy wasn’t any architectural marvel. It was a very ordinary-looking building on the outskirts of Portville, so new that the landscape around it hadn’t yet been planted with grass. Upon seeing the three-story structure spin into view of the windshield, Adrian’s heart began to thrum.


  His mother’s advice to keep his legs together resounded in his head. His knees were almost hurting from keeping them pressed together. He gave a nervous tug to his skirt hem for what seemed like the millionth time, making sure it covered his smooth-shaved thighs. Farther down, his feet were shaking in the three-inch heels.


  A speed bump jostled him hard enough to make him yelp. It was easy to forget how heavy D-cup breasts were until they were in motion! He had to fight the urge to settle them down with his hands.


  “Sorry,” his dad apologized from the driver’s seat. “Always steeper than I remember.”


  “It’s okay,” Adrian said. They hadn’t talked much on the drive. And for the most part, his father’s eyes had stayed on the road.


  “Hey, son.” The Audi stopped near the curb. “You don’t have to take this job. Your mother and I can talk things over, and figure out something else when a position opens up.”


  Adrian smiled and looked at his dad. “It’s fine.” Even after two weeks of being infected, it was difficult to make eye contact. Adrian felt like his body—and now clothes—were violating the code of masculinity, passed down from father to son. “I can handle it. And I’m kind of looking forward to it.”


  “Really?”


  He nodded. “How hard can it be? At least I’ll have some money.”


  “If anyone, and I mean anyone, says anything sexist toward you, or makes any kind of rude comment, you tell me. I’ll wring their necks.”


  “Dad,” Adrian giggled. “I’m the high school wrestling champion. You don’t have to treat me as fragile.”


  “Right. Sorry, sport. I’ll be in and out today, but I’ll make sure to pick you up at five.”


  “Thanks.”


  Adrian opened the passenger door and swung his legs out of the low-sitting Audi sedan. His mother had made him rehearse this a hundred times, so by now it was practically second nature. He closed the door, waved, and set off toward the Omega Energy entrance with his little purse tucked against his waist, his heels click-clacking on the pavement.


  You were less nervous for championship matches, he told himself, taking slow and careful breaths. Come on, you got this.


  Inside, the air-conditioning was instant relief. One foot in front of the other, he steered his swinging hips and somewhat ungainly figure toward the receptionist—whom he’d be working alongside. She was a tall brunette, much like him. And when Adrian saw the yellow wristband on her arm, he realized his contact was a he, not a she.


  “Hey,” Adrian said pleasantly. “Um. Adrian Mansfield—I’m Adrian, I mean, here for my first day on the job.”


  “Oh!” The receptionist’s eyes lit up. “Hey, sister! Nice wristband. I’m Krista. I used to be Kraig, but you can call me whichever you like.” She sprung around the desk and shook hands with him. “Wow. Check out those shoulders. You must’ve played football.”


  “Wrestling. I was pretty good at it.”


  Krista smiled. It was a completely feminine expression on a broad, masculine face. And her bone structure was fairly similar to his. Already Adrian felt more relaxed, knowing that he would be working with someone who was also adjusting to the metamorphosis. Although, based on first impressions, Krista was managing her changes much more confidently.


  “Let’s get you checked in and situated. Follow me, Adrian.”


  Much like the orientations to his previous part-time jobs, the first order of business was to get on the payroll and familiarize himself with his new surroundings. Krista toured him around, showing him the offices, the conference rooms, the break room, the bathroom. She detailed his job duties, which would require answering phones, putting calls through, scheduling appointments, various data entry, and being the errand-runner, note-taker, do-anything helper. Adrian was cool with all that. And really it didn’t sound too complicated.


  By lunchtime, he was answering phones and directing calls and greeting visitors with a sweet attitude. And between those, he was reacquainting himself with all those Microsoft Office programs he thought he’d never use again in his life.


  Oh the irony.


  Adrian didn’t just become comfortable at the desk; he became comfortable as who he appeared to be, in his skirt, in his panties, in his bra. The ensemble had been on his mind when riding up to the Omega Energy headquarters, along with that burning question of how people would react to a six-foot-tall wrestler dressed up in a pink blouse and skirt. The answer was: pretty normally! Maybe that was because FAP-19 was part of everyday life now, so it was expected that some girls were actually boys. Or maybe he looked and acted like a secretary, and thus no red flags were raised. If anyone saw his yellow wristband, they didn’t comment.


  Truthfully, he liked to think all the visitors and employees saw a pretty secretary. Men seemed happy to see and speak to him. He hoped that, due to their brief encounters, he had brightened their days a little. Because wasn’t that his real job?


  During lunch, he took that test of his sexual orientation again. For once, he didn’t just breeze through it; he considered every picture individually. Like the beach hunk, who received a three. That was a man who was just a fling, no strings attached. But the married husband got a four because Adrian liked the clear love and devotion to his children. The older guy in his Ferrari got a two. He had his clothes on, and Adrian wasn’t particularly impressed by fast cars. Usually those were compensation. For all the celebrities, however, he gave them the max score. Like, seriously, who wouldn’t let James Bond into their bed? And Thor? And The Rock? You’d have to be freaking asexual to not sleep with them.


  He laid his phone down and sipped his energy drink.


  It was then that he noticed his loins were warm. And tingling.


  “Oh,” he gasped, going stiff in his chair.


  “What? What’s wrong?” Krista asked, looking around.


  “N-nothing,” Adrian’s voice cracked. “It’s totally nothing. I’m totally fine.”


  Could it be? he wondered.


  Impossible.


  Yet he couldn’t deny how it had taken him longer to complete the evaluation, how his eyes had lingered on those chiseled bodies, how he had even imagined some of them sharing his bed.


  Ever since the transformation, he’d never been sexually aroused.


  But now he was struggling to sit still. There was heat between his legs. Surging heat! His arms were covered with goose bumps, and his face was flushing.


  The virus really was changing him.


  He was equally bothered and excited by this.


  Dad stopped by once to see how he was doing. Adrian told him that he had it all under control. Everything on the outside, anyway.


  Midway through the afternoon, the mailroom clerk came by to drop off letters. Adrian heard the young man apologize to Krista about the delay—he was new and still learning the ropes. Adrian was absorbed in his computer, having been tasked to create some documents for some people upstairs. He doubted he’d ever receive mail.


  The cart’s wheels squeaked to a stop. And then a voice said: “Holy. Shit.”


  Adrian looked up.


  You, he thought, to the young man with messy hair wearing a suit and tie—and how was he wearing a suit and tie? How was he unaffected by the outbreak?


  That lucky prick.


  “I can’t believe this,” Dawson King said. “The hotshot himself. Adrian, man, what’s up?” His gaze roamed downward “Oops. Sorry. I guess I can’t call you a man anymore, ma’am.”


  “What are you doing here?” Adrian asked, trying to make his voice deeper. It was a stupid question.


  “I work in the mailroom. I guess I didn’t have the, erm, qualifications to make secretary.”


  Adrian was suddenly angry, and hot inside his layers of undergarments and feminine clothing. What were the odds? Perhaps not that low. Fleming—Dawson King’s hometown—was actually closer to the Omega Energy headquarters than Portville was, although it was within Portville city limits. Dawson had searched for a summer job, and found one.


  And now they were both working at the same place.


  For an entire summer.


  “Excuse me. Manly work calls.” And Dawson went on his way, with a shit-eating grin.


  From then on, Adrian’s run-ins with his former wrestling rival—now coworker—turned into a regular and unavoidable occurrence. Dawson’s comments always emphasized Adrian’s new appearance, and Adrian would scowl back, imagining all the hurtful ways he could make this immature pest squeal in pain, including methods they would have never allowed on the wrestling mat.


  He always dreaded it. It was so unfair. He had won that match, and this was his reward for decisively besting Dawson King? For three whole months, he had to suffer the jokes and snarky comments.


  Early on, though, Dawson learned that there were ears around—belonging to people who might think he was being very impolite to Omega Energy’s new secretary. So he started leaving mail instead, which was really just his handwritten remarks inside a blank envelope.


  The first: That dress fits you too well. I think you were born to wear them.


  Adrian’s reply, delivered back: I happen to enjoy dresses now, but I’ll gladly take it off before beating your ass.


  And a cycle was born, with Adrian and Dawson trading correspondence like two bitter pen pals.


  Dawson: I don’t fight girls. I’m a gentleman.


  Adrian: It wouldn’t be a fight. It’d be a stomping.


  Dawson: Topic change. You’re definitely stuffing your bra, right?


  Adrian: Nope. I’m all natural. Why? Do you like them?


  Dawson: Attached to you? Gross! That makes them manboobs.


  Adrian: They aren’t manboobs.


  Dawson: So defensive! I bet you love showing them off and having men stare at them. And makeup? God, you’ve gone soft.


  Adrian: Makeup is a form of expression, you prick. And it makes me look prettier.


  Dawson: Now you’re calling yourself pretty?


  Adrian: I’m way prettier than you’d be as a chick.


  Dawson: You couldn’t make a blind man sleep with you.


  Adrian: I could make lots of men sleep with me.


  Dawson: This is getting weird. You’re saying you want men to sleep with you?


  Adrian: That’s a very personal question, jerk.


  Dawson: But you didn’t deny it. Y/N?


  Adrian stared at the latest piece of mail, with the comment scribbled in the middle of a blank sheet of paper. This marked a full week of back-and-forth messages. Lately, it had felt like something out of middle school, a boy and girl passing notes. What he really wanted to do to Dawson couldn’t be done on corporate property—lest he wind up arrested for assault.


  He was thinking about ending this stupid note-swapping relationship.


  “Oh, is that from the mail boy?” Krista asked, hovering over Adrian’s shoulder.


  He covered the message. “It’s none of your business.”


  “Okay. Sorry!” She backed away and went to her side of the reception desk. “You two are always flirting. I figured you’d be dating by now. He’s cute.”


  Flirting?


  God, was he? Sure there was the occasional threat mixed in, and some childish name-calling, but this was hardly the method two men settled a score. And the FAP-19 POCKET COMPANION had recently notified him that his test scores aligned with that of a heterosexual woman’s. As in, a woman who was attracted to men.


  Adrian cringed and rocked in his chair.


  Dawson King was a good-looking boy. That was just an objective observation. But no way was Adrian considering a sexual relationship with his former wrestling rival. Or flirting. Ugh!


  Maybe he was feeling aroused for men in general. Maybe he should get laid. His mother had even insisted he carry condoms in his purse—although there was no need for protection since he didn’t have the entire female reproductive system.


  Christ. His emotions were in a tailspin. His distaste and curiosity for the other sex kept flip-flopping around, and it was making him dizzy and unable to concentrate on his work.


  Later on, he left the front desk unattended and went into the ladies’ restroom to compose himself.


  After checking on his appearance in the mirror—and touching up his lipstick slightly—Adrian heard a bumping and rustling sound coming from one of the stalls. He tiptoed over to investigate, and saw two pairs of feet below the stall door. Through the crack, he witnessed Krista giving someone a blowjob. A former guy, now happily sucking another man’s cock.


  She noticed she was being watched, and gave him a thumbs-up.


  Adrian left in a hurry, wondering what it would take for his head to finally be clear of these conflicting emotions.
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  “Hey, son. Something came up. I have to catch an emergency flight to Tucson for some business stuff. Can you manage?”


  Adrian smiled up at his father. “Of course, Dad. Travel safe!”


  Toting his briefcase and a sport jacket, his father waved goodbye and headed outside, to where a black SUV was waiting to whisk him to the airport.


  The hour between four o’clock and five o’clock at the Omega Energy headquarters was usually the slowest of the day, with employees trickling out, business being wrapped up, and rarely any visitors or phone calls. It gave Adrian ample opportunity to practice his makeup skills. Ever since Krista had shown him some YouTube videos with tips and tricks for guys-turned-girls, he had been keeping more cosmetics inside his fattening purse: foundation, blush, lipstick, eyeliner, and so forth. It wasn’t uncommon for Adrian to whip out his compact mirror and work on his appearance four or five times a day.


  There was something so satisfying about looking pretty. Never in a million years would he have thought putting makeup on was something he might enjoy, but now he felt almost naked leaving the house without at least a little refinement to his male facial features. It gave him confidence, men smiled at him more, and everything was more enjoyable if he looked sexy.


  Adrian was examining his lipstick when someone loudly cleared their throat next to him.


  Who else?


  “So,” Dawson said, thrusting his elbow against the desk and leaning over Adrian. “I overheard you might need a ride.”


  Adrian looked up at him. “I only accept offers from gentlemen. Do you know any?”


  Dawson grinned. “Come on. We’re practically friends, aren’t we? We wrestled together. That makes us, like, best bras—oh, excuse me, I mean best bros. It’s easy to mix those words when I’m looking at you, ma’am.”


  Adrian still hadn’t a clue what this relationship was supposed to be. A part of him suspected Dawson was trying to get into his panties, and his immature humor was his childish way of flirting. Was it a dominance thing? If it was, it was terrible. But also kind of cute? With his changes, Adrian had accepted that men—even scumbags—would be attracted to him. But Dawson? Who wasn’t just a prick, but also knew Adrian’s true identity?


  It actually gave Adrian a rush, imagining his beauty having the power to turn heterosexual men into potential romantic partners.


  Well, he is kind of handsome, he admitted to himself.


  Which was immediately followed by stomach-turning revulsion from even thinking that, about his greatest rival.


  Adrian pushed air through his puckered lips. “Fine,” he said, putting his compact mirror away. “Since you’re so desperate to be anywhere near a lady, you can take me home.”


  Dawson fist-pumped. “Yes! I knew you couldn’t resist my charms.”


  Adrian just smiled.


  When five o’clock arrived, Omega Energy’s mailroom clerk came and met Adrian at the front doors. Adrian grabbed his purse, shut down his computer terminal, and strutted across the lobby toward his chauffeur. Dawson stared the whole time, his eyes focusing on Adrian’s chest and hips, causing a huge smile to break out across his face.


  Dawson held the door open. “You look ridiculous.”


  “Then why are you staring?” Adrian said.


  “The same way people watch a train wreck. You can’t look away.”


  “Uh-huh.”


  Adrian saw his ride was a sharp downgrade from his father’s Audi, as Dawson led him to a twenty-year-old Toyota sedan with a missing hubcap. He couldn’t complain too much, though. He himself didn’t even have a car—although he was putting aside some money to afford one soon. He swung himself in, after brushing his hand across the passenger seat to remove any potential dust and dirt.


  That wouldn’t have mattered a month ago. Now specks and stains were his nuisances.


  He gave Dawson directions, and they took off.


  During the drive, Adrian noticed his new companion stealing peeks.


  “Something you want to say?” Adrian said.


  “You shave your legs?” Dawson asked.


  “Of course. Is that a problem?”


  “No,” he laughed. “They, uh, look pretty nice.”


  “And?”


  “And nothing. Jeez, take a compliment, will ya?”


  Adrian just smiled and shook his head. Nothing about this scenario seemed logical—him as a business-dressed woman, Dawson driving him home. Dreams made more sense than this.


  It had rained all afternoon; the roadways were covered in puddles. Dawson was sticking to the backroads, which he claimed were faster. Maybe they weren’t. Maybe Dawson just wanted an excuse to spend more time with Adrian in the car, with more opportunities to check him out. It definitely crossed Adrian’s mind, knowing the way boys’ brains worked.


  If so, it didn’t even give him the creeps.


  Recently, Adrian was enjoying the attention men gave him.


  About five minutes after leaving the Omega Energy building, a loud pop came from the left-front of the car. Dawson yelped and swerved them away from a narrowly missed meeting with the ditch, and gradually brought the vehicle to a stop, with the front end bumping along on the mangled rubber.


  “Shit,” Adrian sighed, letting go of the door. His heart was racing. That could’ve been ugly!


  “I guess that was a tire,” Sherlock Dawson surmised. “Dammit.”


  “You got a spare?”


  “Yeah, but…”


  Dawson remained in the driver’s seat, looking down at his lap. It was shameful look.


  Then, embarrassed, he said, “I don’t know how to change it.”


  Adrian started laughing. “But you’re supposed to be the man,” he teased, shaking Dawson by the shoulder. “The big, strong man can’t change a little tire?”


  “I…”


  “Ugh. Fine. Pop the damn trunk, man.”


  Adrian slid out and click-clacked to the rear of the car. Most vehicles, he knew, had similar equipment for changing out flat tires. Thankfully, Dawson’s rust bucket had all the necessary supplies. When Dawson came around, Adrian gave him the task of carrying the spare tire, while Adrian himself assembled the jack and crank.


  I am so not dressed for this, he thought, heading to the front of the car and getting down on his knees to push the jack underneath. As he worked and huffed to turn the handle and raise the chassis, he noticed Dawson standing behind him, eyes fixated on Adrian’s ass.


  Dawson realized he’d been caught. He averted his gaze to the horizon.


  Adrian just smiled.


  They got the tire off and put the spare on, then tightened the lugnuts. With Adrian’s days mostly spent behind a desk, the physical exertion had him worn out. It astonished him how much strength and stamina he’d lost in only four weeks.


  His hands were filthy. There was a dark black mark across the bottom of his dress, from kneeling on the pavement.


  Terrific.


  As they were finishing up, and hauling the equipment back to the Toyota’s trunk, Adrian saw an oncoming dump trunk going way too fast on the narrow road. Dawson shoved him aside—and was Adrian’s shield against the huge wall of dirty water splashed up from a puddle.


  Dawson cursed.


  Adrian shrieked.


  As the dump truck motored on, Adrian found himself pressed between the fender and Dawson. They were both completely drenched, even though Dawson had tried to do the chivalrous sacrifice. A long moment of mutual silence passed as they looked down at themselves, then at each other.


  Then they started laughing.


  “That fucking guy,” Dawson said. “He about ran you over.”


  “You were concerned about me?”


  “Well, yeah, uh…” Dawson scratched his head. “I look out for my coworkers.”


  “So.” Adrian noticed his red bra showing through his dark, soggy dress. The cold wetness had gotten through to his nipples. “You don’t happen to have a change of clothes, do you?”


  Even though they were in Portville city limits, Dawson’s house in Fleming turned out to be closer. After a ten-minute drive sitting on an increasingly damp seat with his ass covered in gross puddle water, Adrian arrived at the Fleming family residence—a single-story house with a minivan parked out front. He had hoped to stealthily be in and out without meeting the King clan, but that wasn’t the case. Dawson introduced him to his mother, explained the situation, and left to change his own clothes.


  “Oh, you poor dear,” Mrs. King said, escorting Adrian to a guest bathroom. She was the total opposite of Dawson: short, a bit overweight, and extremely pleasant. “You get your clothes off, and I’ll get them in the wash. There’s a bathrobe right there.”


  “Thank you so much,” Adrian said, shutting the door.


  He began peeling off his outfit. His dress was so soggy that he wrung it over the sink and dirty water dripped out. Yuck! His bra and underwear were no better. Thankfully, very little of the splash had reached his face. And after getting naked, he hopped into the tub, turned on the showerhead, and scrubbed himself with the hygiene products that were available—which seemed to belong to Mrs. King.


  This wouldn’t have happened if you rode with someone else, he kept telling himself. The flat tire and puddle were the universe’s way of telling him he’d made an idiotic mistake.


  Though his mind kept going back to the dump truck, and Dawson pushing him aside.


  The Dawson a month ago would’ve never done that.


  Adrian thought it was interesting how the FAP-19 virus had affected Dawson—although Dawson wasn’t infected at all. But through Adrian’s metamorphosis, Dawson had become someone different. And perhaps someone better, kinder, and even honorable.


  The loofah swept over two very erect nipples.


  Adrian giggled. “You’re going crazy,” he said aloud. “He is not into you. He’s a prick.”


  His loins felt warm then, as if his desires were protesting his voice.


  No. You quit that.


  After cleaning off and donning the bathrobe—which left Adrian feeling naked in spite, since he wasn’t wearing any undergarments—he left the bathroom, found Mrs. King, and handed off his dirty laundry.


  “Oh, why don’t you have supper with us?” she offered.


  “That’s very generous, but I don’t know…”


  “The spaghetti is already cooked, and there’s plenty. It’s no trouble.”


  And so Adrian accepted his invitation to supper with the King family.


