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A BOY GETS PREGNANT

Carson has a few problems: alcohol, drugs, and gambling to name a few. But his biggest problem is his bank account, so it’s hard for him to turn down the offer her gets from his wealthy brother-in-law, Timothy. 

Timothy and Petra have spent years trying to get pregnant, but a rare condition  has  prevented  Petra  from  carrying  a  pregnancy  for  more  than  a couple of weeks. Now, there’s a new medical procedure and Carson is the perfect candidate. Timothy is willing to pay Carson a lot of money, and all Carson has to do is receive a temporary organ transplant and then carry a baby for nine months. 

CHAPTER I

I had a strange feeling buzzing inside of me when my sister and her husband showed up at my doorstep. “Can we sit down to talk?” they both asked, almost in perfect sync, as if they’d practiced that line at least a few times before walking up to my door. 

“Why?  What  do  you  want  to  talk  about?”  I  said,  worried  that someone  died,  or  maybe  they  were  going  to  ask  me  for  money.  Though  I was  always  the  one  asking  them  for  money—maybe  they  finally  fell  into hard times. 

“We just want to chat,” Timothy said. He had a nervous smile on his face. He bit his lip and took a deep breath. Now I was starting to feel even more nervous. 

“What’s this about?” I said, now starting to feel like it was some sort of  intervention.  Sure,  I’d  used  the  money  I’d  borrowed  from  them  to  buy liquor  a  few  times,  but  there  was  no  way  they  could  know  that.  Timothy made so much money—the money they leant me was hardly a drop in the bucket. I doubt he even noticed the funds missing from his account most of the time. 

“Let’s just sit down, Carson,” my sister said. I knew Petra’s nervous smile too well. Now, it was more nervous than ever. 

“Is mom okay?” I said. 

“Let’s  just  sit.  Mom’s  fine.  Maybe  you  can  make  some  coffee  for everyone. You have coffee, right?” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders,  stepping  aside  to  let  my  sister  and  her husband into my house. 

I  watched  my  sister  closely.  Now  she  was  clenching  her  teeth together. The lines around her eyes and her lips looked more prominent than ever, as if she’d aged five years in as many months. I’d only seen them a few times in the past few years—when I was asking for money and when they invited me to their parties because they invited our other brothers and sisters. 

So I made some coffee after scraping some of the old coffee sludge off of my coffee pot. I filled a few mugs with warm coffee—I only had two clean mugs, so I gave myself a used one that was only just used the night before for whiskey. Then I sat down to face Timothy and Petra, who were sitting  shoulder  to  shoulder  on  my  loveseat,  clearly  trying  to  avoid  the stains on the armrests, which were years old now. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

They looked at each other with big, toothy smiles. Then they looked back  at  me.  “Carson,  we  want  to…”  they  said  at  the  same  time,  cutting themselves off at the same time. They looked at each other again, as if to decide who would take the lead. 

Then Timothy cleared his throat. “Carson, as you know, we’ve been trying to have a baby for years now.” 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  Had  they  been  trying?  Did  I  know  that? 

Maybe Petra had mentioned it once or twice. “Alright,” I said. 

“We’ve gone through about nine hundred pregnancy tests, thousands of dollars’ worth of ovulation tests. We tried IVF, which put us out many thousands of dollars.” 

I  bit  down  on  my  tongue.  It  was  starting  to  sound  like  he  was  just trying  to  rub  his  money  in  my  face.  But  I  was  short  on  cash,  so  it  didn’t seem like a good time to get in a fight with him. I’d gotten into a few fights with Timothy before, usually over money, and it was always at least a few months after a fight before Petra would cut me a cheque. 

I  wasn’t  a  bum.  I  wasn’t  unemployed,  and  I  wasn’t  completely useless—I  just  had  a  few  addictions:  gambling,  liquor,  and  sometimes cocaine if it was what my friends were into at the time. My job was on a contract basis, and sometimes that contract didn’t get renewed, so I had to sit around and wait. I didn’t have a wife and I didn’t have kids, so it’s not like  I  needed  to  make  money.  I  was  fine  just  getting  by  with  whatever landed  on  my  lap.  And  sure,  some  months  my  vices  hit  me  harder  than other months. I was only human. 

“Well, last month we went to a specialist and we both got tested. It was very expensive. Ten thousand dollars for ten appointments.” 

I bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said. “I get it. You’re rich. Is that what you came to tell me?” Though I had a feeling that this was their way of telling me that they had gone broke trying to get pregnant. 

He laughed. “No, no. We’re fine. We’re just fine,” he said with a big, proud smirk. 

“Good for you,” I said, forcing a smile. So he did just come to rub his money  in  my  face,  to  let  me  know  that  he’d  spent  tens  of  thousands  of dollars on nothing and he was still rich. I had a hundred bucks in my bank account,  and  it  was  the  most  I’d  had  in  many  weeks.  “Good  for  you, Timothy.” 

“Carson…” my sister said, looking down at her lap. 

