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BAE WATCH

Walter  missed  his  opportunity  to  get  a  summer  job  and  now  no  one  is hiring. Had he known how much money lifeguards made, he would have applied before  the  pools  opened  for  the  summer.  But  he  thinks  he’s  caught  a  lucky break:  the  pool  near  his  house  just  happens  to  need  a  new  lifeguard. 

Unfortunately,  they’re  only  hiring  female  lifeguards  because  male  lifeguards apparently make some women feel uncomfortable. 

But on his way home, he comes across a gumball machine, adorned with a faded label: Wishing Gumballs. As a joke more than anything, Walter buys one and  wishes  he  could  be  a  lifeguard  at  the  pool  for  the  summer.  And  when  he wakes up in the morning, his wish has come true. 

CHAPTER I

As Walter walked up to the changing room of that outdoor pool, he didn’t know he was about to have one of the best days of his life, as well as one of the most disappointing. 

He  was  a  good  swimmer  and  swam  all  the  time  competitively,  so  he  was hesitant to head out to that pool when his buddies invited him to join them. He’d been  up  that  morning  at  5:00  AM  swimming  laps  with  his  team,  getting  ready for  an  upcoming  competition.  His  bones  were  still  sore  and  the  last  thing  he wanted to do was go swimming again. “It’ll be fun. I’ll even pay for your entry,” 

Marvin  said  over  the  phone,  and  Walter  didn’t  want  to  disappoint  his  buddies. 

So he grabbed his trunks and a towel and he headed down to the pool. 

Had Marvin not paid for Walter’s entry, Walter wouldn’t have gone. It was $7 to get into the pool and his bank account balance was an even $0. His parents stopped giving him allowance. “You’re eighteen—an adult. Which adults do you know who get an allowance? If you want money, get a job,” his dad said to him. 

So  for  the  past  couple  of  months,  Walter  had  been  a  bum.  He  would  tag along with his friends to the mall, but he would buy nothing. At first, his buddies would  buy  him  bottles  of  Pepsi  and  the  occasional  lunch,  just  so  he  had something to do while they were out. But even his friends cut him off when their parents cut their allowances off. 

Walter’s  dad  told  Walter  to  get  a  job  back  in  June  and  he  should  have listened. Back in June, there were still entry-level jobs up for grabs. Now there was nothing. Every position that Walter qualified for had been taken by college and  high  school  students,  trying  to  save  up  for  their  next  semesters.  Walter finally  got  around  to  applying  at  a  café  by  his  house,  but  he  never  even  got called in for an interview. Sad. 

But he had nothing to save up for. He’d graduated high school and he had no plans of going to college—not until he decided what he wanted to do. Right now, he just wanted to focus on his athletic career as a competitive swimmer. At least his parents were still paying for that…

He didn’t mind bumming around. If his friends wanted to buy him a Pepsi, then  great.  If  they  wanted  to  pay  for  him  to  go  swimming—fantastic.  If  they didn’t  want  to  give  him  anything,  fair  enough—they  didn’t  owe  him  anything. 

He  was  fine  just  following  them  around  whenever  they  went  places  that  didn’t have  a  cover  fee,  like  the  mall  or  the  park  or  the  playground  they  hung  out  at during the night, where they drank beer and smoked the occasional doobie. 

It’s  not  like  he  didn’t  try  to  get  a  job.  He  only  applied  at  that  little  café because  it  was  the  only  place  that  would  give  him  an  application.  Everywhere else just looked at him and laughed. “We’re not hiring. Are you kidding? In this economy?” one shop owner said to him. 

“You  don’t  even  need  someone  to,  like,  sweep  the  floors  or  whatever?” 

Walter asked. 

“Come back when the stock markets are up a good 20%.” 

Walter  couldn’t  imagine  how  difficult  his  situation  would  be  if  he  didn’t have his parents: a free place to stay, free food to eat, and so on. What do people who don’t have that kind of safety net do? 

Walter  wasn’t  completely  broke.  His  bank  account  may  have  been  empty, but he did find a quarter on the sidewalk on his way to the pool. As he picked it up,  he  tried  to  think  of  what  could  still  be  bought  for  a  quarter.  Even  when  he was  a  little  kid,  a  quarter  wouldn’t  do  much.  You  had  to  find  at  least  a  few quarters to buy a candy bar—and now you would need at least a dozen quarters. 

He wondered if a quarter would even be enough to lock one of the lockers in the swimming pool’s changing room. 

But as he stepped up to the changing room, he noticed a gumball machine next to the changing room door. It had a tall, skinny metal base and a hard clear plastic globe filled with gumballs. The globe was foggy with patches of dirty and the base was corroded with orange rust. The gumballs inside didn’t look terribly appetizing either, but what else was Walter supposed to do with that quarter? 

He  put  the  quarter  in  the  little  slot  and  began  to  twist  the  dial.  It  took  a second for the dial to break free from its rusty grip—as if it had been five years since the last person used it. He watched as the quarter was pulled away into the mechanism, and then he heard the loud clunk as the gumball dropped down the metal chute. He reached in and grabbed it. He got an orange gumball. 

He was about to plop it into his mouth and then he noticed the faded label on the gumball machine: ‘Wishing Gumballs’. He had to lean in close to read the small  faded  letters  below  the  title.  ‘Make  a  wish  before  chewing  your  magical wishing gumball!’

He thought it was stupid, but he still found himself trying to think of a wish before  putting  the  gumball  into  his  mouth.  He  didn’t  want  to  waste  the opportunity  in  the  small  chance  that  the  gumball  did  indeed  possess  magical powers. 

He was standing there, trying to think of something, when a hand slapped him on the shoulder. “Hey buddy,” Marvin’s voice said. 

Walter  turned  around  to  see  Marvin,  already  half-naked  and  ready  to  get into  the  pool.  He  had  his  shirt  flung  over  his  shoulder  and  his  swim  trunks already on. He’d put on some muscle since the last time Walter saw him without a  shirt  on—which  must  have  been  over  a  year  ago.  He  was  always  bailing  on hanging  out  because  he  was  always  going  to  the  gym.  Apparently  the commitment had paid off. 

But now Walter felt awkward. Walter was fit but he was skinny, and mostly bones.  “The  other  guys  are  already  in  the  pool.  What  are  you  doing  standing here?” Marvin asked. 

Walter  slipped  the  gumball  into  his  hoodie  pocket,  suddenly  embarrassed by  it.  He  didn’t  want  Marvin  knowing  that  he  was  trying  to  think  of  a  wish  to make before chewing his silly piece of gum. “I was just about to get changed,” 

Walter said, and the two men went into the changing room. 

CHAPTER II

It had been many years since Walter had been to a public outdoor pool. He couldn’t even remember the last time he swam for fun. When he stepped up to the edge of the pool, he wondered what he was supposed to do. There were no lanes to warm up in, and there wasn’t even a clear twenty-meter stretch without people  in  the  way.  Hardly  anyone  was  even  swimming!  Most  people  were  just wading, splashing one another, and shooting each other with water guns. 

A game of water volleyball was occupying one whole side of the pool, but no  one  seemed  to  mind.  The  volleyball  was  the  size  of  a  yoga  ball  and  there were fifteen players on each team. 

But what Walter noticed more than anything were the girls. 

There were girls everywhere, and they were nothing like the girls he swam with  every  morning.  These  girls  weren’t  wearing  unflattering  boxy  one-piece suits  that  covered  everything  worth  seeing.  These  girls  were  wearing  skimpy bikinis.  The  one-pieces  that  were  being  worn  around  the  pool  were  useless  for actual  swimming:  cut  so  deep  that  any  serious  movements  would  shake  titties loose.  It  seemed  wrong  to  even  call  their  outfits  ‘swimming  suits’.  Waterproof lingerie was a more accurate term. And Walter loved it. 

There were a couple of girls getting out from the pool as Walter walked up to  the  edge.  They  were  both  wearing  white  bikinis,  and  their  tops  were  almost completely  translucent,  as  if  they  were  never  meant  to  get  wet.  Walter  tried  to keep his eyes off of their breasts, but it was hard. Their nipples were perky from the  cold  water,  and  the  girls  were  doing  nothing  to  hide  their  beautiful  breasts. 

“Hi,” one of them said to Walter with a strangely seductive voice. Or maybe that voice  was  just  in  his  head.  Maybe  Walter  just  couldn’t  imagine  the  girls  with voices that weren’t straight out of a pornography movie. 

He tried not to look at their asses as they walked away, but he failed. Their bikinis  did  nothing  to  hide  their  perfect,  young  bums.  Suddenly,  Walter  found himself  wishing  he  would  have  worn  his  competitive  swimming  speedo  under his swimming  trunks, so  he would  have a  safety to  hold his  inevitable  erection down. 

Across  the  pool  was  a  girl  with  massive  tits.  Walter  wasn’t  the  only  guy looking  her  way  as  she  tried  to  adjust  her  massive  rack  in  her  tiny  swimming suit. Her tits jiggled as her nipples teased the edge of the little suit. The girl was trying to get as much sun as possible on her skin. 

Walter pulled his gaze away from the beauty and noticed his friends not too

far away. They had their towels and bags set up in a small area. They were all drinking from white plastic water bottles. When Walter walked up, they tossed him a bottle. “Drink up before it gets warm,” Kyle said. 

Walter  thought  it  was  a  weird  thing  to  say,  until  he  took  a  sip  and  nearly spat it out. It was beer, not water. Walter liked beer as much as the next guy, but it  was  still  a  shock  when  he  was  expecting  water.  The  other  guys  laughed. 

“Don’t waste good water,” Kyle said with a wink. 

Obviously,  drinking  beer  at  the  public  pool  was  against  the  rules.  But Walter was quickly learning that no one followed the rules. He looked around. 

There were little kids at the pool as well, but none of them seemed to notice the  degeneracy  unfolding  around  them.  They  were  too  busy  having  fun, splashing  around  with  their  friends.  And  Walter  wondered  if  it  was  the  same when he was a kid. Were there always half-naked girls and stoned young men at the  pools  when  he  was  young?  He  tried  to  remember,  but  could  remember nothing  but  spraying  his  buddies  with  Super  Soakers  and  screaming

“Cannonball!”  before  jumping  off  the  diving  board—which  a  grown-up  was doing now. 

Water splashed everyone in and around the pool, but no one minded. 

Walter finished his beer quickly. It tasted kind of gross coming out of that old plastic bottle, but Walter could handle gross beer. He was eighteen, after all. 

Kyle  poured  him  another  after  looking  around  to  make  sure  none  of  the lifeguards were looking. Walter looked around as well, to see if there were even any  lifeguards  on  duty,  and  if  so,  what  the  hell  were  they  being  paid  to  do exactly? 

There  was  a  single  lifeguard  on  duty,  and  Walter  wasn’t  surprised  to  see that  she  was  paying  no  attention  to  the  debauchery  unfolding  beneath  her  little tower. Water balloons were against the rules, as pieces of rubber could get stuck in the pool’s filters—but there were at least ten kids having a full-fledged water balloon fight. According to the rules (which were posted right next to Walter and his  friends),  bathing  suits  must  full  fully  cover  breasts  and  butts—but  that  rule was even being broken by the lifeguard, who had her red one-piece bathing suit hiked up so she could get more of a tan up her legs and her hips, and the top half was cut low enough that Walter could almost see the entire canyon between her plump breasts. 

Walter  wasn’t  about  to  complain,  though  he  was  rubbed  the  wrong  way knowing the young woman who looked to be asleep in her lifeguard tower was being paid while Walter couldn’t even get a crumby job at a café. 

Walter went into the water for a bit. He played a bit of volleyball, shot his friends  with  a  water  gun  and  got  shot  with  a  water  gun.  He  got  out  and  had another beer. He roasted in the sun for a while and then he went and had some more fun in the water. Then he had another beer, and then another. And then he looked up at that pretty lifeguard and realized she hadn’t moved since before he arrived at the pool. 