  He felt awkward for so many reasons as he found a seat at the table, surrounding himself with Dawson’s mother, father, and kindergarten-aged sister. He’d never in his life eaten at a table with another boy’s family—who all thought he was actually a woman in her late twenties, as they didn’t seem to recognize what the yellow wristband meant. Also, the bathrobe was distractingly small around his male frame, and even at its tightest there was nothing to do about the hint of cleavage he showed off.


  Dawson’s father noticed it. And Dawson too, who sat down next to Adrian, freshly showered and actually smelling nice for once.


  As the spaghetti was served and they dug in, the family interrogated him.


  Mrs. King: “You work at that energy place too?”


  Adrian: “As a secretary. It’s a lovely place to work. I like it.”


  Mrs. King: “You and my son must get along.”


  “We try to.”


  Mr. King: “Have you heard my son is single?”


  “I constantly get that impression.”


  The sister: “Are you gonna be my brother’s girlfriend?”


  “Uh…”


  Mrs. King: “Oh, she’s too old, darling.”


  Mr. King: “An older woman would set Dawson straight.”


  Dawson: “I’m right here, Dad.”


  Mrs. King: “Honey, don’t embarrass our guest. She doesn’t need your input.”


  Adrian felt like there was a spotlight shining on him. He realized that Dawson’s parents wanted him to be a good catch. It was humiliating, but their simple expectations were also kind of charming, and it warmed Adrian that he looked like he was girlfriend material.


  Lately, his mind operated on reinforcements: anything that made him confident in his looks and behavior gave him almost a euphoric sensation. He knew it was the virus messing with his brain, but he didn’t hate it.


  He was attractive. And parents recognized that.


  The King family would’ve been proud of their son for dating a girl like him.


  And because of that realization, he opened up. He happily conversed with his dinner guests through the meal, joked with Dawson about the puddle incident and flat tire, and merged himself with the dignified and beautiful woman they all wanted him to be.


  The weird thing?


  He was scarily good at acting like that woman.
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  “Pull over.”


  Dawson turned toward the shoulder and let his Toyota gently roll to a stop. His one working headlight beamed down the empty stretch of road, with Portville’s lights twinkling in the distance. A nearby sign marked a wildlife crossing.


  “What’s the matter?” he asked, plonking the gear shifter into park.


  Adrian turned to him. Once they’d been rivals competing in a wrestling tournament—and this punk-ass in the driver’s seat had tried accusing Adrian of grabbing his junk in order to cheat. That had been a month ago, yet it seemed like so much more time had passed.


  Well you did age by like ten years, he thought, reflecting on his bodily changes since his introduction to the FAP-19 virus. Plus his wardrobe now included panties and bras as everyday necessities which he thoughtlessly and skillfully put on every morning.


  He looked at Dawson and said, “I need to know.”


  His former competitor shrugged, with a limp hand draped on the steering wheel. “Know what?”


  “Are you in to me?”


  “In to you?” He glanced at Adrian’s chest. “As in…”


  Adrian nodded.


  Dawson cracked a smile. “This is a joke, right? I think being a girl has messed with your brain, if you think I’m in to you.” He snorted.


  He was playing it off, but his words spoke truth; being a girl had messed with Adrian’s brain. Well, more specifically the virus responsible for his metamorphosis.


  Still, Adrian wondered if he really was crazy.


  He knew he wasn’t supposed to be like this, and yet his gaze was making repeated passes along Dawson’s crotch. The desire of his new sexual orientation was right there, and it concerned him to know that he did crave it. He couldn’t explain what was particularly enticing, or why it would turn him on. Compatibility, perhaps?


  His loins tingled. Sweat tickled his lower back.


  “I think it’s true,” he said. “It started with those notes. You pretended you were making fun of me, but I think you liked coming by to see me.”


  Dawson’s cheeks were turning red. “No, I just like making fun of you. You look ridiculous. Like a man in a dress.”


  Adrian smiled. “Now I know that’s not true. Your whole family was convinced I was an eligible bachelorette.”


  Dawson sighed. Adrian could tell the boy was eager to get back on the road and escape this awkward conversation—which only convinced him more that this attraction wasn’t imaginary.


  And to test his theory, he did something completely out of character.


  He reached over and petted Dawson’s lap, intentionally positioning his hand in the immediate vicinity of his manhood, although he didn’t touch it just yet.


  Dawson looked down and watched. He took his hands off the wheel and slumped back, never saying a word, never expressing any disapproval about this turn of events.


  “Yeah,” Adrian whispered. “I knew it.”


  Dawson said, “We both know this is weird, right?” while that lump between his thighs began to noticeably inflate, pushing his zipper skyward.


  “Maybe,” Adrian responded, dipping his fingers toward the growth and feeling a twitch in that pronounced firmness. “So what?”


  Throughout this conversation, Adrian had been steadily angling his body closer to Dawson. The confirmation that there were intimate ambitions between them—and surely the hand played a key role too—resulted in the two of them locking eyes. For a long moment, neither one of them breathed, and only that hand continued to move across that pulsing, excited bulge.


  Then Dawson leaned over and kissed him.


  Oh my God, Adrian thought, upon realizing he was making out with a boy. And for a second he hesitated, questioning his body and his urges. But then he committed to it. His other hand automatically slipped through Dawson’s hair; Dawson’s combed through Adrian’s, grabbing a handful of curls. He almost told Dawson to not mess it up.


  They’d been holding their breaths, and now they were panting. Letting go. Giving in.


  But expressing their sexual cravings in the front seat of a car was cumbersome.


  Adrian swooped a leg over the center console, straddling it to get closer to his partner. His heel accidentally bumped the shifter down to neutral; Dawson knocked it back forward to stop the car from rolling. They both laughed.


  “Maybe this isn’t a good idea,” Dawson remarked.


  “Can you wait any longer?” Adrian asked.


  Dawson stared at Adrian’s chest, and emphatically shook his head.


  By now, the massage to Dawson’s groin had given hard rise to his manhood, which Adrian focused his attention on freeing. The dark material unfurled around a mouthwatering lump that threatened to tear through his briefs. Dawson’s eager hands fetched and pulled out what was underneath, giving that throbbing masterpiece room to stretch.


  Adrian was awed by it—not necessarily the details, but that he had reached this moment. And the further along he went, the fewer reservations he had. Immediately, his hand seized the thick shaft and began tugging it, his palm smoothly gliding over those swollen veins and throbbing head. His knees trembled. And down between his legs, a fire of sorts was quickly brewing. He thought he had known what female arousal was, but this version was ten times stronger than any casual, middle-of-the-workday stimulation. And suddenly Adrian was very aware of that hot crevice between his legs, how it aggravated him to be empty, how wet the outer lips were. The needs of his female body were slowly displacing everything in his mind, until he felt like an organism being reduced to its basic, primal requirements.


  Meanwhile, Dawson’s arms wrapped up Adrian’s large torso. A pair of hands began squeezing his tits.


  Dawson emitted a reaction that was both a laugh and a gasp. “Holy shit, your tits are huge.”


  “Are they?” Adrian said, moaning. “I really haven’t noticed. And I thought they were manboobs.”


  “I’m sorry. They’re definitely tits. Amazing tits.


  Adrian just smiled at the compliment.


  Though he started to wish the two of them had waited a little while longer. He couldn’t very well get his dress off, being six-foot-two in such a small car. And his legs had no space whatsoever. He was constantly banging his knees into the console as he balanced giving Dawson a handjob and letting the boy’s hands feel up his body.


  Having his breasts fondled was an unexpected joy, as his nipples became two stiff pressure-points inside his bra. But what really turned him on was when Dawson’s hand snuck between Adrian’s thighs and went toward his panty-covered mound. He wondered if Dawson worried he might find a cock hidden there. Don’t you worry, Adrian thought, I got everything a horny teenager like you wants.


  That first touch made Adrian quiver. His jaw dropped, and a long sigh of pleasure came out as a finger rubbed the moist outline of his pussy lips, digging down the middle to sort of give his female anatomy a miniature wedgie. If there was any belief that Dawson might be a virgin, Adrian changed his opinion when that finger started circling over his clitoris, and he felt the blood rushing into that tiny-but-fast-swelling nub.


  His legs jerked forward, and his head snapped back.


  “Ooohhh fuck,” he moaned. “That feels fantastic.”


  “You get wet too?” Dawson asked.


  “It’s like the real thing,” Adrian told him. “It is the real thing.”


  “Am I touching your cock if I rub your clit?”


  “Shh. Less biology lessons. More fingering.”


  Dawson was starting to leak pre-cum. Every time Adrian looked down at it, his crotch felt really warm and really empty, as if all that new plumbing down there was trying to tell him something. Each step never completely satisfied him. He liked having his clitoris rubbed, but it only made him want more. When Dawson’s finger slipped inside him, he loved that—but again, the urge for something better kept nagging him


  Hands and fingers just weren’t enough.


  “What about the backseat?” he proposed to his partner. “I want you inside me.”


  Dawson nodded. “Yeah. Okay.”


  Adrian squirmed and wiggled himself through the opening, landing with an awkward and heavy flop. The space equation reared its frustrating head again: he was so tall he couldn’t fully stretch himself out. Even with his head touching one door, he had to bend his legs to relax comfortably. Then it was Dawson’s turn through; the athletic teenager struggled as Adrian did, and slammed down on Adrian, jabbing his elbow into Adrian’s ribs—which inadvertently revealed, with Adrian’s subsequent laughter, that he was ticklish.


  Dawson attacked his fingers to Adrian’s sides, and Adrian squirmed and writhed, laughing and playfully fighting off his partner.


  “Stop,” he giggled. “Hey. Focus. You’re supposed to be fucking me.”


  “You bring a rubber?” Dawson asked, his hard cock wagging in the darkness.


  “You don’t need a rubber. I can’t get pregnant.”


  “Whoa. That’s awesome.”


  Adrian nodded in agreement.


  He’d been scared at the start. Not anymore, though. Because everything up to this point had been pleasurable, and Adrian was full of euphoria as Dawson prepared for the next step. As a guy, only Adrian’s groin region had been reactive during sex; as a girl, his whole body was sensitized in the company of a partner. It was like there was an electric current flowing through his flesh. He couldn’t stop rubbing his skin, squeezing his tits, reveling in the feminine arousal that seemed to spread from all the farthest corners of his body.


  He was trembling with hot excitement as Dawson moved on top and aligned his hips.


  He’s actually going to stick his cock in me, Adrian thought. In my pussy!


  For a second it seemed entirely impossible.


  Then a throbbing pressure penetrated Adrian’s lower lips, and he remembered it was possible. He remembered it was the one thing he craved the most in the entire world right now.


  The abundant wetness inside his pussy was functionally advantageous, as Dawson easily pushed most of his length in on the first, cautious thrust. Adrian’s body remained tense and nervous, but the fullness of his partner’s manhood put him at ease—even better than at ease, actually, as he smiled his delight of participating in intercourse from the complete opposite perspective. His hands roamed up to the strong, muscular body on top of him; he lovingly grasped Dawson’s upper arms, feeling the exertion and quivering excitement.


  For him. For his pussy.


  “Kiss me while you do it,” Adrian begged.


  Dawson granted his wish.


  Their sex was slow and passionate at first, their two sweaty bodies rubbing and grinding in unison. Adrian quickly developed an addiction to having another man’s tongue in his mouth. It felt so aggressive, so forceful, like Dawson was demonstrating that he found everything about Adrian attractive—even the inside of his mouth. Adrian loved that. Just like he loved those big hands tackling his breasts and squeezing the hell out of them. And Dawson’s animal-like grunts that made him sound more beast than man.


  But by God Adrian loved the intercourse, and the fast pumping of their bodies, and the muscles in his vaginal wall gripping that stiff, pistoning erection.


  He whipped his head back and squealed in delight.


  “Unnhh,” Dawson groaned. “I didn’t think you’d be so tight.”


  “Neither did I,” Adrian panted.


  “I’m not hurting you am—”


  “Does it sound like it hurts?”


  Dawson let out a nervous laugh.


  After a missionary stint that left them in each other’s arms, the pair of them rolled sideways; Adrian found some leverage in this position, and he started bucking his hips in absence of the downstairs stimulation. It was so weird. His muscle memory wanted him to thrust forward, as was the method with a cock. But with a pussy, it was more of a downward and gyrating lunge to maximize the penetration. In no time he had the hang of it, and their legs became entwined as Adrian found a nice rhythm.


  Climax with this body seemed like a challenging feat.


  But he went for it, humping like mad, throwing his whole body into the sex and feeling Dawson’s cock repeatedly slam into his cervix.


  He’d heard that was painful for real girls.


  For him, it was like another pleasure button.


  “Mm! Mm! Oh! Fucking pound me!”


  Then Dawson was back in command, thrusting on top. Adrian was getting pummeled so hard by the boy’s pelvis that his head was bumping the door—but complaining about it meant stopping, and he didn’t want to stop.


  Faster. Harder. Dawson thrust one way. Adrian reciprocated with his pelvic lunges. The intensity of pleasure became so much that he couldn’t even be sure which body part belonged to himself and which belonged to his lover.


  Closer, closer, closer.


  “Oohh! Mm!”


  “Ahhh!”


  When his orgasm came, Adrian wrapped all four limbs around Dawson’s body and shook with him. Simultaneously, Dawson’s cock unleashed its gift. Adrian felt the powerful jets of his lover’s cum coating his insides, each spurt accompanied by a sweet little thrust as if Dawson were trying to force it in there as deep as possible.


  Adrian was tingling all over and absolutely sweaty. His hair was probably a mess.


  Yet.


  Jesus. It was good.


  The contentment after was unreal. He had no desire to move, or let go of his partner. The post-climax kiss was sensual and a serious clue that this wasn’t just a one-time fling.


  As they lied in the backseat, catching their breaths, Dawson asked, “How did this happen?”


  “What do you mean?” Adrian said quietly.


  “We hated each other. Didn’t we? Now…”


  Adrian stroked the boy’s hair. “I think the virus helped change my outlook.”


  “To what?”


  Adrian grinned. “Make love, not war. Because love is so much more fun.”


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


   


   


   


  It was another slow afternoon at the reception desk.


  Adrian’s new obsession—second to his professional and assistant duties as an employee of his father’s company, and his boyfriend—was to browse online clothing stores in his spare time. Often he couldn’t stop himself from expanding his wardrobe of outfits and sexy lingerie. Not just menswear, but also the racier stuff from ladies’ collections. It hadn’t taken him long to totally deplete his car fund for silk and lace undergarments. They were expensive!


  Maybe he could ask his father for a raise.


  A blank envelope fell in front of him. Adrian looked up and saw the mailroom clerk.


  “Good afternoon, ma’am,” Dawson said.


  “Good afternoon to you too,” Adrian said back, grinning.


  Dawson sniffed. “Is that new perfume?”


  “Sure is. You want a closer smell?”


  Without waiting for an answer, Adrian thrust himself up and pushed his chest out—more giving Dawson an eyeful of his cleavage than presenting his collarbone. The boy happily put his face near Adrian’s neck and inhaled. He got wet from thinking about surprising Dawson by shoving his head down into the cleavage, but Adrian figured that was unwise. There were security cameras, after all.


  Dawson pulled back. “I love it.”


  “Maybe you can enjoy it again later.”


  Dawson just smiled and went on.


  Adrian fidgeted with his red pen as the boy walked away, then realized he was stroking it with two fingers like something else he wanted to stroke. He opened the envelope and giggled. There wasn’t a message; what Dawson had composed, instead, was a cartoonish picture of himself in a superhero pose, fully naked, with a very prominent erection. Adrian doodled in a response for the Incredible Mr. King, illustrating his own likeness, albeit not as skillfully, giving that huge cock a ride. When he was happy with the result, he slipped the paper back into the envelope and laid it out.


  Minutes later, Dawson came and scooped it up without saying a word.


  Then he returned it back.


  Adrian opened the envelope again, and saw his dirty-minded pen pal had added a clock to the lewd scene. The time was quarter past two.


  He looked at his phone and saw that was now.


  “Oh, Krista, can you cover—” Adrian started to say, nearly jumping out of his seat. He saw Krista wasn’t even at her terminal. “Dammit. Whatever.”


  There was a hard cock with his name on it.


  Omega Energy could surely survive ten minutes without a receptionist!


  Adrian hustled for the ladies’ restroom, hopping along on his four-inch heels. Inside, his lover was waiting. Dawson’s arms caught him, and they immediately began kissing. Adrian and his afternoon delight stumbled their way over to a bathroom stall and closed the door. In short order, he was sitting on the toilet and hiking up his skirt. Dawson, similarly, was racing to undo his pants and free that very obvious bulge.


  “Come on,” Adrian begged, displacing his wet panties and showing his lover his newly shaved and damp pussy. “Fuck me like you want to put triplets in me.”


  “Ungh. One second,” Dawson grunted, hoisting Adrian’s legs and lining himself up.


  “Gimme gimme gimme.”


  “Daddy’s almost in there.”


  “Yes, go! Yes!”


  “Ah. Mmmm!”


  “Hurry, I’m on the clock—oohhh, there it is.”


  With his heels up against the stall walls, Dawson began to rail Adrian. He realized, in the middle of it, that again he was getting laid in a dirty, impractical place, with not a whole lot of room.


  One of these days he was going to have sex in a bed.


  But doing it where you weren’t supposed to do it was fun too!


  Then someone was pounding on the wall from the other side.


  “Hey!” a woman’s voice shouted. “Keep it down over there! I can’t hear myself think while giving this blowjob. Jesus. It’s like an earthquake.”


  Adrian and Dawson stopped. “Krista?” Adrian said.


  “Hey, Adrian. Did you get those spreadsheets finished?”


  “Yeah. I, uh, already emailed them.”


  “Okay. Who’s your partner? Is it Dawson?”


  “That’s the one,” Dawson answered.


  “What’s up, man?” a male voice said.


  “Hey, Kenny! Dude, you’re scoring with Krista? That’s awesome.”


  “Sure am! And who’s your friend?”


  “The other receptionist.”


  “Nice!”


  Krista: “Adrian, did you leave the lobby unattended?”


  “Well, I, er…”


  “Seriously?”


  “I hadn’t taken my break yet. And you’ve definitely been in here longer than fifteen minutes.”


  There was a loud sigh on the other side. Then fast-paced gagging sounds.


  Adrian just had to laugh.


  Not so long ago, he’d been a high school wrestler. Now he was a twenty-eight-year-old woman getting his pussy pounded inside the ladies’ restroom of his dad’s energy company, and enjoying the hell out of it!


  Sometimes life was pretty fucking weird and full of unexpected twists and turns.


  As for his grudge with Dawson King, that was long gone.


  Now it was only nonstop passion.


  And incredible sex.


   


   


   


   


   


  Unbirth
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  New life. New semester.


  Here goes nothing, Kaden thought, planting one shapely leg in front of the other and towing his luggage up the walk. Two months had passed, and still he wasn’t familiarized to all the jiggling. Having so much pendulous mass made walking seem like an assault on his clothes, and sometimes he worried if they could handle the push-and-pull abuse.


  Cornerstone University wasn’t fresh territory. He’d seen the entrance to the boys’ dormitory a hundred times, if not a thousand. But that was last semester. This autumn, Kaden was a little less qualified—or more unqualified, depending on the specific body parts—to be rooming with a bunch of horny guys. So, the girls’ dormitory it was! His appearance certainly passed the test, and he was able to stand among members of the fairer sex without attracting the wrong attention.


  A blonde co-ed exited the building. She was a foot shorter than Kaden, and she almost came to a complete stop with a gaping mouth.


  He smiled politely. “Hey,” he said. “How’s it going?”


  She said nothing. He felt her gaze burning into his butt.


  Yeah it’s huge, he thought. Fucking tell me about it!


  Other girls couldn’t help but stare too. And Kaden realized that just because he was a certified member of the female sex now—even his new driver’s license agreed—he wouldn’t be stealthily mixing in.


  They were so small and puny. It made him a little uncomfortable.


  They weren’t gawking at him because of his height. Well, maybe a few were; six and a half feet was quite the skyscraper for a girl, but there were a couple players on Cornerstone’s basketball team that could best Kaden in a measuring contest. No, their eyes were glued to him because he was oversized in all directions. At average height, he would’ve been considered voluptuous. But at six-and-a-half feet tall, his proportions were flat-out absurd: a fifty-inch blimp of an ass, a 40G bra for two watermelon tits, and more curves than a Formula 1 track.


