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		Chapter 1

		 

		“You, my friend, are absolutely full of shit.”

		Milo tried to look down his nose at his roommate, but the effect was ruined by the way he was weaving on his feet. “No, really, Poppy. I’m serious!”

		“I’m sure you are.” Her lips quirked. “Which just means that you are seriously full of shit. You can’t stand there and claim that life is actually easier for women in this country. Sorry. That dog won’t hunt.”

		“The dog won’t what?” His brow furrowed in confusion. “What are you talking about?”

		“No.” Lilah Eldridge, one of their co-workers, walked up, a smile on her pleasant face. “What are you guys talking about?”

		Poppy smirked. “Milo was just trying to give me the benefit of his infinite wisdom. About how women in this country have it so easy. I mean, it’s obvious that we control everything, isn’t it? Look at us! We’ve got over a quarter of the senators, over a fifth in the House of Representatives, and one of us almost got elected president once! Case closed!”

		“I wasn’t talking about politics, Poppy. I was talking about dating and shit.” He waved his hand expressively, nearly spilling his drink. Around him in the beer garden, other people from Underhill and Associates Financial were unwinding at the end-of-quarter party, which was somewhat of a company tradition. “Take me.”

		“No thanks,” the small, dark-haired woman said, and Lilah laughed.

		“Take me,” he repeated and took a drink of his beer. “Say I’m looking to…well…you know. Score. First I have to find someone who wants to go out with me. And then I have to take her out, get to know her. Dinner. Movies. Dancing. Long walks in the park.” He shuddered. “Conversations about my feelings. Meeting her family.

		“Then maybe, just maybe, after a month or so, I might get lucky. Maybe.

		“But a woman? Ha. All they have to do is just hint that they’re interested, and there’s a line of men three-deep.”

		Poppy’s frown deepened into a scowl. “You know what, Milo? Sometimes you’re an okay guy. But a lot of the time, you’re a complete pig.”

		“Oink,” Lilah added.

		“Listen.” Milo spread his hands and tried to smile disarmingly. From the dubious expression on Poppy’s face, it didn’t seem like he was succeeding. “I’m not saying it’s right. I’m just saying it’s true.” He gestured towards the tiny stage, where the corporate vice-president in charge of rah-rah speeches had just given a brain-numbing, bullshit spiel about how they were the greatest financial firm in Kentucky, thanks to hard work, dedication, team work, and blah blah blah blah blah, until Milo felt like drilling a hole in his head to stop the pain. “If both of us get up there, Poppy, and announce that we’re both looking to get laid, which one of us do you think is going to go home with someone?”

		The dark-haired woman shook her head wearily. “And that’s because I’m a woman? And not because of something else? Like the fact that you’re about as mature as a keg-stand at a frat party?”

		“And you just moved out of your parents’ place, like, five months ago.” Lilah, this time.

		“You wear Axe body spray.”

		“You let your sunglasses dangle off the back of your head like a total douche.”

		“You put the wrong soap in the dishwasher and flooded the break room.”

		“You’re always late to work. And don’t think that people don’t notice how often you leave the office early, too.”

		“You never take out the garbage. And you never put your beer bottles in the recycling bin.”

		“You called your boss ‘Broseph’ on a conference call last week.”

		“All right, all right.” Milo held up his hands, unable to keep up with the double-barreled assault. “So what should I do?”

		“Get a personality transplant,” Poppy muttered, just loud enough for him to hear. For a second, Milo tensed angrily. Then he forced himself to relax. He couldn’t afford to piss the dark-haired Latina off. It was sheer good luck that her previous roommate had moved in with her boyfriend at the same time as Milo’s parents were telling him, in no uncertain terms, that his days of sponging off them and living rent-free in the basement were over. But even he could tell that his welcome as her roommate was wearing thin.

		He drew in his breath to make a witty retort, though he wasn’t sure exactly what it was going to be, when Poppy’s eyes went round, staring over his shoulder. “Holy hell,” she breathed. “Whose plus-one is that?”

		Milo turned around, at once aggravated and relieved that he was no longer the center of attention.

		“Oh, you haven’t met Gene?” Lilah said. “Oh, that’s right. You weren’t at the summer picnic, were you?” She snickered evilly. “Sorry, Poppy. He’s taken.”

		“By who?” The small woman glared around. “I’ll kill her. I’ll scratch her eyes out. I’ll make a bunch of really mean ‘your momma’ jokes until she starts to cry! Who’s he taken by?”

		Personally, Milo couldn’t see what all of the fuss was about. But then, he wasn’t attracted to dudes. The man that Poppy and Lilah were drooling over wasn’t anything special, as far as he could tell. A little taller than he was, and cut pretty well. But it wasn’t like he was totally ripped or anything. His hair was black and wavy, and his full lips were set in a teasing smirk as he laughed at something someone said.

		Lilah was giggling so hard that tears were forming at the corners of her eyes. “By Kevin,” she choked out, and bent over, her hands on her knees.

		“Kevin?”

		“The Buttercream Dream himself.”

		“Oh.” Poppy took a deep, deep breath and let it out slowly. “So he’s gay?”

		“No. Neil Patrick Harris is gay. Luke Evans is gay. Gene… Let me put it this way. If you took every single person on Queer Eye for the Straight Guy, and then smushed them all down so they would fit in one body, they still wouldn’t be as gay as Gene is. We’re talking ultra-mecha-insano-gay.”

		The object of their conversation spotted them, and came mincing over, his smile flashing like a thousand-watt bulb. “Lilah! How absolutely delicious to see you again!” He puckered his lips and leaned forward, though his mouth didn’t even come close to her cheek. “When are you going to come to my salon and let me do something to that rat’s nest you call a hair-do? More like a hair-don’t, am I right?

		“And why haven’t you introduced me to your friends? This man is positively glowing with negative energy. It gives him quite the ferocious look.” Gene simpered at Milo. “Don’t worry, honeybuns. Even if you were my type, and you’re not, I’m giving monogamy the old college try. It’s never worked before, but there’s a first time for everything, right?”

		“Milo Nesbitt,” he said, offering a hand.

		To his surprise, the handshake he received was firm, not the limp, dead-fish grip he was afraid of. “Charmed. And your friends?”

		“Poppy Maldonado. And I think you know Lilah.”

		“Calling me your friend is a little bit of a stretch, Milo,” Poppy said, though her eyes were fixed on Milo. “We’re roommates, is all.”

		“And what were you talking about when I came over? It seemed really very intense.”

		“Oh, it’s nothing,” Poppy scoffed, and Lilah made a noise of agreement. “Milo just has his head stuck up his ass when it comes to women and sex.”

		“Ew.” Gene flinched, one hand coming up as if to wave away the terrible vision. “Please. I don’t want to hear about it. Oh, thank the gods,” he added. “Kevin, darling, please rescue me. These horrible people were about to abuse me by talking about the horrors of heterosexual sex!”

		“Serves you right, you disgusting Indian pervert.” In defiance of his own words, Kevin Lewis gave his boyfriend a kiss on the cheek.

		Milo shuddered, hoping his revulsion was hidden. He felt the same way about two guys being together, apparently, as Gene did about a man and a woman. Not that he knew, or wanted to know, about what Gene and Kevin got up to in the bedroom. But the thought of two dudes going at it made him more than a little bit queasy in the pit of his stomach.

		Or maybe that was the free booze. Who knew?

		“Listen,” he said, trying to reassert control of the conversation. “All I’m saying is this. If a woman wants to get laid, she can. And if a dude wants to get laid, he has to freaking work for it.” He reached out, plucking a drink off a tray carried by a passing server, who glared at him. “All I wish is that for one week I could be a woman. A good-looking one, naturally. And I could prove all of you guys wrong.”

		The four people stared at him.

		“Pig,” Poppy declared.

		“Pig,” Lilah agreed.

		“Pig,” Kevin added, his broad shoulders moving in a shrug.

		All heads swiveled to Gene. But instead of joining the chorus of condemnation, the dark-skinned man merely stared at him, a tiny smile playing around the corners of his full, sensual mouth. “A week? That’s all you’d want?”

		“Well, I wouldn’t want to be an ugly chick,” Milo said, and Lilah snorted in disgust. “But otherwise, yeah. A week should do it.”

		Gene’s smile widened. “And you wouldn’t have a problem with some big, manly stud having his evil way with your small, feminine body?”

		“Well, I’d be a chick then, wouldn’t I?” Milo said with what he thought was unassailable logic. “So why would I? Unless I was a lesbian.” He took a drink, letting that thought swirl around in his slightly-sloshed brain. “Of course, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be a girl and like girls.”

		“As long as you’re dreaming, Milo, maybe you should be bisexual,” Poppy sniped. “Then you can screw your way through the entire fucking world and no one would say a damn thing about it.”

		Turning on her heel, she stormed off. Milo stared after her, his jaw hanging. When he turned back, it was to see two other people glaring at him, while Gene merely blinked innocently. “What did I say?”

		Lilah bestowed a look on him that seemed to convey her disgust for mankind in general, and himself in particular. “Don’t you know?”

		“Know what?”

		“Jesus, Milo.” The small woman thumped him on the side of his head with the heel of her hand. “How long have you been living with her? Three months? Four?”

		“Something like that,” he admitted.

		“And she’s never brought a guy back to your place, has she?”

		“Wait a second.” Milo rubbed his head. He wasn’t that drunk. “She was just talking about how hot Gene was, when she saw him. How can she be a lesbian?”

		“Oh, sweetie.” Gene’s look was pitying. “Maybe she didn’t feel like she could trust you enough to come out to you. Besides,” he said, striking a pose. “You don’t have to want to eat the dish to admit that it looks pretty damn tasty. Right, love?”

		“Poppy’s a lesbian?” Milo asked Lilah, stunned out of his usual self-absorption.

		“Why don’t you ask her yourself, dumbass?” Lilah followed her friend to the bar, leaving him staring .

		“Jesus.” Milo stared at his feet, for once embarrassed by his lack of perception. He lifted his head. “I didn’t know. Seriously.”

		Kevin shrugged. The big, broad-shouldered man, over thirty years old but still ripped like a pro athlete, worked in the IT department and had no tolerance for fools. “Listen, Milo. Here’s the thing. A person can be an idiot for a good long time. That’s called growing up. But after a while, it stops being cute, and starts getting really aggravating.”

		A thick finger dug into his chest. “Stop thinking about yourself and start thinking about other people. Or you’re going to be out on your ass.”

		“Oh, Kevin.” The Indian man batted his eyes at his lover. “You know how much I love it when you start acting like a big brute of a man. Take me hard, you paleolithic stud!”

		Despite himself, Milo clapped his head over his mouth at Gene’s over-the-top vamping.

		“And you.” He suddenly found himself pinned beneath a midnight-black gaze. Something roiled in the depths of those eyes. Something old and dark. Something powerful and primal. “My little sugar bear is right. Life isn’t about how many times you get laid. It’s about how happy you can make other people. If you find out, tomorrow, that your deepest wishes have come true, will it actually change anything? Or will you still be the same person, petty, selfish, and small. Would it all be meaningless without someone to share it with?”

		He patted Milo on the cheek. “Ta, now. Lots of things to do. And after that, well, I’m going to let Kevin do me. Strange, really. I never thought I would ever find a man who could satisfy me. And then I met him in the express-checkout lane of the Save-A-Lot.” He winked. “And don’t let him tell you different, sweet cheeks. But he definitely had more than fifteen items in his cart.” A deep sigh at the injustice of the world. “No matter. He’s paying back his debt to society. Mostly by fucking me raw.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		 

		They’re nuts. Every last single one of them.

		After his conversation with Poppy, Lilah, and Kevin and his absolutely weird gay lover, Milo didn’t feel like hanging around the party. Besides it was full of old people, who didn’t have any idea about what fun actually was. By the time Milo slunk out the door, the music had changed to the horrifying eighties-pop that most of the old farts at the company seemed to like.

		Jesus, he thought as he fired up his Charger and pulled away. Save me from that shit. ZZ Top, Poison. Van Halen. None of them have done a damn thing in the last thirty years.