“Are you okay?” Walter called up to her. He was feeling a bit tipsy but he tried to hide his staggering so he would get himself and his friends kicked out. 

She looked down at him slowly. “I’m great. Why do you ask?” 

“Were you sleeping?” Walter asked. 

“Resting  my  eyes,”  she  said.  “Of  course  I  would  never  sleep  on  the  job.” 

She smirked as if it was all a big joke to her. But she really wasn’t necessary at that pool. If one of the kids started drowning, there were dozens of people who could dive in to help. It’s not like her weekend lifeguard course made her more qualified  than,  say,  Walter,  who  was  a  trained  swimmer,  who  could  hold  his breath  for  nearly  three  whole  minutes  under  water,  who  knew  CPR  (it  was required to learn CPR to be part of his swimming club). 

“How much do you get paid?” Walter asked. He knew it was a disrespectful question to ask, but the alcohol in his system didn’t care. 

The girl in the tower smile and shook her head. “Why do you ask?” 

“I’m just curious. What’s the big deal?” Walter knew that he became a bit of  jerk  when  he  drank,  but  he’d  been  told  before  that  his  jerkiness  was  a  bit endearing.  People  always  thought  he  was  being  funnier  the  more  bitter  he became, as if it was all a performance. And maybe that was for the best. 

“No big deal,” the girl said. “I make nineteen dollars an hour—twenty if I work an evening shift.” 

Walter wasn’t expecting such a number. He was expecting to hear that the girl made minimum wage. Her job was so easy, and she was so young. Walter tried  to  think  if  he  knew  anyone  who  made  that  much  money.  Even  his  own mother  didn’t  make  that  much  money  at  her  job,  and  she’d  been  working  the same job for fifteen years! 

“Are you okay down there?” she asked after a moment of silence. 

“Me?  I’m  fine,”  Walter  said,  and  he  had  to  bite  the  edge  of  his  tongue  to keep his composure. He suddenly felt angry, but strangely inspired. This girl was doing  nothing—acting  completely  negligent—and  she  was  making  over  $150

each day. She got to tan and nap and probably even swim whenever she wanted

—and she was being paid to do it! But what was stopping Walter from getting a

job  as  a  lifeguard?  Maybe  this  was  the  universe  trying  to  point  Walter  in  the right direction. “Are you hiring?” Walter asked. 

She laughed. “Yeah, I think they are, but I doubt they would hire you.” 

Walter bit his tongue harder. “Why not? What’s wrong with me? I bet I can swim better than you.” 

“Well, for one, you’re drunk. That’s never a great starting point.” 

Walter felt his cheeks suddenly burning warm. He pressed his lips thin and forced a smile and a little laugh. “Drunk?” he said, and he forced another laugh. 

“Why do you think I’m drunk?” 

“You  and  your  friends  have  been  drinking  for  the  last  three  hours.  You don’t think I’m totally oblivious, do you?” 

“If you know we’re drinking, why aren’t you stopping us?” 

“Because my job is to make sure everyone is safe while having fun. Being a little  bit  drunk  isn’t  the  end  of  the  world.  You  guys  seem  like  you  can  handle yourselves. But if I tell you to dump out your drinks, then you aren’t having fun. 

If I tell those kids to stop throwing their water balloons, then their day is ruined. 

If I tell those girls to go and change into something more concealing, then they’ll probably  just  leave  to  go  somewhere  they  can  tan  freely.  If  someone  gets  hurt, I’ll  be  there  to  help,  and  if  someone  is  doing  something  dangerous,  I’ll  stop them.” 

“You know the water balloons clog the filters,” Walter said. 

She shrugged  her  shoulders.  “That’s  someone  else’s  problem.”  She  turned her face back to the sun and closed her eyes. Walter looked around. He looked towards  the  changing  rooms,  and  that’s  when  he  noticed  the  sign  on  the  office door: ‘Lifeguards wanted. Apply within.’

CHAPTER III

Lacy loved her job. The pay was great and the work was easy. She’d been working as a lifeguard at the public pool for three months and only twice did she actually  have  to  do  her  job:  once  when  a  little  kid  fell  into  the  deep  end,  and once  when  a  full-grown  adult  fell  into  the  deep  end—apparently  he  never learned how to swim. 

When  it  was  busy,  her  job  was  even  easier.  No  one  ever  came  close  to drowning  because  there  was  always  someone  within  arm’s  reach.  People occasionally  got  hurt:  stubbing  their  toes  or  scraping  their  shins  or  getting  in fights.  But  that  wasn’t  Lacy’s  problem.  There  was  always  a  first  aid  person  on duty in the office. All Lacy had to do was press the button on her walkie-talkie to alert the first aid person, who was also her manager. 

Her job was to simply watch the pool and make sure no one was drowning. 

Occasionally she had to tell people to leave—that was the worst part of the job. 

She  once  had  to  tell  two  older  kids  to  leave  because  they  kept  getting  into fistfights over some girl who wasn’t even at the pool. She broke their fighting up twice, and then after the third time, a little girl found a tooth at the bottom of the pool, and Lacy realized it was time for the boys to leave. 

And  then  there  was  the  time  she  had  to  throw  out  the  fifty-year-old  man who was almost blackout drunk. He kept going up to girls and trying to rip their bikinis off of their chests. He refused to leave, but luckily there was a group of young men who were up to the task of dragging the drunk to the street. 

Otherwise, Lacy’s job was quiet—unless you count the noise of dozens of kids  and  young  men  screaming  and  laughing  and  diving  into  the  pool  and splashing  around.  She  learned  quickly  to  tune  all  of  that  noise  out.  When  she closed her eyes up on that lifeguard tower, she heard nothing but the occasional bird  chirping  in  the  sky  and  the  very  occasional  cry  for  help  from  some  kid  or full-grown man who just fell into the deep end of the pool. 

And  honestly,  the  deep  end  wasn’t  even  that  deep.  If  you  couldn’t  swim, you  could  always  just  walk  about  fifteen  steps  into  the  shallow  end.  But apparently  some  people  panic  when  they  become  submerged  and  they  don’t think rationally. And it’s good that there are some completely useless people out there—otherwise Lacy wouldn’t have had the best job in the world. 

She  had  planned  on  relaxing  that  afternoon,  while  trying  to  blend  out  her tan lines by hiking her bathing suit up half an inch every half an hour or so, but she  found  herself  distracted  by  the  young  man  who  was  angry  and  a  little  bit

drunk. He was a funny drunk though, so Lacy didn’t mind. He had some sort of grudge against her because of her job—maybe he was having a hard time finding a job of his own. 

He  was  kind  of  cute  with  his  messy  brown  hair  and  his  thin,  fit  body.  He was  especially  cute  now,  pacing  around  the  pool,  walking  up  to  the  manager’s office  to  look  at  that  ‘now  hiring’  sign,  and  then  walking  away,  as  if  to deliberate. It had been a good fifteen minutes since he’d gone to join his friends in  their  little  camp  at  the  corner  of  the  pool.  Maybe  he  was  trying  to  sober  up before  walking  into  the  manager’s  office  to  demand  a  job.  The  only  time  he stopped his frustrated pacing was when he bent over to pick a quarter up off of the ground. 

Lacy  would  have  told  him  that  they  were  only  hiring  women  but  she enjoyed the free entertainment. Plus it was an argument she wasn’t interested in having, seeing as it wasn’t a decision she made or one she even agreed with. 

It  was  a  new  rule,  set  in  place  that  year:  no  male  lifeguards.  Apparently, male  lifeguards  could  make  women  feel  uncomfortable.  When  Lacy  asked  her manager why, he said that there had been some issues at another pool, where a woman was unconscious and a man performed CPR to save her life. Later, the woman complained that the man did not have consent to touch her, and she felt

‘abused’.  “But  women  are  fine  with  other  women  touching  them,  and  no  man will ever complain about a woman performing CPR on them. So it’s just easier this way,” Lacy’s manager said. 

Lacy  wasn’t  surprised.  There  were  some  seriously  crazy  people  out  there. 

She was sure that crazy woman whose life was saved would have found a reason to complain regardless of what happened. She was probably already on her way to complain about something when she fell into the pool and nearly drowned. Oh well—it just meant more work for Lacy. 

She  watched  as  the  angry  and  half-drunk  young  man  stepped  up  to  the manager’s  door  again.  Making  a  bold  statement,  he  snatched  the  ‘Now  hiring’

sign off the door and took a deep breath. Then he stormed into the office, ready to demand his job. 

Lacy  climbed  down  from  her  tower.  She  wanted  to  hear  this.  The  young man  seemed  like  the  reactive  type,  to  put  up  a  fight  when  things  didn’t  go  his way. She walked up to the office and put her ear to the door. “Sorry, son. That’s just the rules,” she heard her manager saying. 

“But  the  rules  are  stupid!  Fuck  the  rules.  I’m  a  better  swimmer  than  any lifeguard you’ve ever had!” 

It was exactly what Lacy had hoped to hear. A big smile crossed her face. 

“Well  we  still  are  hiring  men  for  the  cleaning  staff.  We’re  all  staffed  up now, but if you come around June next year, that’s usually when we do most of our hiring.” 

“I don’t want to clean up garbage. I want to be a lifeguard. I would make the best lifeguard. Believe me. Just give me a chance.” 

“Sorry, son. It’s not happening. Now do me a favour and put that sign back up on your way out. Here’s some tape.” 

There was a silence. Lacy quickly darted back to her post. She climbed the ladder and got back into her seat before the young man emerged from the office with defeat all over his face. She thought the sight would be funny, but now she felt kind of bad as she watched him taping that sign back onto the door. It was a sad sight, and she could have prevented it. She had just ruined that guy’s day—

and for what? A laugh? 

“Hey!” she called out. 

The man looked up, without much of an expression at all. He stood silently and waited for her to continue. 

“I’m sorry. I should have told you they only hire girls,” Lacy said. 

The man didn’t respond. He just stared up for a moment and then he walked towards the changing room to leave. She waited a few minutes, hoping that the guilt would pass, but it only became more overwhelming. So she hopped down from  her  tower  and  ran  through  the  women’s  changing  room  to  the  front entrance. She caught the young man as he was walking towards the street. 

She  watched  as  he  stopped  and  reached  into  his  pocket.  He  pulled something out and stared at it. And then he put it in his mouth. 

“Hey!” Lacy yelled. “I really am sorry!” 

He turned around. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. 

“I was just teasing you. I didn’t think you were actually going to go into my manager’s office like that.” 

“I said don’t worry about it.” 

“I  can  make  it  up  to  you,  but  I  have  to  be  quick.  Do  you  have  five minutes?” 

He stood there silently, waiting for her to go on. 

“Here.  Follow  me.  But  you  can’t  tell  anyone  about  this.  Promise?”  She turned and headed towards the break room, which was hardly ever used because no  one  ever  took  breaks.  She  looked  back  and  saw  that  the  young  man  was

following her. “I’m Lacy, by the way.” 

“Walter,” the man said. 

“Nice  to  meet  you,  Walter.  I’m  going  to  suck  your  dick  but  you  have  to promise  not  to  tell  your  friends.  Okay?”  She  smiled  as  she  watched  Walter’s cheeks turn red. His eyes became wide and his lips parted. 

“O—Okay,” he said. 

She took his hand and pulled him into the break room, which was really just an old tool shed that had been converted. 

CHAPTER IV

The shed was dark, but it seemed much bigger on the inside than it looked from outside. Walter had expected the shed to be filled with tools and cobwebs and bugs but it was actually impressively clean and open, with a couple of chairs and  a  little  table  and  a  mini-fridge  filled  with  Coca-Cola  and  Sprite  and  Root Beer. There was one window in the small space, but it was either fogged or just dirty from years of dirt and dust. 