  Women just didn’t come in his size. And because of that, he received constant attention, whether jealousy, confusion, or even—from some of them, surely—instant attraction.


  Kaden sighed. Still, he figured his chances of privacy and respect were better inside the girls’ dormitory regardless. He couldn’t imagine the reactions of the male students when a curvaceous woman of color bunked in their domain.


  He headed on inside and climbed the stairs to the second floor.


  There was still hope he could turn back to normal and regain his lost manhood. His girlfriend, Shannon, was an aspiring archaeologist—and her mother was a renowned mind of African history. With the two of them working together, they could repair that broken fertility idol and undo the curse. At least that was the expectation. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life wearing industrial-strength bras, suffering from constant back pain, and forgetting what it was like to sleep on his stomach.


  He still remembered walking as an easy, troublesome exercise.


  It’d be nice to have that again!


  Huffing his way to the second floor, he went down the hallway to his assigned room: 213. On the way, fellow students backed aside to give him the space. One redheaded girl dropped a box of books. A mom—who was helping her daughter unpack—muttered something along the lines of: “Lord in heaven, is she a student?”


  “Hello,” Kaden said to them. “Hi. How are you? I’m excited to be here. Just getting to my room. Pardon me. I didn’t mean to make you all stop what you were doing.”


  Finally, he parked his jiggling body—which took a few seconds to quit jiggling, even when he came to a complete stop—outside his new home for the next few months.


  His two roommates had already arrived. One was a short-and-slim blonde who was making up her bed and meticulously smoothing out the wrinkles; the other was a dark-haired tomboy wearing headphones and rocking her head to a music track, while hanging up a poster featuring a stage-jamming Kurt Cobain of Nirvana fame.


  Kaden took a deep breath.


  The whole school year depends on this moment, he knew.


  He swung his body through the gap, brushing his massive hip against the doorframe.


  The blonde became aware of his entrance. She looked up, smiled. And continued to smile for a few awkward seconds while repeatedly glancing at his tits. “Oh,” she said. “Are you looking for something?”


  “Actually, I’m your roommate,” Kaden clarified. “Um, hi.”


  The blonde’s jaw went slack, and there was a moment where Kaden thought her brain circuits had malfunctioned. No, I’m not lying, he recited, for her eventual questions. Yes, they’re real. No, it’s genetics.


  Then she hopped on over and stuck out her hand. They shook. “I’m Presley,” she said. Her willpower faltered again; her eyes dropped for another peek. “Um. Whoa. Uh-wha-where did you come from? What town?”


  “I’m from upstate.”


  “Neat!”


  Kaden realized they were still shaking hands. So did she. They both withdrew their arms simultaneously, and Presley turned back to her work-in-progress bed like it suddenly commanded her full attention. “Just make yourself at home. That bed over there’s not taken.”


  “I see that. Thanks.”


  His next obstacle was the tomboy, who thus far was totally oblivious and carrying her clothes from her suitcase to the nearby dresser, blocking the pathway. Kaden stopped nearby and said polite remarks to get the girl’s attention, but nothing got through the headphones.


  He tapped her on the shoulder.


  The girl spun around, saw who was connected to the finger, and fell backward on the bed. Like everyone else, her eyes traced every impossible curve with wide disbelief, as if he were a creature that should not exist in the material world.


  Kaden was pretty annoyed at all the attention he constantly received, but some of these reactions were hilarious. He waved his hand and introduced himself.


  “Oh-er-Olivia,” the girl said after removing her headphones.


  “Pleased to meet you. Excuse me.” Kaden squeezed through the gap, giving the poor girl an eyeful of his caboose-sized rump.


  He’d finally made it. The trip into the dormitory had only been a short walk, but it felt like an endurance test of his sanity with so many people around. He wondered if the stares were part of the curse—in combination with the changes to his sex and race. Or he was just a freak of nature. Probably the latter. Other guys and girls might enjoy the eye candy, but it honestly sucked having such a Rubenesque figure. Jeans for a fifty-inch ass weren’t cheap. And bras? Good lord. Being a woman had been like taking a machine gun to his savings account. Shannon and her mother had helped with some expenses, but he didn’t want to call them up for every pair of plus-size panties he purchased. Or shoes. Or shirts that were both large enough and long enough to cover his torso and not look like a blanket.


  For the rest of the afternoon, he got his corner of the dorm room in order, migrating his things from the suitcase to the dresser. There were bedsheets already provided. Good enough. The room had a private toilet, but no shower—those were communal, and just down the hall.


  “Really?” Kaden asked, when Presley told him. “The boys’ dorm has individual showers.”


  “Well, they could’ve invested in upgrades to the facilities, but last year’s money instead went into the new football stadium,” she explained. “Nobody cares about the girls.”


  Kaden wanted a shower.


  That was another side effect of being a large gal: plenty of sweat-filled crevices.


  He supposed now was a good enough time as any to brave it out.


  Carrying a little basket of his personal hygiene products, he ventured toward the end of the hall and entered what had once been a place very off-limits. A couple other girls—both slim—were showering. Despite still being heterosexual, there was nothing to see that he didn’t already have. Kaden claimed himself a showerhead, stripped down, put his clothes on a nearby shelf, and by then the water had warmed up to a suitable temperature.


  When he looked over, the other two girls were staring at him.


  “Yeah,” he said to them, lathering heaps of soapy suds across his huge, heavy breasts. “They’re the biggest pair you’ve ever seen. You wanna trade or something?”


  His pair of onlookers resumed showering—though not without intermittent glances.


  Later, all clean and redressed, Kaden went on a walk around the campus to collect his thoughts and find a private bench for a phone call. He pressed his huge, denim-wrapped cushion into the seat, fidgeted with a bra strap that was digging into his shoulder, and dialed the number.


  Shannon’s sweet voice answered after one ring. “Hey! How’s it going? I’m so sorry again. I wish I could’ve helped you move in.”


  “I survived,” he said. He summarized his reactions to Cornerstone University’s girls’ dorm, his new roommates, and the barbaric showers. In the big picture, they were trivial complaints; he was still able to resume his studies, still able to pursue a career, and do it in one piece.


  A large, shapely piece, albeit, with the most fertile-looking set of childbearing hips known to man. His womb could probably pop out more kids than a school bus.


  Shannon: “I do have some possibly good news.”


  “Yeah?”


  “We figured out the idol belonged to a Congo tribe, and my mother’s dated the ebony wood from the 1700s. But information is scarce, unfortunately. It looks like the tribe was swept away in a monsoon flood. Artifacts like the fertility idol showed up in private collections—or antique stores, like where my mom found this one. But it’s difficult piecing anything together.”


  “And what about piecing the broken statue together?”


  There was a long sigh on the other end. “We’re trying. There’s a lot of little pieces. And we don’t even know if that’s going to—”


  “I know, Shannon. But just do your best. And maybe in a couple weeks, I’ll have some explaining to do when a pasty white guy is showering in the girls’ dorm.”


  She laughed. “That’d be funny! I miss that guy. I mean—not that you’re ugly, or different now.”


  “I’m not different now?” Kaden looked down at himself. “That’s news to me.”


  “I meant on the inside, you goofball. The most important part.”


  “Right.”


  “Hey, look at this picture for a second. Tell me it looks correct.”


  Shannon sent him a text. Kaden navigated to the message and looked at the picture: the fertility idol he’d bumped into and broken inside her house, with all the pieces loosely assembled together. The main clump of ebony wood constituted a large-breasted and large-hipped female figure. How familiar! Another piece supposedly represented a child, and attached to the base in front of the motherly caricature.


  “Yeah, I think that’s how it goes,” he said, when the phone was back against his ear.


  “Maybe we’ll just glue it,” Shannon said. “I don’t know what else to do.”


  “That might piss off a divine spirit, or whatever.”


  She giggled. “Well, you could just choose to be a busty black woman for the rest of your life. As your girlfriend, that would take some getting used to.”


  They chatted for a little while longer, with Kaden reminiscing about all the things a younger, athletic guy could do that the living, voluptuous embodiment of fertility couldn’t. When it was getting dark, they said their goodbyes and promised to stay in frequent contact. He pivoted his enormous, wobbly body upright, and jiggled his way toward a convenience store across the street, to stock up on his study fuel: Monster Energy and junk food.


  If there was anything positive about his transformation, it was that he didn’t feel as self-conscious about his college eating habits. He already weighed two-hundred-and-fifty pounds. What did he risk? Another inch to his massive butt? He’d probably never notice!


  While maneuvering around the aisles—and being careful to avoid incidentally obliterating a display with his destruction-prone hips—Kaden overheard a conversation between an older woman and a younger woman, who seemed to be the former’s daughter. The daughter was clearly an adult, from what he saw, but nonetheless her outfit and behavior were drawing scorn from the parent.


  Kaden whistled to himself, clamping a handful of energy drinks to his bosom and snagging some discounted snacks on the way to the register.


  Across the aisle: “You can’t keep inviting those boys to the house.”


  In return: “I can do whatever I want, Mom!”


  “For God’s sake, why can’t you act like your older sister? And stop wearing clothes that make you look like a…a—”


  “A what? A slut? You should talk. You got pregnant when you were sixteen!”


  Kaden caught a glimpse of the family standoff, happening in front of the potato chips.


  He was going to keep walking. The daughter’s outfit bared her midriff and showed the world that she had a belly button piercing. Maybe her shorts were extra short, in his conservative opinion. But he’d seen more scandalous attire on the college campus, and no one really complained. This argument had nothing to do with him.


  But the quarrel was cut short when Mom stumbled backward into the shelving, which collapsed a whole section of Lay’s and Fritos. The whole convenience store echoed with the avalanche of those crinkly bags. Kaden didn’t know how or when—he’d been distracted by the potato chips—but suddenly there was a flesh-colored snake-thing shooting out from underneath Mom’s dress. The tip flew a couple feet and latched to the daughter’s belly button, covering the jewel. By some unseen force, she was yanked forward off her feet, and within the span of two seconds her head and body were ascending between Mom’s legs, up into her dress!


  Kaden didn’t move. He just stared as the two women screamed—until one was abruptly cut off. The daughter’s hands clutched her mother’s knees, fighting to not be pulled up farther. But the struggle was lost, and her kicking legs soon followed. A clear fluid splashed the floor, erupting out in squirts and gushes and sprays, until the floor looked like someone had spilled an entire bucket of water.


  As soon as her daughter disappeared, Mom’s belly ripped through the dress, her once-flat tummy expanding to beachball proportions and beyond. Her hands instinctively swooped underneath, as if she were catching the sudden growth. But they were useless against the mammoth gut that had erased her trim midsection. Her feet slipped on the wet floor; she fell back again, crunching the potato chips and screaming into a new, deafening octave.


  What the holy fuck! Kaden thought, dropping his drinks and snacks.


  The daughter had just vanished into her mother’s dress! And now the Mom was fat.


  No. Her stomach was spherical, almost like she was pregnant—but much larger than any pregnant woman in her ninth month, even that Octomom lady.


  Over the woman’s shrieks—Pain? Distress? Both?—Kaden made haste for the exit, telling the young cashier to call an ambulance.


  He could still hear the screams even across the street.
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  Kaden was still reeling as he stood outside his dorm room.


  He heard sirens whiz by, emergency services rushing to the scene. He hoped the woman and her daughter were both okay, after whatever the fuck that was. The scene kept playing in his head: the snaky appendage, the daughter being uncontrollably dragged and lifted toward her own mother’s crotch, those flailing hands and legs trying to stop herself. Jesus! It made him lightheaded just remembering and imagining the horror she must have felt.


  And where had she gone?


  Back into the womb? As an adult?


  “Oh, I’m gonna be sick,” Kaden muttered, clutching his own belly. The last two months had sure made him realize strange things were possible, given his current physical appearance. But all that shit in the convenience store, the daughter being snatched away by what resembled an umbilical cord…


  Just catch your breath, man, he told himself. It’s over now.


  He composed himself, waited for his heart to stop hammering, and opened the door to 213. All but a single desk lamp was off, and he wondered if his roommates were early sleepers. It was only nine o’clock. But he didn’t see anyone. Honestly, he was relieved. Right now, he wanted to crawl under the covers and think happy thoughts until the semester officially started on Monday. He carefully shut the door.


  Olivia’s voice: “Hey, did you hear those sirens?”


  “Ah!” Kaden yelped, spinning around. It was the quickest he’d moved since becoming a curvaceous black woman. Anything that could jiggle did, and violently. His breasts reacted like two boxers trading blows, bouncing from one side of his chest to the other—with his ribs becoming the innocent, bruised bystanders.


  Olivia was lying in bed, watching a video on her phone. “Jeez,” she said. “Someone’s easily spooked. I was just asking if you—”


  Something moved in Kaden’s belly right then, a sinuous pressure coiling to his groin region and pressing into his vaginal canal.


  Oh my God! Oh no!


  It happened so fast; the lively critter inside his reproductive system ejected with such force that it tore through the front of his jeans, ripping the denim asunder. And then it caught, attaching itself to Olivia like a hungry, pink leech. Kaden braced himself as the forces reversed, and the animated appendage began pulling back, to return from where it had come from.


  “What the fu—” the other girl began to shout, being unwillingly yanked out of bed and brought down to the floor. Her hands grabbed the flexible protrusion from Kaden’s pussy, which had stretched several feet long to seize its victim. “The fuck! Kaden! What is this!?”


  “I don’t know!” he screamed back.


  The umbilical cord yanked; Olivia slid a foot closer.


  “What’s it doing? What’s happening?”


  “Make it stop!” Kaden screamed, to anyone.


  Unlike with the mother and daughter in the convenience store, there was enough time to see and be aware of what was happening—though no time to understand it!


  “Ah!” Olivia screamed.


  “Ah!” Kaden screamed back, the two of them being drawn closer together.


  He witnessed it in his mind again: the adult-aged daughter returning to her own mother’s womb. He and Olivia weren’t related, yet the same scenario was unfolding.


  As Olivia’s head knocked against Kaden’s shoe, he did the only thing he could think of. He bent over and pushed against the girl’s torso, repelling her body from its intended destination. But the umbilical cord was somehow winning still! Though it wasn’t gaining feet anymore, just inches.


  Olivia’s gaze settled on where the umbilical cord was leading to.


  “Push back!” Kaden told her. “Keep us apart!”


  “What the fuck! What the fuck!” she screamed. Her hands flew to Kaden’s thighs.


  Both their strengths created a stalemate. Olivia wasn’t being pulled closer, but she wasn’t pushing away either. It was only a temporary victory, Kaden knew. They’d get tired, and the umbilical cord would win. And an adult woman would be sucked into his womb, and his belly would be huge and round like the mother in the convenience store.


  Please don’t do this, he pleaded. Please, no! I’m sorry! Whatever I did!


  Finally, whether divine mercy or sheer luck, the tenacious umbilical cord went slack, and several feet of it dropped out of Kaden’s vagina and fell into a spiral on the carpet, like wet pink rope. Olivia scrambled away—as far as her belly-attached leash allowed her.


  They both panted for a time, waiting for another tussle with Kaden’s groin-snake.


  Then Olivia said, “Um. Kaden?”


  “Yeah?” he said.


  “Your umbilical cord just tried to eat me.”


  He actually laughed, with it being described like that. The reprieve made him realize how absurd and crazy this all was, and he couldn’t explain any of it. Other than maybe this had to do with the broken fertility idol. But nothing like this had happened over the last two months—a period during which he’d been mostly isolated.


  Did being inside a girls’ dormitory have anything to do with it?


  But it was a fertility idol…


  This was like the opposite of fertility. It was putting people back into the womb.


  Olivia tried disconnecting the umbilical cord, pulling at it from every which way. But it was part of her body as much as it was Kaden’s. She vocalized her opinion for a bladed instrument, and she knew a girl with a knife; Kaden shot that idea down for now.


  But it might come to that eventually.


  “Oh God,” he sighed, swinging his tired and heavy body over to Presley’s empty bed, and plopping himself down. The length of umbilical cord swayed between them.


  He realized he was partially exposed. His torn-open fly and ripped panties revealed a dark bush, as well as the outer lips of his vagina, which were spread around the cylindrical mass. The umbilical cord was the diameter of a quarter—far thicker than what was attached to a newborn baby.


  Kaden wondered if it functioned the same way, if he had a placenta, and if his body was providing nourishment through the umbilical cord into Olivia’s digestive system.


  Jesus. This was fucked!


  Olivia had abandoned trying to rip it out. “Okay,” she said. “So. Do you think there’s any way we can keep this a secret from—”


  The door opened. Presley walked in with a sack of groceries from the on-campus store. Her eyes found the umbilical cord laying across the floor, with one end connected to Olivia’s stomach and the other hanging between Kaden’s legs.


  She was the fourth woman to scream within thirty minutes. It had to be some kind of record for Kaden.


  He and Olivia calmed their other roommate down and explained the situation to the best of their limited knowledge.


  “That’s an umbilical cord?” she asked, staring at the pink oddity and keeping her distance.


  “Yep,” Kaden and Olivia both said.


  “And this isn’t a prank?”


  “Nope,” they said.


  Presley gracefully placed a hand to her forehead, like a Victorian lady with much on her mind. “I’m feeling feverish. Oh gosh. That’s gross. Oh, yeeuck. We, like, need a doctor or something. Don’t we? An expert?”


  An expert, Kaden thought. Who? This wasn’t something medical science could solve. And it hurt to know that he was partly responsible for this—at least it seemed so. His whole life before breaking an African fertility statue, he’d been just an average white guy with no nearby adults suddenly finding themselves sucked into the wombs of other women. After breaking an African fertility statue, and now he was a black woman surrounded by pandemonium!


  Shannon and her mother were the only two people on Earth who might fix this. Not doctors. And if there was a vengeful spirit involved, it might not react peacefully to human intervention into this reversed-birthing nightmare.


  “I’m not who you guys think I am,” Kaden announced to his roommates. “I’m not even a woman. Usually.”


  Olivia looked up at him. “What are you talking about?”


  Presley raised an eyebrow. “Not a woman? I’m confused. You look and sound like a woman.”


  Kaden took a deep breath. Here goes, he thought.


  “I’m actually a guy.” Before elaborating further, he pulled both driver’s licenses—the old one and the new one—out of his skintight denim pocket. He passed them around. “My girlfriend’s mother is an archaeologist who keeps all sorts of relics and antiques in her house. Well, long story short, I clumsily busted an African fertility idol from an ancient Congo village, and there apparently was a curse involved. So I transformed into what you see now.”


  The other girls took time to process this information. It was completely understandable. Even two months into this curse, he was still coming to grips with his big-breasted, big-hipped physique. Enrolling back into school had been his girlfriend’s idea, to hopefully take his mind off his body and resume a normal life.


  Now look. He was causing chaos by apparently being around other people.


  It wasn’t Shannon’s fault though. No one could have predicted this.


  Presley gave the driver’s licenses back. Having shown his new confidants his real identity made them stare at his body again, as if they were searching for the flaw in his story.


  Believe me, he thought, with only a heavy sigh causing about six different regions of his body to jiggle, I wish I was making this up.


  “A fertility idol…” Presley trailed off.


  “That’s real?” Olivia asked—a question seemingly directed to Kaden’s humongous tits. “Fertility idols? Curses? What, like in Tomb Raider?”


  “Sure. Without the running and gunning, and exotic locations,” Kaden said. “I guess. I don’t know. I had no idea it would happen, and neither did my girlfriend.” He shrugged.


  He was about to mention the convenience store, as it seemed relevant to this whole discussion. But describing what he’d seen—what Olivia had almost lived—would only scare his roommates even more. He’d thwarted his demonic umbilical cord from kidnapping Olivia, so for right now the evening’s round-table chat about his body-snatching reproductive system seemed like a victory, and he wondered if he should call Shannon now.


  Jesus. What would he even say? The horror might rush her into attempting to repair that idol, and making things worse.


  But he would have to tell her.


  Goddammit. Everything was fucked.


  “You think it’ll come off by itself?” Presley asked, with doubt in her voice.


  Kaden shook his head. “Not sure.”


  “Will it get worse?”


  “I don’t know. I’ll call my girlfriend tomorrow, see if she knows what to do.”


  After that was settled, everyone tried to go on about their normal activities. Kaden was surprised how unfazed his roommates were. Sure, it did no good to panic and make rash decisions in a supernatural crisis like this, but for the most part they accepted the umbilical cord dilemma as something that would be sorted out in due course.