“What?” I said, feeling that hot rage boiling to the surface. Maybe I didn’t need money badly enough. Maybe taking a dig at Timothy was worth a few months of being flat broke. “Maybe that laser hair plug treatment Tim got a few years back made him infertile or whatever.” I looked at Timothy with  a  smirk.  I  knew  that  he  hated  being  called  ‘Tim’.  He  cringed  every time I said it. 

“I’m not infertile,” he said, biting his tongue. 

“Carson, please. We just came to talk to you.” 

“So  what?”  I  said.  “Are  you  pregnant  then?  Am  I  going  to  be  an uncle?  Is  this  your  way  of  telling  me  that  you’re  not  going  to  cut  me cheques anymore? I didn’t ask for money—not recently. And I wasn’t going to  ask  you  anytime  soon.”  It  was  a  lie.”  So  I’m  a  bit  offended  that  you thought you would beat me to the punch.” 

“We’re not pregnant,” Petra said with a sigh. She shook her head. 

“We need a favor,” said Timothy. “We found out that Petra’s actually been pregnant—a few times. Each time was a miscarriage, very early, as in the first couple of weeks. We always thought that the bleeding was just her getting her period, but I guess it was more than that.” 

“Too much info,” I said, trying not to think of my sister  bleeding. I tried not to gag. “Sorry to hear that. Not sure what I can do for you though.” 

“Well, there’s something you can do,” Timothy said, looking down at his lap. “It’s not easy for us to ask you this.” 

“It would mean the world to us,” Petra said. 

“It really would,” said Timothy. “It would mean a lot, and we would pay you.” 

“But it would mean no drinking—and no drugs,” Petra said, looking into my eyes for a brief moment. 

“What  is  it?”  I  said.  “And  I  don’t  do  drugs.”  It  was  a  lie.  “And  I hardly drink ever—maybe a beer twice a week.” Another lie. 

“It’s a big favor,” Timothy said. 

“It’s really big. But it has to be you—the doctor said so.” 

“We  hate  to  put  this  on  you,  but  we  really  want  to  be  parents,” 

Timothy said. 

“Just tell me what it is already!” I said, unable to handle their stupid back and forth. 

They both took deep breaths. “We need you to carry the baby for us.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I couldn’t tell if they were serious. I was a man. I didn’t have a uterus or a vagina or any of the little bits needed to make a baby. Were they kidding with me? Was this some  sort  of  weird  prank?  I  stared  at  Timothy  and  then  I  stared  at  Petra. 

They both looked down at the ground, unable to look me in the eyes. 

“Huh?” I said. 

“We can have a baby,” Petra said, biting her lip. “But you would have to carry it.” 

“It’s  impossible,”  I  said.  “I’m  not  an  idiot.  I  know  how  pregnancy works—more or less. I mean, I don’t know everything about it, but I know damn well that it’s the woman who makes the baby.” 

“Not  necessarily,”  Timothy  said,  standing  up  suddenly.  He  walked over to my window and looked out at my messy backyard. I watched him cringe at the sight of the empties that hadn’t been cleaned up just yet. I had some  friends  over  a  few  weeks  before,  and  we  had  a  little  bonfire  in  the backyard.  “They  have  new  technology.  It’s  actually  quite  amazing.  They can put a woman’s uterus into a man’s body, along with her ovaries and a few  other  important  pieces,  to  make  sure  that  there  is  proper  hormone stimulation. They implant the baby with a needle and then they take it out

the  same  way  they  would  with  a  C-section.  It’s  actually  not  terribly complicated.  In  fact,  the  success  rate  has  been  almost  perfect  since  they started doing it a few years ago.” 

“You have to be kidding me…” I said. 

“We’re  not  kidding  you,”  Timothy  said,  turning  to  me.  He  leaned against  my  wall,  making  it  groan  as  if  it  was  about  to  fall  over.  “The  big issue is that it needs to be Petra’s uterus that holds Petra’s egg. But Petra has a rare condition that’s actually in her heart. Her heart can’t handle the added stress of pregnancy, so her body rejects the embryo. But if someone else has Petra’s egg and her uterus, then everything should be fine—as long as  they  don’t  have  the  same  rare  heart  condition.  It’s  not  genetic,  so  it’s highly unlikely that you would have it. The thing with a uterus transplant is, it needs to be a perfect match—and not just blood type. The doctor said that it only ever works with siblings. But they can make it work with a brother. 

They just snip a couple of things and move a few things around. They’ve quickly been perfecting this surgery over the past few years.” 

“You have to be kidding me,” I said again. 

“Carson, please just think about it. It’s our only chance.” 

“Is  it?”  I  said.  “Why  can’t  you  just  find—what  are  they  called—a concubine, or whatever. A surrogate—that’s what it’s called. You can make your baby in a lab and then the surrogate and grow it inside of her. Isn’t that what normal rich people do?” 

“We aren’t rich,” Petra said. 

Timothy shrugged his shoulders with a little grin, as if to suggest that they were rich, at least compared to me. “I wish it was that simple,” he said. 

“But Petra’s condition is actually a bit more complicated than it sounds. Her eggs are fragile—to put it simply. They can’t be taken out of her body and put back in. That’s what made the IVF not work. The second her eggs leave her body, that’s it—they’re done.” 