Lacy  reached  up  and  grabbed  a  little  string.  She  pulled  it,  turning  on  a swaying light bulb. “I swear I’m not usually this slutty,” Lacy said. “Sit down.” 

She pointed at one of the chairs. 

But  Walter  hesitated.  He  looked  around  and  felt  suddenly  cold  and awkward. “Is this some sort of prank? Because if this is a prank, I’m not going to be happy.” 

Lacy shook her head and motioned towards the chair again. “Sit down. I’m supposed  to  be  working.  We  need  to  be  fast.  If  you  don’t  come  in,  like,  four minutes, then I’m just stopping and you can wank yourself off if you really want to finish. But first you have to sit down.” 

Walter  sat  down,  not  wanting  to  waste  his  opportunity.  For  a  second,  he tried  to  remember  if  he  wished  for  a  blowjob  before  her  ate  that  gumball. 

Wouldn’t  that  be  wild?  If  he  wished  for  a  blowjob  and  then  a  pretty  girl immediately emerged from the building and offered him a blowjob? 

He unzipped his pants and slid them down to his knees. Lacy pulled them down the rest of the way. She was already on her knees. She quickly reached for his boxers and pulled them down. Walter lifted his hips off the chair so she could get  them  down,  but  then  he  froze,  suddenly  feeling  incredibly  vulnerable.  He didn’t know this girl. He didn’t even know her as well as he knew the one-night stands he’d brought home in the past. He’d exchanged hardly a handful of words with this girl and he knew nothing about her, other than the fact she worked as a lifeguard for the local public pool. 

She  didn’t  hesitate.  She  reached  out  and  slipped  her  gentle  fingers  around his  cock  and  began  to  massage  it.  He  was  already  a  bit  hard  from  the  idea  of getting a blowjob, and now he was getting harder fast. But Walter just remained tense.  He  had  the  urge  to  reach  down  and  cover  his  crotch,  but  he  resisted  the urge, knowing it would only delay things and then leave him with half a blowjob

—and who wants just half of a blowjob? 

So  he  forced  himself  to  relax  into  the  sofa  chair.  He  looked  down  at  her

while  she  pulled  on  his  cock.  It  felt  nice,  though  her  grip  was  maybe  a  bit  too firm and she was pulling maybe a bit too hard. In her defence, she was in a rush

—she was supposed to be watching the pool to make sure no one died. 

“It’s normally bigger,” Walter suddenly had the urge to say. 

Lacy laughed. “What?” she said. 

“My dick—it’s smaller than usual because of the pool.” He felt his cheeks turning even redder. He wished he hadn’t said it at all. 

“It’s  not  small,”  Lacy  said,  still  pulling  on  his  cock,  making  it  harder  and harder. 

“It’s usually bigger though. Forget I said anything.” 

Lacy  laughed  and  shook  her  head,  and  then  she  bent  forward  and  pushed the  cock  through  her  lips.  She  started  sucking.  Her  mouth  was  warm  and  wet. 

She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and used her tongue to tickle his tip. 

“Fuck,  that  feels  good.  You  really  know  what  you’re  doing,”  Walter  said, and  then  he  watched  as  Lacy’s  cheeks  turned  red.  She  looked  suddenly embarrassed, so Walter said, “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that in a bad way.” He wasn’t sure what she was so embarrassed about, but he knew it was something he had said. 

“I  swear  I  don’t  ever  do  this.  I  just  felt  bad  for  embarrassing  you  earlier. 

I’m really not usually a slut,” she said, her cheeks becoming redder and redder by the second. 

“Usually?” Walter said with a grin. 

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t have to suck your cock, you know.” 

Walter  shut  his  mouth  and  forced  a  smile.  “Sorry,”  he  said.  And  then  he watched as the beautiful lifeguard continued to suck his cock. 

So maybe his wish didn’t come true right away—maybe he didn’t suddenly have  his  dream  job  as  a  lifeguard—but  he  had  the  next  best  thing:  a  fantastic blowjob from a beautiful lifeguard. 

She  used  her  hand  to  stimulate  the  base  of  his  cock,  in  an  attempt  to bringing  him  to  orgasm  faster.  He  would  have  come  already  had  he  not masturbated  before  leaving  the  house  for  the  pool.  Now,  he  was  trying  to  will himself  to  orgasm.  He  was  trying  to  keep  track  of  the  passing  minutes  in  his head, and he was pretty sure that his five were already up. He didn’t want to end up masturbating alone in the shed behind a public pool like some registered sex offender. 

“Come already,” Lacy said. “Is something wrong?” 

Walter shook his head. “No. Just don’t stop. It feels good.” 

“I have maybe twenty seconds, so you’d better hurry up,” she said, as if it was something he could control. 

“Show me your tits,” he said. 

She  paused  for  a  moment  and  then  shook  her  head.  “Fine,”  she  said.  She pulled the straps of her bathing suit over her shoulders and then she pulled out her  tits.  They  were  small  but  bouncy  and  perky.  Her  nipples  were  big—her areolas were almost half the size of her breasts. 

“Can I feel them?” Walter asked with red cheeks. 

“Yeah, but quickly,” she said. So he reached down and squeezed them. Her hard nipples felt miraculous against the palms of his hands. 

“Fuck,” he groaned, and his orgasm came suddenly, without even a warning to himself. He shuddered and groaned and then he came. He didn’t realize that Lacy wasn’t ready, that she was looking over at the clock on the wall. She ended up  getting  two  blasts  to  the  side  of  the  face.  She  tried  to  wince  away  from  the third,  but  it  ended  up  in  her  hair.  So  she  tried  to  wince  away  in  the  other direction, but that shot got her on the forehead and dribbled down the side of her nose. The rest ended up in a pool on the sofa chair. 

“Fucking hell!” Lacy said, standing up. She tried to wipe the cum away but she  only  ended  up  spreading  it  across  her  face.  “A  little  warning  would  have been nice.” 

“I’m  sorry,”  Walter  said,  his  head  light.  He  was  still  half  in  that  euphoric state, his cock still drooling the last of his warm load. 

“Is it in my hair? Oh God, it’s in my hair. What the hell am I supposed to do now?” 

“Take a shower, I guess,” Walter said. 

She looked at him with a scorn. “I’m supposed to be working. What would my manager think if I came out all wet from the shower?” 

Walter  just  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Sorry,”  he  said  again,  as  if  it  would make a difference. 

Lacy looked around and spotted a baseball hat. She shook her head and the snatched the hat. “Now I have to work my last three hours with your dirty cum in my hair.” She put the hat on, covering Walter’s cum. Then she used a towel to clean her face. 

“We should do this again sometime,” Walter said, standing up, and then he got that scorn again. 

“Are you nuts? I only did this because I felt bad for you. And I’m serious about  you  keeping  your  mouth  shut.  If  you  go  and  tell  your  friends,  I’ll  make sure no girl ever sucks your dick again. Got it?” 

Walter  felt  strangely  turned  on  by  Lacy’s  sudden  fiery  temper.  He  always liked girls with a bit of edge, who weren’t afraid to dig their nails in when the time was right. He found himself smirking, thinking his lifeguard date was hotter than ever. She bent over slightly to slip the straps of her swimsuit back over her shoulders, and Walter took the opportunity to give her a smack on the bum. She turned  around  swiftly  and  gave  him  a  slap  on  the  face.  “Watch  it,”  she  said through  clenched  teeth.  And  Walter  suddenly  found  her  even  more  attractive: possibly the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. 

“Want to go out with me sometime?” he asked. 

She stared at him with a dark scowl, as if she was about to slap him again. 

“When?” she asked. 

“I don’t know. I don’t work, so whenever,” he said. 

“I’m free Wednesday,” she said, still with that scowl on her face. 

“Wednesday is fine. There’s a new burger place by my house.” 

“I’d prefer pizza.” 

“Pizza it is. I’ll meet you here at, like, six?” 

“Five thirty, and you better bring flowers.” 

She  stormed  out  of  the  little  shed  wearing  her  hat  to  cover  Walter’s  cum. 

And Walter felt like the luckiest man on the planet. Who cares if he didn’t have a job? There would be plenty of opportunities to find jobs. There were dozens of pools  in  the  city—surely  one  of  them  would  hire  a  man  with  his  swimming experience. It was just a matter of time. 

As  he  walked  home  with  a  smile  on  his  face,  he  thought  that  maybe  he didn’t need to waste his gumball wish on that very pool. He should have wished for something more practical, like a million dollars or a new PlayStation. 

When he got home, he looked at himself in the mirror. He was still smiling and his cheeks were still red. He had to check his phone to see which day it was: it  was  Sunday.  It’s  funny  how  easy  it  is  to  lose  track  of  the  days  of  the  week when the days of the week are completely meaningless. He had three days before his  big  date  with  the  pretty  lifeguard,  which  gave  him  three  days  to  find  the money to buy her some flowers and to pay for the pizza. He spent the rest of that night wandering around his house looking for spare change. And then he cringed at the thought of paying for his date with handfuls of change like a hobo. He was going to need to think of some other plan. 

But first, he needed to sleep. 

CHAPTER V

Lacy  forgot  to  set  her  alarm,  so  she  ended  up  running  late  for  work.  She didn’t  bother  eating  her  usual  piece  of  toast  and  she  didn’t  even  grab  a  cup  of coffee  from  the  pot  her  mom  brewed  before  heading  off  to  work.  She  simply slipped into a pair or jean shorts (not even bothering with panties) and a tank top (not even bothering with a bra). She jumped on her bike and raced down to the pool. 

She was a whole hour late, which was especially embarrassing seeing as her shift started at noon. She couldn’t remember the last time she slept in so late—

back when she was fifteen and sick with the flu maybe… Now, she was nervous to hear her manager’s reaction. 

When  she  saw  the  pool  materializing  in  the  distance,  her  heart  started racing. Was she going to lose her job? She’d gotten into a bit of trouble the day before,  when  she  disappeared  for  fifteen  minutes  in  the  middle  of  the  day, leaving her post unattended. She wouldn’t have gotten in trouble had that kid not hit  his  head  on  the  diving  board.  He  wasn’t  knocked  unconscious,  but  he  did stagger into the manager’s office with a bit of blood on his face, giving Lacy’s manager a good scare. 

Now, she knew that she was on relatively thin ice—but she wasn’t sure just how thin that ice was and how much it would take to break it. 

“I’m so sorry,” Lacy said as she pushed through the door into the manager’s office. “My alarm didn’t go off and I had a hard time getting to sleep last night, and—” 

Before  she  could  finish  her  little  speech,  her  manager  waved  his  hand. 

“Don’t worry about it. Tessa was here early and she’s been fine out there alone.” 

“Tessa?” Lacy asked, her heart finally calming down. 

“The new girl. Remember we hired a new girl?” her manager said. 

And  the  Lacy  did  suddenly  remember  that  they  hired  a  new  girl,  but  the memory  was  vague  and  hazy,  as  if  she  was  remembering  a  dream  and  not  real life. She could remember her manager walking up to her to say, “I just hired a new  girl.  She  starts  tomorrow  at  eleven.  From  now  on,  we’ll  always  have  two lifeguards on duty. It’s better to be safe than sorry.” At least he said something along those lines, but Lacy couldn’t quite remember when he said it exactly. It must  have  been  after  the  whole  Walter  incident,  seeing  as  the  hiring  sign  was still on the door then, and it must have been before the end of her shift…

“Well that’s good,” she said. “And again, I’m so sorry. This won’t happen

again.” 

She  stepped  out  of  the  manager’s  office  feeling  strange:  a  little  bit  dizzy and a little bit confused. Her memory of Walter was suddenly hazy and strange

—maybe  that  was  the  dream?  Did  she  really  suck  that  guy’s  cock  just  because she felt bad for him? And what did he look like? Why couldn’t she imagine his face now? It wasn’t even twenty-four hours later! 