  The fleshy tether meant that Kaden and Olivia couldn’t be more than about five feet apart. When Olivia had to use the toilet, Kaden had to accompany her and stand inside the bathroom. He felt so uncomfortable, and turned away to give her a smidgen of privacy. Out in the dorm room proper, they had to push their beds together. Neither of them chose to change clothes. He always had to suppress the urge to apologize, and he felt like he was constantly invading her private space.


  Sleep was next to impossible.


  Kaden couldn’t drift away knowing that a body part designed to be internal, and for pregnancy, was stretched across two beds and affixed to another girl’s belly button. Every time he glanced at it, he compared it to a rogue large intestine. Fortunately, there was enough slack that they didn’t have to face each other. Though every time Olivia changed position in bed, he felt the movement inside his groin.


  I’m sorry, he thought, staring up at the ceiling. It must’ve been past midnight. I’m sorry I broke your little statue, whoever you are. Don’t punish innocent people just because I was a klutz. Accidents happen. Right?


  He’d rather be stuck as a voluptuous black woman for life, if it meant that no one else got hurt. He’d sleep with a man, he’d raise a family, he’d personify the intentions of a fertility idol wholly, as long as other people were left out of the curse.


  But he didn’t think anybody heard his plea.


  He just hoped things didn’t get worse.
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  There was early-morning sunlight in the room, and somebody was screaming like they were being dragged to hell.


  That hazy intersection of sleep and wakefulness delayed Kaden’s reaction, and the blood-curdling noise didn’t fully register right away. The scream was close; it preceded a large mass spreading his thighs apart, a tractor-sized force wedging itself, painlessly but very uncomfortably, into his crotch, and a very sharp series of violent kicks against what felt like his lungs. He snapped awake wheezing, and instantly realizing that the large and rotund mass sitting atop his tummy was his tummy, now a huge brown sphere inflated into a miniature planetoid, with a whole lot of banging and jolting inside of it.


  “Ah!” Kaden screamed, bolting upright and grasping the sides of the huge monstrosity that had become of his belly. Past its horizon, on a very-stained bed with God-knows-what fluid, Olivia’s face was stricken with terror as her head was reeling in toward Kaden’s groin, now sliding past his knees. The girth of her body—what must’ve been her torso, arms included—was a little painful, and it felt like his pelvic bone was being stretched like a rubber band. “Ahhhh!”


  “Kaden!” the girl shrieked, her chin drawing ever closer to the dark, wet cave that was slowly consuming her. “N-no! Do something! It’s taking me! Stop it!”


  Then Presley was there too. There was nothing on Olivia’s remaining body to get a solid grip on other than her chin. So that’s what Presley pulled. Kaden pushed from his end, his trembling hands trying to distance the girl’s head from its forthcoming destination, while her shoulders were gradually being swallowed whole.


  He glimpsed his female anatomy, the vulva stretched over a foot wide to accept an adult woman’s body. There was an immense pressure against his leg joints, and he could not be certain if Olivia’s insertion wasn’t making his hips wider as a result.


  It wasn’t physically possible!


  How the hell…


  “Oh God,” Presley was wailing. “Oh my God. Kaden, make it stop!”


  “I can’t! I don’t have control!”


  “Please no,” Olivia sobbed.


  His belly was jolting something fierce, parts of it popping outward and going smooth again. Kaden realized his umbilical cord’s victim was kicking from the inside. And how did that not injure him internally? His womb was so stretched that he could perceive the impression of Olivia’s body all the way in his skin; he felt its fetal contortion, the skeleton thrashing back and forth, the arms and legs trying to bludgeon their way free from his mysteriously durable reproduction system. The violence was actually causing his bladder to empty, squirting piss all over Olivia’s face.


  She whipped her head back and forth, crying for help.


  Their combined efforts weren’t doing much to help. Soon, Olivia’s shoulders were on the brink of being swallowed up, and like a sphincter Kaden’s female anatomy engulfed the girl’s collarbone and pinched around her neck, at which point it resembled a pussy again, with it not being so stretched out of proportion.


  “No! No!” Olivia cried.


  “Kaden!” Presley screamed again. She thought he could do something. It was his body, his curse, his problem to solve. But he was as stumped and powerless as she was.


  But like with their first clash with Kaden’s umbilical cord, they seemed to ward off the inevitable doom for Olivia’s head, as his pussy’s advancement up her neck slowed down. Their four hands pushed and pulled relentlessly, until Olivia’s progress into Kaden’s womb appeared to come to a stop.


  They didn’t want to stop applying force, but they had to out of sheer exhaustion.


  Olivia gasped like she’d been holding her breath. Her eyes roamed around, inspecting the thighs on either side of her face, then sizing up the greatly enlarged female genitalia—and its tangle of pubic hair—that she’d come within seconds of vanishing into.


  Kaden and Presley slowly, and with much hesitation, let go.


  “K-Kaden,” Presley stuttered. There were tears running down her face. “How do we…”


  “I don’t know,” Kaden answered. “I don’t know anything.”


  He sat there, observing the damage for a moment. His pelvis, he saw, had been widened to make a large enough passageway for Olivia. The evidence were the shreds of his pants laying around his hips, which had formerly been a—rare—good fit for his huge butt. But the dilated bone had torn them on both sides.


  He felt the girl’s body continuing to squirm inside his belly, either searching for comfort or weakness.


  “Fucking shit,” Olivia sighed. Against all reason, she started laughing. “You’re the worst roommate I’ve ever had, Kaden. I hope you know that. Not even twenty-four hours after we met, and I’ve seen your pussy.”


  Kaden chuckled, but the mood in that room was too depressing for him to laugh like her. “I’m sorry about that.”


  “Don’t mention it.”


  The next few minutes were extremely awkward. Neither one of them moved. Kaden and Presley were under the unspoken agreement of pulling on Olivia’s chin as soon as they noticed movement, but it didn’t happen. Olivia’s body was trapped inside Kaden’s abdomen, and her head was hanging out.


  “We’re going to fix this,” Presley said.


  “How the fuck you gonna fix this?” Olivia snapped, craning her head back to look at her blonde roommate. “I’m, like, being unbirthed here.” Her body wiggled. “At least it’s nice and warm inside. Kaden, thanks for turning on the heater.”


  Kaden cracked a smile. Without Olivia’s lightheartedness toward her present situation, he probably would’ve passed out. Instead, he was just marginally horrified.


  Presley’s foremost solution was Vaseline. It was worth a try, and they did—with Kaden taking the honors of spreading it around Olivia’s neck and pushing some inside his vaginal canal. But it was unsuccessful. Because the problem wasn’t lubrication; it was the umbilical cord, which seemed to have the strength of The Mountain from Game of Thrones.


  During this, the three of them heard a long scream from the room upstairs—that was then abruptly cut off and never heard again.


  “Maybe a mouse?” Presley suggested.


  Olivia didn’t say anything.


  Kaden suspected otherwise.


  He needed to consult Shannon on the matter. Immediately. And it wasn’t just for Olivia’s sake; like at the convenience store, the curse might’ve been affecting people within his close proximity, but he had no idea what kind of maximum range it had. The mother and daughter in the convenience store had been about fifteen feet away.


  Was everyone outside that distance safe?


  And why Olivia? Presley was here too, and so far nothing had happened to her.


  But first, Kaden had an unfortunate task ahead of him. Having an adult woman stuffed inside his belly was misery for his digestive organs, which, like a pregnant woman’s, had all been shifted toward his back to make adequate room. One of those was his bladder, which felt like it had an anvil sitting atop it. He’d already pissed a little bit, but holding back the rest took almost all of his concentration.


  “I’m sorry,” he said first, forewarning his announcement. “Olivia, um, I need to use the restroom.”


  “Okay,” she said, not understanding the full consequences right away. Then her eyes fixated on his groin, which she was practically breathing on. “Oh. Oh, come on.”


  “I have to,” Kaden explained, gingerly swinging his body toward the bed’s edge. “Or else I’m going to piss myself right here, and it’s going to be worse. O-oh jeez.”


  He spotted his target: the bathroom door, across the room. It wasn’t so much an easy journey now, with an additional hundred pounds inside his abdomen. With a heave, and a grunt, and a dangerous wobble that nearly sent him careening into the hardwood floor, he pushed himself to his feet, causing Olivia’s head to dangle upside-down between his legs.


  Kaden exhaled audibly. So much extra mass made him instantly dizzy and searching for his new center of gravity. The reorientation made Olivia’s body slip a few inches farther down in his abdominal cavity, compressing his bladder even more.


  He felt pee dribbling out, unable to control it.


  Olivia began spitting.


  “I’m sorry,” he apologized. “So sorry. Ugh. Damn, you’re heavy. I gotta get this over with.”


  Presley offered a hand, but Kaden managed without it. He went slow, step by step, twisting his whole body from one leg to the other. His massive belly commanded his movements, and sometimes he felt like he was falling forward and catching himself constantly, and the only control he had was to steer his almost-falls toward the bathroom door.


  He cradled his abdomen, reducing the strain. Olivia’s suspended head bounced between his thighs.


  “Okay,” he sighed, turning the knob. “Okay. Another step. Another. Phew. Almost there.” He waddled toward the toilet, his bladder on the brink of popping like a balloon.


  His body sensed this impending relief, and he had begun leaking piss again.


  He turned around, reversed his wide-hipped frame, and began to squat.


  “Whoa, hey!” Olivia protested. “My head’s down here! Don’t dunk me into the water.”


  “Right. Sorry.” Kaden straddled the porcelain bowl in a half-squatted posture. Olivia’s upside-down face hung directly below his urethra. Burning with embarrassment, he interposed his hand as a primitive splash barrier, to channel the urine away from Olivia’s face.


  Her gaze kept darting between the bowl and his body, questioning the logistics.


  “Okay. Um. Probably a little further back wouldn’t hurt.” He pushed with his hand; Olivia articulated her neck backward, until he heard the soft thonk of her forehead hitting the seat. “Jesus. I’m so sorry about this. I really don’t want to.”


  “Just go,” she said. “The less time I’m staring into toilet water, the better.”


  Kaden closed his eyes, and willed on his relief.


  It did not require much concentration. The pressure of Olivia’s body against his bladder felt like a hand gripping a Capri Sun, all his years of being potty-trained put to the test for his most humiliating bathroom experience quite possibly ever. It started as a trickle, then a steady flow, the warmth and wetness of his liquid waste flowing across his trembling hand.


  Olivia yelped a few seconds into it. “Uck. It’s splashing back.”


  “I’m sorry. I can maybe—”


  “No, just keep going. Fuck. This is a weird hazing.”


  It seemed like a full minute between the beginning and end, but finally Kaden saw emptiness on the horizon. The flow slowed, then stopped, and he was left with a pee-doused hand—but nothing a wad of tissue couldn’t fix. He cleaned his privates. Then, with a fresh clump of toilet tissue, he blotted Olivia.


  “Where did it go?” he asked.


  “Forehead mainly.”


  He wiped there. Then he withdrew from the bowl and swatted the lever.


  While he was in the bathroom, he went ahead and removed the tatters of his pants—they weren’t living up to their purpose anyway, and decency was kind of a lost cause with a living person having been sucked up into his vagina. His shirt and bra he left alone, although the former was no contest to his humongous midsection, which, as the mirror revealed, was not perfectly round. There were grooves and bulges. He traced one such bulge with his hand, on the right side of his belly, finding an oblong firmness with five littler bumps at the end.


  It dawned on him that he was touching Olivia’s foot.


  There was another, softball-sized bump on the lower-left side of his distended navel, almost touching his left thigh. Her right shoulder? Then she was sort of crooked. But babies, he recalled, could be in various positions all throughout pregnancy, so in that regard her orientation wasn’t irregular. She’d gone in feet first, unlike the daughter in the convenience store.


  He wondered if there was a reason, or if it was just random.


  The sun was fully up as he toddled back into the main room. Presley was pacing back and forth. Kaden took his overly pregnant body back to his bed, and grabbed his phone. Then he sat on the edge, so that Olivia had room to suspend.


  He was dreading the call, but he tapped Shannon’s name in his contact list.


  Please answer, he thought.


  It took four rings. He was so nervous that even her pleasant voice gave him a start.


  “Hello? Kaden? Is everything all right? It’s not like you to call this early.”


  “Um. Well…”


  His tale began at the convenience store, then jumped forward to Olivia, and the attack of the body-snatching umbilical cord. He didn’t wait for his girlfriend’s reaction; he just spit it out, a continuous account of horror with a growing list of victims.


  She didn’t believe him.


  He snapped a picture.


  Kaden whipped the phone from his ear when Shannon saw the received message and screamed. Even Olivia heard it.


  “I thought she knew what was going on,” she said.


  “We’ll see,” Kaden said. A very calm way of saying: God I hope so.


  “Kaden!” Shannon’s voice said, when he put the phone back against his ear. “Your roommate is inside you!”


  “That’s what I’ve been saying. An umbilical cord pulled her in.”


  “It…actually makes sense.”


  “What? How the hell does this make sense? Hang on, I’m putting you on speaker.”


  He laid the phone down next to him. Presley came over to listen in, though she noticeably kept her distance. She’d looked traumatized ever since rescuing Olivia from becoming an adult-sized fetus. Kaden wondered what the psychological toll would be after this was over.


  Shannon: “I thought it was a fertility idol, but I think we’re wrong. My mother translated some of the text on the base. It’s difficult to read, being three hundred years old. But it doesn’t reference fertility at all, although the statue resembles other African fertility idols.”


  “What does it reference?” Kaden asked, afraid of the answer.


  “A limit.”


  He looked over at Presley, who stared back at him.


  “What kind of limit?” Olivia asked.


  Shannon: “Olivia, do you have an older sibling?”


  “Yeah—two, actually. Two shithead brothers. I don’t understand.”


  Kaden said, “The mother in the convenience store wanted her daughter to act like her older sister. So, that’s another.”


  Shannon: “Right. Well, I believe this statue was carved to prevent women from giving birth. Maybe it was population control, or a wacky religion. Who knows. But it explicitly states that every woman shall have one child, and one child only.”


  Kaden heard another short-lived scream from somewhere in the dormitory. Feet trampled overhead, in a mad dash.


  “One child,” he said, putting the pieces together. “So the firstborns are safe from being sucked up. The younger siblings are being taken.”


  “I’m an only child,” Presley added.


  “So you should be safe too. But anyone who isn’t at risk of being unbirthed could still become the mother, apparently. Jesus.”


  Shannon: “I’m sorry I’m not much help.”


  “You’re helping us understand it better,” Kaden said. Understanding what was happening, but not how to stop it—which was the important bit. Still, he was thankful to have a history wiz as a girlfriend, who, he just realized, had an older sister. But she was hundreds of miles away, outside whatever radius of effect this curse had.


  Shannon: “I’m gluing this thing back together. Kaden, you need to stay away from people until then. Find somewhere isolated.”


  “That’s difficult inside a girls’ dormitory.”


  “Then leave town. I’ll come to you after I put this statue back together.”


  “And if it doesn’t work?”


  The phone was silent for a long, anxious moment. Then Shannon said, “It will. We have to believe that.”


  They said their goodbyes and hung up.


  Amid more shouting from the floor above, Kaden felt an unanticipated tug inside his groin, and a shifting of mass within his spherical gut. Gazing around his huge belly, he noticed Olivia’s head inching closer to his crotch, his vaginal lips slowly consuming the girl’s neck and threatening everything above it. Her eyes swiveled toward his pussy. She saw it too. Liquid beaded around her face, as his body began lubricating his vaginal canal for another large insertion.


  Oh no, he thought, shaking his head. Not again!


  “H-hey!” Olivia shouted. “Hey! It’s doing it again! Oh fuck!”


  Presley raced over to help. However, their combined hands couldn’t outmatch the Herculean umbilical cord responsible for this, and their only leverage—Olivia’s chin—soon became the next casualty in her increasingly consumed body. Her screams were muffled as Kaden’s pussy slid over her mouth, and then all she could do was shake her head. Her wide eyes bounced back and forth from Kaden to Presley, pleading for help.


  “Olivia!” Presley cried out. “Oh no. It’s going to be okay!”


  Olivia’s eyes squinted momentarily. Translation: hardly.


  Kaden felt absolutely powerless as he watched Olivia’s eyes go next, and then his carnivorous pussy consumed her scalp, the orifice’s giant lips shrinking around to enclose over her short, dark hair. Then the bulge of her head was all that remained, until that too gradually vanished.


  He was frozen as he felt the girl’s head reeling into his elastic birth canal, the latest body part stretching out his reproductive organs. She squirmed and kicked inside his womb, but like the umbilical cord having the strength of a bodybuilder, his whole tummy region seemed impervious to the repeated blows of a person fighting for their life.


  Then those subsided.


  Kaden was left with only the substantial pregnant belly that Olivia’s occupation in his womb created. He was afraid to touch it.


  “Goddammit,” he said. “What the fuck do we do?”
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  “I don’t think these pajama pants are going to last,” Kaden remarked, eyeballing the tautness of several cartoon ducks stretching across his plump hips and broad rump. You couldn’t fit a piece of paper between the fabric and his skin.


  “It’s all I have that’s stretchy enough,” Presley told him. “And I don’t think anyone will notice.”


  There was another thud on the floor above. More screams echoed from farther off.


  It sounded like a zombie attack in the dormitory.


  He would’ve preferred a zombie attack. Television shows, video games, and movies had prepared him for an apocalypse featuring a horde of the undead. Not so much a case of Hungry Hungry Wombs. The curse was spreading, and more people were being affected.


  Presley had told him that her family used to live in a house on the outskirts of town. It was abandoned now, and due for demolishing next year. But that could work.


  They just had to get to her car.


  “Just go straight there,” he instructed her. “Don’t look at what’s happening.”


  She nodded. Her pale face looked like so many in teen horror movies.


  Kaden stood back as she opened the door.


  A brunette co-ed ran past, her lungs at full volume. Presley peeked around, and looked toward the stairwell. Kaden followed her out into the hallway, trotting at what generously might be considered a brisk walk—with his hand grazing the wall to keep himself somewhat balanced. Good gracious, Olivia was fucking heavy! Maybe the magic was wearing off, because all that shifting mass was more excruciating than usual. He couldn’t imagine his organs as anything but flattened. Of course, his heaving, jostling tits only added to the discomfort, bouncing uncontrollably against the top of his belly.


  “Mmph,” he groaned, when they were halfway there.


  “You okay?” Presley asked.


  “Yeah. Just—oh, now that I’m pregnant, I’m not a big fan.”


  They passed an open door. Presley saw within, and immediately covered her mouth as she continued on. Then it was Kaden’s turn.


  An Asian girl was screaming her head off as another—possibly her roommate, given precedence—was wrangling with the umbilical cord now attached to her belly and being drawn toward its owner. One pull later, and her head went on a sudden ascent and plunged into the Asian girl’s vagina, while the rest of her visible body appeared to convulse.


  The Asian girl shrieked, looked at Kaden, shrieked again.


  Dear God, he thought. It’s happening everywhere.


  The stairs were awful. Kaden took each step like it was a leap of faith, wincing every time his heavy mass went into short-lived freefall and rebounded. One hand clenched the railing, the other tried to hold his belly still. By the bottom, he was crying out from each drop down.


  They passed through more hell, with more hugely pregnant girls. One girl was trying to flee the scene with her umbilical cord’s target being dragged behind her heels. Another was sitting down against the wall and bawling, with the tatters of a T-shirt split around a gigantic, pregnant tummy.


  Kaden and Presley made it outside as paramedics and police arrived, but the ranged effect of the curse intervened. A policewoman appeared to trip and fall down; in the blink of an eye, a versatile pink serpent had exploded through her uniform and gone on the attack for the nearest belly button, which belonged to the male police officer who was rushing over to check on her. It attached, then yanked him forward. Both of them were screaming as the umbilical cord’s catch flew headlong between the woman’s legs.


  Kaden looked away.


  Jesus. Jesus Fucking Christ!


  The turmoil seemed to follow them toward the parking lot, as, without warning, cars on the road began veering and crashing into roadside objects—not harmful crashes. But the real horror wasn’t the car accident, was it? More victims stumbled from their vehicles, empty wombs snatching up the closest adults. Others stayed in their cars, and passengers disappeared while the vehicles rocked back and forth.