		The street in front of his apartment building didn’t have an open space, so Milo parked in front of a fire hydrant, trusting to luck to keep the police and the tow trucks away. The door of Poppy’s bedroom, when he walked into the apartment, was closed, as blank and accusing as a parking ticket. Milo stood in front of it for a long moment, his hand poised to knock.

		He bit his lip. What can I say? He liked the small, petite Latina. Liked her oddball sense of humor and the way she didn’t take shit from anyone, including him. But he had never found the right way to say it. And the knowledge, now, that she was a lesbian just seemed to put yet one more stumbling block in the way of his clumsy apologies. I’m sorry that you’re a lesbian? That would go over about as well as a fart at a funeral.

		Instead, he went into the tiny kitchen. After a few false starts, he and Poppy had made an accommodation. The top two shelves of the fridge were hers. The bottom two were his.

		Right now, unfortunately, “his” shelves only held a greasy cardboard box containing three slices of leftover pizza and a six-pack of beer. Milo put the pizza on a plate, opened a beer, stuffed the box in the recycling bin, and headed to the living room to watch Sportscenter.

		Ah, this is the life. No more living at home and listening to his parents bitch about his “lack of direction.” As if everyone needed to go to college and get a fucking degree! Yeah, sure, maybe he could have gotten into a decent school if he wanted. His test scores were okay, even if his grades weren’t that hot. But he’d spent thirteen years in classrooms. Why should he waste the best years of his life listening to some old windbag blather on about the Civil War or climate change or some other boring shit? His job wasn’t really that exciting, and getting downtown by eight every morning was a pain in the ass, but the pay was decent, especially when you only had to pay half the rent and utilities. There was plenty left over for a sweet-ass ride and a top-notch stereo. Milo just wished that Poppy would let him crank his tunes all the way up.

		He drank another beer. The only thing that would make the night better would be if he had a girl with him. But that wasn’t going to happen. Not tonight, at least. His last girlfriend had broken up with him right before he got the full-time job with Underhill, saying that she was sick of going out with a twenty-one-year-old loser who was living in his parents’ basement. And even now, with a steady paycheck coming in, he hadn’t found anyone to take Sue’s place.

		I need to start looking. And not at work. All the women at the firm fell into two categories. Either they were too old for him to even think about trying to hit on. Or, like Poppy and Lilah, they were completely immune to his charm. Or both.

		Oh, to hell with it. And them. Milo belched, finished his beer, and put the empty on the coffee table beside his plate. I’ll find someone someday. And she’ll be hot as fuck and won’t be able to get enough of me. And everyone who ever said that I was wasting my life will admit they were wrong.

		 

		Milo slept late the next morning. But what the hell. It was Saturday. He wasn’t planning on doing anything except watching football on TV. And if Poppy got bitchy about it, well, he’d just go to a bar. Last night had been payday, and his wallet was full.

		Maybe a haircut, too, he thought, yawning and dragging a hand through his hair. It seemed to be getting awfully shaggy. How long had it been? Six weeks? Seven?

		His roommate was already awake. Poppy glanced up when he walked into the living room, then away, then back again, her eyes going round.

		“Morning,” Milo muttered. Christ, he would kill for some coffee.

		“Um. Hi.” Her eyes darted from Milo to his bedroom and back again. “Listen,” she said in a low voice. “I don’t know how he managed to get a girl like you back here. But take my advice. Leave quick and don’t call him back.

		“I’m not saying that Milo’s a bad guy,” Poppy added, as he stopped and stared. “But he’s…just not very mature. His body might be all grown up, but emotionally, he’s about six. Look at this.” She gestured towards the coffee table. Guiltily, Milo saw that it held the empty plate and beer bottles from the night before. “He acts like I’m his mother and that I’m going to pick up after him.”

		Him? “Poppy,” he growled, then coughed. “I’m right here! Can you not talk about me like I’m a perfect stranger?”

		The Latina blinked at him. “I’m sorry. Have we met? No.” She shook her head, smiling slightly. “I’m sure I’d remember someone who looked like you.”

		“Remember me?” His voice rose disbelievingly. “Poppy! We’ve lived together for the last four months! Last night you were telling me what an immature jerk I was!”

		He flung out a hand, and stopped, staring.

		Disbelieving.

		At the pink nails.

		At the small, dainty fingers.

		At the back of his hand, where no brownish-gold hair grew.

		At the slim arm, unmuscled by his sporadic weightlifting routine at the gym.

		His gaze dropped, his mouth growing dry as a desert as he saw the unmistakable swells of a pair of breasts under the pink “Hello Kitty” t-shirt. Saw the golden thighs that emerged from under the hem.

		His toenails, he observed distantly, his vision going black around the edges, were also pink.

		“Milo?” And now he looked at Poppy, and realized that he was looking at her from a height that was a good half-foot shorter than his previous vantage.

		“Milo?” Poppy repeated. “Is that really you in there? This isn’t some sort of joke?”

		“If it’s a joke,” he said, his voice high-pitched and squeaky in his ears. “It’s on me.”

		And then he ran to the bathroom and was spectacularly sick.

		 

		Milo heaved until his stomach was empty and all he was bringing up was bile. Moaning, he flushed the toilet, wishing that the last few minutes could be whisked away as efficiently as his barf.

		“You done?” a calm voice asked. Poppy pressed a glass of water into his hand. “Sip slowly,” she warned him. “Or you’ll just make yourself sick all over again.”

		“Please God no,” Milo whispered, sagging to the side. He noticed blearily that the older woman had been holding his hair back so it didn’t get filthy. He nodded his thanks and took the glass with a shaking hand. “This is real? Isn’t it? Not the weirdest fucking nightmare of my life?”

		“Well, I sure am awake.” Poppy replied. “And I should have figured out something was weird earlier. There’s no way you could have picked up a girl as good-looking as you are.”

		“I couldn’t have picked up me?” He blinked, confused.

		“Exactly.” Poppy nodded solemnly, but her eyes were dancing, drat her. “You’re too much of a jerk to get lucky with you.

		“Just sit there for a minute,” she added. “I’m going to check a couple of things out.”

		“Like what,” Milo muttered as he sank back against the cabinet. He hadn’t felt so terrible since he and a couple of friends got shit-faced on Night Train when he was back in high school. “If there’s been an unexplained outbreak of guys turning into chicks overnight?”

		He wiped his face off on the sleeve of his t-shirt and got to his feet. His pink-nailed fingers were shaking, but he washed his hands and splashed water on his face and the back of his neck, trying to get rid of the awful sense of unreality. Motion in the mirror halted him, and he spun slowly, caught like a man in a trance.

		Or a woman, maybe.

		Holy fuck. I’m gorgeous.

		Milo lifted a hand, tracing the line of a face he had never seen before. A face that was sweetly winsome without losing any of its sultry beauty. Full, pouting lips that were rosy pink. High cheekbones that framed a pair of baby-blue eyes with long, fluttering lashes. A cute button of a nose, and a brow which seemed to betray the slightest hint of confusion, even when pulled down in a frown.

		But his body… that belonged in a cheerleading outfit at a football game, or clad in lingerie, surrounded by candles on a bed, piled high with pillows. Long, shapely legs led up to hips that somehow were slim and womanly at the same time. With a foot, Milo nudged the door closed and lifted the hem of the ridiculous t-shirt. Yes, it was there, and he swallowed against the turning of his stomach. Where once his cock and balls had dangled, now there was a bare, hairless cleft. But his stomach was flat, his waist narrow, curving in above the swell of his hips.

		Higher the shirt crept, and he found that he was almost shaking, caught between revulsion and terrible curiosity. A flash of the underside of a breast. And then its twin. And then the shirt was almost up to his neck and his staring eyes were locked on the mirror, and then dropping down to see, not his reflection, but his body in truth. His breasts were absolutely spectacular, sitting high on his chest. Twin teardrops, seemingly impossibly large for his smaller, slimmer frame, with dusky, rose-colored nipples that seemed on the verge of peaking into turgid arousal.

		Milo couldn’t help it. It wasn’t even a choice. He was…he was the hottest woman he had ever seen. And he wanted, he needed to know what his breasts felt like. Running his hands up his flat belly, his fingers danced along his ribcage, and then their weight was filling his palms.

		Oh Christ. They felt so goddamn good. Both in his hands, where his eager fingers were stroking the impossibly warm, firm flesh, and somehow inside him. Every hesitant caress made the warm glow inside him grow, until his nipples were tense and aching, his belly was trembling, and a hot fierce glow had lodged between his legs.

		Milo risked a glance down, and bit his lip. He was shaved bare, so nothing interfered with the view of his…his…

		Your pussy, you tool.

		His pussy, he admitted foggily. Somehow, the lips were fatter, plumper then they had been mere minutes ago. And they seemed to have opened, just a tiny bit. Like a flower on a spring morning that needed to be coaxed by warm sunlight into blooming fully.

		I could touch it. Get myself off. God, I am so fucking horny right now. I haven’t had a really good cum in forever.

		A quiet tap at the door interrupted his nascent bout of masturbation, making him jump. “Milo?”

		He pulled the door open. “Yeah?”

		Poppy raised her eyebrows at him, looking pointedly at his bare chest. “Oh. Sorry.” He pulled the shirt down. “I figured that as long as they were there, I might as well take a good look.”

		She shook her head at them. “It’s amazing. It really is. You’re still a pig., even when you’re a woman.

		“Anyway. I think you might want to see a couple of things.”

		He followed Poppy out into the living room. Outside, the day was gray and cloudy. A perfect day for staying indoors and screwing, he sighed. Preferably with someone hella hot.

		“So.” Poppy waved at a purse. “This was in your bedroom. And it’s not mine. Check out the ID.”

		He opened the small leather wallet and looked at his driver’s license. “Millicent? My name is Millicent?”

		“Relax. Look at your company photo. Looks like you go by ‘Millie.’”

		“Millie.” He tasted the name and shrugged. “Well, I guess I could live with Millie.”

		“You might not have to.”

		“What?”

		Poppy tossed an envelope onto the table. “Someone must have slipped this under the door. It’s addressed to you.”

		Milo picked it up gingerly, as if it might grow teeth and bite. His name was written on the front in a bold, heavy scrawl. When he opened it up, a card slid out into his waiting hands. On the front was a blond woman with a truly enormous rack, dressed in a white bikini. On the inside, in big bold lettering, were the words, “It’s A Girl!!”

		Milo snickered, but frowned. “That’s it?”

		“Maybe,” Poppy said with strained patience, “you should read the letter?” A finger pointed out the heavy white stationary.

		“Oh, right.”

		“Dearest Milo,” he read.

		“This is Gene. You might remember me from last night at the party. I do hope that you’re acting like a big girl and not screaming or crying or wetting the bed.

		“Without going into a lot of boring, tedious details, I’m a genie. A djinn. And my master has given me the freedom to grant wishes, if they don’t harm other people.

		“So congratulations, girlfriend! You’re a woman now! And you’ll be able to test out our theory to your heart’s content. Is it easier to get laid if you’re a woman? And will you actually enjoy it? I hope you don’t mind that I gave you a body out of a teenage sex comedy. But it would be so much more dull if you looked like that horrible screechy Pirro woman. A girl ought to have some class, don’t you think?”

		“Pirro?” Milo asked. Poppy just shrugged.

		“However, my master has very strict rules about this sort of thing. And it may be, though it is incredible to contemplate, that you might, dearest Millie, not be entirely happy with your new-and-improved female body. Even the tits. By the way, do you like them? I borrowed the blueprints from Brooke Shields, but gave you maybe an extra twenty percent. And just wait until you try out your pussy!

		“Anyway, if you want to go back to your old body (and trust me, sugar, it wasn’t nearly as good as what you have right now) just click your heels together three times, and say, ‘There’s no place like dick.’ When you wake up the next morning, you’ll be back to your old self. You know. The self where no one really likes you.

		“Take care, sweetie.

		“Gene.

		“PS. One last thing. Your nice little roommate remembers that you were a man. She was too close to you, and I couldn’t risk getting her caught in the backwash of the spell. But for everyone else, Milo Nesbitt has never existed. So don’t start running around and insisting that you’re really a guy. Someone might tie you down. And not in a fun way, either.