She looked across the pool at the new lifeguard, sitting up on her post. She was a cute little thing: tiny and curvy with long straight hair that extended to her sternum. She looked nervous, her attention down on her body as if she’d never worn  a  bathing  suit  before.  While  Lacy  was  looking  up,  the  new  girl  pulled down her red one-piece bathing suit at least five times, as if it was riding up and giving her a camel toe. And she kept tugging at the top of the little outfit, as if she was worried her tits were falling out. And why was she sitting so tense and rigid like that? 

At  least  she  had  good  style.  It  was  hard  to  tell  from  across  the  pool,  but Lacy  was  fairly  certain  that  the  new  girl  had  the  same  exact  red  one-piece  that Lacy wore for work. People were going to think that it was company attire. 

Lacy slipped into the staff room and went into the corner where the lockers were. She pulled her locker open and then her heart sank into her stomach when she saw that it was empty save for the hair elastic she kept for hot days when her hair insisted on being frizzy. Her bathing suit was gone. And it didn’t take long before she assumed that the new girl was out on that lifeguard post wearing it. 

She hesitated before storming out to chew the new chick out. She looked in the  other  lockers  before  she  jumped  to  conclusions.  Maybe  it  was  just  a coincidence—maybe her bathing suit was there somewhere. It would be terribly embarrassing  to  storm  out  towards  the  pool  and  yell  at  the  new  girl  in  front  of everyone if Lacy was mistaken. But her bathing suit was nowhere to be seen. 

So  she  stormed  out  towards  that  post.  She  held  back  the  urge  to  yell.  She held everything in until she was at the base of the ladder. “Excuse me. New girl. 

Down here!” 

The new girl looked down. Her face was pale and her eyes were large, like the eyes of a feral rodent. She said nothing. 

“Am I crazy or are you wearing my swim suit?” 

The  new  girl  remained  silent,  her  lips  parting  slightly  in  an  incriminating way.  And  then  Lacy  realized  that  she  recognized  the  new  girl—though  she wasn’t sure where she recognized the new girl from. She stared into her eyes and felt a strange tingling in the back of her head. What was happening? Who  was

this person and why was she so familiar? 

“Well?” Lacy said, tapping her foot on the ground. 

Suddenly, Lacy had the strangest memory that wasn’t right: of her standing outside of the pool, talking to this new girl, apologizing to her for something…

for embarrassing her—that’s it! But when did Lacy embarrass this girl? Why did the  memory  seem  so  recent?  As  she  strained  to  jog  her  mind,  she  remembered another  piece  from  that  same  memory:  offering  to  go  down  on  the  new  girl  to make up for embarrassing her. 

It was her memory from the previous day with Walter, except there was one thing that was different about it: instead of Walter, she could remember this girl. 

Her heart began to throb as the memory started to become cleared. She took this new girl into the shed and ate her out, right on that old sofa chair. 

But it was impossible. She didn’t go down on any chick in that shed—she sucked  a  guy’s  cock.  She  could  even  remember  the  shower  she  took  after  her shift,  trying  to  wash  the  cum  out  of  her  hair.  Where  did  the  cum  come  from  if she’d gone down on some girl? And not to mention: she’d never been with a girl before. She liked guys, not chicks. 

She shook her head, assuming she was just remembering some vivid dream. 

“Give  me  back  my  swim  suit,  would  you?”  she  said.  She  was  losing  her patience, and she was starting to think that she might be losing her mind as well. 

The  girl  at  the  top  of  the  tower  cleared  her  throat  and  looked  around.  She tugged  at  the  bottom  of  her  one-piece—of  Lacy’s  one-piece—and  said,  “Can  I talk to you somewhere private for a minute?” 

Lacy’s gut turned, but she couldn’t figure out why. Something was wrong. 

She did know this girl from somewhere, but she had a feeling she didn’t want to know where from. 

CHAPTER VI

Tessa  led  Lacy  to  the  break  shed.  She  looked  around  before  closing  the door and turning to Lacy, whose face was still red with anger. Cool air tingled her  exposed  legs  and  hips.  She  wasn’t  used  to  so  much  skin  exposure  on  her lower half. And she kept having what she assumed was phantom-cock syndrome

—something like phantom-limb syndrome, but instead of a missing limb she was missing her cock. She was constantly worried that her bathing suit was going to move slightly and her dick was going to fall out for everyone to see. And then every time she realized that there was no dick to fall out, she remembered her tits and felt the need to make sure they were still in her tight one-piece. 

“It’s me,” she said, looking into Lacy’s eyes. “Walter.” 

She  watched  as  Lacy  slowly  shook  her  head,  staring  at  her  with  an unimpressed look on her face. “Is this some sort of prank?” she said. 

“No—it’s not. It’s… I don’t know how to explain it. Something happened

—something unexplainable. I just woke up like this and… I don’t know what to do.”  And  that  was  about  all  she  could  explain  because  that’s  about  as  much  as she  knew:  nothing.  She  woke  up  that  morning  as  if  nothing  was  out  of  the ordinary.  She  rolled  out  of  bed  and  dragged  her  feet  to  the  bathroom.  She  was butt-naked but she always went about her morning business butt-naked. Her little brother  was  the  only  other  person  home,  and  it  was  his  problem  if  he  saw  his brother  naked.  But  Walter  didn’t  realize  that  he  wasn’t  his  brother’s  brother anymore—he was his brother’s sister. 

The  realization  came  when  he  went  to  pee.  He  reached  down  for  his  cock and  felt  nothing.  So  he  looked  down  and  suddenly  panicked,  worried  his  cock had fallen off in the middle of the night. His first assumption was some sort of disease, given to him by the girl who sucked his cock: some strange STD. There was even a wound where his cock should have been—

But  it  wasn’t  a  wound,  he  discovered  upon  closer  inspection.  It  was  a  slit with plump lips and a little clit: a pussy. And while he was trying to stare down at  it,  he  noticed  the  soft  lumps  on  his  chest.  He  pinched  his  arm  and  then  he slapped himself on the face. The pain was real. He looked in the mirror and saw a face that he didn’t recognize: the face of a young, pretty female. Her hair was tied up in her head in a messy bun. 

She  reached  back  and  pulled  out  the  hair  elastic,  letting  her  long  hair  fall down. It was nice hair, but it wasn’t Walter’s hair. 

But she was in her own house. Her room was filled with her things and her

closet  was  filled  with  her  clothes—her  male  clothes  that  no  longer  fit  her  tiny body.  And  she  could  hear  her  brother  through  the  thin  walls,  yelling  at  his friends through his video game headset. 

Heart  racing,  she  searched  around  her  room.  She  found  an  old  family picture, and in the picture was Walter, not this strange new woman. She felt sick, almost vomiting multiple times, but she held herself together. She took a seat on the edge of her bed and closed her eyes. She tried to control her breathing. Then she  tried  to  wake  herself  up,  assuming  she  was  trapped  in  some  sort  of nightmare. And then her phone rang. 

She accepted the call, but she was too afraid to speak. 

“Hello?” the male voice on the other end said. “Anyone there? Tessa?” 

She cleared her throat and replied softly. “Hello?” she said. 

“Hi. Is this Tessa?” the man asked. 

And she had no idea if that was her name. Surely her name wasn’t Walter anymore, so it had to be something. 

“Um, sorry, what is this about?” she asked. 

“Tessa came in yesterday and applied for the lifeguard position at the pool here.  I  just  wanted  to  see  if  that  was  still  something  she  was  interested  in.  We can have her start today. Could you please get her for me?” 

Her  heart  skipped  a  beat  as  a  strange,  vague  memory  came  to  her,  of  her standing in a manager’s office, filling out an application, her long hair dangling down and teasing the application as she scribbled in all of the fields. And in that same memory she could see that pool manager—the same guy that told Walter he couldn’t have the job because he was a man—staring at her chest. His cheeks were red. 

Now,  she  cleared  her  throat  and  held  the  phone  away  from  her  face  for  a moment. “This is Tessa,” she said. 

“Hi Tessa,” the pool manager said before offering her the job. “Think you can come in around eleven so we can get you started?” 

“Sure,” said Tessa. 

She  wasn’t  sure  what  was  happening,  but  she  was  leaning  towards  mental breakdown.  The  longer  she  was  up,  the  more  her  head  filled  with  vague,  hazy memories:  her  old  memories,  but  slightly  different.  She  could  remember  being Walter clearly, but she could remember being Tessa as well, in all of the same recollections. She was starting to think that maybe her Walter memories were all false,  even  though  they  were  so  clear  and  she  was  so  sure  that  she  really  was

Walter.  Maybe  Walter  was  just  a  really  vivid  and  really  long  dream  she’d  just woken  up  from—but  that  didn’t  explain  the  young  man  in  all  of  the  family photos. 

On  her  phone  she  opened  up  her  Facebook  app.  The  app  opened  to  her profile page: Walter’s profile page. 

A pattering of footsteps came towards her bedroom door. “Hey Walt! Can I borrow  one  of  your  PlayStation  controllers?  Mine  just  broke!”  The  bedroom door  swung  open  and  Tessa  froze.  She  stared  into  her  brother’s  eyes,  covering her naked body with her arms. 

Her brother stood there for a moment with parted lips and glazed eyes. And then  he  leapt  back  and  slammed  the  door  shut.  “I’m  sorry,  miss.  I  didn’t,  uh,  I mean—I thought Walter was alone. Never mind.” 

She listened to her brother’s footsteps as he retreated back to his bedroom. 

And  then  he  heard  her  brother’s  voice.  “Holy  shit  guys.  Walter  has  a  girl  over and she’s actually hot.” If only he knew that he was calling his brother hot…

So  now  Tessa  was  sure  that  she  wasn’t  having  some  sort  of  mental breakdown—not  yet,  anyway.  But  something  very  strange  was  happening—

something supernatural…

Suddenly,  she  remembered  the  gumball.  She’d  made  her  wish  before chewing  it:  ‘I  wish  they  would  just  hire  me  as  a  lifeguard.’  Was  that  what triggered  this  whole  gender  swap?  Was  this  some  sort  of  magical  ‘be  careful what you wish for’ sort of deal? 

She tried explaining all of this to Lacy in the break shed. Lacy’s eyes just glazed  over  and  she  shook  her  head.  “So  you’re  telling  me  you  ate  a  magic gumball that turned you into a woman?” she said. 

“I know it sounds stupid, but it’s true. Don’t you remember me?—the male me? You sucked my dick right here. I was in that chair.” 

Lacy’s face became a shade of dark red. “Is this some kind of joke? I told that  fucking  prick  not  to  tell  anyone  about  that.  That’s  the  last  time  I  try  to  do something nice for someone.” 

“No—it’s  really  me.  You  really  sucked  my  dick,  and  now  we  have  a  date on Wednesday. You have to believe me.” 

Lacy shook her head. “This is the stupidest nonsense I’ve ever heard. And you still haven’t explained why you’re wearing my bathing suit.” 

So  Tessa  explained  the  reason  behind  the  borrowed  bathing  suit.  Around 10:30  AM,  she  showed  up  at  the  pool  to  look  for  the  gumball  machine,  so  she could  buy  another  gumball  and  wish  for  her  real  life  back.  But  the  gumball

machine was gone, but the manager was standing by the front entrance. “Tessa, you’re early. Great!” he said before whisking her away. “You brought a bathing suit,  right?”  he  said,  looking  at  her  strangely.  She  was  wearing  a  pair  of  old shorts and a t-shirt—all of which was too big for her tiny body. 

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m wearing it under this.” She wasn’t sure why she lied, or why she was even going along with the new job. Maybe because it would be a massive waste not to go along with the new job. It was that new job that got her into  this  whole  mess.  Even  despite  the  inexplicable  turmoil  she  was  going through,  she  still  needed  a  job  and  she  still  wanted  to  be  a  lifeguard.  And possibly most important of all: if she was stuck in this new body, she didn’t want to throw away the opportunities she was being given. She knew how hard it was to  find  an  entry-level  job  with  good  pay.  She  wasn’t  about  to  waste  the opportunity. 