“You seriously want me to tote your baby?” I said. 

“Well,  no,”  Timothy  said.  “It’s  not  ideal,  but  if  we  want  to  have  a baby that is exactly one half me and one half Petra, it seems to be the only way. We talked about adoption, and we talked about using my sperm to get another woman pregnant, so it would at least be half me—but this is what

we want. We want a baby that is properly ours. And our doctor tells us that you’re our only option.” 

“Please, Carson. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. The C-section would be completely painless. The initial surgery has minimal scarring.” 

“Basically, all you’ll be left with are a few stretch marks,” Timothy said with a big smile. It almost seemed like he got a bit of pleasure out of this proposal. 

“Nope,” I said. “Look back into adoption. I’m not interested.” 

“Please, Carson,” my sister begged. Her eyes were starting to water. 

“I want to have a baby—I want to have my own baby. We’ll do anything. 

We’ll give you whatever you want. Please.” 

“Well, not anything,” Timothy said, almost under his breath. 

“Yes—anything,”  Petra  said,  side-eyeing  her  husband.  “We’ll  pay you money. We’ve put almost one hundred thousand dollars into trying to get pregnant. I’m willing to pay you all that plus more if you can make this dream a reality.” 

“Petra, we talked about this,” Timothy whispered. 

“I  don’t  care!”  Petra  said,  tearing  up.  “I  want  a  baby.  I  want  my baby.” A tear rolled down her cheek. I didn’t love seeing her cry. I hated to think that she was crying because of me—even though it wasn’t my fault that she couldn’t get pregnant. I didn’t understand her condition; it sounded awfully strange. 

“We’ll  pay  you,”  Timothy  said  through  clenched  teeth.  “We’ll  pay you…  ninety  thousand.  That’s  ten  grand  for  each  month  you  carry  the baby.” 

I opened my mouth to reject the offer, and then I thought about ninety thousand  dollars.  It  was  a  lot  of  money—probably  more  money  than  I’d ever made in my life combined. It wasn’t so easy to turn that offer down. 

And  it  was  just  nine  months  and  a  couple  of  surgeries,  which  would apparently be painless. 

“It means no drinking,” Timothy said. 

“Timothy,” my sister said with wide eyes, glaring at her husband. 

“What?  It’s  important,”  he  said.  “We  all  know  Carson  drinks.  You can’t drink when you’re pregnant. It’s serious.” 

“I  hardly  drink.  It’s  not  a  problem,”  I  said,  as  if  I  was  actually considering their offer. I paused for a moment. They were now both staring at men with wide eyes, waiting for my answer. I knew that I should have said no, but the thought of getting that much money was enticing. I knew that  I  could  easily  double  it  at  the  casino,  and  then  I  would  have  enough money  to  live  for  the  better  half  of  a  decade—maybe  more  if  I  bet  my money just right. 

“Well?” Timothy said. 

I bit down on my tongue and cracked a small grin. 

CHAPTER II

The  surgery  was  six  weeks  later,  after  a  number  of  consultations. 

Each consultation was the same: two or three hours of specialists using big, impossible to understand words for two hours before summing everything up quickly and simply in a few sentences. I had no idea why they couldn’t just  jump  right  to  the  summary.  I  guess  they  just  wanted  to  flaunt  their expensive educations. 

Timothy and Petra came to every consultation with me, and then they asked me the same stupid questions after each one. “Did you get all of that? 

Were you paying attention?” 

“Yeah,  yeah,”  I  would  say,  shaking  my  head.  It  was  all  pointless. 

They were going to do with me whatever they wanted to do, and I was just going to go along for the ride. 

It  all  seemed  like  nonsense  until  the  day  of  the  surgery.  I  woke  up with the full realization that I was about to get my sister’s uterus put into my body, along with her ovaries. I didn’t really understand how they were going  to  fit  it  all  in  there,  but  they  said  something  about  snipping  and reducing  my  intestine,  or  something  like  that.  They  promised  it  wouldn’t affect anything. 

When  I  showed  up  at  the  hospital,  I  started  trembling  all  over.  My skin started turning cold and I could feel the panic setting in. Sure, they’d done a few success surgeries over the past few years, but it was still a new technique. There was a good chance that I would be the first failure. And was it really so simple? Could a man really carry a baby for nine months without any issues? 

I should have had another shot of whiskey before leaving the house. I took two to cut the tension, but I probably needed three. 

“Were you drinking?” Timothy asked when he met up with me in the doctor’s office. 

“No, I wasn’t drinking,” I said, glaring at him with narrowed eyes. 

“It just kind of smells like alcohol,” he said. 

“It’s the sterilizing wipes that I used before coming inside. They told me I need to be completely clean and germ free before the surgery.” 

“Oh.  Okay,”  Timothy  said.  He  looked  just  as  nervous  as  me.  His hands were shaking on his lap and he was practicing deep breathing. 

The doctor came in. “Are you ready?” he asked. 

“Sure. Why not?” I said. 

“And you’re sure you want to do this?” he’s said, as if there was a good reason for me not to do it. 