		“Gene.”

		His fist crumpled the paper into a clump. “This is such bullshit. A fucking genie? Granting wishes? I don’t believe it.”

		“I do,” Poppy said, amused. “Because unless there’s been some big changes in sex-change surgery, there’s no way you could have gone to bed looking like you did, and woken up looking like this.” She waved at her body for emphasis.

		“A woman.” Milo groaned and put his head in his hands. His fingers pilled distractedly at his wavy, tousled hair. Completely unlike his old flat brown, he stared at a lock. Even in the gray morning light it shone reddish-gold. “How can I be a woman?”

		“Um.” Poppy was staring out the window. “Milo? You might have another problem.”

		“Oh, fuck. Now what?”

		“It looks like your car is about to be towed.”

		“What?” He got to his feet. A police cruiser was parked next to his car, and an officer was getting out. “Oh, shit!”

		Without stopping to think, he jerked open the door and pelted down the two flights of stairs to ground level.

		“Stop, stop!” His voice was high and thin in his ears, and the surface of the street was rough on the soles of his feet. “Stop! That’s my car!”

		The officer turned, his face grimly unamused. “Is it, then?” A single glance raked her from head to toe. “Do you have some identification, miss?”

		Milo slapped his thigh, searching for his wallet, which ordinarily would have been in the pocket of his jeans. The resulting smack of his hand hitting his ass made him jump. But his wallet was up in the apartment, along with his pants, underwear, bra, and everything else. “Um. Not right now,” he said, as a flush crawled up his face at his half-naked condition. “I saw you from my apartment and came down in such a hurry, I forgot.” He tried to smile winningly. “But why would I say this car was mine, if it wasn’t?”

		The officer tried to look stern, but a hint of a smile curled the corner of his mouth. He was a young man, probably only a year or two out of the academy. Tall, dark, broad-shouldered and dark-eyed, he positively radiated authority. A leather belt, hung with a radio, a baton, and other cop-stuff, circled his lean hips.

		Oh, my. The hot, fluttery feeling that Milo had felt earlier when he was touching himself returned, but magnified by a dozen. He couldn’t blame the chilly fall weather for the way his nips peaked, thrusting eagerly at the cloth of his too-short t-shirt. His mouth was dry. But something a little bit lower on his body was growing very excitedly wet. He is a tasty treat, isn’t he?

		“You do know that you are parked, illegally, don’t you, Miss…”

		“Call me Millie,” he giggled. He looked down at his bare feet. “But some of my friends call me Silly Millie.”

		“Millie.” His look grew more interested, though his tone was still scolding. “You’re very lucky there wasn’t a fire.” He waved at Milo’s Charger. “Those boys in the fire department don’t have any sense of humor at all about this sort of thing. I’ve seen them break the windows out of a car to run a fire hose to a blocked hydrant.”

		Millie nodded remorsefully. It was at this point in the conversation, in his prior life, that he would have pulled out his driver’s license by way of identification. There was a fifty-dollar bill taped to the back for just this sort of eventuality. When he was pulled over, for instance. It had gotten him out of trouble in the past, with policemen who didn’t have much in the way of scruples.

		But I’ve got a much better way to convince him to let me off this time. The thought seemed to bubble up from some deep recess of his mind. I’ll get let off, by getting him off. And maybe I’ll get off, too. She bit her lip. That was so funny! And hot.

		Millie took a step forward, lifting her hand to trace a random pattern on the officer’s uniform. “I appreciate you being so understanding. I really do. What’s your name?”

		The tall man glanced down at her. Millie had hated being a short man. But now she found that being a short woman was so much nicer. For instance, she could lean forward just a little and let him look down the front of her shirt.

		“I’ve always loved men in uniform,” she whispered, letting her voice go soft and breathy. “I bet a handsome guy like you has all the women ready to drop their panties, right?” She giggled naughtily. “Good thing I’m not wearing any.

		“What’s your name anyway, tall, dark, and studly?”

		“Jim.” His throat bobbed as he swallowed. “Jim Bixby.”

		“Well, Officer Bixby. I’ve never been inside a police car like yours. You can show me yours.” A wiggle, and she lifted the hem of her shirt in clear invitation, showing the tops of her thighs. “And I can show you mine,” she breathed, her voice low and husky.

		Bixby’s eyes seemed fixed on a point six inches over her head. “It is strictly forbidden,” he said, as if reciting from a manual, which he probably was, “to request sexual favors in exchange for leniency. If an officer is caught doing so, he may face disciplinary action up to and including termination of employment.”

		What a bore! “Well, that’s just silly. Request sexual favors?” she laughed. “You haven’t asked me for anything!

		“But what if I just decided to give something to you? Like a nice, sloppy blow-job, for instance. That wouldn’t be wrong, would it? I mean, you’re not married or anything, are you?”

		“No. I mean, I had a girlfriend. But…”

		“That’s settled, then,” she declared with a firm nod. “Come on. She tugged at his hand. “Open it up. And then I’ll open up.”

		As if he was in a trance, Bixby turned and opened the door of his patrol car. Looking up, Millie could see the window of their apartment, and Poppy’s face looking down. She waved cheerfully and climbed in beside Bixby.

		“Jim. I can call you Jim, right?”

		“Sure.” His voice was hoarse.

		“Well, I’m not going to fuck you, Jim. Not in here. There’s not enough room.” Millie smiled, moving closer. “That’s okay, right?”

		He nodded, eyes wide.

		“Good. I like a guy who’s not all pushy.” Turning in the seat, she put her hand on his crotch. Yes, there was a little something there. Or more than a little something. Maybe a big something. “Now you just relax, sweetie.” She hitched up so she could whisper into his ear.

		“I’ll take care of everything.”

		If asked last night, Millie (or Milo. But she was rapidly forgetting that she had ever been a man, with a man’s body) would have indignantly insisted that there was nothing more appallingly disgusting than the sight of another man’s naked penis. Just the thought would have sent him into a self-righteous fury, fueled by fear that other people might think he was a homosexual. No way was he gay! There was a one-pecker limit in his sex life, and that pecker was his.

		Well, that’s just stupid, she thought, dismissing her old self as she worked on Jim’s belt. Cocks were awesome. And you never knew what you were going to get! Would it be a nice long thick one? Or would it be something a little smaller? One that you might not really like at first, but could get the job done if the guy knew what he was doing?

		Ooh. She bit her lip, holding back a giggle. Men were so silly. If you laughed during sex, they thought you were laughing at them.

		But Jim was definitely not the kind of guy who she expected to be packing a pair of tighty-whities under his uniform. She expected something black, almost military. Instead, his growing erection pressed against plain white cotton.

		“Let’s get these down a bit more,” she whispered, pushing his pants below his knees. “Raise up.” And now his undies were down there, too.

		Oh, fuck yeah. Millie might not be a connoisseur of cocks-

		Yet

		-but she knew enough about what she liked to know that she really liked this one. Long without threatening to poke her eye out, thick without looking like it would split her in half if she decided to hop on and take a ride, with a bright pink tip. It thrust up from his groin, bouncing eagerly, for all the world like a puppy that wanted to go out and take a walk.

		Well, I would, too, if I was stuck in someone’s pants all day, Millie thought. “Awww, aren’t you cute,” she cooed, leaning down to take a closer look.

		“Cute?” Officer Jim asked incredulously.

		“He sure is,” Millie replied. She reached down, cradling his balls in her hand, and gave the side of the policeman’s rod a quick, tender kiss. He tasted like salt and skin and sweat, and she found it amazing that something which would have repulsed her mere hours ago now seemed to be the most natural thing in the world. “Now you just lean back,” added, giving Jim a nudge with her shoulder, so that the strong young man was wedged into a corner of the back seat, “and let me take care of everything.”

		Her hair fell down around her face as she took in Jim’s shaft in one, long, unhurried gulp. But that didn’t matter. The car was too small for them to take off their clothes and screw. But it was nice when Jim’s hands started to rub her back over her shirt. And it was even nicer when she snuck her free hand down between her legs so she could play with herself. Despite the fact that her pussy was a thus-far unexplored landscape, she seemed to have no problem at all pleasuring herself. As one hand circled Jim’s staff and give him long slow pumps, and her mouth swirled around his hot, stiff rod, her fingers parted her pussy-lips and dove deep into her sopping crevice.

		Oh, Jesus. Millie didn’t know which felt better. The length of Jim’s cock in her mouth, hot and throbbing and ready to explode, or the feel of her fingers in her channel and her thumb playing with her clit. It was so easy. So easy to make her feel good. All her life she had thought that women were impossibly complicated. It turned out that the fault had been in her all along. Or rather, in him.

		“Do you like that?” She lifted her lips from the tip of Jim’s cock, but continued to give it light, teasing kisses, flicks of her tongue leaving glistening trails on his skin. “Do you like the way I suck this sweet dick of yours?”

		“Christ yes.” Jim’s voice was rough. “You’re such a good little cocksucker.”

		The words made her feel warm and happy inside. She was a good cocksucker. But it was nice to be appreciated. And her warm, happy feelings got even better when Jim reached out with one hand, palming her breast through her shirt. Millie really would have liked to take it off. But even in the quiet of a Saturday morning, someone was bound to notice that she was naked inside the police cruiser.

		Instead, she simply closed her eyes and concentrated on the wonderful feelings of Jim’s fingers on her tit. The rubbing of the cotton against her nipple made her pussy clench around her own thrusting fingers.

		“I want to make you cum, sweetie,” Millie mumbled around her mouthful of dick. She tightened her grip on Jim’s prick. It was throbbing now, pulsing in her hand like a live thing. Down went her head, bobbing furiously as she made love to it with lips and mouth and tongue. “Are you close? Tell me you are.”

		Yes,” Jim panted. His head leaned back, and one leg rose, stretching across the cabin of the car to brace itself on the passenger seat opposite him. His ass-cheeks flexed, lifting his groin into the air to hump against her mouth. “I’m close.” His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her, showing her the speed he wanted. Milie relaxed, leaning into his pleasure, her speed slowing, her mouth-strokes getting long and deep.

		Then she felt it. Something she had experienced hundreds of times as a man, alone in bed watching porn, dreaming resentfully of unfulfilled desire. The subtle thickening at the base. The way Jim’s breath hitched, then stopped. The subtle surge of muscles.

		And then the explosion, as hot, thick cum spewed from the tip of the patrolman’s cock and into her mouth. The taste was hot and musky and wonderful, and Millie swallowed convulsively, wanting more of it, more, please God give me more. Still, the ripple and surge went on and on. She bent down, taking him all the way inside her, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on his organ, determined not to lose a single salty drop. Even when Jim’s cock softened slightly, she continued her sensual attack, cleaning him from base to tip and back again, until he was as clean as if he had just stepped out of the shower.

		“No more.” The words were almost a plea, a surrender. “No more. I can’t take it.”

		Millie lifted her mouth from Jim’s shaft, giving the tip a last fond kiss in farewell. “You taste…amazing.” She tried to follow that up with a more serious kiss on Jim’s mouth, but he shrank back from her, his lips twisting in distaste.

		Silly boy. It’s just cum. But she didn’t force the issue. Instead, she took her fingers out of her pussy and daintily licked them clean, holding his eyes all the way. The taste of her fluid was a little surprising, but not unpleasant. And by the widening of Jim’s eyes, her erotic display was not something he had been expecting.

		Probably a country boy, far from home, she thought with a pang. He definitely had that clean-cut, boy-next-door look. The sort of young man who joined the police because he really, truly believed that he would end up helping people.

		“That was…nice,” Jim stuttered at last.

		“Nice?” Millie narrowed her eyes teasingly.

		“Real nice,” he elaborated, his expression filled with dismay that he might have offended her.

		“Well, it was nice for me, too,” she admitted. Carefully, she leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “Do you have a card?”

		“A card?” he repeated blankly.

		“Right. I’ve seen it on all the cop shows. How you give a witness a card in case they need to get in touch with you?”

		“Oh. Yeah.” Jim reached into his breast pocket and produced a small white rectangle. “You…want to see me again?”

		“I sure do. All of you. In a bed.” Millie took the card, swung her legs around, and scrambled into the front street. “I’ve got to scoot. But I’ll call you, okay? Bye!”