“Okay,  well  go  and  get  changed  and  I’ll  run  you  through  your  duties,”  he said,  motioning  towards  the  staff  room.  In  the  staff  room,  she  found  an  open locker with a red bathing suit in it. She put it on quickly, hoping the owner of the bathing suit wouldn’t come in during her shift to find her wearing it. 

And the owner of that suit was Lacy, who was now shaking her head again, still not believing a word that was coming out from Tessa’s mouth. “You really don’t believe a word I’m saying, do you?” Tessa said. 

Lacy looked around and then she looked back at Tessa. “No. I don’t know what to believe. Because the more I stare at you, the more I seem to remember eating out your pussy, but I’m pretty sure I’ve never eaten out any chick’s pussy before. And your stupid story actually makes that make a little bit of sense, even though it’s stupid.” 

There was a silence in the room. 

Tessa  had  that  same  vague  memory:  the  two  girls  together  in  that  shed, Lacy on her knees with her face between Tessa’s thighs. Tessa could remember the feeling of Lacy’s tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit, but the memory was vague like an uncertain dream. Though the memory of the pulsing orgasm  was  unmistakable—when  Lacy  tickled  Tessa’s  clit  with  the  tip  of  her tongue…

Lacy cleared her throat. “Wash that bathing suit when you’re done with it, before you give it back to me. And don’t put it in the dryer or you’ll ruin it. Let it hang dry.” 

“What are you going to wear?” Tessa asked. 

“I’ll borrow one of the other girls’ suits,” Lacy said. 

CHAPTER VII

And  there  was  only  one  other  suit  Lacy  could  find  in  the  lockers;  it belonged to Denise, who only worked weekend evenings, and she only worked that job so she could show off her body to the college frat guys who came to the pool often before going off to party. Denise’s bikini was tiny and black with lots of  tight  straps.  It  was  absolute  against  every  dress  code  rule  the  pool  had  for staff, but their manager was fine with it because he was a bit of a pervert. 

Lacy  felt  silly  in  the  thing,  which  hardly  covered  anything  but  would  still leave her with a series of unfixable tan lines. She would have those tan lines for the  rest  of  the  summer.  But  right  now,  that  seemed  like  a  small  problem compared to Tessa’s problem: being stuck in the wrong body. 

When she stepped out to the pool, she saw that Tessa was already back on her tower on the far side of the pool. So Lacy climbed up onto the tower near the manager’s  office—the  tower  she  preferred  because  it  got  better  sun  exposure. 

She looked across the pool at Tessa, who was still tugging at her bathing suit as if it was giving her constant camel toes. But she was so tiny, there was no way that  suit  was  riding  up—though  maybe  if  she  wasn’t  used  to  wearing  tight bathing suits…

Lacy found herself staring at Tessa throughout the day. And every time she looked  over  at  the  new  girl  (who  was  a  new  girl  in  more  ways  than  one)  she became more convinced that she wasn’t lying about her crazy magical gumball story—even  though  there  had  never  been  a  gumball  machine  on  the  pool property before as far as she knew. Tessa looked uncomfortable in that bathing suit, and it was a surprisingly modest piece of swimwear, not like what Lacy was wearing  now.  She  kept  pulling  the  top  up  as  if  her  tits  were  on  the  verge  of falling out, even though her tits were already completely safe and covered. And whenever she climbed down from her post to use the washroom or to get a drink of water, she would walk with her hands covering her butt, as if she wasn’t used to her bum being out. But maybe she was just used to wearing old lady bathing suits with saggy butt coverings…

It  was  around  lunch  when  Lacy  went  into  the  office  to  see  her  manager. 

“Did you hire the new girl?” Lacy asked. 

“Yeah.  Why?  Is  there  something  wrong  with  her?”  he  asked.  Lacy  almost snickered. 

“No. I’m just wondering. And you interviewed her?” she asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Yesterday.” 

“Yep.” 

“Not today?” 

“Nope.” 

“And she was… here, in the office. Sometime during the afternoon? While I was on my shift?” 

He thought for a second. He strained slightly, looking up at the ceiling with lips pressed thin. It shouldn’t have been so hard to remember—it wasn’t even a full  twenty-four  hours  ago.  “Um,  yeah,”  he  said.  “I  think  it  was  in  the afternoon.”  But  he  didn’t  look  so  certain.  The  memory  was  hazy  for  him,  too. 

This  Tessa  chick’s  existence  was  just  a  hazy  memory  for  everyone  before  that morning. 

Lacy was about to leave, and then she remembered her own memory, in the shed  with  Tessa,  eating  her  pussy  like  a  hungry  lesbian  in  an  East  Village nightclub.  She  stopped  in  the  doorway  and  turned  back  to  her  manager.  “So when you interviewed her, did she argue with you at all?” 

And then the manager had that confused look on his face again. “Argue?” 

he said, and then he looked around the room, as if the memory was so vague and distant, it almost didn’t exist—maybe because it didn’t exist. “Yeah, I think she was a bit… passionate. I can’t quite remember what about, though.” 

Lacy’s  stomach  turned.  She  remembered  Walter  being  angry  about  the  no male  lifeguard  policy—how  could  she  forget?  It  was  the  whole  reason  she sucked  his  cock…  and  the  whole  reason  she  apparently  ate  out  Tessa’s  pussy. 

She shook her head as she tried to remember why she ate out Tessa’s wet cunt. 

In the Walter timeline, it was because she embarrassed Walter by not telling him the pool didn’t hire men. But in the Tessa timeline…

A chill crept up Lacy’s spine. 

She suddenly remembered running out after Tessa the day before. She ran right up to Tessa and said, “Congratulations.” 

“On what?” Tessa asked. 

“The new job,” Lacy said. 

Tessa  smiled  with  pink  cheeks.  “Oh,  I  don’t  think  I  got  it,”  she  said.  “I think I was maybe a bit too… enthusiastic in my interview there.” 

“I don’t know. I think he liked you. He likes his girls enthusiastic.” 

Tessa smiled. 

And  then  Lacy  said,  “Do  you  want  to  follow  me?  I  want  to  give  you  a

congratulations gift.” 

And  Tessa  actually  followed  her,  to  that  break  shed.  And  then  Tessa  let Lacy  pull  down  her  little  shorts  and  she  let  Lacy  stick  her  face  between  her thighs.  The  whole  memory  seemed  so  absurd,  like  the  plot  from  a  bad  porno. 

Why  would  Lacy  be  so  adamant  about  giving  some  strange  woman  a congratulations  pussy  licking?  And  why  would  Tessa  accept  some  stranger’s tongue between her legs? None of it made sense, yet it all apparently happened in this new, crazy timeline. 

When  Lacy  emerged  from  the  manager’s  office,  Tessa  was  still  sitting  up on her tower, still awkwardly adjusting her bathing suit. And Lacy felt that chill crawling up her spine again. She was looking at a woman who didn’t really exist twenty-four  hours  ago—and  it  was  possible  that  she  didn’t  exist  now,  either. 

Was this some sort of crazy dream or was this real life? 

She walked back into the manager’s office. “One more question,” she said. 

“Did we ever have a gumball machine out front?” 

The  manager  shook  his  head.  “Why  does  everyone  keep  asking  me  that? 

Why would we have a gumball machine?” 

“I didn’t think so either,” Lacy said, and then she returned to her post. 

CHAPTER VIII

Walter was now Tessa, but he was still Walter in his head—in her head. 

She still had all of her memories and she still thought like a man—at least she thought that she thought like a man. Lacy was still a babe, especially now in her tiny black bikini with its straps, like something a model might wear at some luxury Las Vegas swimming pool. 

And Tessa thought that she was a bit of a babe as well. When her manager came out and told her she could take a thirty minute lunch break, she spent that whole  thirty  minutes  standing  in  front  of  the  mirror,  staring  at  herself,  running her  hands  through  her  hair,  feeling  the  curves  of  her  hips  and,  of  course, squeezing her own tits. Her nipples were insanely sensitive. Out of curiosity, she rubbed them with her thumbs and pointer fingers, and found herself trembling all over. 

And then there was her clit—now that was sensitive. She reached down and rubbed  it,  just  to  see  what  it  would  feel  like.  With  just  a  little  touch,  her  body became tense. 

She turned profile to the mirror to admire her figure. And then she leaned in close  to  get  a  good  look  at  her  face.  And  that’s  when  she  started  to  recognize herself. 

She  hadn’t  turned  into  a  complete  stranger.  She  still  had  her  mom’s  nose and eyes and her dad’s cheekbones. Her hair was still that same shade of brown. 

It almost seemed like she was staring at her sister, even though she never had a sister. If she did, this is what she would look like, without a doubt. If Walter was born a girl, he was probably looking at the outcome. 

She  tried  to  make  sense  of  everything.  She  accepted  the  magical  gumball, but still wasn’t sure how this new reality worked. The pool manager seemed to remember  her  as  Tessa,  but  her  brother  still  shouted  his  name—and  he  didn’t recognize her when he saw her in that bedroom. So why would one person have false  memories  while  the  other  person  didn’t?  Maybe  because  in  order  for  the gumball wish to come true, her brother’s memories didn’t have to change. 

But  what  about  Lacy?  She  remembered  Walter—she  even  called  him  a prick in that break shed. Did her memories not have to change in order for the wish to come true? 

She  knew  that  it  wasn’t  going  to  make  perfect  sense,  no  matter  how  hard she  tried  to  understand  it.  She  knew  that  she  was  probably  wasting  her  time trying to make sense of it. But she couldn’t help it. The mystery kept nagging at

her and driving her to the brink of insanity. 

Her shift ended at the same time as Lacy’s. Together, the two girls went to the  staff  room  to  change.  Lacy  was  about  to  pull  off  her  bikini  and  then  she hesitated, looking over at Tessa with an inquisitive look. Tessa turned around to look  the  other  way.  It  was  clear  that  Lacy  wasn’t  too  certain  about  the  whole thing.  If  she  thought  Tessa  was  just  a  woman  who  had  always  been  Tessa,  she probably  would  have  stripped  down  without  reluctance.  But  a  part  of  Lacy clearly was considering the possibility that Tessa really was Walter, and she was about to change in front of a young man. 

Tessa was awkward while changing. With her back to Lacy, she pulled the straps  of  the  bathing  suit  over  her  shoulders  and  pulled  them  down  slowly, releasing  her  breasts  and  then  uncovering  her  pussy.  She  bent  over  to  pull  the suit out from under her feet. And then she looked back at the very same moment that Lacy looked back. 

The gazes of the naked girls met. They both snapped their gazes forward. 

“So can I ask you, what exactly do you remember from yesterday?” Tessa asked.  She  covered  herself  as  she  walked  over  to  her  locker.  Lacy  went  to  her locker as well, also covering herself. 

Lacy was silent for a moment and then she said, “I remember two different things, and I’m not sure which one is true. But that doesn’t mean anything, just so you know.” 

Tessa  couldn’t  fight  back  the  smile.  It  was  a  small  piece  of  vindication, knowing  that  she  wasn’t  insane.  “I  remember  two  things  as  well.  I  remember you sucking me off, and I remember you eating me out. Isn’t that weird?” 

“Yeah,” Lacy said without looking over. 

“I hope my wish didn’t turn you into a lesbian or whatever,” Tessa said. 

“Watch your tongue, slut,” Lacy said, snapping her head to glare at the new woman. 

There  was  another  silence  as  the  girls  dug  their  clothes  out  from  their lockers.  “But  you  do  remember  eating  me  out  right?”  Tessa  asked.  “I’m  not asking  to,  like,  rub  it  in  or  anything.  I  just  want  to  make  sure.  Because  the memory makes no sense, but I still remember it happening.” 

“Yeah, I remember. Get over it.” 