  There were so many screams.


  Kaden knew he was causing this. He was trying to hustle, but his legs had to propel three hundred and fifty pounds of turbulent mass. He was doing the best he could!


  “The whole town’s going crazy!” Presley exclaimed, dodging a van that barreled into a sign post. “This is nuts!”


  “Just go,” Kaden urged her, as they crossed the street into the student parking lot.


  He couldn’t make it any farther. The pain and exhaustion were too much. Presley went on ahead. A minute later, a red Toyota Camry stopped beside him. Panting and hurting all over, Kaden dumped himself into the passenger seat; the jolt to his belly was tortuous, with the womb-bound Olivia hitting his stomach with the force of a boulder.


  He shut the door.


  Presley gunned it, and they sped away with Cornerstone University shrinking in the rear-view mirror.


  But the curse followed him. Past intersections and oncoming traffic, Kaden frequently heard honking horns and crunching metal. He never looked back. How many people were suffering because of that broken African idol was a question he didn’t want to know the answer to. But it was a lot. He couldn’t watch the calamity he was responsible for, so he closed his eyes—and then covered his ears. Miles of road passed underneath the Camry’s wheels, and every agonizing bump and hard swerve felt like deserved punishment, his bloated body receiving part of the abuse that he was inflicting upon innocent people around him.


  Please fix this, Shannon, he thought. I know you can.


  Otherwise he’d have to possibly live a secluded life for the rest of his years. And Olivia—what was going to happen to her? Was she going to reverse in age until she disappeared?


  As if he needed more guilt on his conscience.


  Ten minutes later, Presley announced their arrival at her family’s abandoned house. Kaden nervously opened his eyes, and saw a gravel driveway, a jungly lawn, and a dirt-colored home that looked like it was one sharp gust of wind away from collapsing into rubble. All the windows were broken. A dead tree stood in what remained of the front yard.


  To Kaden’s embarrassment, he couldn’t extricate himself from the passenger seat; Presley had to use both her hands, and even then it was a struggle. While tightly clutching his colossal, person-sized stomach, he followed his roommate into the shack.


  “There’s no one for at least a mile in any direction,” Presley told him, clearing a path with wide sweeps of her foot. Most of the furniture was gone. The kitchen ceiling was collapsed. But there was a dingy couch left behind—a relic of, possibly, the seventies, with a yellow plaid design.


  Kaden didn’t care that the cushions were layered with decades of dirt. He plopped his wide-load tush down, and promised himself he wouldn’t move for at least an hour.


  He was still catching his breath. Still remembering those terrified shouts.


  “I’m sorry about this,” he said quietly, in that hot room. It just seemed like something that needed to be said, whether he was fully to blame or not. “I guess I really ruined the semester. And your life. And Olivia’s. Everyone’s.”


  “You don’t have any control over this,” Presley said. “Don’t beat yourself up.”


  “But it’s still me,” he sighed, gazing down at the tremendous swell where once he’d had a flat tummy. “It’s not anyone else. Just me.”


  Presley ran to the nearest corner store and returned with a cooler, which she loaded up with ice and spring water. She also bought Kaden a sackful of snacks and gas station food. He realized he was pretty hungry after the morning’s adventure—either from the exercise, or just because he was eating for two full-sized people now. They ate in silence.


  When Presley was cleaning up, she asked, “Do you want me to stay?”


  “No,” he said. “I don’t want anything to happen to you.”


  “I’m an only child.”


  “You can still turn out like me,” he told her. “Some passerby. One second later…”


  She nodded. She was crying again. Before departing, she hugged Kaden and told him that everything was going to be okay. But all Kaden could think about was how she’d said the same thing to Olivia, and how that had turned out. Presley meant well, though.


  But reality was pretty hopeless right now.


  Through the broken screen door, he watched her Camry reverse out of the driveway and head off down the road.


  Kaden felt better being alone. And that was his initial emotion in that abandoned house: relief. He couldn’t hurt anyone. It allowed him to collect his thoughts and look at the big picture, which was that several dozen people—at least, by his estimate—had been made suddenly pregnant with friends, family, or total strangers getting trapped in their wombs. That was horrible. And the widespread casualties of this unbirthing curse only added to the dread he felt, because he didn’t know the outcome.


  Olivia looked the same size, trapped there inside his womb. With a hands-on inspection, he could still feel her fetal-positioned body, with her feet pressing out of one side and her shoulders poking out the other. Every now and then she would squirm, letting him know that she was still alive. And maybe still conscious? That must’ve been horrible, being contorted in that dark, wet cavity. What did it even smell like in there?


  Kaden went through a lot of snacks. He figured the umbilical cord must’ve been serving its purpose, delivering nutrients from the mother to the child, which was both a consolation for Olivia’s health and extremely fucked up.


  When the afternoon came, he dozed off.


  He woke up to his phone ringing. His heart skipped, believing it was his girlfriend. But the number wasn’t from his list of contacts. He answered it, and breathed a soft “Hello?” into the microphone.


  There was a strange background noise. A thumping, throbbing sound, deep and repetitive. Kaden couldn’t identify it. Then it picked up frequency, thumping and throbbing faster.


  A girl’s voice said, “Kaden?”


  His mouth dropped. He thought he was hallucinating. “Olivia?”


  “Yeah. Hey. Um. So. This is awkward, right?”


  Lub-dub. Lub-dub. Lub-dub.


  “H-how? What?” Kaden stared at the hundred-pound belly sitting on his lap.


  “I was holding my phone when your body, uh, decided to eat me for breakfast. It took me a while to find it. There’s no fucking lights in here, you know. And I found your Facebook profile—the white guy Kaden. You had your phone number on there.”


  He was still stunned. His throat made a mishmash of unintelligible noises.


  Olivia laughed. “Yeah. Same. Is everything all right? I was getting thrown around a lot there. I’m not flexible, so my fucking body hurts from being bent up like this. It’s so wet and cramped in here. Don’t even ask how I’m breathing.”


  “Presley and I escaped from Cornerstone,” he explained. “I’m in a rural house, by myself. It’s the only way people can be safe.”


  “Safe? What happened?”


  “More of it,” he said. “Like us.”


  “Oh.” Silence. Then she asked, “Can your girlfriend help?”


  “Fingers crossed.”


  “I’ll cross my fingers too. Wait. Hold on. My hand’s stuck over there. Ungh.” A tremor went through Kaden’s belly. “There. Crossed.”


  He smiled. “Thanks. I suppose it can’t hurt.”


  This was still so surreal. He’d been concerned for Olivia beforehand, and now that he had the opportunity to talk to her, it was mostly dead air. His range of emotions right now was like The Price is Right wheel endlessly spinning, fear and confusion and distress all cycling around.


  “Are you okay?” he asked.


  “Yeah,” Olivia confirmed. “Just hanging out. I’m not hungry or anything. I think you’re feeding me. And I haven’t needed the bathroom yet. So, I guess I’m fine. As fine as the womb life can be.”


  “That’s good.”


  “I don’t mean to cut this conversation short, but I probably need to save the battery,” she said. “No electrical sockets in here. So, I’ll call again if there’s an emergency, and you likewise. Deal?”


  “Sure. Yeah. That’s a good idea.”


  “Okay. Well, I’d say goodbye, but I’m pretty attached to you. Talk to you later, hopefully.”


  “Yeah. You too.”


  Kaden hung up.


  For those immediate moments following the phone call, he was frozen stiff. There was something immensely disturbing about Olivia calling him from inside his body, and he had this visceral discomfort from knowing that she was surrounded on all sides by his skin and blood and muscle, being cradled in a flesh-cocoon of sorts, not of her own free will.


  But she sounded okay. She’d seemed healthy.


  That was a good sign.


  The afternoon wore on. Kaden inevitably couldn’t avoid having to use the bathroom, but seeing as the house had no functional plumbing, he ventured outside and around a corner. He didn’t feel confident enough in squatting and being able to stand up again—Olivia’s mass was really killing his knees, and even just taking a single step was a stressful experience. He found an old well. After dropping his pants, and clutching the edge of the rocky rim, he squatted his ass backward and relieved himself on the grass.


  He’d brought nothing to wipe with, so he didn’t.


  His arms were trembling by the time he’d gotten himself into a standing position again.


  Back around the front of the house, Kaden glanced toward the road and saw two cyclists—one male and one female—parked by the driveway. They were quenching their thirsts and looking at their phones.


  Oh no, he thought.


  “Hey!” he shouted, waving his hand to catch their attention. His voice was weak and hoarse. “You can’t be here! It’s too dangerous!”


  The cyclists turned their heads toward him. They waved back, returning what they thought was a friendly gesture.


  “No!” Kaden yelled. “You don’t understand! There’s—”


  The lady cyclist’s jersey ripped at the groin, and out snaked an umbilical cord on the attack; it lunged and fastened itself to the man’s belly. There was no saving them after that. By indomitable strength, he dove forward and was dragged toward the lady’s crotch. His head made a loud, wet splunck sound as it inserted itself into her vaginal canal unwillingly.


  She began screaming.


  Kaden went back into the house, not looking back. He couldn’t handle this anymore! People getting sucked up into vaginas, umbilical cords on the rampage, adults being forcefully unbirthed. He didn’t even check to see if the cyclist had gone. He dropped back on the couch, hoping beyond reason for a magical cure-all for this curse, because he wasn’t capable of dealing with this.


  “Oh God,” he sobbed. “Why me? Why this?”


  The sky grew darker outside his new shelter.


  Into the evening, he received a text from Shannon, who asked where he was—specifically an address. He didn’t know the home address, but he provided clues and directions, and the name for a natural gas company he could see the sign for on the fence across the street.


  Afterward, he immediately called her.


  “Don’t,” he said, even before she got in a word. “It’s too dangerous.”


  “I glued it back together. I’m coming to see you.”


  “Shannon, that doesn’t mean the curse is lifted.” And Olivia’s present situation was unchanged, he saw. He was still evidently pregnant with an adult woman of no relation.


  “You’re already pregnant. It can’t happen again.”


  “You don’t know that…”


  “I won’t let you endure this alone, Kaden. I’m already close by. I’ll be there in about twenty minutes. It’ll be okay, you’ll see.”


  “Shannon—” Kaden tried to say, to warn her of the potential horrors she was getting herself involved in, but the line went dead.


  He was a nervous wreck waiting for her. The entire day had been nightmare fuel; he was imagining the same thing happening to his girlfriend, her human existence reduced to being the occupant in some random woman’s womb. Kaden had never been religious, but he prayed then. He prayed for Shannon’s safety, for the university and the afflicted townspeople to have a safe and happy ending out of all this. What else could he do? There were powers here beyond his comprehension and control.


  Maybe it was stupid. Maybe Shannon was about to meet a gruesome fate regardless of whatever words went through his mind.


  About twenty minutes later—precisely as predicted—a pair of headlights spun into the drive, and Kaden heard a rumbling engine and tires on gravel. He heaved himself up again, and carried his enormous belly toward the door. But he hesitated. He had this sense of contagiousness, of keeping his distance, even though he wasn’t sure at what distance his girlfriend would be safe from evil umbilical cords.


  Even so, when she appeared at the rickety screen door, she was well within the danger zone anyway. It screeched open. There was never eye contact; Shannon’s gaze, instead, fell to Kaden’s grossly disproportioned midsection, while her jaw made haste toward the floor.


  Yeah, Kaden thought. I’m about twenty-years pregnant.


  “Oh my God,” she said. “Your roommate is…”


  “Uh-huh.”


  “She’s fine?”


  “For the time being.”


  Shannon came into the house and hugged him from the side. It was kind of adorable, the way she avoided his front-heavy girth and yet still fully embraced him.


  He was waiting for it.


  Could he become pregnant with two unrelated adults?


  Nothing happened.


  She had a knapsack with her. She pulled out the African relic, all its pieces joined together to make it whole again. “Well?” she said. “Do you think it worked?”


  Kaden shrugged. “I’m still pregnant. And a black woman.”


  “But I’m still here.”


  “We wouldn’t know unless I went someplace where there’s people,” he said.


  Shannon agreed. But that wasn’t without lots of risk. If the curse was still in effect, he’d be putting innocent people in danger all over again—his own girlfriend included.


  “We have to know,” she said. “Come on. I’ll drive you through town. And you’ll see that nothing will happen.”


  “You promise?” he said, walking carefully beside her and holding Olivia steady.


  She kissed him on the cheek. “I promise.”


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


   


   


   


  The events at the university and sporadic episodes of unbirthing along roads to the northeast collectively became nationally known as the Cornerstone Incident. On Kaden’s return into town, nobody else was put back into the womb simply by his proximity, and the curse—to his and Shannon’s joy—appeared to have been lifted due to the African tribal figurine’s repair. But the people trapped in wombs remained trapped.


  The first woman to give birth—to a very confused but otherwise unharmed husband—had been cycling outside of town along a rural road. Days later, other pregnant victims were having their waters break. Researchers of the Incident discovered a pattern. The more time a person had spent in the womb, the longer it took them to be birthed out again. After two weeks, the first university students were being rushed into delivery rooms.


  Some side effects were observed.


  Although having retained their memories and physical appearances, a majority of newborn adults found they could not digest anything but baby food and mother’s milk. They described feeling immense comfort when being breastfed—typically at the nipple of the woman they were birthed from. Other common side effects included a lack of bladder and bowel control, and an inability to stand on two feet.


  Experts found that the symptoms of infancy were temporary, and would vanish within a few days.


  As one of the first Cornerstone students to become pregnant, Kaden was near the end of the line for birth. Approaching his due date, he went with Shannon for an ultrasound. The Incident was still fresh in his mind; he was nervous being out in public, waiting for pandemonium and screams to fill the clinic. He received more looks from the staff and visitors than a normal pregnant woman would, but no horrified reactions about his hundred-pound belly. The Cornerstone Incident—and its victims—was common knowledge throughout town.


  An assistant led he and Shannon back, and a late-forties woman sat him down in the reclined seat. Shannon squeezed his hand as the cool jelly was rubbed into his oversized tummy. The sonographer had a pleasant attitude about his extraordinary pregnancy, and Kaden assumed she must’ve been busy over the last couple weeks.


  “Is this your first time?” she asked.


  “First and last,” Kaden explained. “We just wanted to see how she’s doing.”


  “Any relation?”


  “Roommate.”


  “That poor thing,” the woman said. “Well, she ought to be coming out soon. Let’s take a look at her.”


  While getting the machine prepped, Kaden wondered if he’d ever be male again. He was beyond thrilled that everyone else was getting back to their normal lives, but his manhood and original ethnicity were still gone. Really, he figured it was a small price to pay. And he’d be glad to not be pregnant anymore.


  “And here we go,” the woman said, sliding the handheld transducer around the grand swell of his tummy. “Ah, we’ll get some images now. Take a look at the monitor.”


  Kaden and his girlfriend watched the screen.


  Initially, the interior of his belly looked like several fuzzy blobs. But the contents took shape. He saw Olivia’s bent posture—her legs tucked up against her chest, and her head pinned against the outer wall of his abdominal cavity. It looked extremely uncomfortable, but she didn’t have much of a choice. The sonographer was completely unfazed about finding an adult woman in Kaden’s womb, and pointed out the orientation of her body with total calmness.


  Kaden grabbed his phone and dialed a number in his recent contacts.


  Shannon tried to bat his hand away. “Who could you possibly be calling during a moment like this?” She seemed legitimately upset, as if they really were having their unborn child examined.


  Kaden tried not to snicker as his belly started vibrating.


  The curled-up figure on the screen moved a small, rectangular object to her ear.


  “Hello?” she said into the phone.


  “Hey, Olivia,” Kaden said.


  “What’s shaking? Am I coming out soon or what?”


  “I’m getting an ultrasound. You wanna chime in?” He handed his phone to the sonographer, whose face lit up delightedly when she realized who was on the line.


  “Yes?” she said. “Your phone? Oh my goodness. That’s the first time I’ve heard of that happening. Well, yes, you look very healthy to me. No abnormalities.”


  Kaden looked over at his girlfriend. He was unsure if he should consider himself her boyfriend—certainly the qualifications for that category were absent. He’d been treating his new, voluptuous female body as something temporary, but maybe that was no longer the case. The idea of permanency scared him. Living as a woman, dressing as a woman, having sex—those were all hurdles. But, honestly, he was satisfied with how things had turned out. It could have been worse.


  His girlfriend had saved so many lives.


  He was glad to be with her, no matter his appearance.


  Especially if he accidentally broke another ancient relic.


  Maybe there was one in her mother’s collection that would curse him by transforming him into a white guy…


   


   


   


   


   


  The Venus Phenomenon
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  “To all our male listeners, be careful who you’re around today. They’re saying the Venus Phenomenon should happen between six and seven o’clock. So I’m telling my mother-in-law to hitchhike to Canada until this event—”


  Phil switched the radio off and rubbed his much-receded hairline. He recalled his father being at a very similar state of baldness in his mid-forties. The genetic torch had been passed. And he was sure any son of his would be doomed to suffer the same trait—but he only had the one daughter, Abbie.


  Who, after today, was going to be a very lucky girl.


  He remained in the seat-warmed Mercedes-Benz, watching her bedroom window and picturing next year’s birthday party. Perhaps he would bring home a car like his, fresh off the showroom lot and with fewer than ten miles on the odometer and a big bow-tie wrapped over the roof. He imagined her eyes lighting up, a big hug. He’d be father of the year.


  And why stop there? With the salary he was going to be earning in Denver, he could buy Abbie anything she wanted. Clothes, pets, enrollment in a prestigious college. Heck, if they bought a ranch, he could finally get that pony she’d wished for when she’d blown out the candles on her tenth birthday.


  Teenage girls were easy like that.


  So why was he scared?


  You’re only asking her to pack up her whole life and move fifteen hundred miles to a strange place, the reasonable voice in his head answered. So, yeah, there was that.


  But she still had her whole life ahead of her.


  If she was upset, she’d get over it. Besides, pretty much everyone made new friends when they became adults and shipped off to college. He was just pushing her through that phase in life a little prematurely.


  With enough ruminating done about his decision and feeling better for it, Phil grabbed his briefcase, exited the car, and headed inside. He heard a clatter and the sound of the faucet running in the kitchen; his wife, Rosalee, was wearing a bathrobe from her afternoon shower and transferring clean silverware into the dish rack. Phil, as always, welcomed himself home by kissing her on the cheek and asking how her day was.


  She hadn’t been smiling as much after he’d told her about the new job last week. It was just the stress. Truthfully, he was stressed too. Moving was a big deal, especially since they’d been in this house since Abbie was in preschool.


  “Where’s my baby girl at?” Phil asked, kindly assisting her with setting the plates out to dry, even though he had to dunk his cuffs into the water.


  “Long since grown out of being your baby girl,” she said, with a faint smile. She nodded toward the window, where, out in the backyard beyond, Abbie and Teagan were tying balloons and stringing up tinsel. They were happy and giggling, still the same friends after all these years. Just with longer limbs. “Can you believe she’s turning nineteen?”


  “Look at us,” Phil laughed. “She’s nineteen, we’re in our forties. I remember being Abbie’s age and wanting to stay young forever. Guess I failed at that, didn’t I?”


  “You’ve hardly failed at anything, honey.”


  The hand on his shoulder fell away.


  She wanted to say something else. He could sense it.


  The job.


  Phil cleared his throat and braced for the subtle wrath he faced when he defended his decision again. His wife and daughter weren’t the only victims here; he was moving away from friends and family too. It would be a struggle for all of them. But their strength was as a family, and they would survive.


  Instead he said, “I looked into daycare administration in Denver. They have some of the best paying jobs in the country, and I think you can quickly get back on your feet after—”


  Rosalee: “Are you worried about the Venus Phenomenon?”


  “The Venus Phenomenon?” Phil chuckled. “Not really, honey. It’s a one-in-five-hundred chance, isn’t it? That’s almost nothing.”


  She sighed. “It could happen. Everyone’s on edge about it.”


  The cycle seemed to be every 584 days, coinciding with Venus’s proximity to Earth. As for why it happened, scientifically and such, no one really knew. Something to do with dimensional refraction, or some such. He’d watched a 60 Minutes special about it last weekend. That the phenomenon only affected men was also a mystery. But it had happened enough times now—five—to be easily predictable, down to the precise hour-long window.