		The cool spring breeze wafted under the hem of her shirt as she pattered back across the street and up the stairs. It barely served to cool her ass-cheeks, and did nothing at all to dampen the fire in her groin.

		I’m starting to like this.

		 

		“What the hell did you think you were doing down there?”

		Poppy’s face was clenched in an expression torn between fear and fury as she slammed the door behind Millie. She took the taller girl by the shoulders and started to shake her. “You got into a cop car with a fucking police officer? A guy you didn’t know? What were you thinking?”

		Millie shrugged Poppy’s hands away. “I thought he was cute and that a blowjob would be a good way to keep him from writing me a parking ticket,” she said. “And look!” She pointed out the window, where the car was slowly moving off. “It did!” She plucked her keys off the hook by the door. “I better move the car now. Of course,” she snickered, as she darted back outside, “If he’s still there I wouldn’t mind giving him a second helping.”

		When she got back, Poppy had simmered down. At least she wasn’t yelling anymore. But her expression was still thunderous.

		“Sit,” she snapped, pointing at the couch.

		Millie raised her eyebrows, but sat down, making sure she crossed her legs, so her t-shirt hiked up high on her thighs. She hid a smile as Poppy’s eyes flickered down, then back up again.

		“I’m going to ask you a serious question, Milo.”

		“Millie,” she insisted.

		“Milo.”

		She could feel her expression set mulishly. “I’m Milie now.”

		“Fine.” The cute Latina threw up her hands. “Whatever. You were an idiot when you were Milo, and you’re an even bigger one now. What would you have done, Millie,” she snarled, “If that cop wasn’t a decent guy. What if he had pulled his gun and said, ‘Spread your legs, bitch, or I’ll put a bullet through your head.’ Huh? Do you think you’d have that stupid grin plastered all over your face if he had raped you down there?”

		For the first time, Millie’s smile faltered. “But he was so nice. So sweet. I could tell,” she protested weakly.

		“Millie…” Poppy clutched her hair, closing her eyes. “I know you’ve gone through some…changes. You’ve got a brand-new sexy body and you can’t wait to try it out like you just won a sports car and you want to drive it as fast as you can. But think. If you can. You know what men are like because you used to be one.

		“Think about all the jokes. Think about the way you used to look at women. The thoughts that would run through your head. The things you would like to do, if you could get away with it. Right now, a lot of men are going to be looking at you and thinking the same things you used to.”

		“Oh,” Millie said in a small voice. “Ew.” The thought made her feel…icky. Like something slimy had crawled across her skin. “But…how will I know if a guy I like is okay?” She surged to her feet, half-panicked. “Poppy, you’ve got to help me! I wanted to go out and get totally laid tonight! But what if…” She trailed off, shuddering.

		“Shhh.” Poppy’s arms came around her, and for a moment, Millie was content to be held. “It’s not that hard. There’s a look that the wrong sort of man has in his eye. You’ll learn to recognize it. But until you do,” she gave her another brisk shake. “Don’t get into cars with strange men to give them blowjobs just to get out of a parking ticket, you silly bimbo! Christ!” She gave a mirthless laugh. “I didn’t think you could be any worse than you were when you were a guy, Millie. But I might be wrong. When you were Milo you were a dumb, immature asshole. Now, you’re a gorgeous, naïve, silly little tramp. I don’t know whether to be scared of you or scared for you.”

		“Scared of me? That doesn’t make any sense.” Millie let the rest of the diatribe slide off her back. “But I’ve got to clean up,” she said, looking down. Her shirt was wrinkled and her feet were damp and dirty. “And after that, you’ve got to help me with my clothes.”

		“Help? Help how?”

		“Well,” she tossed over her shoulder, as she walked towards the bathroom. “Most of the time when I was a guy I was trying to figure out how to get a girls breasts out of her bra.

		“I never spent much time putting them on.”

		 

		She took a long, hot shower, scrubbing herself all over and washing her hair. At the same time, she began to become more familiar with the contours of her new body.

		And it was awesome.

		Millie had never known what it was like to be so undeniably attractive. As Milo, he had been short, stumpy, with no better than average looks, and a personality that even his friends would have described as grating. It was one thing, she mused, as she lathered her breasts, to be smug and superior when you could back it up. It was quite another to do it when you had dropped out of community college in your second semester and worked in data entry because no one trusted you enough to give you anything more challenging.

		But being hot changed all that. Being a woman changed it even more. Millie was young, gorgeous, and if she hadn’t undergone the personality transplant that Poppy had recommended last night, at the very least she had realized that if you acted nice to people, there was a damn good chance they would do the same to you. Jim had been proof positive of that. Millie doubted that she had even needed to give the hot young patrolman a blow-job to get out of the ticket. Not that she really regretted it. The taste of his cum lingered in his mouth, the same way the glow of her not-quite-orgasm lingered in her belly and in her pussy.

		What would I rather be? An average man or an incredible woman? I think I know the answer to that one already. But I think I should try things out for a while, just to be sure.

		A loud knock sounded on the bathroom door.” Are you almost done in there? I’ve got better things to do than sit around all day while you play with yourself, you degenerate pervert!”

		“You say the nicest things,” she yelled back, but turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. Her reddish blond hair was plastered flat to her skull, making her look like she was eleven years old, maybe, except for the tits. But she wrapped a towel around her head, turban-style, and another around her waist, and walked to her bedroom.

		Poppy already had a few outfits laying out on her bed. Millie blinked. She didn’t think it was possible for a woman to wear that shade of pink without looking like she was Miss Cotton Candy.

		“Um.” She bit her lip. “Where do we start?”

		Poppy snorted indelicately. “By hiding those tits, first of all.”

		“Why?” Millie looked down. “I like my tits. And so did Jim. And so do you.”

		“Irregardless-”

		“That’s not even a real word!”

		“Oh. And now you’re an English professor?” Poppy’s finger slewed to the small, silken pile of undergarments. “Here. These should fit you. Better get used to putting them on.”

		 

		The panties were easy. Though Millie would have blushed to tell anyone the way her blood grew hot with the feel of the cool satin and lace against the lips of her cleft. The mere touch of them made her wiggle happily, something that her roommate certainly noticed.

		The bras…were harder.

		“For Pete’s sake, Milo,” Poppy snapped, after an eternity of fumbling left her arms shaking. “Quit trying to hook it behind your back. At least until you’ve had some time to practice. Here. Watch.” With efficient motions, she stripped off her blouse and popped the hooks of her plain, functional bra, letting it fall to her waist.

		“Watch. Like this.” With the back of the bra in front of her, she fastened the hooks, then twisted it so that the back was in its proper position, near the base of her spine. Then she slipped the straps over her shoulders, set the cups under her breasts, and then, with a shrug-and-wiggle move that was somehow matter-of-fact while at the same time amazingly sexy, adjusted the cups so her small, perky breasts sat inside the cups snugly. “What?” She scowled at Millie, her habitual ill-temper rising again. “What are you staring at?”

		She swallowed, her mouth dry. “You’ve got really nice boobs,” she whispered.

		And Poppy did. Smaller than hers, sure. But Millie had seen enough bare tits to know that hers were definitely a bit on the large size. Poppy’s…fit. Not big, no. But perfectly proportioned for her slender body. And with just the cutest little nipples, dark brown and slightly puffy.

		“Thanks.” Poppy’s tone was not encouraging, and she turned her back as she put her blouse back on. Millie dropped her head, hiding her hurt, as the older woman turned back around. “Now,” Poppy said. “Let’s get you started on the rest of it.”

		The blouses were easy enough. Though Millie had to learn how to zip up some of her skirts. When it came time to look at the dresses, the Latina simply sighed and shook her head. “Tomorrow. Or the next day. If you don’t decide this idiocy isn’t a complete waste of time. Here.” She shoved a pair of shoes at her. “Put these on. You need to get used to walking around in heels.”

		Millie took the shoes, but looked at her roommate. “Poppy. What’s wrong?”

		“Nothing’s wrong.” But the dark-skinned woman wouldn’t meet her eyes.

		“Bullshit. You’re acting all weird.”

		“I’m acting weird?” Poppy’s voice was incredulous. “You’re a fucking girl, Milo! And you don’t seem to have a problem with it!”

		“What?” She shrugged. “Should I be running around and screaming and shit?”

		“Why not? I would. If some weird-ass genie had turned me into a guy.” Poppy shuddered, her lips twisting in disgust. “Ugh. I just don’t know how guys deal. With all their business hanging around. Nasty and gross and floppy. Jesus. Just thinking about it makes me feel sick.”

		Millie’s lips curled. “Well, I guess the difference is that I always liked girls. So being one isn’t that huge of a change.”

		“And I never liked guys,” Poppy said morosely, as Millie knelt and put on the heels. She rose, teetering. “No matter how much my family wanted me to.”

		Millie paused. Never the most perceptive person, even she could hear the leaden despair in her roommate’s voice. “Did they give you a rough time? When you came out to them?”

		“Hah. Right. I still haven’t.”

		“What?”

		She sat down on the bed, her arms folded tightly across her chest. “My family is real conservative, Milo. You know, big Catholic family and all that. Go to mass every Sunday and pray for the immortal souls of people who are deluded into believing that they are attracted to people of the same sex.”

		“Oh. Yeah.” Millie sat down beside her. “That would be tough.”

		“Yeah. And have you met my parents? My grandmother? She could give the freaking Pope lessons in how to be a hardass. As far as she’s concerned, all gay people are going to hell.

		“Still, I was all set to come out to them. About a year ago. It was my birthday, and I was there, back at the old place. Mom and Dad and my sister and my brothers. Grandmama, too. I figured that even if they didn’t like it, they wouldn’t go completely ballistic on my birthday.

		“We were all there, around the table. And my brother Vanny made some nasty-ass joke about a gay guy he knew from work. And my other brother Freddie made another, and the rest of them laughed and agreed, like a bunch of grunting, farting morons. No better than a bunch of ignorant shitkickers from down in fucking Alabama, or something.

		“So I opened my presents and ate my cake and smiled like a good little girl. And when I got home I puked. Because I knew I would never be brave enough to tell my family I was a lesbian.”

		“Oh.” Somehow, any words she could say seemed completely useless. She took her brown hand in her own white one, and squeezed it. “I’m sorry.”

		“Not your fault,” Poppy said, rubbing her eyes. “All right,” she said briskly. “Walk around for a bit. Get used to the heels.”

		Millie rose to her feet, essaying a few tentative steps. It was hard. Every time her foot came down, the heel wobbled and she thought she was going to do a face-plant on the carpet. “God. Why do girls wear these things?” she complained.

		“Well, they make our legs look longer. And our butts look nice and perky,” Poppy observed. “Though yours doesn’t really need the help.”

		“They don’t, do they?” Millie turned, looking in the mirror hung on the closet door. “Damn!” She smacked her butt with the flat of her hand. “I’ve got it working!”

		Poppy snickered. “Yeah,” she said, levering herself off the bed. “All right. We’ve done the good. Now let’s take a look at the not-so-great parts of being a girl. Come on. Let’s go to the bathroom.”

		“Why?”

		“Because we have no idea when you period is going to be. And I’ll tell you one thing. I am not going to be the one who shows you how to put in a tampon when Aunt Flo is paying you a visit.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		 

		The rest of the morning went pretty smoothly, Millie thought. Poppy showed her the ropes about tampons and birth control and makeup. Though, she sighed, Millie really didn’t really need much in the way of the latter. Just a little blush and some lipstick.

		She tried on her “new” clothes and got used to wearing her heels. It had been pretty cool of Gene to gift her with a complete wardrobe, she thought, when he could have left her to fend for herself with her Milo clothes. Everything was name-brand, classy without being more obviously expensive than she should have been able to afford on her salary. Even the shoes were simple, but elegant. She tried on a couple of pairs, settling on a set of heeled sandals that gave her the support she needed but still accented her long, toned legs. She took a couple of laps around the apartment, putting a sexy sway into her hips.

		“Practicing?” Poppy asked, flicking on the television and flipping through the channels.