And Tessa smiled again with her extra confirmation. 

Lacy  had  to  uncover  herself  to  reach  for  her  top.  She  hesitated  before putting it on. “You promise this isn’t some sort of big prank?” Lacy asked. 

Tessa looked over and shook her head. She was holding her oversized pair of shorts in her hand, which seemed especially bulky after wearing a skin-tight bathing  suit  all  day.  “It’s  not  a  prank  as  far  as  I  know.  Unless  someone’s pranking both of us somehow.” 

They  girls  stared  at  each  other.  There  was  a  comfort  in  their  mutual confusion.  At  least  they  weren’t  confused  alone.  “I’ve  never  been  with  a  girl before—unless you count yesterday, but I don’t know if that really counts.” 

“I don’t know if it counts either.” 

“And, so what—do you like guys now that you’re a chick?” 

Tessa laughed and looked down at her feet, her cheeks burning warm. She wanted  to  say  no  because  she  didn’t  want  a  beautiful  woman  to  think  that  she was  gay—but  something  had  happened  today,  during  her  shift,  that  made  her wonder if she really did have her same mind. 

An  impressively  muscular  man  came  to  the  pool  for  a  midday  swim.  He looked like he came straight from the gym because his muscles were bulging and glistening  as  he  stepped  up  to  the  edge  of  the  pool.  He  reached  into  the  air  to stretch and Tessa found herself completely captivated and unable to look away. 

She watched the man swim for the next hour with a warm tingling between her legs.  She  even  caught  herself  biting  her  lip  and  sighing  gently  every  time  the man looked her way. And it wasn’t until he was gone that she realized she’d just spent an hour fawning over a man like teen girl at a Justin Bieber concert. 

“So you like dudes now?” Lacy asked. 

Tessa  shook  her  head.  “No.  I  like  girls.”  And  it  was  true.  She  still  liked girls.  She  was  still  trying  her  best  not  to  look  down  at  Lacy’s  perfect  chest, which  was  still  exposed.  She  had  great  tits  and  Tessa  just  wanted  to  reach  out and squeeze them. 

“Do you still like me?” 

Tessa shrugged. “What do you mean?” she asked. 

“Well yesterday you asked me out. Do you still like me?” 

She shrugged again. “Yeah,” she said. 

Lacy looked around and then she shook her head. “Fuck. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She stepped forward and put her hands on Tessa’s naked hips. And then she kissed the gender-swapped girl, slipping her tongue gently through her lips.  Tessa  kissed  back,  her  body  suddenly  tense  but  her  lips  completely compliant. 

They kissed for a few minutes and then Lacy started sinking down: kissing

Tessa’s neck, her breasts, her abdomen, and then that damp slit between her legs. 

CHAPTER IX

Lacy couldn’t believe what she was doing: eating out a possibly psychotic woman.  She  couldn’t  figure  out  why  she  was  doing  it.  She’d  never  been attracted to women, but that morning she woke up with a newfound taste for tits and pussies. She even woke up with that new memory of going down on Tessa in that break shed. 

But  it  had  been  a  problem  all  day.  Around  noon,  when  the  half-naked women started showing up at the pool to get their daily tanning in, Lacy found herself unable to look away from them. The less they had on, the harder it was not  to  stare.  There  was  one  little  blonde  with  big  tits  that  was  especially gorgeous. When she walked, her tits bounced up and down. It was a miracle her tiny bikini didn’t have any malfunctions—though Lacy found herself wishing it would just break so she could see those glorious jugs. 

She  was  in  heaven  when  the  girls  rolled  onto  their  stomachs  to  tan  their backs and their asses. She was staring at a sea of plump, perky butts: smooth and firm and bouncy. She especially  loved the ones that were  facing her at just  the right angle—so she could see that pussy bulge between their legs. One girl’s pair of bottoms was so small that the thin strip of fabric didn’t even cover her whole pussy.  Luckily  Lacy  had  a  pair  of  big,  dark  sunglasses,  so  she  could  stare unabashedly  at  those  exposed  lips,  only  the  slit  between  them  being  sort  of covered. 

She had a feeling she knew where the lesbian feelings were coming from: Tessa’s stupid wish. In order for the wish to come true, certain aspects of reality had  to  change.  And  apparently  one  of  those  aspects  was  Lacy’s  sexual orientation.  Though  she  could  still  remember  her  attraction  to  men.  She  still remembered  her  strange  desire  the  day  before,  to  pull  Walter  into  that  shed  so she  could  suck  his  cock.  She  could  still  remember  secretly  liking  it  when  he came all over her face. She loved the taste of cum and she loved the way it felt dribbling down her cheeks and forehead. But apparently she also loved the sweet taste of a nice pussy. 

She  dug  her  tongue  deep  into  Tessa’s  slit.  She  nestled  her  nose  against Tessa’s clit and rubbed her face in firmly. She extended her tongue as far as she could downward, even reaching Tessa’s tight butthole, before sweeping up and covering her whole crotch. Tessa moaned gently, which filled Lacy with a warm sense of joy—a strange satisfaction, knowing that she had the ability to pleasure a beautiful woman. 

She dug her tongue deeper, feeling the inside of Tessa’s vagina. She swept around  before  emerging  to  tickly  Tessa’s  clit.  Then  she  found  herself  reaching her hand down between her own thighs to rub her own pussy. She kept tickling that clit because it was making Tessa moan louder. She wanted to see just how loud she could make the new girl moan. 

And  then  the  new  girl  squirted,  unleashing  a  torrent  of  warm  fluid  on Lacy’s face. But she didn’t move. She allowed the warm ejaculate to wash over her  while  she  continued  licking.  Tessa’s  legs  trembled  and  buckled.  And  then Lacy had the urge to stick a finger up Tessa’s asshole. Tessa didn’t protest. She seemed  to  like  it.  So  Lacy  stuck  two  more  fingers  up  and  started  to  thrust  her hand up and down. Another bout of warm squirt washed her face. Lacy smiled, realizing  she  was  having  way  more  fun  than  she  could  have  imagined.  She strangely loved the feeling of that warm fluid bathing her face, and she loved the way  Tessa’s  pussy  kept  contracting  against  her  tongue.  Maybe  being  a  lesbian wouldn’t be so bad…

Tessa  reached  down  and  grabbed  two  handfuls  of  Lacy’s  hair.  She  kept moaning  and  her  legs  kept  trembling.  She  squirted  one  last  time,  and  this  time she  screamed  out  loud,  having  a  big  orgasm.  She  stumbled  back,  hitting  the lockers. And then she started catching her breath. Lacy stood up and kissed her on the lips, so she could taste her own wet snatch. 

And then they looked into each other’s eyes. Tessa had a look of shock and confusion on her face, and Lacy knew that her face probably wasn’t so different. 

Why  did  she  just  do  that?  Why  did  she  just  make  out  with  some  random  girl? 

Why  did  she  just  throw  herself  between  some  woman’s  legs  to  eat  out  her squirting cunt? 

“I  should  be  getting  home,”  Lacy  said,  wiping  her  mouth  with  her  wrist. 

Her chin was still dripping with Tessa’s watery ejaculate. 

“Okay,” Tessa said with a soft voice. 

So  Lacy  quickly  got  dressed  and  she  took  off.  But  before  she  left,  she stopped  in  the  doorway  and  said.  “You’re  really  sure  this  isn’t  some  sort  of prank?” 

“I’m pretty sure,” Tessa said. 

“Well,  if  you  find  that  gumball  machine,  do  me  a  favour  and  make everything  back  to  normal.”  And  she  left.  She  was  hoping  that  she  would  go home,  go  to  bed,  and  then  wake  up  as  if  nothing  had  happened—maybe  this whole  day  was  just  a  dream  that  refused  to  end.  It  wasn’t  a  bad  dream, necessarily. Eating Tessa out was kind of fun. But she could have done without

the stress of knowing that reality was all messed up. 

But when she woke up in the morning, and everything was still the same—

she  could  still  remember  Tessa  squirting  on  her  face—she  started  to  wonder what really was real, if anything. If a person’s entire history can just be changed overnight, is that person truly real? And if nothing’s real, then what the hell is it? 

She  tried  not  to  get  too  carried  away  with  her  existential  crisis.  She  knew she  just  had  to  accept  whatever  reality  she  had  at  the  moment,  otherwise  she might just end up pounding her head against the wall for the rest of her life. So she liked pussy now… what’s the big deal? 

CHAPTER X

Tessa spent the night alone in the little break shed behind the pool. She was too afraid to go home and find out that she was stranger in the eyes of her own parents.  Her  brother  didn’t  recognize  her,  so  it  was  safe  to  assume  her  parents wouldn’t  either.  So  she  sent  her  mom  a  text  message  saying  she  was  spending the night at a friend’s house, and then she broke into that little shed and slept on the sofa chair she’d been blown on just the day before. 

When she woke up, she quickly jumped to her feet and inspected her body, running her hands down her chest and between her legs. She was disappointed to discover she still had a pussy, and her cock was still nowhere to be found. 

Her  clothes  didn’t  smell  so  great  after  being  slept  in—especially  in  that warm, damp break shed, on that musty sofa chair. But Tessa was still too afraid to  go  home  and  potentially  face  her  family,  just  so  she  could  nab  some  more clothes that would look terribly silly on her. Luckily, she found a clipboard at the back of the shed with a list of employee names and their phone numbers. The list was below an out-dated schedule from June, and Lacy was on that list. So Tessa picked up her phone and dialled Lacy. 

She had to call three times before Lacy would pick up. “I’m not interested in buying anything,” Lacy said. 

“Don’t hang up. It’s me. It’s Walter, or Tessa. I’m still Tessa.” 

“I know,” she said, and Tessa thought this was a strange thing to say. How could she know? 

“I need clothes. I slept in the shed. Can you bring me something?” 

“What size are you?” 

Tessa shook her head. “I don’t know. You’ve seen me. You probably have a better idea.” 

So Tessa spent the next forty-five minutes pacing around that break shed. It was around 9:30 AM when Lacy showed up with a bag filled with clothes. The pool  wouldn’t  open  for  another  thirty  minutes.  “Do  you  work  today?”  Lacy asked when she showed up. 

“I don’t know,” Tessa said, grabbing the bag and looking inside. She started digging through, suddenly worried she wasn’t specific enough on the phone. The bag was filled with little dresses and skirts and skimpy tops. She didn’t want to dress up like a little hoe—she wanted something neutral, so she could blend in. 

“I don’t have anything like that, unless you want to die from heat exhaustion in my winter clothes,” Lacy said. 

“Well what am I supposed to do with this?” Tessa asked, holding up a tiny white dress that probably wouldn’t even cover her whole bum. 

“Put it on?” 

Tessa stared at Lacy with an unimpressed look, and then she looked back at the  little  dress.  The  fabric  was  soft  in  her  hand  and  she  was  slightly  curious  to see how the little outfit would feel against her skin. Maybe trying it on wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe dressing up like a bit of a summer whore would help her blend in more than layering up like an unaccompanied woman on the streets of Saudi Arabia. “Okay, fine,” Tessa said, turning around to undress. 

She  pulled  her  damp  shirt  off  and  let  it  fall  on  the  floor,  and  then  she shimmied  out  from  her  shorts.  She  looked  down  at  the  boxers  she’d  been wearing,  and  then  she  heard  Lacy  laughing.  “What’s  so  funny?”  she  asked without looking back. 

“I brought you panties too,” Lacy said. “They’re at the bottom of the bag.” 

Tessa  shook  her  head.  “I’m  not  wearing  panties.  I’m  not  some  sort  of pervert.”  She  stepped  into  the  dress  and  wriggled  it  up  her  body.  She  was  far from  graceful  as  she  squirmed  her  arms  under  the  dress’  thin  straps.  Then  she gave  the  dress  a  little  tug  to  ensure  it  was  covering  her  nipples.  And  then  she heard Lacy laughing again. 