“He’s  sure,”  Timothy  said.  So  the  nurses  came  in  and  they  put  me down on a bed. Suddenly there was a crowd standing around me. 

“Count to ten,” a nurse said. 

“Why?” I asked. She put a plastic cup over my mouth, attached to a long hose. 

“Just do it,” she said. So I started counting. I got to three, and then everything was black. 

When I woke up, there was a nurse hovering over me. This one had bright blonde hair and dark red lips. “Everything went perfectly,” she said. 

“The surgery is all done.” 

I tried to sit up, but I didn’t have the energy. 

“Just rest for a few hours. Then you can go home,” she said. I tried to speak, but my words were all jumbled up. I cleared my throat, and then a familiar hand gently pressed down on my chest. 

I looked over and saw Petra with a smile on her face. “They said it went  better  than  perfect.  One  of  the  most  successful  transplants  they’ve done yet.” 

I blinked a few times. It was ten minutes later when a doctor came into the room with a clipboard. He walked around for a few minutes before ending  up  at  the  side  of  the  bed.  “Carson,”  he  said.  “You’ve  done  a  very nice thing for your family today.” 

“Am I pregnant?” I asked with a groggy voice. It was the first time I’d ever had a surgery, and the first time I’d ever been put under. 

The  doctor  let  out  a  small  chuckle.  “Pregnant?”  he  said.  “No,  no. 

You’re  not  pregnant.  But  you  now  have  everything  you  need  to  get pregnant. It will be a few more weeks before we reach that point. For now, we  need  to  let  your  new  ovaries  settle  in.  They  will  start  to  produce hormones in your body, which you will need to keep a baby alive inside of you. A few weeks at most, until that’s all balanced out. And, of course, we want to make sure your uterus heals perfectly in place. We’ll do a checkup in three weeks, and then if everything looks good, we’ll go ahead with the impregnation.” 

He  scribbled  a  few  things  down  on  his  pad  and  then  left  without saying anything else. 

“Thank you so much,” Petra said, putting her hand on my shoulder. I thought about her money and then I smiled. 

“My  pleasure,”  I  said.  It  wasn’t  so  bad—and  the  worst  part  was already over. They wouldn’t have to put me under again, not even to take the baby out. So now I just needed to get poked by a needle and let a baby grow in me for nine months. 

Timothy cut me my first cheque that evening. He handed it to me as I walked out of the hospital. “It’s the first ten thousand. Please don’t spend it on…  anything  bad.  Just  use  it  to  take  care  of  yourself.  It’s  important  that you heal up properly. This surgery wasn’t cheap for us.” 

“Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said, slipping the cheque into my pocket. I made  him  stop  at  a  bank  on  the  way  to  my  house.  He  stood  over  my shoulder and groaned as I handed the cheque to the teller. 

Then he brought me home. “We’ll check in on you in a few days, and then we’ll meet again at the hospital for your checked. You good?” 

“I’m fine, Tim,” I said. 

He made a thin smile. “Good. I’m glad,” he said. Then he went back to his car to be with his wife. I waved from my doorway, and then I went to my fridge and got myself a beer. 

I wasn’t pregnant yet. I had three weeks to enjoy myself before it was time for baby making. 

CHAPTER III

The next day was rough, but only because the alcohol disagreed with the pain pills they gave me. I ended up with the worst hangover of my life. I threw up a few times and spent the day clutching my head, trying to make the  pain  go  away.  The  day  after  that  wasn’t  so  bad.  I  went  a  day  without drinking,  which  was  easy  (because  I  wasn’t  an  alcoholic,  despite  what everyone seemed to think). My head cleared up and my body actually felt pretty good, aside from the odd cramp. I decided to have another drink on my  third  day  of  recovery,  so  my  fourth  day  was  once  again  spent  in complete agony. I probably should have skipped the pain pills. 

But by my sixth day of recovery, I felt pretty good. I was out of pain pills,  so  there  was  no  longer  anything  in  my  body  to  disagree  with  the whiskey. I had a celebratory drink or two, and then I went for my first walk outside of the house. I had to take it easy. My insides felt funny: not painful, but different. I could tell that there was a new organ in there, and I could feel that an old organ or two had been reduced and moved around. But there was  almost  no  scar  at  all  from  where  they  cut  into  me.  I’m  not  sure  how they did it, but I was almost completely healed already. 

I decided to stop at a liquor store to buy some scotch. I never drank scotch  because  it  was  so  expensive,  but  now  I  had  some  extra  cash.  I walked up to the counter with my big bottle, fresh from Scotland, and then I looked  at  the  back  of  the  cashier’s  head  as  he  sorted  through  receipts.  I waited a long ten seconds before saying anything. 

“Hey there, I’m ready to go now,” I said. “Whenever you’re ready.” 

“One second, miss,” he said. 

I paused for a moment. “What did you just say?” I said. 

“I  said  I  would  be  one  second,  miss,”  he  said,  and  then  he  turned around. His eyes turned wide and his face turned white. He stared at me for a long moment before smiling awkwardly. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a woman.” Now his cheeks were turning white. 

“Why?” I said, narrowing my eyes. 