		“Yep,” Millie answered smugly. She twitched the cloth of her skirt with her fingers. “What do you think?”

		“You don’t want to know what I think,” the older woman said, settling for a science program and putting the remote down.

		“Poppy! Come on! Let me enjoy myself!”

		“Right. You know what’s going to happen, Milo? In about five or six days, maybe less, you’re going to be bored with being a girl. Just like some kid who absolutely has to have the newest, shiniest piece of crap in the toy-store for Christmas and then gets tired of it by New Years. And then you’re going to be clicking your heels so you can be a guy again.”

		Millie blinked back years. Why was Poppy being so mean? Yesterday she had hated Milo. Which was fine. Come to think of it, Millie hadn’t much liked Milo either, when she was him. But a couple of hours ago, Poppy had been worried sick that she might be attacked. And now, she was acting all snippy and bitchy.

		“Well, if I’m going to do that, which I totally am not, Poppy, I might as well enjoy myself. Come on. What are you going to do? Sit around and stare at a screen all day? We do enough of that at work. Let’s go out! I bet there’s plenty of fun stuff to do. And then we can go get dinner or something.”

		“Riiiigght,” the Latina drawled. “I know what your idea of a good time is. A movie with lots of bare tits, car chases, and explosions. And getting hammered at a sports bar. No thanks.”

		“No. Seriously! I’ll let you choose!” She sat down, trying to look appealing. “Whatever you want!”

		“Really?” An evil smile played around Poppy’s lips. “All right.” She popped to her feet. “Let me get dressed.”

		Millie stared after her as she strode out of the room. “But where are we going?”

		“It’s a surprise.”

		 

		The day was wonderful. Though Millie thought that Poppy was waiting for her to turn into a bored, whiny, crabby bitch. Ha. That wasn’t her. That was Milo. Milo probably would have turned white at the idea of spending a Saturday afternoon in October at the craft fair and the farmers’ market, talking to people who sold hand-made quilts and honey and made candles and their own cheese instead of spending fourteen hours straight parked in front of the television watching college football. But there was so much cool stuff to look at, and so many interesting people to talk to, that she forgot all about it. She bought a cloth carry bag, and by the time Poppy finally dragged her back to her car, she had bought honey, a couple of boxes of fruit, some nice vanilla-scented candles, and a block of the most amazing Havarti cheese she had ever tasted.

		For her part, after an hour or two Poppy had forgotten that the entire idea of the expedition was to punish her. Her face grew lighter and her too-seldom-seen smile flickered across her mobile face as they talked and laughed and bounced from one booth to the next. By the time they got back to her car, she was as happy as Millie had ever seen her

		“God, I’m starving.” The smaller woman collapsed behind the wheel. “Where should we eat?”

		Millie shrugged. “Your choice. But I’m paying. I owe you for helping me out so much today.”

		“Well…” Poppy fiddled with her long, black hair, a gesture that Millie found irresistible, especially as it bared the smooth skin of her neck. “There’s this little Japanese place. Not too far from the office. I don’t know if you like sushi, but…”

		Millie’s stomach gurgled loudly, and she blushed. “Right now, they could be serving deep-fried bowling pins, and I’d eat it. Japanese sounds great.”

		Twenty minutes later they were seated in a booth in a small, dimly-lit restaurant that seemed both welcomingly cozy and calmly efficient at the same time. After they placed their drink orders, the waitress left with a smile and a nod. Millie relaxed back into the cushions of her seat.

		“Goodness,” she said, her eye scanning down the bewildering number of options. All the words were in English, but they didn’t seem to make any sense. “There’s a lot of…choices, isn’t there?”

		Poppy blinked at her. “You’ve never been to a Japanese place?”

		“You can tell?”

		“As if it were blinking in bright red letters over your head, yeah.” The dark-haired Latina smiled at her. “Let me order, okay? But if you see something that you know you won’t like, let me know. Like, if you have some sort of lactose intolerance, I won’t order the Philly roll, because that’s got cream cheese in it.”

		“Cream cheese and raw fish?” She shuddered. “Gross.”

		Poppy smiled. “So we’ll take the Philly roll off the list then.” She smiled as the waitress brought their drinks back. Poppy had opted for red wine, while Millie had cast caution to the winds and ordered a mojito. “You know,” she said slowly. “You’re a lot…different…” She trailed off, and covered it with a sip of her wine.

		“Different than what?”

		“Different from…you know…Milo.”

		Millie nodded slowly. “I think I am,” she said, then savored the sugary bite of her own drink. “I mean…I can remember being him. The same way you can remember a really vivid dream when you wake up. But it doesn’t seem real anymore. Not the way I am now, sitting here with you. And the bits I remember, I don’t really like. I was an asshole back then, wasn’t I?”

		“Well…”

		“It’s okay. You can say it.”

		“Yeah,” Poppy said bluntly. “You were. I mean, not all the time, or I would have kicked your ass out of the apartment. But a lot of the time, you were a selfish, immature jerk.” She ticked off points on her fingers. “You were rude. A lot. You acted like you were doing me a favor by moving in when I had an extra bedroom. I had to badger you for your half of the bills. And at work, you were a complete dillhole. But now…I don’t know. You’re just…nicer.”

		“You’re right. And I’m sorry.” Millie reached over, taking her hand. “I don’t know what it is, really. If it’s because I’ve got a new body or different hormones or if Gene actually did something to my personality. But I want to be a better person than I was. One who people actually want to be around, instead of being forced to spend time with me because we work together or share an apartment. I want…to be the kind of person you are, Poppy.”

		“Me?” The fingers in her hand tightened, and Poppy’s eyes were bright. She blinked rapidly. “I’m no saint, Millie.”

		A delicately-cleared throat made them both realize that their waitress had returned and was standing over them expectantly. With a faint flush coloring her dark skin, Poppy ordered sushi, sashimi, and appetizers for both of them.

		It was a wonderful dinner, the best date Millie had ever had, even if it wasn’t really a date. They ate and talked and laughed, the two women growing more comfortable with each other with every passing minute. By the time Millie paid the check (with a generous tip for their waitress, who had been very patient as they lingered over their dessert) it was after nine o’clock.

		“What do you think,” she asked, turning up the collar of her jacket against the October breeze. “A bar? A club? Or back home?”

		Poppy smiled, the upturned corner of her mouth tempting Millie to lean in and kiss it. “I know a club,” she said. “But it’s not the kind of place you might like.”

		Millie’s forehead furrowed in a frown. “What kind of club?”

		“The sort of club where lesbians hang out.”

		“Oh,” she replied blankly. A lesbian club? But…Poppy wouldn’t invite her anyplace she didn’t think was safe, would she? “I mean,” she said, picking her words carefully, “if you want to go, I’m okay with it. It’s not just lesbians who go there, right?”

		“Oh, sure.” Poppy flipped a hand as they got in her car. “There’s some gay guys who come in, too. And every once in a while you get a group of girls from one of the colleges, or some work friends on a lady’s night out who get curious and drop by. And the people who run the place have a very dim view of poaching.”

		“Of what?”

		“You’ll see,” the other woman said mysteriously, as she guided the car through the streets. The club was only a mile or two away, in a quiet corner of downtown Louisville. Sandwiched by a bookstore and a pharmacy, the only hint of its existence was a dim purple neon sign in a window which simply read, “Angel’s.”

		Poppy pushed the door open. Millie trailed her like a duckling. Inside, the club was much larger than its plain exterior made it seem. An L-shaped bar took up two sides of the room. Immediately to her left, there was a raised area where people could sit at small tables. To her right, on the far side of the room, there was a small dance area where a few couples were enjoying themselves.

		Millie took a deep breath. If she had ever thought about it, which she hadn’t, she would have suspected that a lesbian club would be a spectacle of unbridled perversion. Couples making out in public, women bare to the waist, maybe a small orgy. Instead, it looked like any other small bar on a Saturday night, though the televisions over the bar seemed to be tuned to the music channels, rather than the slew of Saturday night football games that would be the staple at any other bar in the area.

		“Well?” Poppy asked as they took off their jackets.

		“It’s…nice,” Millie replied. She smiled a little. “I was worried that it would be a lot more…obvious.”

		“What? You were expected some great big butch woman to jump your bones as soon as we walked in? This is still Kentucky, Millie. Gay people learn to…step easy around here.”

		The smaller woman led her to the bar. “Hey, Danny!”

		“Poppy.” The tall young man smiled at her, then nodded politely to Millie, his eyes widening slightly. “Haven’t seen you in here for a while.”

		“This is my friend, Millie,” Poppy said. “It’s her first time. Millie, this is Danny. The only straight man who works at Angel’s.”

		“Pleased to meet you,” he said, offering his hand. His grip was warm and dry, the fingers strong. Millie felt a shiver when they touched, and the small ball of heat that had been in her belly all day grew just a little bit bigger and warmer. Millie thought he might be a few years older than the two women, but not by much. “Can I get you two ladies something?”

		“Margarita for me, Danny. You know I love how you make them.”

		Millie glanced at Poppy, then nodded. “Same for me.”

		“Coming right up.” Danny put the drinks together, his motions quick and sure. In a couple of minutes two glasses were in front of them, their sides beaded with moisture. Millie took a sip of her ice-cold drink, and shivered happily. “Oh, that’s good!”

		“The trick is using the good tequila,” Poppy said, “rather than that crappy bargain-bin crap that Angel used to get.”

		“Yes, yes.” Danny rolled his eyes good-naturedly. “I know. Your family is from Mexico, and you know more about tequila than the rest of us put together.”

		“And don’t you forget it,” Poppy laughed, giving him a poke in the chest with her finger. She took another drink and set her glass down. “I’m going to use the bathroom. Danny, watch out for Millie, okay? She’s new.”

		“No problem.”

		A sudden worry clutched at Millie. “You’ll be right back, right?”

		“Millie.” Poppy gave her a quick, swift hug. “It’s just the bathroom. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes. Just hang out here.” She winked. “And don’t run off with anybody, okay?”

		“Sure,” she whispered, but her knees shook as Poppy walked quickly away. Up until now, she hadn’t realized how much she had been counting on the older woman to help her navigate the shoals of her new existence.

		“Hi,” a low voice breathed at her elbow. “You’re new, aren’t you?”

		Millie spun, her drink slopping over the rim of her glass. Some of it splashed on the floor, some of it on the shoes of the woman standing next to her.

		“Oh!” she gasped. “I’m so sor…” Her voice trailed off.

		Because in front of her was a fucking goddess. A red-headed Valkyrie, nearly six feet tall. She would have towered over Millie even before she was a woman. Her long legs and slim hips were encased in a pair of faded blue jeans which seemed to go on for miles. Above, she wore a plain white t-shirt under a battered black leather jacket. Her red hair, the color of campfire embers at dawn, spilled over her shoulder in tumbling disarray.

		Oh, Jesus. Millie was suddenly, achingly wet, her breath coming in tiny little pants. Like a rabbit, she met the tall woman’s amused gaze, let her eyes drop to her impressive chest for a moment, then jerked them back up again.

		“I’m Carla,” she purred. “and you are…” she let her voice trail off invitingly.

		“Millie.” The word came out in a squeak. She cleared her throat and repeated. “I’m Millie.”

		“And I am very happy to meet you. Can I get you something?”

		“Back off, Carla.” A few feet away, Danny stood behind the bar, polishing a glass with a clean white rag. “She’s already here with someone.”

		“Just because she came here with someone doesn’t mean she can’t leave with someone else.” She smiled down at Millie. “What big eyes you have, little rabbit.” Her eyes flickered down, and her smile widened, showing the tips of white, pointed teeth. “And what big…other things.”

		“Carla?”

		“What, Danny?”

		“Last warning. Back off. She’s here with Poppy.” The bartender jerked his head towards another woman behind the bar, a few yards away. This one was older, her hair a steel-gray helmet around her head. She was staring down at them, her arms folded across her chest. The look on her face wasn’t pleased. “You know Angel’s rules. No poaching. Or do you want to get banned again? You’ve got two strikes on you already. Do you think there’s that many lesbian bars in Louisville?”

		“With Poppy?” That wide, sensual mouth thinned, then the taller woman let out an abrupt laugh. Rather than being bitter, it was wickedly amused. “That figures.