“You picked the dress out,” Tessa snapped, feeling hungry and irritable. 

“Yeah, but you’re the one insisting on wearing the boxers.” 

Tessa  looked  down  and  realized  how  silly  the  boxers  looked.  They  were longer than the dress, sticking out ridiculously. Tessa sighed and shook her head before  slipped  the  boxers  down  and  fishing  a  pair  of  panties  out  from  the  bag. 

She felt silly slipping them on. She had to remind herself that she wasn’t a boy—

she wasn’t cross-dressing. She was just putting girl clothes on her girl body, and there’s nothing weird about that. 

“Turn  around  and  show  me  how  you  look,”  Lacy  said.  So  Tessa  turned around.  She  looked  down  and  tried  tugging  at  the  skirt  of  her  dress,  worried  it was too short. If her cock was still there, it would have been hanging out. 

“I’m so jealous,” Lacy said. “That dress never looked right on me, but it’s so cute on you.” Lacy stared at Tessa’s body with glowing eyes. 

The  strangest  thing  happened:  Tessa’  face  became  red  and  she  couldn’t fight back the silly smile that crossed her face. She felt cute in the dress, and it was nice to hear it from someone else. The fabric was so soft and pleasant on her skin,  and  the  cut  of  the  dress  fit  her  curves  perfectly,  like  it  was  made specifically for her. She looked down at her feet. “It’s okay?” she asked. 

“Okay? It’s great. You’re a bombshell. It’s almost too bad that you have to go back to being a man.” 

Tessa  smiled,  but  her  smile  was  reluctant.  “I  need  to  find  that  gumball machine,” she said. And then she caught her reflection in the foggy window. The dress truly was adorable. She had a hard time looking away. But when she did, she saw that Lacy was holding up a little black tube. “What’s that?” 

“It’s mascara.” 

“Why?” 

“You  can’t  go  out  in  a  dress  like  that  and  not  wear  at  least  a  little  bit  of makeup, unless you want people thinking you’re some sort of weird hippy chick. 

Just  roll  it  onto  your  eyelashes.”  She  dug  a  little  mirror  out  from  her  bag  and held  it  up  so  Tessa  could  apply  the  mascara.  And  seeing  her  reflection  in  that mirror, she remembered that she was beautiful as a woman. 

She’d  never  been  beautiful  or  hot  or  pretty  before—the  best  compliment she  ever  received  as  a  man  was  ‘cute’,  and  she  still  wasn’t  sure  that  was  a compliment. Men aren’t supposed to be cute, are they? If she was going to miss one thing about being a lady, it was going to be that sexy feeling. 

When she looked up at Lacy once she’d finished rolling on some mascara, she noticed Lacy was looking at her with glowing eyes. “Why are you looking at me like that?” Tessa asked. 

“Can’t I just look at you without being judged?” Lacy said. 

Tessa shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s just kind of… weird.” 

Lacy’s  eyes  narrowed.  “Look—I  know  this  sounds  weird,  but  your  stupid wish turned me into a lesbian. So I can’t help it, and it’s your fault.” 

“Sorry,” Tessa said. “It’s not like I did it on purpose.” 

“No, but the least you could do is give me a kiss or something. You know, for my troubles. I did come all the way down here with those clothes, didn’t I?” 

Her  face  was  quickly  turning  red.  Tessa  couldn’t  tell  if  she  was  angry  or  just embarrassed. So she stepped forward and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips. 

“How’s that?” Tessa said. 

There was a short silence before Lacy said, “That’s all I get?” 

So Tessa put her hands on Lacy’s hips and gave her a real kiss: a long, firm kiss  with  plenty  of  tongue.  “That’s  better,”  Lacy  said,  her  face  now  dark crimson.  She  had  her  hands  on  Tessa’s  hips  and  their  foreheads  were  pressed together. “What’s the chance that I can convince you to scissor me?” 

Now  Tessa’s  face  was  red.  She  stared  into  Lacy’s  eyes  for  a  moment,  her

heart pounding. And then she said, “I think your chances are pretty good.” 

CHAPTER XI

Lacy’s heart was pounding as soon as Tessa was naked in front of her. She reached  back  and  made  sure  the  shed  door  was  locked,  in  case  some  lifeguard decided  to  use  it  for  the  first  time  in  forever.  And  then  she  pulled  down  her panties.  There  was  already  a  wet  trickle  down  her  leg.  She  was  horny—she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been so horny in her life. 

There was a blanket hanging over the chair—presumably the blanket Tessa slept  under  all  night.  Lacy  took  that  blanket  now  and  laid  it  out  on  the  floor. 

Then  she  laid  herself  out  and  lifted  a  leg  into  the  air.  “I’ve  never  done  this before,”  she  said.  “I’ve  never  even  seen  it  until…  recently.  In  a  video.”  She regretted  saying  it  as  soon  as  the  words  left  her  mouth.  Luckily  she  stopped herself from outright saying that she’d stayed up late the night before watching lesbian  porn  on  her  computer.  She  couldn’t  pull  herself  away  from  the  sexy video:  girls  sticking  their  fingers  and  their  tongues  and  their  toes  into  each other’s  pussies.  She’d  never  even  watched  any  porn  before  that  night.  She’d always  found  it  to  be  gross.  Everyone  was  always  grunting  and  moaning  and discharging. But now that she was a lesbian, she was strangely attracted to it. 

Tessa awkwardly stepped over Lacy and then lowered herself down, lining their  pussies  up.  It  felt  strange  and  awkward  when  their  soft  lips  pressed together.  Lacy  felt  suddenly  embarrassed  because  she  was  already  wet  while Tessa was dry, as if she wasn’t nearly as into the idea. But Lacy’s pounding and curious heart still wanted to know what it felt like to scissor a beautiful girl. 

“Now  what?”  Tessa  asked.  Her  cheeks  were  rosy.  She  kept  looking  at  the glossy  window,  probably  worried  someone  would  see  them  in  that  shed.  But even  if  someone  stuck  their  face  right  up  against  the  glass,  they  would  see nothing but moving shapes. 

“I guess we just grind,” Lacy said. So Tessa, on top, started grinding. She was careful at first and then she let her body relax a little bit, putting a bit more weight onto Lacy, who was still terribly embarrassed about the whole thing. 

Tessa laughed. 

“What’s funny?” Lacy asked. 

“You’re so wet.” 

Lacy scowled. “You did this to me with that stupid gumball. And I expect you to undo it as soon as you find that stupid machine. And until then, the least you  could  do  is  get  a  little  wet  yourself.”  And  it  didn’t  take  long  before  Tessa started to secrete a tiny bit of fluid. She let a soft moan slip and then she took a

deep breath. Lacy was relieved that she wasn’t the only one enjoying the pussy grinding.  She  reached  out  and  put  her  hands  on  Tessa’s  bum,  to  guide  her grinding  more  accurately.  After  a  couple  of  minutes,  they  were  both  dripping wet. 

They  mashed  their  cunts  together  harder  and  faster.  Now  Lacy  was moaning,  straining  to  keep  her  head  up  so  she  could  continue  to  stare  at  her beautiful fling. A warm buzzing was becoming more and more intense inside of her.  “Shit,”  she  muttered  through  clenched  teeth.  And  then  she  felt  something really wet. She looked down and saw that Tessa was squirting. Apparently Tessa was just full of fluids, always squirting. Tessa’s warm fluid washed down Lacy’s pussy. It felt nice. Nice enough to make that buzzing even more intense. “Holy fucking shit,” Lacy moaned, and then her head fell back on the floor. She closed her  eyes  and  gave  into  the  orgasm.  She  started  moaning  uncontrollably.  Tessa leaned forward and cupped Lacy’s tits. She squeezed, which only made Lacy’s orgasm more intense. Now warm fluid was gushing from her cunt, soaking that blanket beneath them even more. 

And once the orgasm was over, Lacy felt the urge to taste her fling’s pussy. 

“Sit on my face. Quickly. Please.” So Tessa repositioned herself and sat down on Lacy’s  face.  Lacy  got  her  tongue  in  deep,  letting  the  last  of  Tessa’s  fluid  gush out onto her face. 

Lacy felt the most intense sexual satisfaction she’d ever felt in her life. She didn’t  move  from  the  ground  once  Tessa  was  on  her  feet.  She  just  caught  her breath  and  stared  up  at  the  ceiling  with  a  big  smile  on  her  face.  “I  hate  you  so much  for  doing  this  to  me,”  she  said,  but  she  never  stopped  smiling.  Drops  of Tessa’s juices rolled down her cheeks. 

“Do you?” Tessa asked with a laugh. 

And Lacy scowled. “Yes. And you’re going to fix it by going out right now to  find  that  gumball  machine.  I’m  not  cut  out  to  be  a  dyke.  I  like  guys.  I  like cocks and muscles. If I have to taste one more pussy I’m going to be very upset.” 

She finally sat up and grabbed her panties off the floor. She bent over and shimmied into them. And then she looked up to catch one last glimpse of Tessa’s beautiful  naked  body  before  she  slipped  back  into  that  little  white  dress.  Tessa caught her staring and laughed, which only made Lacy more frustrated. She just couldn’t help herself. She was suddenly painfully attracted to women—Tessa in particular, though she’d caught herself staring at a few different girls on her way to that shed with that little bag of clothes. There was one little blonde with a low cut sundress who was especially hard to look away from. Had Lacy been driving a car, she probably would have rear-ended the person in front of her. Luckily she

was  on  the  bus—but  she  did  almost  miss  her  stop  because  a  little  Asian  cutie stepped on the stop before hers. 

And  as  she  left  the  shed,  headed  back  home,  she  tried  to  force  herself  to stare at men. She noticed a group of stacked, sweaty men emerging from a gym a few blocks from the pool. She tried to remember what she used to think was so sexy  about  glistening  muscles.  But  she  just  ended  up  admiring  the  girl  who emerged from the gym behind them: a little brunette with tight athletic gear and a long, soft ponytail. Her tits bounced just a little bit with every step. 

Lacy slapped herself on the face. “Get a hold of yourself, girl,” she said. 

CHAPTER XII

Tessa  had  no  idea  where  to  begin  her  search  for  the  gumball  machine, which no one had ever seen but her. She tried texting all of her friends who were at  the  pool  that  day,  but  none  of  them  recalled  seeing  a  gumball  machine,  and they all found the question funny. She didn’t bother answering them when they asked, “Why are you trying to find an old gumball machine?” 

She  even  spent  an  hour  tracking  down  the  phone  number  of  the  person  in charge of the pool. “As far as I know, there’s never been any gumball machines at any of our pools,” he said. 

Every dead lead made Tessa’s gut turn. It was becoming increasingly clear that  she  would  be  stuck  in  that  female  body  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  She  didn’t make it until 3:00 PM before she was completely out of leads. Even her Google search turned up nothing when she looked up ‘Magical gumballs’ and ‘Wishing gumballs’.  She  made  a  post  on  a  paranormal  forum  asking  if  anyone  had  ever heard  of  a  wishing  gumball  machine  or  a  wishing  candy  machine  of  any  kind. 

She was laughed out of the forum, and she wasn’t surprised. 

At 3:30 PM, she got a call from the pool manager. Her heart leapt up in her chest. She was suddenly filled with hope, thinking the manager was about to tell her  that  there  was  a  gumball  machine  that  he’d  forgotten  about.  But  instead  he asked, “Can you work in thirty minutes? One of my girls just bailed on me.” 

She  had  nothing  else  to  do  and  work  was  a  welcomed  distraction,  so  she replied, “Sure. I’ll be there.” 

When  she  got  to  the  pool,  Lacy  was  already  working  up  on  her  tower, having  started  her  shift  an  hour  before.  So  Tessa  decided  to  borrow  the  black strappy bikini for the day. If she was going to be stuck in a girl’s body, she was going  to  need  to  get  her  own  bathing  suit.  But  for  now,  the  strappy  bikini  was fine. 