“Your voice—it’s just a bit—I mean—never mind. I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.” He forced a terribly awkward smile. My stomach churned and I could feel my skin turning red. 

“Just run this through, would you?” I said. 

I took my scotch and I got out of there. Now my heart was fluttering. 

I  felt  terribly  self-conscious.  Why  did  he  think  my  voice  sounded  like  a woman’s voice? I slipped into an alley and I pulled out my phone. I turned on my voice recorder and recorded myself saying a few random lines. Then I played the recording back. 

And there was something different about my voice. It did seem a bit higher—and there was something else strangely feminine about it. Maybe it was  just  a  repercussion  of  not  sleeping  well  for  almost  a  whole  week. 

Maybe I wasn’t letting my body recover properly from my surgery. Maybe I should have been avoiding the liquor for a bit. 

I  decided  to  take  the  bus  downtown,  so  I  could  continue  my  walk somewhere a bit more scenic. I got onto the bus, and then a beautiful blonde got on after me. She sat down a few seats ahead of me. She was wearing a dress  with  a  deep  V  cut  into  it  to  show  off  her  cleavage,  and  she  wasn’t wearing a bra. 

But my eyes were drawn to something peculiar: her shoes. She was wearing  these  amazing  black  leather  heels,  which  kept  her  toes  exposed. 

Her toes were painted a brilliant shade of red. And those shoes fit her just perfectly, and framed her feet so wonderfully. 

Why the hell did I care about a woman’s shoes? I’d never noticed a pair of shoes on anyone before. But there was just something so appealing about her shoes! Maybe it was the way they complimented her long, smooth legs. Maybe it was the way they tied her outfit together perfectly: her dress had a thin leather strap that went around the waist that almost looked like it was cut from the same leather as the shoes. 

But why was I noticing any of these small details? Why wasn’t I just staring at her tits like a normal dude? 

I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away. I got off at the first downtown stop and was happy to get some fresh air into my lungs. I walked  around  for  a  bit,  and  then  I  started  to  feel  nervous  as  I  started  to

notice more pairs of shoes: shoes in shop windows and shoes on women’s feet. I found myself wondering how the shoes would look on my feet. My stomach groaned and I started to feel sick. 

I remembered hearing stories of kidney transplant patients suddenly picking up the same hobbies as their donors, after their surgeries. They were crazy stories but now I was starting to believe them. My sister had always had  a  weird  thing  for  shoes.  Her  shoe  closet  at  her  house  was  about  the same size as my bedroom. Maybe I took that part of her when I took her uterus.  I  was  almost  tempted  to  ask  her  if  she  still  had  a  fascination  with shoes, or if that was gone now. 

But  it  wasn’t  just  the  shoes.  I  was  noticing  other  things,  like  hair styles.  There  was  a  woman  were  perfectly  curled  hair  that  I  couldn’t  stop staring at. Her highlights were spot on, and her bangs were so cute and cut just right. Why did I care? I’d never noticed a woman’s hair before. 

I  decided  to  go  home.  I  told  myself  that  I  just  needed  more  rest.  I wasn’t giving my brain a chance to sort itself out after the surgery. I went home and I got a beer out of the fridge, and then I put on a hockey game. 

But for the first time in my life, I found myself not caring about the hockey  game.  It  seemed  strangely  pointless,  even  though  it  was  a  very important game for my team if they were going to have a chance at making the playoffs. I kept zoning out. I kept finding myself on my phone, surfing through Instagram, looking at pictures of cute outfits. 

I suddenly threw my phone down on the couch, realizing what I was doing. “Dude, you need to stop,” I said to myself. But now I could hear that slight  feminine  tone  in  my  own  voice.  My  heart  started  beating  faster.  I threw out my beer and I went to my bed. I forced my eyes closed and then it was  two  hours  before  I  finally  fell  asleep.  It  was  my  first  no-pills,  no-alcohol sleep. I was convinced that I just needed rest: proper rest that wasn’t at all linked to any substances. 

And  I  got  that  rest.  I  slept  for  fourteen  hours,  and  then  I  woke  up feeling strangely amazing. It was the best I’d felt in years. Maybe there was something to being completely sober. Maybe it was better to sleep with a clear head than a head filled with booze. 

I got up and walked through my house as if I was walking on air. I made myself a pot of coffee. I looked at my mugs and then I found myself

inspired to clean everything. I was tired of living in a dirty house. I started by  scrubbing  each  and  every  mug,  and  then  I  spent  the  next  seven  hours scrubbing every other inch of my house. I filled all of my bins with trash, and then I took two loads of trash to the dump, which was fifteen minutes from my house. I found some old candles that had been left behind by the previous  renter  of  the  home;  they  were  stashed  away  in  the  back  of  a cupboard.  I  decided  to  light  them,  to  make  the  house  smell  nicer.  I organized  and  rearranged  things  until  it  was  almost  midnight,  and  then  I crawled into bed and went to sleep. 

When  I  woke  up,  I  saw  that  the  candles  were  still  burning.  I  blew them out, seeing as they were almost burned down to my counter. My house smelled like lavender and patchouli. It felt nice waking up in a clean, nice-smelling house. 