		“Well, rules are rules, I guess. But if Little Miss Puritan isn’t to your liking,” she whispered, leaning close enough that Millie could feel her female heat, “you come on back here and ask for me. I can teach you things you’ve never even dreamed of. Things that tight-ass over there would never try.”

		She drew a finger down her arm, smiling at the goose-bumps as they rose like tiny hillocks. “See you around.”

		Millie stared at her as she sauntered off. “Wow.” Turning to Danny, she nodded her thanks. “She’s…something.”

		Danny’s lips twisted. “You could say that, yeah.”

		She took a drink to hide the way her hands were shaking. Her belly was burning with frustrated lust, but Poppy was nowhere in sight. No, wait. There she was, on the other side of the room, talking with two or three other girls. They were chatting and laughing like they didn’t have a care in the world.

		“You going to be okay?”

		Millie nodded at Danny. “Sure. Why not?”

		“Okay.” He put down the mug he was polishing. “It’s just time for my break, and I didn’t want to leave you alone.”

		Her lips curled. “That’s sweet.” She looked down. But the beating of her pulse in her groin was getting hotter and hotter by the second. God, had she ever been this horny? Even when she was a male and fifteen years old and her body had seemed to have a permanent hard-on? “Can I come with?”

		“Come with? Why? On my break?”

		She smiled then. The same smile that had made Jim open the door to his patrol-car earlier that morning. “Sure,” she husked. “I don’t know about everyone else around here. But I’m not a lesbian. And I think I should find a way to say thank you for saving me from Carla. It’s nice,” she promised, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue. “You’ll like it.”

		For a long count of ten, Danny merely stared at her. She held his eyes, willing him to see what she wanted, what she needed, what he could have if he agreed.

		He looked down at her chest, and she hid a smile, knowing that she’d hooked him. “Hell,” he muttered. “Why the fuck not?” He gave a jerk of his head to a hall at the end of the bar. “Down there. Bathrooms are on the right. But there’s a door on the left. That’s our break room. Two minutes. I’ll let you in.”

		Millie nodded. With an air of exaggerated indifference, Danny walked over to the older woman. Millie couldn’t tell what he said to her, but Angel shrugged and nodded agreeably, and Danny walked through an unmarked door behind the bar, presumably into an area that was reserved for the staff.

		She gave it a minute, then put her drink down and headed towards the hall, as if she were going to visit the bathroom. Just before she could get there, however, she found herself intercepted by Poppy.

		“Hey, Millie!” She smiled, clearly in her element. “I want you to meet some of the girls. This is Jessica, and Kaylee, and Dawn.”

		The three young women nodded at her, their smiles curiously friendly. And with just a hint of the predatory gleam which Carla had shown.

		“Nice to meet you,” she said in a rush. “I’ll be right back,” she added, bouncing a bit on her toes. “But my bladder is about to explode, okay? I don’t want to start doing the potty dance like a little kid.”

		The girls laughed and let her go. Hoping that her intent wasn’t written in great big letters on her face, Millie turned into the hallway. Just as she reached the door on the left, it opened a crack, and Danny looked out. With a glance over her shoulder to make sure no one was watching, she slipped inside.

		“Um. Hi,” the tall young man said. “You know, I don’t really-”

		And then Millie was all over him, the dam of her self-control bursting under the onslaught of desire which she had been trying to hold in check all day. One arm wrapped around his waist, her hand feeling for his ass. The other reached up and tugged his mouth down.

		Oh! His mouth was sweet. Sweet, tender, and oh so warm on her burning lips. Horny beyond belief after being with Poppy all day, she pulled the young bartender to her, her breasts flattening against his strong young chest.

		“I’m not waiting,” she panted, when she finally tore her lips away. “I’ve been wanting a cock in my pussy all fucking day, and Danny, you just drew the lucky number.”

		“I did? What? Wait!” he said, his voice sliding upwards into panic as she fumbled at his belt and the button of his slacks. “I don’t even know you!”

		“Well, if we took the time to get to know each other,” Millie said in what she thought was a reasonable tone, “we wouldn’t have time to fuck. So what’s it going to be? Sit here and talk until your break is over? Or screw now, and then meet up sometime tomorrow?” Her breath caught as she slid her fingers into his pants, excited by what she found there. Hot and hard and pulsing, it filled her hand and more. She curled her fingers around it, massaging the hot skin. “Come on, Danny. Make up your mind.”

		He frowned down at her. “Is this some sort of revenge thing? Is your boyfriend going to show up here sometime and kick the shit out of me?”

		“I don’t have a boyfriend,” Millie said impatiently. God, her pussy was boiling, her lips leaking wetness into her panties. “And I don’t want a boyfriend. At least, not now. What I want is a nice hard dick in my cunt.” She turned her back, flipping her skirt up to her waist and shoving her panties down to her ankles. In seconds, she was leaning over, her palms against the wall. Cool air hit the simmering skin of her cleft, but did nothing to quench the fire inside her. “So are you going to stare at my ass,” she asked, giving her rear a wiggle. “Or are you going to do something with that lovely pecker of yours?”

		“This is so fucking stupid,” Danny muttered. But it seemed that he was like most men. Like Millie had once been. When faced with the possibility of screwing a hot woman, he wouldn’t let mere stupidity and the risk of getting caught stop him.

		“Come on,” she whispered hotly. “Hurry.”

		And then he was behind her, the hot bar of his penis pressing into the skin of her back. She shivered at the feeling, something she had never experienced before. Danny’s lips touched her neck. His hands slid up her blouse, cupping her breasts through her bra. She whimpered as her nipples, confined, grew hot and tight.

		“Please,” she whispered. “I need it. I’m so wet. So horny.” She spread her legs wider, canting her rear up with a cock of her hips.

		And then she felt it. Felt the tip of Danny’s cock sliding down the cleft of her buttocks, moving lower, until it was nestled against the lips of her sex. Millie tensed, then relaxed, as her petals parted. Slowly, how slowly Danny filled her. In her mind’s eye, Millie could imagine the walls of her channel being pushed apart, giving way before the welcome invader.

		“Fuck, you feel good.” Danny’s voice was a low growl in her ear. “So hot and tight and wet.”

		“So do you. Hot and hard.” Millie closed her eyes, concentrating on the delicious feelings inside her. She thought…yes. If she moved like this, then Danny’s cock would be rubbing against her clitoris. Snaking a hand behind her, she pushed at his hip. “Come on. This pussy isn’t going to fuck itself. Start screwing me,” she demanded.

		And he did. As if her words had broken the last bounds of his self-restraint, the dark-haired young man began to thrust into her, his hands kneading her breasts. Every stroke pushed her against the wall, and she began to buck back against him, reveling in the feel as the strong, solid length of his shaft rubbed against her labia, her clit.

		Something…strange…was happening. The hot ball of squirming need, deep inside her, was expanding. Growing. Making her insides flutter. Making muscles she hadn’t even known existed tense and relax in strange, amazing ways.

		Then she exploded.

		It was absolutely unbelievable. One second Millie had been braced against the wall, her hips and ass humping back against the hot, slick length of Danny’s cock as it plunged into her, over and over. And then her muscles locked, her thighs shook, her pussy caught fire, and a series of unheard detonations rocked the silent corners of her mind. She clenched her jaw against the scream of primal delight and desire that threatened to break loose and bring everyone running, even as her sight whited out and her cunt clenched on Danny’s hard, stiff rod, milking him.

		“Oh, God. Oh, God.” She was gasping, her hair hanging loose, surrounding her face in tangled strands. “That was…the best. No. Don’t stop. Keep going, baby. I want to feel you shoot into me. Want to feel your hot cum inside.”

		Feeling as weak as a kitten, still she turned her head when she heard the faint gasp of indrawn breath.

		Oh, fuck me. We forgot to lock the door.

		Poppy was outlined in the narrow strip of open doorway, her dark eyes huge in her hungry face. One hand gripped the doorframe. The other was below her waist, rubbing herself through her panties. The front of her rose-colored skirt was hiked up to her waist. Even in the shadows of the hallway, Millie could see the faint gleam of perspiration on her skin.

		Millie opened her mouth, though what she could possibly say, she had no idea. But Poppy put her finger to her lips, which curled in a secret, naughty smile.

		Keep going, she mouthed. Don’t stop.

		“Keep going, Danny,” she echoed. “Don’t stop. Oh, that feels incredible.” She locked eyes with Poppy. “I love it. I love how it feels when you fuck me. Harder! Faster! Oh, fuck. I think I’m going to cum again!”

		In answer, the feel of Danny’s staff thrusting into her increased. His hips slapped into her ass in meaty punctuation. Even through the haze of carnal delight, as her second incredible orgasm spiraled up and through her, threatening to blow the top of her head clean off, Millie didn’t break Poppy’s gaze.

		“Last chance,” Danny groaned. “Should I pull out?”

		“No!” She spread her legs even wider, making sure he knew what she wanted. “Inside! Deep!”

		He put his hands on her hips, pulling her into him, his thrusting groin hammering his cock into her. And then, with a groan of relief which would have been comical if Millie didn’t know exactly how he felt, Danny spent himself inside her, his cum flooding her sheath in a hot, spurting wave that triggered her second climax. Unable to do anything more than gasp, she hung limply in his embrace, her breath as fast and deep as if she had just finished running a race.

		Millie gave his softening member a final squeeze, her eyes still on Poppy. The Latina didn’t seem to be so much standing in the doorway as leaning on it, as if her legs had lost the ability to hold her upright. The front of her panties was wet, the material outlining her cleft clearly.

		I did that. I made her wet. Made her cum. And Danny, too. God, I love being me!

		With an effort, she stood straight, though her thighs were shaking. Danny backed away, the sensation of his exiting shaft leaving her feeling strangely empty.

		“That was…”

		“Shhh.” She put a finger to his lips as she pulled her panties up. “Yeah. It was. For me, too.” A shadow moved across the doorway, which was now almost closed. “But let’s be nice and quiet, okay?”

		“Can I…can I see you again?”

		She touched his cheek. “Oh, yeah. You can count on that. Now I’m just going to walk out of here like I took a wrong turn. And a few minutes later you can leave and go back to work. And when you’re back at the bar, I’m going to give you my number. And you can call me anytime you want. Anytime,” she emphasized, letting her eyes get their fill of him. He really was hot as fuck. What was he doing working in a bar? “I really like you, Danny. You’re sweet. And I want to see what it’s like when we all have our clothes off.”

		The young man vented a short laugh. “I think I might be the one who’s getting the better part of that trade,” he joked.

		“Maybe,” she smiled, reaching up to pull him down for a long, soft kiss. She nipped at his lips playfully before she let him go. “And maybe not.”

		

	


		Chapter 4

		 

		She cleaned herself off in the bathroom, using paper towels and toilet paper and wincing at the feel on the sensitive skin of her nether-lips. But the warm, silky feeling of Danny’s cum in her just made her feel hotter and sexier.

		“So,” she said with a smile, as she stepped back up to the bar beside Poppy and picked up her drink. Danny caught her eye, and she gave him a secret smile. She dropped her voice. “You like to watch, huh?”

		Poppy blushed, her dark Latina skin going even darker. She was so adorable Millie wanted to kiss her then and there. “Maybe. Yes.”

		“And watching a guy didn’t gross you out?”

		“I wasn’t watching him,” Poppy retorted. But her eyes were dancing. “I was watching you. It’s like going to a really awesome restaurant. Would you get up and leave if there was a little bit of, I don’t know, beets in your salad?”

		Millie snickered. “So Danny’s schlong was a beet?”

		“Well, it was beet-red. In places.”

		“I came,” Millie blurted out. “Twice. And it was awesome.”

		“Oh.”

		“But it wasn’t enough. I’m still horny. It’s like I can’t turn it off.” She leaned over, her breath stirring Poppy’s coal-black hair. “Why don’t we go back to the apartment, get naked, and see what happens?”

		The young woman blinked once, then raised her hand, waving it for Danny.

		“Check, please.”

		 

		They didn’t leave right away. They had to finish their drinks, of course. And Millie, much to Poppy’s amusement, made sure she got Danny’s number. And made sure he had hers.