  Phil hadn’t been close to anyone affected, except for Rosalee’s brother who had transformed into a clone of his wife. Christmas that year had been a little bizarre.


  He checked his watch. Forty-five till six.


  Rosalee finished with the dishes and began drying her hands. “Abbie wanted to invite Nicholas over, if it was all right with you.”


  “That boy she’s seeing?” Phil frowned. “It’s her birthday. Only friends and family should be allowed over.”


  “She’s an adult woman now,” Rosalee argued, raising her voice a little.


  “Hmph,” he grunted. “Not this time, okay?”


  She nodded. “I’ll tell her. And when are you going to tell her about your new job?”


  “Soon,” Phil assured her.


  “Hopefully before the moving truck arrives.”


  He wasn’t sure if that was a bit of sarcasm or some parental flak.


  Phil went upstairs to shower and change for the party. A couple more cars pulled up outside as more girls arrived. It wasn’t supposed to be packed; just a few of Abbie’s closest friends were stopping by for an hour or two. Some couldn’t attend due to their jobs or full-time classes.


  He realized it might be the last true birthday party she ever had, at least where she still felt young and optimistic. The twenties began the slow slide into crippling adulthood, while the thirties just became a miserable yearly reminder that your youth was getting smaller and smaller in the rear-view mirror.


  Around six, Phil met the gang downstairs. Rosalee had ordered Abbie’s favorite pineapple pizza. While everyone was moving out into the backyard where the table and birthday cake had been set up, he received a nationwide alert on his phone.


  It said: VENUS PHENOMENON IMMINENT.


  Whatever, he thought. Within a minute, it was out of his mind entirely.


  Phil didn’t recognize any of the girls except for Teagan, who was the school’s best female gymnast and responsible for many newspaper headlines and championship signage outside town. He’d worked with her father some years ago. And she and Abbie had been besties since they both still had their baby teeth.


  Fortunately there was no sign of Nicholas.


  He couldn’t understand what his daughter saw in that dweeb. During the senior graduation ceremony, it had been announced that he had received a scholarship for something to do with computer programming. He had some smarts, but Abbie could certainly do better. Phil had been mildly agitated that she hadn’t chosen to attend prom.


  What was wrong with kids today? Prom was supposed to be a huge, important chapter of high school. Phil could still recall how nervous he’d been when asking Rosalee out. She’d worn a stunningly beautiful pink dress—which her father had threatened must stay on lest Phil’s ass wind up the color of a fire engine.


  Phil and Rosalee led along happy birthday, much to Abbie’s embarrassment. A Bluetooth speaker played a Beyoncé album. Everyone stuffed their faces with pizza and moved on to the chocolate cake.


  A thought occurred to him as he observed his daughter laughing and chatting with her friends: he could reveal the news right this moment. It could be like a present. Abbie used to love nature when she was younger. She’d even had a poster of the Rocky Mountains on her wall for a while. Denver would be a dream come true.


  Phil turned off the speaker. “Hey, girls? Can I have your attention?” he asked, moving to beside the table.


  His wife watched from afar.


  He held up his punch as if making a toast and locked eyes with Abbie. “Happy nineteenth, honey. I still remember when you were no larger than a doll all swaddled in blankets. You had this Shrek plushie that you’d always sleep with, like he was your protector.”


  All her friends laughed. Abbie blushed and rolled her eyes. “Thanks for embarrassing me, Dad.”


  Phil smiled. “My pleasure. But before I let you all get back to your sugar rush, I have something else I want to announce.”


  In the background, Rosalee began shaking her head.


  Yes, he thought. It was the perfect time. Abbie’s friends would all be jealous.


  So he delivered the announcement that had been occupying the back of his mind for three weeks now: “Abbie, I’m here to tell you that, recently, I’ve accepted a job transfer. My salary’s being doubled, so I can spoil you even more. But that hardly compares to where we’re moving to. You’re gonna have the Rockies outside your bedroom window, because we’re moving to Denver.”


  But the reaction wasn’t what he expected. The smiles of the party guests vanished, while Abbie herself looked like she had received news about having terminal cancer. Over by the food table, Rosalee had covered her mouth and seemed absolutely horrified.


  Phil tried to spice it up a little. “We’re going to Denver!” he cheered. “Isn’t that exciting? It’ll be so much fun.”


  Abbie wasn’t feeling that excitement. “I don’t want to go to Denver,” she said. “That’s halfway across the country.”


  “Yeah, but—”


  “I have my life here. I don’t want to move.”


  Teagan jumped in. “Well, you’re an adult, so technically you don’t have to.”


  The other girls nodded in agreement.


  This made Phil angry. “You’re my baby girl, Abbie. This family isn’t moving without you. You’ll have fun. And I’ll make sure you attend the best college.”


  The girls began to stand up, all of them having their turn scowling at Phil. When his daughter tried to pass, he grabbed her arm. Static electricity shocked him. And her long brown tresses began to billow around her face, although there was no breeze in the backyard.


  “You’re supposed to be happy about this,” he pleaded.


  “Well, guess what? I’m pissed!” she shouted back at him. “Why would you think I would want my life destroyed?”


  “I’m giving you a better opportunity.”


  “You’re ruining everything. Just stop!”


  As she stormed off, Phil began to feel increasingly dizzy…
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  Is he kidding? was the question running through Phil’s mind, as he furiously trod up the stairs toward his bedroom, where his friends were already waiting. Refuge from his stupid father. God! How on Earth could he think that moving to Denver—which was clear across the country—would be a happy announcement? He was already worrying about telling Nicholas.


  He was crying and sniffling now.


  This was the worst birthday present ever.


  Phil stopped outside his bedroom door, which was shut. There was hesitation as he reached for the knob and saw his pink fingernails. They hovered there, frozen in a mid-grasp.


  Huh? he thought, confused. This door belonged to his daughter’s room. And why was he mad with himself? And why the hell did he have pink fingernails?


  Abbie and her friends conversed about the bombshell in her room. Phil heard many detestable names going around about what kind of person would drop that news during the birthday party. According to Teagan, only an asshole would do that.


  But it was weird. To Phil, he was hearing the muffled conversation outside the door and also hearing it crisp from Teagan’s mouth. In his mind, he could see Teagan’s lips pronouncing the words. The girls were seated around him, comforting him. Distantly, he felt like his entire world had crumbled in the past five minutes.


  He pulled his hand away from the door.


  Oh God, he thought, closing his eyes and yet seeing through another pair.


  It was the synchronization.


  With a frightful peep, Phil hustled across the hallway to the bathroom and flipped the light on. He didn’t fully know what to expect when he saw himself in the mirror, but it was worse than he could’ve ever imagined.


  Staring back was a girl whose appearance was so alike to Abbie’s that Phil initially thought he had swapped bodies with his own daughter—but that wasn’t how the Venus Phenomenon worked. It wasn’t her face in the reflection; it was his. Kind of. His eyes, his nose, his mouth. An investigative tongue found his wisdom teeth all gone, while Abbie still had the whole quartet. But he had no five-o’clock shadow, and his skin was smoother. Hell, he remembered a new memory of lotioning it. And his formerly receding hairline was back where it had been twenty years ago, and had sprouted cascading waves of brown hair that hung over his chest.


  “One in five hundred, huh?” he muttered, hearing a slightly huskier version of his daughter’s voice. “Damn.”


  Naturally, his gaze slipped downward. His outfit was a perfect match to his own daughter’s: a tie-dyed tank top, green cotton shorts, and flip-flops. He was even wearing the silver pendant Phil had bought for her on their vacation in Hawaii. It was fashioned as a seashell, hanging off a silver chain over his more-fragile-looking collarbone.


  He clasped it between his fingers. It felt authentic.


  Everything did.


  Including his body. He definitely perceived the new weight on his chest, and the extra constriction of what must’ve been a copy of his daughter’s sports bra. Likewise, everything below his waist was a duplicate of hers as well, including the very obvious flatness of his groin and the new, well, plumpness of his backside. He rested his hands there, experiencing firsthand the thickness Abbie had always had to deal with in her lower body. He was very conscious of his new butt’s fleshy size.


  Like daughter, like father? he thought with a sigh.


  Right then, someone walked into the bathroom and blurted, “Oh.”


  Phil let go of his ass and turned.


  Teagan was standing there.


  For a length of time that seemed like thirty seconds but was probably nearer to five—or fewer—they both stared at each other, with Teagan’s mouth and eyes gradually opening wider.


  Then that wide-open mouth let out a scream.


  “Ahhhhhh!”


  Phil screamed back, hitting notes previously impossible.


  Then Teagan screamed again. So did he.


  “What the fuck!?” she shrieked. “You’re…you’re…”


  “I’m…I’m not supposed to look like this,” Phil admitted.


  The screams alerted the whole house. And within a minute, Abbie and all her friends had come and seen Phil’s new predicament. His daughter appeared from the crowd of girls and stood opposite him like another reflection. He immediately wanted to apologize. He wasn’t just invading her privacy by becoming her literal doppelgänger; he was also feeling the echoes of her emotions in that moment, which swirled to shock and amusement straight back to hatred. It was truthfully disturbing, and not something he would ever volunteer to take part in.


  But he couldn’t even apologize. This was dumb luck. He hadn’t asked for any of this.


  A couple girls were snickering. Others seemed repulsed.


  “Great,” Abbie said while eyeing the new teenager in the house. “Now what? We’re supposed to understand our differences and get along, like in Freaky Friday? I’m still pissed at you, Dad.”


  “I’m not sure,” Phil said. “I’m still figuring this out.”


  Abbie just rolled her eyes and left, leading the other girls with her. Teagan was the last to leave—but not before pointing and laughing at Phil on the way out.


  “Karma,” she said.


  I guess so, he thought.


  Rosalee also laughed when she came up the stairs, ruining any sympathetic response Phil had hoped for from his own wife. It didn’t help his confidence that she was now taller than him by a couple inches, with Abbie being five-foot-four. He had never thought his own daughter was tiny; she was appropriately sized for a teenage girl. But having to experience that perspective was a real shock to the system. His wife patting him on the head made his skin crawl.


  “Well, aren’t you adorable,” she said, continuing to smile like his life was currently a very pleasant comedy. “Now where’s my husband at?”


  “Real funny,” Phil said, crossing his arms. “I can’t believe this. Why me?” He wondered if being transformed into a copy of his wife would’ve been more enjoyable. At least he still would’ve looked old enough to hit the liquor store.


  “It’s random, honey.”


  “Doesn’t feel random,” he pouted.


  “Well,” she said, taking a sip from the glass of red wine she was holding, “maybe this will be a fresh opportunity for you to walk a mile in your daughter’s shoes.”


  Hilarious, he thought, especially since he was actually wearing a copy of his daughter’s shoes right now. What a dumb idiom.


  Ultimately, Phil knew he had to move on with his life, no matter what his body looked like. The Venus Phenomenon was something out of his control. But within his control was to at least act like the man of the house and stop mourning over the temporary loss of his body. It would return. In 584 days. From some pocket dimension, or whatever.


  God, this was unreal. The phenomenon, his new body. It was like a damn nightmare.


  The news that night led with the Venus Phenomenon as its main story, and accounts from all over town about guys turning into copies of the women in their close proximity. Even one of the camera operators in the newsroom had transformed into a clone of the female news anchor, and there was a funny skit of him taking over for her after a commercial break. Although he bumbled through some of his lines, he looked and acted the part fairly well. Everyone was laughing. Even Rosalee got a kick from it.


  This isn’t funny, Phil kept thinking. Random people being transformed all over the planet was a serious deal! Why weren’t they more upset?


  His mood continued to be in the dumpster all evening. While his wife was getting ready for bed, Phil had his face in the pillow. He’d been crying again, and the pillowcase was smeared with his tears and snot.


  He knew he wasn’t usually this emotional. It had to be Abbie. He was feeling the echoes of her mood, and how unhappy she was after his birthday announcement. This sucked.


  “Feeling any better?” Rosalee asked when she returned in her nightgown.


  “No,” Phil complained into the pillow. He slowly sat up and wiped his long hair out of his eyes. “I feel terrible. And I know Abbie is upset, which is making me upset, but I can’t, like, get my mood out of this rut. Any positive emotion I feel is immediately shut down by her sadness.”


  Unfazed by this description, Rosalee sat on the edge of the bed. “Well, honey, you should’ve thought more carefully about ruining her nineteenth birthday.”


  “I didn’t ruin any—ugh. Never mind. We’ve talked about this enough. The new job is for her best interest, whether she realizes it or not.” Phil stood up and began removing his tank top. He figured he ought to get ready for bed too.


  Rosalee snapped her fingers and pointed toward the bathroom. “Hey. In there. Respect our daughter’s privacy. And close your eyes when you change your clothes.”


  “Seriously?” Phil said, before being somewhat surprised by his teenage-like response. “But, how will I take a shower?”


  “You can close your eyes for that too, honey.”


  Phil just shook his head, thinking how long the next year and a half was going to be.
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  Phil came into the office the next day wearing one of his wife’s business suits. She’d initially tried to force him into a knee-length skirt. He’d rather show up bare-ass naked! What next? High heels? Pantyhose? He was embarrassed as it was on the GO-EZ ride and his stroll into the building. Everything felt completely off: the swish of the fabric around his legs, the tightness of his wife’s pants trying to contain their daughter’s slightly larger hips, the subtle bounce his chest made with every footfall. He was still wearing the sports bra from last night. He’d never taken it off. It was comfy enough, and it did the job. Why change?


  Fortunately no one recognized him. Or at least they didn’t say so. He received looks—probably because he looked like a teenager wearing her mother’s clothes. In other words, ridiculous. Which was precisely how he felt.


  Everyone else deals with this just fine, he reminded himself, with a check to make sure his ponytail was still tied and tight. Hair ties, what a godsend!


  Phil had the elevator alone. He checked the newest decoration on his wrist: the synchronometer, a gift from Rosalee’s brother. It very much resembled a slim-styled watch, but the readout was only a double-digit number. Currently it said 68. The device was calibrated to measure the likeness between him and his daughter, and the scale was from zero to a hundred. Anything in the sixties came with concurrent memories and shared emotions.


  He could attest to that. He had a recent memory of Abbie driving to the gas station and filling up this morning, despite never witnessing her leave the house. She was currently on her computer. Her throat was still slightly warm from the hot tea she was drinking. He felt the tightness of her bra, the weight of her unbound hair, the irritation of an eyelash—which she then fixed. It was freaky how his mind was linked to hers, but not the other way around.


  He never saw everything. For instance, the time between her trip to the convenience store and now was total darkness. On the other hand, he could remember Abbie breaking her ankle in a soccer match a few years ago, and actually recall being hauled to the hospital by himself and Rosalee, and all the pain she’d felt.


  God, it was strange!


  And a kiss from Nicholas. And a conversation she’d had with Teagan about how to properly put on a condom. And a memory from eighth grade when she’d tripped and fallen into her own tray of food in the school cafeteria. He had wondered why she was upset that day.


  All sorts of pieces from her life. Fragmented echoes.


  It was hard not to get drawn into them.


  Phil made it up to his floor, where his stealthy entrance came to an end. His secretary, Maria Carlson, saw him approaching.


  “I know,” he said as she was opening her mouth, and then covering her mouth. Her wide eyes continued her reaction. “So, about that whole Venus Phenomenon thing…”


  “Mr. Molina! Oh my goodness.” And then she laughed too. That was a common theme with this event. Everybody thought it was hilarious. “You’re a bit younger. And smaller.”


  “Don’t remind me,” Phil said. “What’s the news around the building? Anyone else affected by this thing?”


  “Not that I’m aware of.”


  “Terrific. Just me, huh?”


  She nodded. “Is it Abbie?”


  “Yeah. During her birthday party.”


  She smiled brightly. “How is she handling this? Is she thrilled to have a new sister?”


  “Of course,” Phil lied.


  “Well, if you need a tour of the ladies’ restroom later on, you just let me know, Mr. Molina.”


  Jesus, Phil thought. I have to use the ladies’ restroom now too!


  He wanted to lock himself in his office and scream.


  Phil avoided seeing coworkers and bosses all morning, opting to skip his break and communicate with internal personnel through email only. Sometimes he could last five whole minutes without remembering that he was a nineteen-year-old twin of his own daughter. Or that he had breasts. Or that he would have periods, whenever those awful things cropped up. Since he and Abbie were in sync, he knew her last period was two weeks ago, and he could readily visualize where her tampons were stored in her bathroom cabinet.


  Approaching lunch, he began to feel depressed again. That pounding anger kept coming back, causing his temples to ache. In his mind, he kept witnessing replays of the birthday party—only the memory was of him seated down and an asshole delivering that life-destroying news. He wanted to wring his own neck.


  It was unbearable. Being her father, his instinct was to soothe her mood as he would if they were having a real conversation, but of course the telepathy was a one-way street. And so his head continued to ache and pang with the emotions of two different people.


  But mostly hers.


  Her displeasure wore him down until he couldn’t focus on work.


  Phil made sure Maria had taken her own lunch before he sneaked out toward the floor’s restrooms—and recognized that he belonged in the women’s after an initial misstep toward the men’s. The inside was mostly identical to what the other gender was offered, minus some absent urinals. He hurried into a stall, locked the door, and seated himself, as was the necessary routine now.


  “Shit,” he whispered to himself, over the sounds of his new plumbing passing out the contents of his bladder, long and noisily. “Why can’t you be happier about this, Abbie? What did I do wrong?”


  He sat there for a time, contemplating his job offer while avoiding the task of grabbing a wad of toilet paper.


  Eventually, he settled on calling his wife.


  She picked up after a few rings.


  “Honey?” he said.


  “Phil? Goodness, I thought it was Abbie at first. Is something wrong? You sound distressed.”


  “I can’t handle this. My work is piling up because our daughter is still upset about the news.” He swallowed nervously. “Can you talk to her? I need her to feel better about this, so I can concentrate.”


  “Talk to her yourself,” Rosalee told him.


  “I can’t.”


  “Why not?”


  Phil sighed. “Please? I’ll…I’ll make it up to you. Somehow.”


  But his wife was not persuaded. After a pause, she said, “She has a right to be upset, Phil. I believe you’ll just have to tough it out.”


  In the silence afterward, he realized that was the only assistance she was going to provide. Tough it out. Jesus! He was the primary income-earner in the family; he needed a clear head in order to do his job properly and efficiently. In the long run, Abbie’s emotions could be a serious detriment to his job performance.


  But he didn’t mention any of that. He knew his patriarchal tone would draw Rosalee into a longer argument.


  So he hung up and called Abbie.


  She answered without a greeting.


  “Hey, baby girl,” he said. His heart was thrumming as hers was. “Listen. Um. I’m sorry about the news. I didn’t anticipate your negative reaction. But I need you to clear your head. Try to feel better, okay? With this Venus crap linking our minds, it’s hard for me to—”


  “Me clear my head?” She snorted. “What, I can’t think about certain things without your approval now?”


  He sensed this conversation was riling her up. “I know how it sounds—”


  “Clearly you don’t.”


  “Just relax. Please. I need to focus on work.”


  The silence stretched. Then she said, “Is this like Fight Club? I can make you feel like shit whenever I want to?”


  Mood change. Now a ray of happiness was shining into her mind. That worried him a little.


  “Kind of. Look, we’ll talk about the news more later. For now, can you just feel a little more positive?”


  “Anything for you, Dad. Love you!”


  It was dripping with sarcasm, but for now she seemed to be in better spirits from their conversation. Phil told his daughter goodbye while a weight vanished off his shoulders.


  The synchronization was a little incoherent. He had sensed her answering the phone, even felt her hand gripping the object itself. She was inside. Somewhere. The flashes of her surroundings didn’t match anything at home.


  Phil realized he was squinting. As if it would help the concurrent sensory information be more understandable. He felt stupid.


  He’d been in the restroom for almost twenty minutes. He decided to head back to the office.


  Before he could separate his plush rear from the now-warmed toilet seat, Phil felt a ghostly caress across the left region of his chest. He flinched back so suddenly that his shoulder blade banged against the porcelain tank. He was absolutely frozen as the eerie sensation seemed to slide and tickle the small mound of flesh bound up in his sports bra.


  He watched the bump in his blouse where his left breast was. There was nothing there.


  But that feeling of solid contact persisted. And when he put his hand there, he felt how hard the nipple was underneath, as if trying to tear through his layers of clothing.