Now it was time to clean myself up. I ran the shower hot and then I slipped in, naked. I let the hot water trickle down my body for a long thirty minutes, and then I decided it was time to shave my face for the first time in two months. I did it in the shower, so there would be less of a mess to clean up.  I  was  careful  and  steady  as  I  stripped  away  my  facial  hair.  I  even decided to do my chest while I was at it, and then I figured the hair around my cock was probably overdue. I worked around my shaft, and that’s when I noticed a small bandage that I hadn’t noticed before, underneath my ball sack. I gently lifted my balls up and felt the bandage with my fingers. There was a weird tingling as I ran my fingertips over it, so I decided to peel the bandage away, and that’s when I saw a hole going into my body. I paused and felt a strange lump forming in my throat. 

Why did I have a hole? How deep did it go? What was it for? And why  was  it  right  where  a  pussy  should  be?  It  actually  looked  a  bit  like  a pussy, with a pair of lips, but no clit. It was smaller than a pussy, looking almost like a cross between an asshole and a cunt. 

I got out of the shower and ran to call the doctor. He didn’t pick up, so I called Petra. “What the hell is between my legs?!” I said. 

“Carson just calm down,” she said. 

“Calm down? There’s a fucking snatch under my balls!” 

“It’s not a snatch. It’s just a hole,” she said. 

“You knew about this and you didn’t tell me?” I said. 

“Well that’s how they’re going to impregnate you, Carson,” she said. 

“What? You told me it was going to be a needle!” 

“They can’t do a needle. Semen is too thick.” 

“Semen!?” I said. 

“We didn’t tell you because we knew it would freak you out. It won’t be as gross as it sounds. It will be done by medical professionals.” 

“What do you mean? They’re going to stick Tim’s cum in me?” 

She was silent. 

“Petra!?” I said. 

“They’ll do it with a device, Carson,” she said. “Once an egg drops, they’ll  insert  the…  stuff  into  you.  You’ll  become  pregnant  in  a  perfectly natural way. If we went the IVF route, it would not only be more expensive, but there would be a high chance of you getting twins, and your male hips wouldn’t have a chance of supporting twins.” 

I heard her cough. “Are you okay?” I asked. 

“Yeah,”  she  said.  “Just  having  a  tough  time  recovering  from  the surgery.”  I’d  forgotten  that  she  also  went  under  the  knife.  She  was  now without  a  few  different  body  parts,  and  they  were  pumping  her  full  of synthetic hormones while those body parts were on leave. It was probably hard  on  her  body—but  she  seemed  to  think  that  it  was  all  worth  it  for  a baby. 

I felt sick. I had a pussy under my ball sack, and it was there so that they could put my brother-in-law’s cum into my body. “I’m still getting a C-section, right?” I said. 

“Oh yeah,” she said. “That part is definitely true.” 

I  was  angry.  Had  I  known  that  they  would  be  giving  me  a  pussy,  I would  have  turned  the  offer  down.  Had  I  known  that  I  would  be  getting Timothy’s  cum  inside  of  me,  I  would  have  never  gone  near  that  hospital. 

But now it seemed too late. Now I had the pussy hole and I had the uterus and everyone was counting on me. I couldn’t let them down, even though it seemed like they were all fine with letting me down. “I’m not happy about this,” I said, and then I hung up the phone. 

Apparently,  Petra  called  Timothy  and  told  her  about  my  discontent. 

That  night,  they  showed  up  at  my  house  with  big,  fake  smiles.  Timothy handed  me  a  cheque  for  five  thousand  dollars.  “This  is  on  top  of  the monthly  payments,”  he  said  through  clenched  teeth.  “It’s  just  our  way  of saying thank you.” 

I grabbed the cheque and glared into his eyes. I hated that they lied to me. I hated that they knew I had a pussy between my legs, even though it wasn’t  really  a  pussy.  The  design  with  the  lips  was  probably  to  keep  bad stuff out of the hole. It probably just looked like a pussy because a pussy is well-designed  for  the  task  of  accepting  sperm  while  keeping  the  uterus clean. 

I groaned as I thought about it. That night, I decided to have a drink. 

I wasn’t pregnant yet, so I cut loose. I drank until I blacked out. 

And then in the morning, I noticed what I’d done while I was out. 

CHAPTER IV

While  I  was  drunk,  I’d  apparently  used  my  face  razor  to  shave  my legs so that they were completely smooth. I don’t know why I did it. It was strange: the smooth skin and the bizarrely feminine looking legs. It didn’t help  that  I  also  shaved  all  around  my  cock,  so  even  that  area  looked frighteningly feminine. 

But that wasn’t the only thing that was making me feel awkward that next morning. Now, I had a pair of subtle lumps on my chest. Maybe I’d just been eating more than usual and the weight was going to my chest, or maybe the new hormones that my new ovaries were producing were giving me  tits.  I  stood  in  front  of  the  mirror  and  cupped  them  with  both  of  my hands. I jiggled them. They were probably A-cups. And how big were they going to get? I called the doctor to ask. The secretary that picked up called me  ma’am,  making  me  feel  embarrassed  and  silly.  I  didn’t  correct  her.  It seemed too embarrassing to correct her. 