		“You’re certainly starting a collection, aren’t you?” she said as they walked out into the chilly October night. Their breath rose in faint white clouds in the light of the streetlamps. “First the cop. Now the bartender. What’s next?”

		“You,” Millie said comfortably.

		“Yeah, sure. But are you going to fuck every guy who catches your eye?”

		“Of course not,” Millie giggled. “Every guy and every woman, too! Sex is fun! Why shouldn’t I?”

		“Jesus. The body of a supermodel and the morals of an alley-cat,” Poppy sighed as she drove them back home. “Girl, you got to get yourself some control. Or it’s all going to come crashing down on you. What’s going to happen if all the people you’re screwing find out about each other?”

		“Oh, I’ll make sure they all know about it before we fuck. Then they won’t have any reason to get all jealous, will they? If they want to get some of this,” she said, waving at her body, “then they better get used to sharing.”

		Poppy opened her mouth, then closed it. “What? Don’t you think it’s a good idea?” Millie asked.

		Her friend groaned. “If anyone else had said it, I’d say it was fucking cuckoo bananas,” she said bluntly. “But with you…” She shook her head with a smile as she expertly pulled the car into a parking slot which seemed way too small for her car. “Hell. With your body and your smile, you might actually be able to make it work.” Her voice went low and growly, making the airs on the back of Millie’s neck prickle. “God knows I’d agree to damn near anything to get an up-close look at your tits.”

		“Oh, you’re going to see more than that,” Millie said, even as her heart started to pound. Could she actually please a woman in bed? She hadn’t been very good at it in the past.

		“After a shower,” Poppy sniffed, as she undid her seat belt. “I might have liked watching you get drilled by Danny. But there’s no way I’m licking your muff when his stuff is still inside you.”

		Millie’s pussy clenched at the thought of seeing Poppy’s lissome brown body, glistening under the spray. “Together?” she asked hopefully as they climbed the stairs.

		“God, you really are insatiable, aren’t you?”

		“No, I’m not,” she protested. “I just want to have sex all the time.”

		“Uh-huh.” The door closed behind them. Suddenly Millie found herself pressed up against the wall. Poppy’s hands were on her hips, her mouth nuzzling her neck. Her knees went weak as her tongue flicked out, tasting her. “I have wanted you,” the other woman groaned, “since the first time you walked out of your bedroom this morning. I was sure you were some silly, brainless bimbo that Milo had somehow scammed into coming back here. And it made me mad enough to spit. How dare he spoil your beauty by touching you?”

		“But you didn’t know that I was him. Or that he was me. And that I really am a bimbo. Oh, Christ, keep doing that,” Millie moaned as Poppy suckled her neck, her tongue dancing over her skin. Her knees were getting all weak and wobbly and they were barely inside the fucking door. The ache between her legs was intensifying, desperate for some unknown answer that only Poppy could provide.

		“Enough.” Her roommate took her hand and led her towards the bathroom. “I know you have a thing for screwing standing up, but this time we’re going to do it right.”

		Millie’s fingers shook as she stripped in the tiny bathroom. The shower looked hardly big enough for the two of them. But she was hardly going to point that out. Not with her friend’s small, slim body, slender as a spear, coming into glorious view. Her arms and legs were tan, her hair shining and black, her breasts small and perky and capped by dark brown nipples that made her mouth water. And the place between her legs was completely gorgeous, delicate petals topped by a tiny patch of dense, luxuriant fur.

		“Don’t get your hair wet,” Poppy warned, as they stepped inside. “I don’t want it dripping in my eyes when you’re sitting on my face later.”

		“When I’m doing what?”

		Poppy shook her head impatiently. “Never mind. Oh, fucking Christ.” Her eyes devoured Millie as water poured down her body. “You are just unbelievable. No one,” she said. “No one your size should have a pair of tits like you do. You look like one of the girls in those Japanese anime cartoons. You know. The pervy ones where the girls have boobs the size of cantaloupes and dance around in schoolgirl uniforms.”

		Millie blinked, confused. “I could probably get a schoolgirl uniform if you want,” she offered.

		“No. Not now. Come here.”

		Millie obeyed without thinking, and found her head tipped up, her mouth opening as a set of hot hungry lips descended.

		Oh, man. This is awesome. She hadn’t kissed Jim at all. And Danny had been sweet, but she hadn’t gotten nearly enough of him. There simply hadn’t been time.

		But Poppy. She played her like an instrument, her mouth bold and cunning and skilled. The touch of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. The destination was preordained, but the journey would take a very, very long time. Every lick of her tongue, every touch of her lips, made Millie’s belly quake and her pussy ache, and all she could do was cling to her and shiver as the hot water poured down her body.

		When Poppy’s lips lifted from hers, it was almost a physical blow, making her rock from the sense of loss.

		“Close your eyes,” the older woman whispered.

		“What?”

		Poppy lifted a bottle of body wash. “I’m going to get you squeaky clean. And then,” she grinned evilly. “I’m going to make you squeak.”

		It was like a dream. Poppy writhed in sensual abandon as Poppy slathered the slick, soapy body wash over her skin. Never, she knew, would Milo have allowed this happen. He would never have let another woman take control of their lovemaking, could not have admitted in his dull, male-centered mind that a woman might know more about sex and pleasure than he did. But I am not that person anymore.

		“Jesus.” Poppy reached around her, cupping her breasts. Her fingers were brown against the thick white suds. “You have just got the greatest nipples ever. So thick and stiff.” Millie’s knees nearly buckled as she tugged at them experimentally. “How does that feel?”

		Millie cleared her throat. “Like I want to lie down and spread my legs and let you do anything to me you want,” she whispered. She could barely hear her own voice over the streaming water, but she backed up, rubbing her bottom shamelessly against her friend, her soon-to-be lover. Her skin burned as she rotated her ass in slow, sexy circles. Could she cum from just having her nipples played with? She thought she might. Her cunt was burning, desperate for something, anything. Fingers, tongue, a cock, a dildo, a vibrator, assorted vegetables…she didn’t care. Anything to get her off and satisfy the unending craving of her treacherous body.

		Somehow, it seemed that Poppy heard her. Or maybe she just read her mind. It wouldn’t take long. “That sounds like fun,” she murmured into her ear, and chuckled, her voice throaty and deep. Lifting her leg, she turned off the water with her foot, and silence filled the small, steam-filled room. “But,” she said, taking her in her arms for a long, loving kiss. “Tonight, we’re doing it right. Not a blow job in a cop car. And not a standing quickie in a bar.

		“We’re not fucking. We’re making love.”

		“O…Okay.” Millie’s voice quavered. Had she ever, truly, made love before? Or had it been just sex, as impersonal as a porn clip downloaded from the internet? God knew, on the rare occasions when Milo had been able to convince a girl to go to bed with him, none of them had ever seemed very eager to give him a second chance when they were done.

		They dried each other. Slowly, sensually, hands and fingers lingering over their young sexy bodies. By the time they moved to Poppy’s bedroom, Millie was so keyed up she was ready to burst. She lay down on the bed, every muscle strung as tight as piano-wire as the older woman moved around the room, lighting candles and putting on some soft, light music. The air filled with the sweet scent of vanilla, and she began to relax, just a little.

		“You are,” Poppy said, sitting down beside her on the bed, “the most wonderfully depraved woman I have ever seen.”

		“Oh. Thank you, I guess.”

		“You’re welcome.” Poppy’s smile was dark and wicked. “Oh, the things we are going to do together, Millie. Tonight is just the start.”

		She set her finger on her lips, stroking them softly. Then slowly, inevitably, as unstoppable as a rock rolling downhill, she moved her finger lower, her eyes locked with Millie’s, watching her response. Down, over her chin. Down, over the vulnerable hollow of her throat, where her pulse was wildly beating. Down, between her taut, upright breasts, her nipples straining with need as her back arched helplessly. Down across her flat belly, the dimple of her navel, the rise of her bare pubis. Down, until the tip of her finger was poised just above the throbbing knob of her clit.

		Millie’s legs rose helplessly, spreading in abject surrender. Every portion of her being wanted to be speared on Poppy’s fingers, wanted the older woman to leave her a sweating, gasping puddle of desire.

		“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Poppy purred, the tips of her fingertips brushing against the edges of her labia. The sweet tickle made Millie squirm. “Isn’t it?” she repeated.

		“Yes,” she gasped, hips bucking. “I’m a horny, slutty bimbo and I want you to fuck me, Poppy!”

		“Mmmm.” The brunette slid down until her face was level with Millie’s breasts. “That sounds like a yes to me.”

		And Poppy drove her fingers into her sopping, soaking cleft at the exact instant that her mouth came down, heat like lava encircling her nipple as she kissed it ravenously.

		“Oh, fuck!” Millie couldn’t have stopped the cry of rapture that escaped her lips if she wanted to. And she didn’t. Want to, that is. Danny’s cock had felt wonderful inside her. And to be honest, she couldn’t wait to try his out again. Or other cocks, too, if she found a guy who was nice and who looked good. But she doubted that any cock, no matter how big or thick, could twist and wiggle deep inside her, stroking her inner walls with such incredible skill that her belly clenched.

		And that didn’t even take into account what was happening a few feet closer to her trembling mouth. Poppy suckled on her breasts with the passionate ferocity of a woman who had seen one of her wishes made true, and didn’t want to waste a single second. Her tongue ringed her nipples over and over, until Millie wrapped her arms around her head and arched her back up, forcing all the boob she could handle into her hot, questing mouth. And then she did the same thing to Millie’s other breast as she crawled on top of her.

		It was almost more than she could take. Poppy’s fingers in her pussy. Her other hand fondling her breast. Her mouth on her nipples, moving back and forth until they felt they would burst through the skin of her chest and every lick was sending electric jolts of pleasure down to her center.

		And then Poppy started to rub her clit with her thumb, and that was when the world caught fire. Millie tilted her head back and screamed, not caring whether anyone else heard her, completely unstrung by the titanic rush of pleasure that entered her body.

		I am never going back. Never. This is what I was made for. I am a woman. A bimbo. And I love to fuck.

		Oh, God! This wasn’t going to be an orgasm, or a climax. Calling it that would be like calling the Ohio River a creek or something. Millie’s eyes closed, tears leaking from beneath her lids, as her thighs clamped shut on Poppy’s hand. Her own hands covered her breasts, kneading and squeezing and tugging at her nipples as the incredible pleasure inside her mounted and mounted and mounted.

		“Poppy.” The name was barely a whisper. It took all her concentration just to form the single word. “Something…incredible…” She shook her head. “Ger up here, please, baby.”

		And somehow her lover understood. Her fingers never stopped their assault on her pussy. But Poppy moved higher, one arm slipping under her shoulders and pulling her close so they could kiss.

		“It’s all right,” she whispered. “Cum for me, Millie.”

		And she did. With a single wrenching spasm that she thought would tear her body apart with pleasure, Millie exploded. She clenched her jaws shut on a shriek of sheer joy as she drenched Poppy’s hand with her female fluid. Her body shook. Muscles she didn’t even know she had trembled in ecstatic release. White fire seared her mind as she twisted and turned. Not trying to escape the desire, but to prolong it. Never had she known such simple, unalloyed joy. It didn’t matter if she was a man, or a woman. What mattered was the pleasure. If she could have made it last forever, she would have.

		“Oh, baby.” Poppy’s voice brought her back to herself. She opened her eyes, taking in her lover’s tanned body, shining in the candlelight. “You are so beautiful when you cum.”

		Millie blinked her eyes open. “So are you.”

		“Me?” A white grin flickered. “I haven’t cum yet.”

		“Well,” she said reasonably, “we should probably do something about that, shouldn’t we?” Slowly, she was coming down from her sexual high, her body softening and insisting, rather strongly, that now would be an absolutely perfect time for her to take a nap.

		Yeah. You can fuck right off with that bullshit. Poppy has put up with you for months. And then you turned into a girl. And she still treats you nice. Like, right now. Where she made you cum like a damn firehose.