Lacy smiled at her as she climbed up her tower. During her climb, one of her  tits  fell  out  of  the  top,  but  the  only  person  who  noticed  was  Lacy.  Lacy laughed and then she waved. 

Lacy  was  a  welcomed  distraction  from  the  reality  of  Tessa’s  situation.  It was nice to know that there was someone else affected by her stupid wish, so she wasn’t in that sinking ship by herself. But she still felt guilty, knowing that she’d turned  a  happily  straight  woman  into  a  raging  lesbian.  A  few  hours  into  their shift, Tessa noticed Lacy looking her way. She felt her phone buzz in her pocket. 

She checked the message, which was from Lacy. “I dare you to flash me when

no one is looking,” Lacy wrote. 

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she quickly flashed her tits towards Lacy. Lacy’s face lit up. Tessa got another message. “I dare you to stick a finger in your pussy.” 

So  Tessa  waited  until  no  one  was  looking,  and  then  she  reached  her  hand down her little bottoms and she pressed a finger into her pussy. It was the least she could do, seeing as she was responsible for Lacy’s lesbian tendencies. 

It was a few minutes later when she noticed Lacy had a hand pressed subtly between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy while staring at Tessa. She winked and  smiled.  Tessa  laughed,  and  when  no  one  was  looking,  she  flashed  Lacy again, nearly giving Lacy an orgasm on the top of that tower. Again, it was the least she could do. 

At  the  end  of  their  shift,  when  they  were  in  the  staff  room,  Lacy  took Tessa’s  hand  and  pushed  it  down  between  her  legs.  “Just  rub  my  cunt  for  one minute and then I promise I’ll get a grip.” So Tessa rubbed Lacy’s dripping wet pussy for a minute while she moaned and squirmed. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. You didn’t make me into a lesbian; you made me into a raging dyke. 

You know what I’m going to do now? I’m going to go home and watch lesbian porn. I’m going to masturbate until I fall asleep, and then I’m going to wake up and  I’m  probably  going  to  masturbate  some  more.  Have  you  found  that  stupid gumball  machine  yet?  I  need  my  life  back.  I’m  going  to  go  crazy  if  I  have  to suffer through another day of this.” 

“Everyone  keeps  telling  me  that  there’s  never  been  a  gumball  machine here,” Tessa said. 

“Don’t stop rubbing,” Lacy said, pushing Tessa’s hand down again. Tessa hadn’t  even  noticed  that  she’d  stopped.  “Well  we  need  to  find  that  machine.  I can’t be like this forever. What if you aren’t here to rub my clit for me? What if I do something stupid, like come on to one of the other girls? Oh God, what if I come onto one of the swimmers? I don’t want to be fired for sexual misconduct, Tessa.  Don’t  stop  rubbing.  Get  those  fingers  in  deep.  Oh  God,  just  like  that. 

Please don’t stop. I just want to be normal again. Is that so much to ask?” Drops of fluid trickled down Tessa’s fingers. 

“I’m doing the best I can,” Tessa said. 

“Do better,” Lacy said. “But don’t stop rubbing. You’re about to make me come. Don’t stop. Oh fuck. Oh Shit. Oh my God.” Her legs trembled and more fluid  gushed  out,  splashing  on  the  floor.  She  moaned  and  her  whole  body shuddered.  “Go  home  and  get  some  sleep,  and  then  start  your  search  again

tomorrow with a fresh head. I need you to be sharp. I need you to save me from myself. And I imagine you’re probably pretty sick of being a chick, right?” 

But  Tessa  wasn’t  sure  how  to  answer  the  question.  She  pulled  her  hand away and gave it a shake before wiping it on a nearby towel. “I can’t go home because my family thinks I’m still a guy. And I’m not going to try to explain this whole thing to them—they would never believe it. So I’m probably just going to sleep here again tonight.” 

“Sleep  here?  No,  no,  you’ll  never  get  a  good  sleep  here—not  on  that  old sofa chair. Is that where you slept last night? Oh God, no wonder you looked so tired  today.  You  can  come  sleep  over  at  my  place.  We’ll  tell  my  parents  that you’re an old friend and we’re just having a sleepover.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Absolutely. And I have this double-sided dildo that I got as a gag gift that we  can  play  with…  But  only  if  you  want  to.  That’s  not  why  I’m  inviting  you over.  I’m  just  inviting  you  over  so  you  can  get  some  proper  rest.  But  if  you wanted to fool around with the dildo, I’m game. I think it even vibrates. If not, I have a vibrator we can play with too. But really, if you just want to sleep, that’s fine too.” 

Tessa laughed. “Thanks,” she said, and the two girls went home together. 

CHAPTER XIII

The girls didn’t get much sleep that night. They weren’t home long before Lacy showed Tessa her array of sex toys. But it was the lingerie drawer that stole the  show.  Lacy  insisted  that  Tessa  try  on  her  lingerie.  And  hours  were  spent trying on—and making out in—different outfits. Lacy was especially aroused by a little cheerleader outfit that fit Tessa perfectly. 

They  did  their  best  to  be  quiet  all  night,  seeing  as  Lacy’s  parents  were asleep  down  the  hall.  But  it  was  tough  being  quiet  once  that  double-sided vibrating  dildo  was  thrown  into  the  mix.  It  was  around  2:00  AM,  after  a  few drinks and lots of sex and dressing up, that Lacy had the idea of putting a dildo into  Tessa’s  butt.  Tessa  was  reluctant  at  first,  but  also  strangely  curious.  She’d never  had  her  ass  penetrated  before,  as  a  man  or  a  woman.  So  she  got  onto  all fours and held her butt in the air. 

Lacy snuggled up behind her with a big pink dildo. She teased her tight rim before beginning to push that dildo into her body. Tessa clenched and squirmed, but  she  managed  not  to  make  any  noise.  The  dildo  finally  penetrated  her  bum and sunk in deep. Somehow, she ended up squirting out of her pussy, just from the  anal  stimulation.  “You  bitch,  now  I  have  to  change  the  bed  sheets,”  Lacy said, but she didn’t stop plunging that dildo in and out of her lover’s butt. 

They only slept for a couple of hours before Lacy’s alarm went off. She had to  work  the  12:00  PM  shift,  and  she  needed  an  hour  or  so  to  get  ready.  Tessa didn’t work that day, as far as she knew, but she figured she would accompany Lacy to work, seeing as she had nothing else to do. She still had no idea where she was going to find that gumball machine. But after her fun night with Lacy, she  wasn’t  sure  she  wanted  to  find  that  gumball  machine  anymore.  She  was having fun as a girl, and she was having fun with Lacy. 

That  morning  was  the  best  morning  of  her  life.  While  Lacy  got  ready  for work,  Tessa  tried  on  a  number  of  different  outfits  from  Lacy’s  closet.  They  all looked  so  cute  on  her,  and  they  were  all  so  different.  Male  clothes  were  so boring:  t-shirts  and  jeans  and  sometimes  shorts  and  sometimes  sweaters.  But there  were  so  many  options  in  Lacy’s  closet:  different  dresses,  skirts,  leggings, jumpers,  tank  tops,  crop-tops,  racer-backs,  and  so  on  and  so  on.  She  couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying it all because she was a woman now with a woman’s  brain,  or  if  she  was  just  enjoying  it  because  it  was  legitimately enjoyable. 

What if she turned back into a man but still wanted to dress up like a girl? 

What  if  she  missed  those  soft  clothes?  What  if  she  missed  how  pretty  she  was with  a  little  bit  of  makeup?  She  hadn’t  even  begun  to  explore  the  world  of makeup—there were so many looks she wanted to try out. 

For that morning, she wore a black pencil skirt and a crop-top. She found a cute pair of black flats that went perfectly with the outfit. She felt great when the cool morning breeze tickled her skin. And she felt even better when they walked by a couple of guys who checked them out with glowing faces. She was going to miss the admiration—assuming she ever had to change back into a woman. 

A  part  of  her  was  suddenly  wishing  she  would  never  find  that  gumball machine.  She  could  go  to  her  parents  and  explain  the  crazy  paranormal phenomenon. They wouldn’t believe her at first, but surely she could prove that she was really Walter. She could answer any question: the exact address of the family cabin, what Walter wanted to be when he grew up back when he was a little kid—anything. And surely they would accept him as a woman, right? 

As they approached the pool, a group of young men were leaving. One of the  men  pointed  at  Tessa  after  nudging  his  buddy.  They  whispered  to  one another, and then it wasn’t until they passed that Tessa heard the whistling. She turned around to see them looking at her. “Looking good, baby,” one of the men shouted. “That’s a nice ass you’ve got there!” 

“You couldn’t handle it,” Tessa shouted back with a big smile on her face. 

Her skin was tingling with a warm euphoria. She was happy, and she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been happier. 

And  then  she  felt  Lacy’s  elbow  nudging  her  side.  “Hey  Tessa,”  Lacy  said with a strangely forlorn voice. 

Tessa  turned  around  to  see  the  gumball  machine,  standing  prominently  in front of the swimming pool entrance. And she could see the faded writing on the hard plastic dome: Wishing Gumballs. “Is that the machine?” Lacy asked. 

“That’s  it,”  Tessa  said,  feeling  a  shiver  rolling  through  her  body.  The machine seemed to appear out of nowhere, and maybe it did just appear out of nowhere. 

Lacy reached into her purse and pulled out a quarter. “I guess this is the end of your lifeguard days then, huh?” She handed the quarter to Tessa. 

“I guess so,” Tessa said. She started at the quarter and then slowly walked up  to  the  machine.  “I  mean—I’ll  have  until  the  end  of  the  day.  It  didn’t  work until I went to sleep last time.” 

“Well I guess we’d better make the most of it. It’s not too late to call in sick for work. We can go to the park or see a movie or something. I’ve been meaning

to get my nails done. Want to go for a manicure with me? Maybe tonight we can do  facemasks  and  watch  some  crappy  romance  movie.  Oh,  that  reminds  me, there’s a new movie out that’s supposed to be like Sex and the City. There’s no way you’ll want to go with me when you’re a guy again. Maybe we can go see that now?” 

Tessa stared at that quarter for another long moment. What was waiting for her  in  her  male  life?  What  was  so  much  better  about  being  Walter?  He  was practically  invisible  and  unemployed.  His  friends  hated  hanging  out  with  him because  they  always  thought  he  was  being  a  mooch.  But  Tessa  had  a  job.  She had  a  friend  who  loved  being  with  her—maybe  even  a  girlfriend.  She  was happy. She felt strangely free. 

So she handed the quarter to Lacy. “I don’t think I want it,” she said. “So maybe you can just wish for your old life back—but maybe try to be specific, so it doesn’t change me back as a repercussion.” 

Lacy  now  stared  at  the  quarter.  She  wasn’t  putting  it  in  the  machine.  “I don’t know,” she said. “I kind of like being a dyke. We’ve had fun, right?” 

“I’ve had fun,” Tessa said. 

“I mean—would it really be so crazy to just be a lesbo? Besides, like you said, I wouldn’t want to make a wish and have it change you back by accident. 

Maybe  it’s  better  to  be  safe  than  sorry.”  She  slipped  the  quarter  back  into  her purse and then looked into Tessa’s eyes. 

Tessa smiled. “So I guess this is how it is now,” she said. 

“I  guess  so,”  Lacy  said.  “But  you  have  to  promise  me  something—if  I’m not going to eat that gumball.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I get to eat you out whenever I want. Even if you’re in a bad mood. And even if my shift is about to start in five minutes.” 

Tessa smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Deal,” She said. So Lacy grabbed her hand and pulled her away towards the break shed. Both girls were laughing  as  they  ran  across  the  grass.  They  only  had  a  few  minutes,  but  there would be plenty of time later, now that things were the way they would stay. 


THE END
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