“You will probably develop breast tissue over the next few months,” 

the doctor told me. “It’s normal. But it’s not permanent. Once we take the ovaries out, everything should go back to normal. We went over all of this in our consultation, Carson.” 

“No you didn’t,” I said. 

“We certainly did.” 

I decided not to fight with the doctor. I hung up the phone and looked in  the  mirror  again.  Even  my  nipples  appeared  to  be  bigger  and  perkier. 

How was I going to go out in public? I didn’t think it would be too hard to hide a pregnant belly, but now I had a lot more than a belly to hide. 

“Damn,” I groaned. I spent the next few hours tidying up my house from  my  night  of  drinking.  I  was  finishing  the  dishes  when  there  was  a knock at my door. I went to answer it, but the person was gone. Now there was just a box on the doorstep. I brought it inside and opened it up. It was full of women’s clothing: dresses, skirts, short shorts, blouses, and a receipt for seven thousand dollars. My heart sunk into my stomach. 

I ran to my computer and looked at my email. I saw that I made the purchase while I was drunk the night before. 

“Fuck,” I said, looking over at the box. The website had a no return policy  on  most  of  the  items,  because  it  was  apparently  a  discount  outlet, which was hard to believe because the cheapest piece of clothing was two hundred  dollars.  Apparently,  I  had  expensive  taste  when  I  was  drunk.  I dragged the box into my closet. I figured I could give it to my sister, even though it was all probably a size too big for her. 

But I was too embarrassed to message her. I had no idea how I was going to tell her that I acquired the haul. I had a feeling she would get some weird ideas into her head if I told her that I didn’t remember doing it—and I didn’t want her thinking that I was just wasting the money that they were giving me. 

I went on with my day, but the strange feelings kept coming. I was answering emails on my computer one moment, and then the next moment I realized  that  I  was  surfing  through  some  hairdresser’s  Instagram  page, admiring different feminine hairstyles as I ran my fingers through my own hair. My hair was getting shaggy, but it somehow felt softer than ever. Was that because of the hormones that my new ovaries were producing? I still couldn’t believe that I had ovaries in my body. I couldn’t think of anything more  embarrassing  than  having  ovaries—so  I  had  to  remind  myself  that they were temporary. I was just borrowing them. 

I tossed and turned in bed that night. I had weird ideas in my head and they just wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard I tried to think of other things. I bit down hard on my tongue around midnight, and then I sat up. 

“Fine,” I said to myself. “Let’s just get this out of your system.” 

I went to that box and pulled out a little dress and a pair of scrappy high heels. I put the outfit on and then I walked over to the mirror to do a few poses. I had no idea why I wanted to see how the clothes fit so badly, but  that’s  what  I  wanted.  Maybe  it  was  another  one  of  those  weird  urges that came with my sister’s borrowed organs. 

I looked kind of cute in the dress. I liked the way it swayed around me when I spun from side to side. I turned to the side and ran my fingers through  my  hair.  I  pushed  my  bum  out  and  then  I  noticed  the  bust  of  my

small tits. I ran my hands down my chest. My heart fluttered. Why did I like this? Why was this making me feel good? 

I started to feel a cold sweat forming on my back. I pulled the dress off  and  shoved  it  back  into  the  bag.  I  went  back  into  my  bed,  but  those weird feelings were still there. I remembered seeing a pretty piece of lace lingerie in that box, and now I really wanted to wear it. “Fine!” I said aloud to my nagging hormones. I went to the bag and grabbed the lingerie. It was a one-piece, hugging my body perfectly—though the little thong going up my butt crack was a tiny bit annoying. I kept the outfit on as I crawled back into  bed.  I  felt  stupid,  but  at  least  the  weird  urges  were  now  settled, seemingly satisfied as long as I was dolled up. Though I now had makeup on  my  mind:  another  new  urge  that  wasn’t  welcomed.  I  reminded  myself again that these weird feelings were just temporary: being borrowed along with the ovaries and the uterus. 

The  next  morning  was  a  slow  one.  I  pulled  myself  out  of  bed  after twenty  long  minutes  of  trying  to  build  up  the  energy  to  do  so.  Then  I dragged my feet through the house as I made my morning coffee. I felt a weird, hot sensation between my legs, but I ignored it, assuming it was just a part of the healing process. 

There  was  a  knock  at  my  door.  I  took  a  bit  sip  of  coffee  that  was probably too hot to drink, and then I walked to the door. I opened it. 

It was Timothy. “What is it now?” I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. 

“Um,”  he  said,  looking  suddenly  flustered  and  awkward,  as  if  he wasn’t  actually  expecting  me  to  answer  the  door.  “I’m  actually  just checking in. Petra is feeling a bit down today and I think she’s a bit worried about you. I want to ease her mind.” 

“Okay,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re both worried that I’m wasted from drinking all night.” 

He forced a smile. “No—not at all,” he said. I didn’t believe him at all. “We just want to make sure you’re healing up okay. Obviously, we want that uterus to take hold and work properly. And of course we want you to be healthy… physically, and mentally.” 