		Poppy moved against her sinuously. With a shock, Millie realized that the older woman was slowly grinding her groin against her thigh. Hot wetness spread, faintly sticky. But she could not find it in her to feel repulsed. Instead, a feeling of sweet pride cast its net through her mind, that this wonderful woman should find her desirable.

		No. Not desirable. Lots of people think I’m hot. I mean, look at today. But so what? Poppy wouldn’t fuck me if it was just my body. She actually likes me for me. And that’s something that Milo never had. Fuck. If I was two people, Milo would never have a fucking chance.

		“Poppy?”

		“Hmmm?” The Latina woman gave her a long, lingering kiss, her body undulating softly. The motion brought her small, lovely breasts into view, and Millie took the chance to touch them. At the feel of her fingers, Poppy gave a low, satisfied growl and moved into her. Her nipples were small but lovely, and Millie lavished them with all the love she could.

		“You’ll tell me, right?”

		“Tell you what?”

		“If I start acting like…acting like him.”

		“You won’t”

		“I could. He was me, yesterday.”

		“Oh, Millie.” Poppy kissed her, long and sweet. “Don’t spend your life afraid of who you were. It’s too short.” She propped herself on one elbow, her face unusually serious. “We all enter this life owing the world a death, baby. The best we can do is grab all the happiness from it that we can.” She frowned, considering. “Without being complete fucking jackholes to other people, of course.”

		“I’ll try.” She pulled Poppy close. God, could she ever get tired of her? Caustic humor and biting wit mingled with this sweet body? Small and slim and tanned but with shallow, subtle curves that made her want to kiss and lick her all over. An athlete’s body. A body that wouldn’t sag like hers, if she wasn’t careful. But one that would be just as desirable at fifty as she was right now.

		“What can I do?” she asked. She was desperate, filled with a desire to please her lover that wasn’t born of guilt or some sort of need to balance the scales of desire. It was innate, something born of her body. She knew, deep inside, she could never be happy if she didn’t bring Poppy as much joy as she had given her.

		“Hmmm.” Poppy’s smile was deep, betraying a sweet dimple in the corner of her mouth. “So many choices. Should I have you finger me? Or eat me out? Or…” Her wicked glance burned with possibilities. “I’ve got all sorts of toys. There’s a little shop, not too far from Angel’s. And you would not believe the things they have for sale. Dildos and vibrators and paddles.” A grin curled her lips. “And if you want to go into the wayback machine and pretend you’ve got a dick, I even have a strap-on.”

		“I don’t want to pretend I have a dick,” Millie retorted irately. “All I want to do is make you cum.”

		“Well, then.” Poppy drew her close. “Why don’t you use your imagination?”

		Imagination was one thing that Millie had never had, when she was Milo. Even the fantasies had been gray and dull, without even originality to give them life or flavor.

		But she was different now. A new person, free to explore her boundaries. No. Not just explore them. But to go beyond them. So she kissed Poppy deep, their lips rubbing against each other sensually, and for the first time in their relationship, Millie was the one who attempted to take control. Her fingers bit deep into the flesh of her roommate’s ass, squeezing hard, pulling her higher and higher on her body.

		Yes. Her mouth watered as Poppy’s thighs settled on either side of her head. Her friend’s pussy was soft and brown and utterly delectable, hovering over her head like the world’s sweetest treat. That’s what I want. She craned her head up, taking her first lick of her tangy musk.

		“Oh.”

		Millie stared up along the dark skin of her lover’s thighs. Had she done something wrong? But Poppy’s face, though her eyes were closed, was rapt.

		“More,” she whispered.

		More? I can do more. Not just can, but wanted. Her lover’s taste was sweet on her tongue. Thick and liquid and oh so tangy. Millie pulled Poppy down, until her pussy was, quite literally, sitting on her face. Her mouth dove up, her tongue reaching out, splitting her lover’s lips so she could lick up her dew. And when Poppy twisted, supple as a striking snake, reversing her position so she could bend down and take Millie’s own pussy in her mouth in a star-crossed sixty-nine, it was all she could do to not shriek her pleasure into her lover’s sexy muff. Her taste was like wine, exploding on her tongue. It seemed to Millie that she could not get enough. Lapping at her roommate’s lips, she found herself pulling her deeper onto her face, while at the same time Poppy was buried between her thighs. Fueled by desire, she spread her legs. Nothing had ever been like this, pleasure feeding into pleasure in a constant loop. With a groan, she found Poppy’s clit, her bud of pleasure, and focused on it the same way. She nibbled. She nuzzled. She gobbled. Nothing was important now. Nothing but Poppy’s climax. Spit leaked around the corners of her mouth, mingling with her lover’s juices. With a herculean effort, she spread her legs, crossing her ankles across Poppy’s neck so she would be able to lick her without hindrance.

		“Oh, baby.” The words were muffled, but still audible. “You eat me so good.” Poppy dove between her legs as if starving, catching her clit in a loving kiss that made Millie buck her hips high.

		Inspired, Millie began to lick her friend in earnest, uncaring of passion’s wetness that dripped down her lips and chin. What did she care? It was just proof that Millie was doing her job.

		Millie sighed, hot breath blowing into her lover’s cleft, mingling with Poppy’s tortured moan. Like the waves on a sunlit sea, Poppy’s loins rocked back against her, coating her chin with her wetness and desire.

		A second climax was approaching, visible in the distance like a road sign on the interstate. But that wasn’t necessary. Wasn’t even important. Not important in the way that making Poppy cum was. She ignored the demands of her body and concentrated on her lover’s pussy, on her clit. Her hands slid down, cupping Popp’s small, sweat-covered breasts, squeezing them softly. Her nipples were small but stiff, and she let her fingers dance over them.

		“Oh. Oh, God.” Poppy’s voice was changing, going deep and guttural. “My clit. Lick my clit, Millie! Hard and fast, if you can!”

		With a lunge, she caught the small bud of flesh between her lips and strummed it like a hillbilly playing the banjo. Poppy’s groin began to slam back against her, almost hard enough to bruise as she mashed her pussy into Millie’s mouth. And with a stab of triumph, she felt Poppy shout her orgasm into the hot, shivering flesh of her pussy, her thighs locking around her skull with the force of her climax.

		 

		“Wow.” Poppy rolled off her and lay flat on her back, staring at the ceiling. Her face was a blank. “I haven’t cum that good in…years, I think.”

		Warm pride filled Millie’s heart. “So it was good?”

		“No. It was great.” One hand caressed her shin, then moved higher. Even now, her touch made Millie yearn for more. “Think about how good you’ll be when you know what you’re doing, instead of making it up as you go. Wow,” she repeated. “It almost makes me wish I had a cock and balls, just so I could fuck you.”

		“Don’t,” Millie warned, though her lips curled in amusement at the idea of Poppy being a man. “Look what happened to me.”

		“I am,” her roommate said. She propped herself up on one elbow. “And I have to say, it’s one hell of an improvement. You’re…very lovable, Millie.

		“I’m not saying that I love you,” she added quickly, as Millie’s heart caught in her chest. “Hell, I don’t really know this you. You might turn out to be a nasty, jealous, bitchy skank, and all of the rest of it is camouflage.”

		“I’m not,” she protested weakly.

		“Probably not,” Poppy agreed. “But let’s wait a bit before we start sending out wedding invitations and writing our Happily Ever After, okay?”

		“Okay. Besides.” Millie gave a weak grin. “I don’t know if I’m really a one-woman sort of girl. Or one-man girl, either.”

		“Oh?” Poppy smiled lazily. “Not the monogamous sort, huh? Thinking about cute officer Jim? Or nice little Danny?”

		“There wasn’t anything little about Danny,” Millie giggled. “And you know it.”

		“Ugh. I might have liked watching you get the pipe laid to you. But that doesn’t mean I need a reminder, girlfriend.”

		“Girlfriend,” Millie repeated. She tugged on Poppy’s arm, pulling her up so their heads were resting on the pillow, just a few inches apart. “I like that. It feels…nice.”

		“So do you.” A wandering hand palmed the warm weight of her breast. “God, I love your tits,” Poppy breathed, leaning close so she could nibble on her skin. “Gene did one hell of a job on you.”

		“Gene!” Disregarding Poppy, she sat upright on the bed. “Shit!”

		“What the hell?” Poppy’s voice followed her as she dashed out of the room. In seconds, she was back with her cell phone. “What’s wrong?”

		“I have to call him. Like, right now.”

		“Gene?”

		“I don’t have his number. Just that stupid card. But I do have Kevin’s. And Gene’s his boyfriend.”

		“Millie! It’s nearly midnight!”

		“I’m not waiting,” she said stubbornly. “What if Gene decides to reverse the spell?” Her fingers flickered over the buttons on the phone.

		Three rings…four…five. Then Kevin’s voice came out of the speaker. “This had better be good.”

		“Hi, Kevin!” Her voice was cheerful, but her knuckles were white. “Ummm…sorry about calling so late. It’s…It’s Millie. From work.”

		“Millie?” His voice sounded bewildered for a second, then recognition returned. “Right. Millie. What’s going on? Please tell me this isn’t about you having trouble with your laptop. Again.”

		“No, no! Not that. Ummm. Is Gene there?”

		“Millie.” Kevin’s voice was strained with impatience. “I know you’re doing your best to sleep your way through half of Kentucky. But Gene is gay. Which is why he’s in my bed, not yours. Wait. Hold on.” A mutter of voices confirmed that yes, Kevin was probably telling the truth, and that she might have interrupted something very…naughty. Millie’s flush mounted until her entire body was bright pink. “Gene wants to know what you want, Millie.”

		“Ummm…” Could she really do this? Millie caught Poppy’s eye. Her girlfriend gave her an encouraging smile, and she rallied, setting her shoulders firmly, even though Kevin couldn’t see her. “You can tell Gene that his services will not be necessary. That Millie,” she stressed, “is very happy the way she is right now, and she does not wish for anything to change.”

		A long silence. “That’s it?” Kevin said at last.

		“That’s it.”

		“Fine. I’ll tell him. And maybe on Monday you can explain this to me and have it make some sort of sense, Millie. I don’t give a shit if I am in tech support. I’m not a fucking answering service.”

		There was a long silence. “Hello? Well,” she said, as she put the phone down. “That was just rude. He didn’t even say goodbye.”

		“I agree.” Poppy’s face was deadpan, but her eyes were dancing. “It was very rude for Kevin to get upset when you called him at midnight on a Saturday night. Especially since you were passing along a message he couldn’t possibly understand.” She took her in her arms, lips tasting her skin as Millie shivered. “You know,” she murmured into her ear, “you’re actually going to have to start doing your job at work now. Because I’ve got some news for you. Milo was about two bad weeks away from getting fired.”

		Millie fell back onto the bed, pulling Poppy with her. She groaned as the older woman filled her hands with her breasts. Her pussy throbbed, telling her better than words ever could that her body was ready.

		“I’m not Milo,” she panted. The tide of desire was rising, threatening to flood her sexy, bimbo body. Let it come, she decided. And let me cum!

		“And I never will be again.”

		 

		The End
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		If you enjoyed this story, be sure to read my other books, available wherever quality books are sold!
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		In-Genie-Us!

		 

		Shanaya is a lesbian, but her best friend - the woman she desperately loves - definitely isn't. Worse yet, she's about to marry a complete jerk. When a flamboyantly gay genie emerges from her antique necklace, she turns herself into a sexy man. But now can she learn to think like a man, act like a man, and make love like a man...before Allison makes the worst mistake of her life?
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		MILF’s Kinky Wish

		 

		Miranda has been dating losers for years. Brendan, who lives in her basement, can't get a date at all. But a careless wish changes everything. Now the sexy MILF and the handsome young college student only have eyes for each other. Can they learn to let go and take a chance on love? It's all coming true thanks to the "MILF's Kinky Wish!"
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		He’s A Lesbian Now!

		 

		Brian Underwood had loved his neighbor, Jia, since they were children. But she was a lesbian, and he…wasn’t.

		 

		But a wish on a star one night led to unforeseen changes. Brian woke up the next morning with his body transformed. He was no longer Brian, but...Brianna, a lovely blond lesbian!

		Follow the two star-crossed lovers as they try to reconcile the changes in their lives. Because Brian's a lesbian now!
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