  Then came a glimpse in his mind: he witnessed a hand on his daughter’s chest, and he tasted the slobbery lips of the boy she was making out with.


  Nicholas! Dammit!


  Phil hastily called his wife again.


  “She’s making out with Nicholas!” he blurted. “I can see it in my mind. And it’s like I’m there, and he’s making out with me, and ugh.”


  “And?” Rosalee said. “Abbie is an adult woman. And remember this invasion of privacy thing we talked about?”


  “It’s not an invasion of privacy. I can literally feel his tongue in my mouth.” Among other sensations, like the coolness of the air on his skin as Abbie’s clothes were removed.


  She was rubbing his crotch.


  He could feel it expanding in his underwear. The hardness, the throbbing, all of it.


  “Honey, I can’t help you. You know how this Venus Phenomenon works.”


  Yeah, he thought. Tough it out. Roger.


  Phil ended the call with no solution for his dual-vision, boy-kissing problem. Worse than that were the reactions of his own body. His hard nipples were only the first side effect of Abbie demonstrating her love to her boyfriend; the next result involved a steadily flourishing warmth in Phil’s lower abdomen.


  Their libidos were in sync too.


  He checked his synchronometer. The value had bumped up to 70.


  God almighty, he thought while heading back to his office and trying to ignore the embracing, kissing, and fondling in his mind, delivered as unavoidable visions like a television he couldn’t turn off. Nicholas was very energetic, and Phil found himself stumbling several times as those ghostly sensations began to ghostly thrust.
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  The weekend saw Phil lounging on his bed while seldom participating in the Discord chat on his phone. The topic among his coworkers was, like every other spring weekend, all about their fantasy basketball teams. That Phil was even logged in was purely ritual; he hadn’t devoted much interest to his line-up since the Venus Phenomenon had whisked his body away to whereabouts unknown. And he genuinely didn’t feel much interest in the games this afternoon, nor which players should remain on his fictional bench.


  Abbie had never been interested in basketball. Maybe that was why. Those apathetic sentiments toward sports were bleeding into Phil’s mind, like the rest of her emotions. And no matter how much he tried to elevate his mood over possibly trouncing his coworkers, the excitement just wasn’t there.


  He put down his phone and looked at his girlish fingernails again. A wristband had appeared next to the synchronometer overnight—a decoration frequently found on his daughter’s wrist, and physical evidence of their ongoing synchronization.


  All the documentation about the Venus Phenomenon said it was normal for jewelry to come and go. Clothes too. But so far he’d only seen the wristband.


  Phil was lying on his stomach with his feet pointed toward the ceiling. Abbie always lounged like this when they used to play weekly board games. He recalled a faint feeling of joy when she came back from a huge deficit in Monopoly to bankrupt them all. She couldn’t have been older than fourteen in that memory.


  He was wearing one of her Scooby-Doo nightshirts and drawstring-style shorts. Almost on autopilot, he had gone into her bedroom and assembled the outfit himself. He couldn’t explain why her clothes were so appealing, other than they were reasonably comfy.


  He wondered if he should shave his legs instead of watching his coworkers argue over who had the better shooting average. Abbie usually did on weekends.


  Or paint his toenails? They were looking rough.


  Maybe Teagan wanted to hang out.


  Phil checked his synchronometer again. The similarity to his daughter was now valued at 73. The number had gradually been on the climb all week.


  “Damn,” he muttered, wondering what would happen if his and his daughter’s synchronicity was at eighty, or even ninety. Would he even want to go to work? Would he start viewing his wife as his mother? Those possibilities seemed scary as hell.


  Phil closed out of Discord, yawned, and got up. He ambled through the empty house toward the kitchen. It was a little early for lunch, but the copy of his daughter’s stomach was empty and starving.


  The problem was, his diet had also been a victim to their high synchronicity.


  Normally he wouldn’t have had a problem putting together a basic ham-and-cheese sandwich. But the thought of consuming ham—and all meat and poultry—made his stomach turn.


  Because Abbie was a vegetarian.


  Phil frowned as he shoved the ham back into the fridge. Shivering from the cool air, his eyes perused the options, including the leftovers of pineapple pizza. It agreed with Abbie’s diet, but it didn’t sound all that appetizing. Eventually he settled on making a salad, with his hands retrieving all the ingredients automatically: chopped romaine lettuce, cherry tomatoes, cucumbers, green olives, and Italian dressing. He chose the proportions from memory and whipped everything together.


  The result was pretty tasty! He couldn’t recall the last time a salad had been his whole meal. But his stomach was smaller now, and it filled him right up.


  While cleaning after his lunch, he contended with a burst of new and ongoing memories.


  Abbie hadn’t told him where she was heading this morning, but she need not to; he saw the sprawled-out campus of Oakbrook University almost as clearly as she did. A tour guide was leading a small group of prospective students around, showing them the halls and dorm rooms and everything that the college had to offer. It was very comprehensive.


  She was elated about all this.


  Phil didn’t believe her for a second, though. It was just an act. She was manipulating his emotions via their synchronicity and trying to make him feel guilty about moving fifteen hundred miles away. If he felt her adoration for Oakbrook, then maybe he wouldn’t want to move to Denver either.


  Smart.


  But it wouldn’t work. He possessed a copy of his daughter’s body, but he wasn’t his daughter, despite his new appetite for salads.


  And—


  Right then, Phil experienced a memory of something slipping into Abbie’s underwear drawer; he felt the crispness of the paper and the aura of secrecy surrounding the document.


  What? he wondered.


  He headed into his daughter’s bedroom and opened her top dresser drawer, revealing her bras and underwear. With this new memory instructing him, he reached beyond the garments and extracted the paper from the far corner, where it had been purposefully hidden.


  He unfolded it.


  It was an acceptance letter into Oakbrook University.


  Why had she not told him? Was she scared? Their linked minds might have alerted Phil to the existence of this letter, but he couldn’t sense the answers.


  He read the message several times, feeling an echo of his daughter’s pride when she had first opened the letter herself. It almost brought him to tears.


  An SUV pulled into the driveway. Rosalee was home. The acceptance letter was the first thing Phil greeted her with when she walked in.


  “You know what this is?” he asked, raising it with his girlish hand.


  Rosalee only glanced at the document before slinging sacks of groceries off her arm.


  Phil’s eyes might’ve been slightly nearsighted like his daughter’s, but he could still read his wife’s mind just fine. She recognized it.


  “You didn’t tell me,” he said.


  “She didn’t want you to know yet,” she explained simply.


  “Why?” This time, Phil wasn’t teary-eyed because of Abbie’s college acceptance. He genuinely felt hurt and outcast by his own family.


  Rosalee stood in front of him and looked down at him. He didn’t think it was meant to intimidate him, but he felt puny in that moment regardless. “Oakbrook requires every student to live on campus. She wasn’t ready to tell you that she’d be moving out.”


  Phil shrugged and spouted, “How come?”


  Rosalee cracked a smile. “Now I know Abbie’s mind is affecting you, honey. You sound like a crabby teenager.”


  “No, I’m not. I’m her father, and I have a right to know.”


  She began putting away her groceries, perishables first. “She thinks you’re too overprotective. Abbie is a grown woman, but all you see is the little girl you watched Saturday morning cartoons with.”


  He remembered that. From both perspectives. And his own arm coming around his tiny shoulders, holding him tightly while they laughed at the silly cartoon characters.


  “I’m not overprotective,” he objected softly. “I’m just not.”


  “Oh? And who was flipping out on the phone a couple days ago about Abbie having an intimate moment with her boyfriend? And who still insisted that she have a curfew up until a month ago? You would’ve never let our daughter stay away at college, because you’re afraid that she can be an independent person.”


  Phil’s body slumped. These accusations hurt like punches. That sense of defeat was compounded by having echoes of Abbie’s memories; he felt her fear when she had hidden away the letter inside her dresser.


  But overprotective? That was a damning word.


  God, he really didn’t know.


  Everything was clashing. The combination of his and his daughter’s emotions made him dizzy.


  Maybe Rosalee was right. But Denver was still happening.
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  The small, light-blue house was exactly where he expected to find it—thanks to his daughter’s memories. It was located in a reasonably nice neighborhood, no junked cars sitting in driveways or hedges long past upkeep and overgrowing their owners’ lots. Phil parked his Mercedes-Benz at the curb and got out. In his mind, a pair of feet exactly like his had made the trip from the curb to the door a dozen times, but he wasn’t his daughter.


  As a parent he was nervous. As a weird combination of himself and Abbie, with fragments of a teenage girl’s emotions and desires, he was sort of excited.


  He hoped that would pass.


  A check to his synchronometer showed an even higher number: 76.


  Yikes.


  It would always fluctuate. But he really wished it would fluctuate down, so he could have a sound mind for what he was about to do.


  He jabbed his finger into the doorbell.


  Following a few seconds of trying to purge any and all teen-daughter predispositions about who would answer the door, he was greeted by a somewhat lanky teenager with an impressively unkempt mop of dark hair wearing an oversized LAKERS T-shirt.


  “Hey, I wasn’t exp—oh.” Nicholas’s joyful expression disappeared in a millisecond when he saw Phil’s face. He cleared his throat. “Mr. Molina. Um, what are you doing here?”


  Phil’s eyes saw lips he could remember the taste of; his gaze traveled down a body that was naked in his mind. And when he looked at Nicholas’s crotch, he remembered all the details of that too. Even the sounds from his throat when they’d had sex a couple days ago.


  Er, Abbie’s throat, rather.


  But it might as well have been his throat in the memories.


  Phil was suddenly feverish. He swayed as if two battling personalities were trying to take control of his body.


  “Mr. Molina?” Nicholas asked.


  “Sorry,” Phil said, rubbing his head. “This Venus thing is challenging to deal with. I have a lot of my daughter’s memories, and she likes you a lot.”


  “Oh. Yeah. Uh. We get along pretty well.”


  “I’ve seen that,” Phil said with a smirk. “More than I wanted.”


  Nicholas invited him inside. Fortunately, it appeared that the boy’s parents were out and they had the house to themselves. Phil then remembered that his parents worked a lot. Nicholas also planned to attend Oakbrook next year. Abbie and he were trying to get at least three classes together. She struggled with math, so it was important to have Nicholas alongside her. He’d been helping her with schoolwork for all of her senior year, and even before. That’s how they had wound up on their first date.


  He seemed very sweet.


  From Abbie’s point of view.


  Phil, on the other hand, wasn’t here to judge Abbie’s boyfriend. He had come to establish his unwavering opinion toward the upcoming move to Denver, and maybe get Nicholas to help out a little.


  They sat down on the sofa. Nicholas kept his distance.


  “I know this is weird,” Phil said. “I don’t want to freak you out more than I have to.”


  “It’s cool, Mr. Molina,” Nicholas replied. “I mean, it could have been worse.”


  “I’ll be quick. You know we plan to move, right?”


  Nicholas nodded. “Abbie told me.”


  “Good. Well…” He could feel something like his heart being crushed. The next words were more difficult to get out than he anticipated. “That’s still the plan. And I need her to realize that. Can you help me out a little? Please?”


  It seemed to require a moment for Nicholas to process the request. “You want me to break up with her?” he asked, looking shocked. “Just for you? That sounds pathetic.”


  It is pathetic, Phil’s own mind agreed. But it was the only idea he had. If Abbie lost her attachments to this town, she would be more willing to pack up and find new friends elsewhere. To Phil, it seemed like a sure solution. Even easier than those math problems his daughter frequently sought Nicholas’s help on.


  He sat for a time, mulling over his decision. Neither of them said anything.


  In his mind, he saw his own house. Abbie had finished her tour of Oakbrook and returned home. Overall, her opinion of the college leaned toward very positive. She liked the dormitories and the cafeteria with all its food options—including a dedicated vegetarian menu every weekday. She was even more certain of her choice to attend, although it was still unofficial.


  She was in her bedroom now. That same drawer was open.


  Changing? No. Her hands were riffling through the undergarments.


  They found something long and cylindrical.


  With batteries.


  “No-no-no,” Phil whispered, powerless to stop what he was seeing in his mind. “Abbie, put that vibrator away. This isn’t the time.”


  But of course she couldn’t hear him. And even if she could, who’s to say she would care? Phil felt the ghostly removal of his shirt; he flinched and grabbed his torso as if to stop the clothing from coming off, but on him it was still there. His daughter’s fingers unclasped the button of her denim jeans. And then a buzzing sound began to echo in his skull.


  Miles away from this, Phil clenched his fists, fighting to suppress the warmth in his loins.


  Not again, he thought.


  “Mr. Molina?” Nicholas asked. “You okay?”


  Phil looked at Abbie’s boyfriend, who was also a central figure in Abbie’s mind right now, only with fewer clothes than were presently on his tall, skinny frame. He felt like an innocent bystander caught in the river of their sexual attraction, and he didn’t like what he saw downstream.


  Don’t, he pleaded to her. I can’t take this.


  Nicholas was pretty cute, though. He had those gangly arms that were perfect for cuddling. And of course there was his dick.


  Abbie kept fantasizing about it, imagining that the plastic rubbing against her crotch was the real deal. And when the vibrator slipped inside her, she pictured Nicholas atop her, giving her what she craved and her arms holding on tight.


  Phil began to crave it too.


  It went against his love for his wife. It made him question his sanity.


  But Phil hadn’t been himself for a few days now. And today on this couch, he felt the least like himself he’d ever been. Right now, his mind was that of a horny teenager’s.


  He lunged forward, clumsily smacking his lips into Nicholas’s mouth before getting his hands on the boy’s cheeks and stabilizing them both. And it was like a dam burst; all of his daughter’s arousal was his arousal. The warmth and tingles in his loins were now coursing through his entire body, and he was trembling from how badly he wanted every inch of Abbie’s boyfriend right now.


  Ten seconds into the smooch, he pulled away and covered his mouth in shock.


  Nicholas, similarly, stared back with a stunned expression.


  “I’m sorry,” Phil apologized. “I’m so sorry. My daughter really likes you and…”


  Nicholas chuckled. “It’s okay, Mr. Molina. I don’t blame you. When my uncle turned into his wife a few years ago, they, like, started having threesomes with—”


  Phil kissed him again. Then he pulled back.


  “Shit. I’m sorry again. I can’t help myself.”


  Nicholas yanked off his shirt. Any prior reservations about being intimate with his girlfriend’s new twin appeared to be gone, never mind that Phil was really a man in his mid-forties. But as he feasted his eyes on the boy’s surprisingly toned abdomen, he felt like a lucky girl about to get herself some afternoon delight.


  Phil locked lips with Nicholas again, and this time there was no backing out from what felt inevitable. Back home, Abbie was merely fantasizing; here, those fantasies were reality. He was so desperate that he forced Nicholas back into the corner of the couch, literally just throwing himself into the boy’s chest and not caring where they wound up. Big, strong hands removed his T-shirt. But the sports bra Phil handled himself.


  His fingers struggled. He was moving so fast; he was trying to rush while his daughter was in this state of mind, and her libido was sky high.


  The bra flew off.


  For the first time, Phil gave his new breasts more than a fleeting glance. The small, firm mounds perfectly embodied his youth. His nipples, however, were somewhat disproportionately large—and very erect, as they jutted forth off deeply pink areolas that themselves were a little swollen.


  Nicholas may have hesitated for a second, but the vigor with which he latched his mouth to one was very much in line with Phil’s sporadic memories of his daughter’s sexual affairs. Phil arched himself forward, grinding his butt into his partner’s lap. Nicholas squeezed Phil’s ass cheeks, bringing him even closer.


  “Mmm,” Phil moaned, to the combination of his teenage ass getting groped and a tongue eagerly flicking across his sensitive nipple. If there had been any unwillingness before, it was gone now. He was caught in the clutches of full-on lust.


  His hand petted Nicholas as if to keep encouraging him, while the boy’s mouth swapped sides. God, that was so wonderful! Phil’s body was just thrumming with a kind of sexual electricity, and all Nicholas was doing was sucking on his boobs.


  Then it was Nicholas’s turn to take charge. Phil giggled as he was tossed aside with no effort whatsoever, his light body bouncing into the sofa. Nicholas whipped off the drawstring shorts with one motion of his arm, and suddenly Phil was down to his panties.


  The wetness down there was abundant. He could feel his new anatomy warming and dampening while the forecast for intercourse looked increasingly likely.


  Nicholas moved with a clear objective, a threesome of lithe fingers grasping Phil’s basic white panties—which showed their ability for absorbency. But rather than being pulled downward, they were stretched in the opposite direction. Phil drew in a sudden breath as the damp cotton was drawn taut over his female mound and eventually slipped between the outer lips of his vulva, exposing both like a frontal wedgie. He could feel his clitoris caught underneath, throbbing like he had never known clitorises could.


  “Whoa-oh,” he breathed out.


  Nicholas lowered his face to Phil’s groin, and a tongue stretched toward his slit.


  He was so nervous during this that the entire moment seemed wholly illogical; he was thinking of his wife at home and all the wonderful times he had made love to her, how that intimacy had produced a daughter, and how having a teenage boy licking his crotch was not in line with his unshakable heterosexuality! But the synchronicity with Abbie pushed away any doubts. According to his daughter’s memories, the sight of Nicholas going down on a pussy was not only within expectations but common practice.


  Phil found himself grabbing a knot of Nicholas’s hair.


  Abbie frequently did that too.


  Yes, he thought, as his female body shuddered with pleasure.


  As a teenage girl, he was astonished by how far he could bend his legs up—or the limitations of age had made him forget his own flexibility when he’d been in high school. Nevertheless, he heard himself giggle as he interlocked his fingers with his toes, causing his pubic mound to bulge outward more.


  Nicholas never relented.


  Phil was panting after a minute or two of that tongue thrashing across his pussy, and the panties repeatedly sliding across his ready-to-burst clit.


  Everything between his legs was so warm; every stroke of that tongue caused him to shake more violently.


  “Fuuuu—” he gasped, his jaw dropping and a gob of drool spilling out. “Mm! That’s so—mm! Oh!”


  Nicholas moved on top, and Phil received the kiss he knew was coming. A tongue snaked into his mouth, and it contained a tangy new flavor: his pussy! He sucked and moaned, feeling so turned on that his daughter’s boyfriend had just eaten him out and then shared the juice.


  In his mind, Abbie was going faster and harder on herself.


  Phil hoped Rosalee wasn’t close by. He didn’t want any interruptions!


  Again, his own actions surprised him: his hands operated seemingly of their own accord, seeking out Nicholas’s jeans and smoothly undoing the snap and zipper, despite Phil never having taken another man’s pants off. They both hurried—Phil nearly tearing his way through the denim, Nicholas hopping and shimmying to continue their passion uninterrupted.


  Their underwear joined the pile of discarded clothing.


  Phil wasn’t even thinking about his marriage then, or that he was making love to his daughter’s boyfriend. In fact, he and Abbie didn’t feel so separate. Their attraction was real. Their love was real. And the desire to have a hard cock inside him wasn’t anything to fret over, because most of his mind and body belonged to a nineteen-year-old girl.


  If he’d had a chance to look at his synchronometer, he was certain he’d find a higher number.


  No time now!


  Phil wrapped his arms around Nicholas as they embraced for the next phase. They were both shaking and sweating, needing each other so badly that they could barely contain it.


  This was an arousal Phil hadn’t experienced in decades.


  Something prodded his lower lips, and he gasped slightly. It wasn’t even inside, but the moment was so close that the anticipation alone was making his loins burn hotter.


  Then, with a little hands-on assistance, Nicholas pushed in.


  Phil’s arms slid even tighter around his lover, as they perceived the boy’s upper-body muscles flexing. He felt tiny in that moment—dwindled by the loss of more inches and pounds, giving him the impression of being even smaller and weaker underneath Nicholas’s long, muscular frame.


  That hardness in his pussy drove deeper.


  How perfect they were, how so wonderfully and erotically compatible.


  Phil hadn’t said anything throughout this, and he continued to be silent as he stared up into Nicholas’s eyes.


  “You okay?” he asked.


  Phil nodded, and even smiled. He was more than okay right now. Having the female role in sex made the moment infinitely more intimate and exhilarating—possibly due to the relative newness compared to his love as a faithful husband, possibly because there was a physical piece of Nicholas inside him and it made him feel more connected.


  In any case, Phil’s glee externalized itself as soft moans when Nicholas began moving back and forth. With Abbie so lost in her fantasies, Phil was more emotionally vulnerable. He squeezed Nicholas tightly, pulling him down even closer so that not a millimeter of space separated their abdomens. Phil wanted everything; he wished he had a dozen arms so he could touch Nicholas everywhere at once, and a dozen noses so he could drink in his musk.


  He was very gentle. Because Abbie preferred the sensual aspect of intercourse more than the physical sensations, and Nicholas had listened well.


  I can’t believe I’m doing this, Phil thought, with a few seconds of self-reflection amid the thrusting and repeated insertions inside his tight pussy.


  He still sensed the willpower to abandon this, albeit deeply buried.


  But he let it remain there.


  Now Phil had lost sense of Abbie. It was probably for the best; he didn’t much enjoy spying on his daughter in private. He pondered if perhaps her retreat to her bedroom had been intentional, to overwhelm his mind. But she couldn’t have known where Phil was. And, realistically, she probably wouldn’t have taken the news too well that her own father had slept with her boyfriend.


  Which made Phil certain that he was acting alone on this.


  That was both frightening and thrilling.


  Their pace quickened. Phil’s lower abdomen began to feel warmer still, and there was even a tightness in his loins that reminded him of a building male orgasm. Every action henceforth became an effort to increase that warmth and tightness. Even as a girl, he had that sense of needing release. It wasn’t as overpowering as its male counterpart, but the instinct overlapped with what he knew well.


  Harder. Faster. More.


  Phil began thrusting his pelvis in reverse to Nicholas, to quicken their tempo and achieve a more-satisfying lunge into his wet depths. The whole ride was so rich with details: his quivering ass, his jiggling breasts, their exchange in sweat as their bodies slid together. But most erotic of all was the sound of Nicholas’s respiration. That huffing, grunting strain as he pushed himself toward climax.


  “I want it,” Phil blurted. “Mm! Make me come! Make me come!”


  And then it hit, like a flashfire along Phil’s spine and an explosion between his legs. He launched himself upward, the orgasm vibrating his entire body. Simultaneously, Nicholas gave a deep, successful holler and pulled out seconds before his erection emptied its copious gift all over Phil’s heaving midsection.


  Phil attached himself back to his partner with all four limbs, and they rolled on the sofa while he felt Nicholas’s hard-on repeatedly pulse and shoot out its load between their sandwiched bodies.


  Never had a climax felt so well-earned, and never had Phil been so joyful after the peak. His mind and body continued to tingle as he lied atop his daughter’s boyfriend.


  He had a clear-enough mind to realize that the love he felt was not his own.


  But even though it belonged to someone else, it was authentic.


  And it pained him greatly to imagine himself as its destroyer.


  “Hey, you all right?” Nicholas asked, running his fingers through Phil’s long, dark hair.


  Phil realized he had begun crying. Mostly he was embarrassed at himself for following up their fantastic sex with pathetic tears. He was a grown-ass man.


  “I’m sorry,” he sniffled. “I finally see it now.”


  “See what?”


  “I can’t take Abbie away from you. I’d forever be a monster.” He laughed in between wiping his eyes. “I can’t even imagine me leaving you. This damn Venus Phenomenon is making me think we should take a shower and go out to eat.”


  Nicholas smiled. “I think only Abbie and I should do that.”


  “Yeah. You should.”


  “But I’m always here for you. If, you know, you want to hang out. Or even do more of what we just did.”


  Phil rested his chin on the boy’s collarbone, reveling in this dreamlike moment. What a world, he thought. The general advice of medical professionals was that people affected by the Venus Phenomenon should not have their urges ridiculed or impeded. They would say that Phil’s and Nicholas’s sex was perfectly normal, and Phil was only acting as his heterosexual nineteen-year-old daughter would.


  But, on the other hand, he did not wish to tell Rosalee or Abbie that he had just participated in extramarital sex.


  So he and Nicholas agreed to keep this a secret.
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  Phil anxiously rubbed his legs. It was one of his daughter’s tics for nervousness, inherited by their synchronization. He could recall many times in the classroom—usually before a major test—whenever the habit would crop up. It reminded him that he was currently wearing pantyhose. Abbie was generally indifferent toward the undergarment, but it was Rosalee who had taught Phil that pantyhose can conceal leg hair. Or maybe she was just coming up with a reason why he should wear more of her clothes. It was possible.


  He was learning a lot from the ladies in his family.


  Especially that he should start listening to them more often.


  After a lengthy wait, the face of the company’s branch manager, Doug Greene, appeared in the FaceTime window on his laptop. Phil instinctively smiled. Abbie always smiled when she was speaking to an authoritative figure, like a teacher; she’d utilized it successfully to talk her way up to a better grade and extend an assignment’s due date.


  You go, Abbie, Phil thought proudly.


  Greene blinked a few times, and then he chuckled. “Forgive me,” he said. “I forgot you were looking a little different now, Phil.” He squinted at the camera. “Even eyeliner, huh?”


  “Yeah,” Phil replied. “Company dress code. I can’t look too haggard, you know. And I like the way I look with darker lashes.” He batted them for emphasis.


  Greene made a noncommittal sound. “What’s this about? I have to be quick. Got a meeting in ten.”


  “It’s about my promotion,” Phil said.


  “Right. You got everything packed away? They’re looking forward to getting you settled in next week. You’ll do the company proud out west.”


  Phil took a deep breath. “Sir, I’ve been thinking. I’m not sure this is the right move for me. I risk never being able to talk to my daughter again if I take her away from this town. And I finally understand that now. I guess you can say I needed to walk a mile in her shoes, as the expression…”


  Greene was looking at him funny. Phil wondered if the connection had been interrupted, but then he noticed the branch manager’s eyebrow inching higher.


  Someone must’ve turned on the air conditioner, because Phil was suddenly feeling a cool breeze.


  “What are you wearing?” Greene asked.


  “I’m wearing—” a blouse, he was going to say. One of his wife’s. But then he looked down and saw he wasn’t wearing a blouse at all, or anything remotely considered to be appropriate for the office.


  He had on a green bikini. In his mind, his daughter was dressed in an identical set of swimwear, basking in springtime’s preview of the summer heat in their backyard. Funnily, his first opinion was that he agreed with Abbie’s decision; it was a good opportunity to work on her tan, and he’d be doing the same if not for certain income-related obligations.


  “Excuse me for a second,” Phil said, getting up from the chair.


  His work outfit was totally gone. Even the pantyhose he’d been rubbing his fingers on minutes ago had vanished.


  The synchronometer was still on his wrist. Its readout now identified his and Abbie’s synchronicity to be at 79, which was easily within the realm of spontaneous clothing disappearance. Rosalee had talked about similar incidents happening to her brother. Once, he’d appeared stark naked at his teaching job because his wife had been in the middle of a shower. Then, three months later, the clothes he’d been wearing that day appeared on their bathroom floor. Freaky stuff.


  Phil wondered where his had gone and if he’d ever see them again.


  He hoped his wife wasn’t too upset.


  Not having any alternatives, he poked his head out his office door and whispered at Maria. Her eyes widened when she noticed his new swimsuit.


  “Hey,” he said. “So, funny thing. My clothes just got sucked into the black void. May I borrow your jacket? I’m on a video call, and I need a little more than a bikini.”


  “Of course,” she said, before standing up to remove the garment in need.


  Phil figured he could tilt his laptop up a little so Greene didn’t see his lack of a skirt. This synchronization crap was a pain in the butt.


  He took the jacket from his secretary and started putting it on. Abbie’s frame was a good deal smaller than Maria’s, so there was no issue with coverage. However, as Phil was arranging it over his bikini-clad torso, something happened that he should have foreseen.


  It disappeared right off his body!


  No sound. It just blinked right out of existence.


  “Oh,” he said, patting his nude skin. “Shit. I’m sorry. Cancel that plan.”


  “Where’d it go, Mr. Molina?” Maria asked.


  “Possibly another dimension. Just write me a note and I’ll buy you another one.”


  Phil ducked back into his office, leaving his secretary perplexed.


  So that was no good. The synchronization was duplicating his daughter’s outfits as much as it was her physical body. With that in mind, Phil knew there was only one person who could fix this wardrobe malfunction: Abbie herself.


  He called her.


  “Sweetie, I need you to do something for me,” he said as soon as she picked up. “My synchronization is getting more severe, and your bikini just appeared on my body. Can you go into your mother’s closet and put on a blouse and skirt? Or just anything formal? I’m having a really important meeting right now.”


  He could feel her rejection coming, even before she had opened her mouth.


  “Please?” he added.


  “No,” she said flatly. “I was actually just about to get into the pool. I don’t think Mom would want her clothes wet.”


  “Abbie, stop.”


  “Stop what? You’re the one trying to control my life. It’s not my fault our bodies are synced together. I’m not going to change my clothes just because you tell me to.”


  “I’m trying to fix this,” he said. “Abbie, sweetie, I’m talking with my boss. I’m going to turn down my promotion. I just need to look slightly presentable.”


  Phil was struck with a strong burst of positive emotion right then; he had to catch himself on the desk while his mind experienced his daughter’s happiness unfiltered. Immediately, he wanted to share the good news with Nicholas. They were going to spend so much time together. Maybe they could go to the movies this weekend, and he could spend the night.


  For a moment it wasn’t preposterous in the slightest. Phil really imagined popping the question to Rosalee, picking up Nicholas, bringing him home, and then having sex in his own bed for the first time. It made his teenage heart beat wildly.


  “He can come over,” Phil told Abbie. “But the bedroom door stays open.”


  “I hate that you can read my mind,” she said.


  “Not intentionally.”


  “A blouse and skirt?”


  “Yes.” He saw her walking back into the house. “Thank you. And, hey, do you want to grab lunch at your favorite pizza place? We can talk about this more.”


  “Okay. Ugh, do I really have to put on Mom’s clothes?”


  “Temporarily.” Now he was watching her pick out an outfit. “Yeah, those will do.”


  “Hey, Dad?”


  “Yes?”


  There was a long pause before she spoke. “I’m glad you changed your mind. And I hope you know the hell you put me through.”


  “For I think the first time ever, I knew exactly what you felt like.”


  “It sucked, right?”


  “It sucked,” he agreed.


  After they hung up, Phil waited a moment for the Venus Phenomenon to do its thing. His patience was rewarded: another blouse and skirt appeared on his body, perfect duplicates of what Abbie had put on. Smoothing out his new professional attire, he returned to his office chair and the waiting branch manager.


  “What was that about?” Greene asked.


  “Oh, just a few glitches,” Phil answered with a smile. “But it’s all sorted out now.”


  “I believe you were telling me about not wanting the promotion.”


  “That’s right. I’ve chosen to stay. It’s what’s best for my family.”


  Greene’s sour facial expression was unaffected by Phil’s newfound conscience. Nonetheless he nodded and accepted the decision. “I’m sorry to hear that. But a man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do, and that I can respect.”


  Or a woman’s gotta do what a man can’t do, Phil thought.


  A week ago, earning that promotion had been like winning the lottery. He hadn’t understood why his family had been anything but supportive. But through dumb luck—or even a little touch of fate—he had learned that his daughter was a far more complex person than he had previously believed. A new car didn’t make her happy. A loving boyfriend did. A good college did. And also a dad who actually understood her.


  In that way, the Venus Phenomenon had been a blessing.


  When the lunch hour rolled around, Phil’s outfit, once again, received a quick and seemingly magical overhaul. His wife’s clothes vanished as the real versions were removed from Abbie’s body and returned to the closet. Then, over his bikini appeared some butt-hugging denim cutoffs and a BEACH PLEASE tank top. He was hardly alarmed. On the contrary, his daughter’s self-esteem had sharply climbed after their phone call, and he loved how his teenage body looked in her clothes.


  The last piece was a hair tie, which snapped his long mane into a ponytail.


  Phil opted to order a GO-EZ ride instead of taking the Benz. He didn’t want to have his wallet on his person and lose it to some cosmic confusion, with his driver’s license, credit cards, and well-worn baby photos potentially disappearing out of existence. Besides, the pockets on his new shorts were more for style and less for function. He could barely fit some cash in there!


  He rode downtown to the pizzeria where, a week ago, Rosalee had ordered a couple large pies for their daughter’s nineteenth birthday. Abbie had already saved a table. A server was dropping off a small pineapple pizza as he entered.


  Phil waved giddily. The dark cloud that had been hanging over his mind for the past week had finally lifted, and he couldn’t resist expressing his happiness. He went straight for his daughter and hugged her immediately, which seemed to catch her off-guard.


  “Oh,” she squeaked, to having her torso squeezed by her father-turned-twin. “You’re in a good mood.”


  “Well, you’re in a good mood,” Phil said, pulling away with the hugest smile and seating himself. “I’m just so thrilled about my daughter going to Oakbrook, and the great boyfriend she has, and the fantastic opportunities that await her. I want to be as supportive as I can.”


  “You know about Oakbrook?”


  He nodded. “Our shared memories. I saw where you hid the letter. And you had every right to keep it from me. I was a jerk to you, and I apologize.”


  Abbie bit her lip and looked down at the food between them. “Thanks. And I hope you really mean that, and it’s not just because our emotions are synced together.”


  “Trust me,” Phil said, filling his plate with a slice of pizza. “When this wears off, I’m not going to change back to that person.”


  “What about the person who doesn’t like pineapple on their pizza?” Abbie asked with a cautious smile. “How’s my vegetarian diet treating you?”


  He devoured a huge bite and sagged down in the chair, his mouth exploding with flavor. “God,” he half-moaned around his deep, savory chews. “I love your taste buds.” He chomped off another mouthful, not caring that a rope of cheese dangled off his bottom lip. “Mm. I don’t know. It’s the same flavor, but, like, my brain reacts differently.”


  Abbie took a napkin and wiped his mouth. “Don’t embarrass me, Dad.”


  “Sorry. Mm. This stuff is really good.”


  She giggled.


  Phil giggled back, like a slightly delayed echo. “You’re gonna have so much fun at college,” he said. “And with Nicholas going with you. He’s such a great guy. And he’s cute. Like, I can’t picture a better couple than you and him.”


  Abbie raised a hand. “Whoa, calm down there, Dad. I can handle you looking and dressing like me, but I hope you aren’t drooling over my boyfriend.”


  “No,” Phil said confidently. “I’m just making a fatherly observation.”


  “Uh-huh.”


  Midway through their lunch, Teagan showed up; she had seen Abbie from the sidewalk outside. Phil and his daughter were both delighted to see that she had curled her hair, and he was the first to praise her new style.


  “So, what?” she said, standing next to them. “You two are getting along now? Even sharing clothes?”


  “Oh yeah, we’re great now,” Abbie said.


  “Totally,” Phil added. “Like sisters.”


  “Anyway,” Teagan said, drawing the syllables out as if she were highly skeptical, but smiling at this positive change in Abbie’s father. “The family and I are going camping in a couple weeks. We have room for two more, if you and a”—she glanced at Phil—“special guest wanna come along. You’ll have your own tent.”


  Phil’s eyes lit up. “Absolutely I would! I mean, she would. And you should take Nicholas along. Right, sweetie? He’s never been camping before, and you can totally embarrass him.”


  Abbie laughed. “Okay, first off,” she said, lifting a finger, “my father is too old to be saying totally all the time.”


  Phil joined her in laughter. “My bad.”


  “And secondly, that sounds like a great idea.”


  “Cool. I’ll give you the details later,” Teagan said on her way out. “Have fun you two.”


  “Later,” Abbie said.


  “Bye,” Phil said.


  Afterward, father and daughter sat in silence. Phil could sense many things tumbling around in Abbie’s mind. She still thought this Venus Phenomenon thing was bizarre. A fair opinion indeed. And she still distrusted Phil’s current personality; she knew his new mood was just a reflection of her own, and that his old self would be back in a little over five hundred days. How could she be certain that her father wouldn’t accept another job halfway across the country?


  “Because I won’t,” Phil said. He took his daughter’s hand, and their identical fingers intertwined. He swore he could feel their heartbeats in perfect sync. “This isn’t temporary. I thought I wasn’t ready to give you up to the world just yet. But you’re an adult.”


  She nodded. “That doesn’t mean I want to get drunk and party.”


  “Of course not.”


  “I just want space without you looking over my shoulder.”


  He smirked. “Well, I guess you’ll have to settle with me looking into your mind instead.”


  She laughed. “What do you see?”


  Past that twinkle in her eye, Phil saw redemption.


   


   


   


   


   


  Epilogue


   


   


   


  Phil relaxed alongside his wife in bed, him wearing a cucumber face mask and her quietly reading through one of her romance novels with a big muscular man on the cover. It was Saturday and just past nine o’clock in the evening. The bedroom television was on, but it was just background noise. Phil sparingly watched the close-captioned news.


  He was thinking about the last time he and Rosalee had been intimate. Recently she had stated they should not have sex while he possessed a copy of their daughter’s body. It was an understandable decision. But it also meant Phil couldn’t be the husband he wanted to be for the next year and a half.


  To make the drought worse, he was more frequently aroused—although not necessarily for the woman who he had pledged his life-long devotion to.


  His desires were complicated.


  Thankfully the synchronization with his daughter had dropped slightly. Today the number on his wrist was a mild 72. He could wear his own clothes again and generally keep his emotions and feelings from being tangled with his daughter’s.


  But that link between their minds was still active.


  And even though Abbie was fifty miles away, Phil could feel the comfort of her sleeping bag, the warmth of the outside air leaking into her tent, and the tickle of Nicholas’s fingers running up his arm.


  He shivered in bed.


  “Hm?” Rosalee said.


  “Nothing.”


  She gave a sigh. “You’re respecting our daughter’s privacy, aren’t you?” she said, with a turn of her novel’s page.


  “I try to when I can,” he said honestly.


  But it wasn’t as easy as closing his eyes. The sensations—even what Abbie saw with her own eyes—were in his mind. And their synchronization wasn’t low enough for Phil to not be identically aroused as her boyfriend oversaw the removal of their clothes.


  Phil let out a soft gasp.


  Half of him wanted to experience nothing of this; the other half wanted to be there.


  His loins began to feel warm. He had no control. His body believed it was in the middle of foreplay with a handsome young man, and his sex drive was reacting accordingly.


  They kissed and fondled. Phil tried to keep his body absolutely still.


  Then he bolted upright and grabbed for his phone. The distraction in his mind caused his hand to miss; it banged the nightstand and knocked his phone onto the floor. He picked it up, cursing the pain in his knuckles.


  “What?” Rosalee asked. “What are you doing?”


  Phone in hand, Phil hustled toward the door. “Be back soon.”


  Rosalee glared, but said nothing.


  He jogged down the hallway and locked himself in the bathroom. Now in total privacy, he called his daughter.


  He felt the awkward separation of their half-naked bodies in the small tent, felt a hand fumbling around for the vibrating phone underneath a pile of clothes.


  Abbie answered.


  “Put a condom on,” Phil whispered bluntly.


  “Dad?” she said. “Are you watching?”


  “You know I can’t help it. But I can’t stand by while my daughter isn’t being safe.” He knew he was being a hypocrite. He hadn’t made Nicholas wear protection when they’d had sex a couple weeks ago.


  “We’re being safe,” she insisted. “Trust me.”


  “Okay. I trust you.”


  “Can I go?”


  “Sure, sweetie.”


  Phil set his phone down and looked at himself in the mirror, while the sexual episode of his daughter’s life continued in his mind after being momentarily paused. He started to vibrate and sweat, causing some of the cucumber face mask to run. He didn’t want to give in to his synchronized desires, but the urge was nearly overwhelming.


  God, he’s so sweet, Phil thought, as he felt the ghostly impression of Nicholas kissing his shoulder. He’d turned Abbie over on her stomach. They were trying to be quiet, but clearly both of them couldn’t just settle for foreplay.


  Phil was flushed and restless.


  He clenched the countertop tightly, so as to not allow a hand to sneak off to where it wanted to go.


  Then he felt something large slip inside his asshole. He rose to his tippy-toes, holding back a gasp that would’ve surely alerted his wife.


  Oh come on! Phil thought. THAT’S your idea of being safe?


  The pressure in his anus began to retreat and return, faster and faster.


  With a soft moan of surrender, Phil swung his leg up onto the countertop and shoved a finger into his rectum.


  “Fuck yeah,” he whispered, while moving his digit in tandem with what was happening in his mind. “Come on, Nicholas. My tight ass needs it.”
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