I narrowed my eyes. It seemed like he was calling me an idiot. And it took  a  second  to  realize  why  he  was  giving  me  that  red-cheeked  look.  I looked down and saw that I was still wearing the lingerie and nothing else. I felt  my  heart  skip  a  beat.  I  quickly  covered  my  crotch  and  my  chest.  My face was suddenly hot. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said. 

“Okay,” he said. “I’m sure you have a very good reason. I didn’t even really notice the outfit, to be honest.” 

We  both  stood  awkwardly  in  silence.  “Well  I’m  fine,”  I  said.  “No need to worry about me. Maybe I’ll swing by later to check on Petra.” 

“Okay,” he said. 

“Don’t  tell  her  about  this,”  I  said.  “It’s  not  what  it  looks  like.”  I closed the door and ran to the mirror, feeling stupider than ever. The lace outfit was mostly see-thru. My nipples were showing and so was my shaft and ball sack, all squished in the tight number. “Oh my God,” I muttered to myself. What an embarrassing blunder! 

I went to use the potty before taking off the lingerie. I sat down, even though it was just pee. Before flushing, I noticed the redness in the toilet. I paused, terrified. It was blood. Did I pee blood? Did one of my new organs become unhinged? Did I need to see a doctor? 

I  was  in  a  sudden  state  of  panic.  I  ran  outside  and  waved  down Timothy before he pulled away. I was still in my lingerie. “Stop!” I yelled. 

He opened his window. 

“What’s wrong, Carson?” he said. 

“Take me to the hospital. Something’s wrong.” His face turned white. 

He remained still for a moment before opening his passenger door. 

“Get in!” 

We raced to the hospital. He was taking big, deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. If something went wrong inside of me, that was the end of his baby dream, and it would crush his wife beyond repair. “Everything will be fine,” he said after I told him about the blood. “You probably just popped a stitch.” 

“It was a lot of blood,” I said. 

“Just—don’t worry about it. It will be fine. It’s going to be fine. I’m sure  it  will  be  fine.”  He  took  another  big,  deep  breath.  He  didn’t  even bother parking in the hospital parking lot. He pulled up to the door and we both rushed into the hospital. I didn’t want to die from internal bleeding. I also didn’t want to be responsible for ruining my sister’s dream. 

Some nurses saw that we were panicked, and they probably saw the trickle  of  blood  running  down  my  thigh.  They  rushed  over  to  us  with  a wheelchair  and  then  they  rushed  us  into  a  room  before  asking  what  was happening. Timothy did his best to explain the situation to the nurse, but the nurse had never heard of the new male-pregnancy procedure, so she had no idea what to do. Finally, Timothy said, “I’ll call our doctor! He’ll be here right away.” He pulled out his phone and made the call. 

Twenty  minutes  later,  Petra  showed  up,  looking  terrified.  “What’s going  on?”  she  said,  holding  her  stomach  as  if  she  was  having  terrible cramps. 

“He’s  bleeding,”  Timothy  said.  She  looked  at  me,  and  then  she looked down at my outfit. 

“Why is he dressed like that?” she asked. She looked at Timothy, as if he would know the answer. 

“I don’t know,” Timothy said. 

“Carson?” Petra said. 

“It’s  not  really  relevant  right  now,  is  it?”  I  said,  feeling  humiliated and terrified at the same time. 

Finally, the doctor came. He had me lay back, and then he used a few different  tools  to  investigate  the  problem,  looking  up  my  hole  before ordering  an  ultrasound  to  come  into  the  room.  It  was  a  frightening  few hours  while  doctor  and  nurses  and  ultrasound  technicians  buzzed  through the room. The tension finally came to an end when the doctor said, “I know you’re  all  very  freaked  out  right  now,  but  this  bleeding  is  great  news. 

Carson  is  having  his  first  period,  and  it’s  happening  much  sooner  than planned. Everything looks perfect and normal and healthy, so I’m thinking we can go ahead with the impregnation in two weeks from now.” 

We  all  stared  at  the  doctor  in  silence  for  a  long  moment.  Then everyone looked at me. 

“I—I’m having my period?” I said. 

He nodded his head. “It’s good news, Carson,” he said. 

It was good news, but somehow it felt so horribly humiliating. And it didn’t help that I was still in that lingerie. 

CHAPTER V

The next two weeks were strange ones. I decided to quit my part time job,  leaving  me  unemployed.  But  I  was  making  way  more  from  Timothy and Petra, it seemed silly to hang around that old gig. I wanted to focus on making their baby—and the extra time at home seemed better spent playing online poker. During my first few days at home, I actually managed to turn five grand into seven grand with a few online tournaments. Two grand was more than I would make in a month at my old job, so I chalked it up as a win. 

After another drunk night, celebrating a poker victory, I woke up and found  that  my  face  was  covered  in  makeup.  A  big  plastic  bag  full  of makeup sat on my kitchen counter. I vaguely remembered stumbling down the  street  and  wandering  into  a  drug  store  to  make  the  purchase.  I  felt embarrassed once again—too embarrassed to go out for a few days, worried someone  might  recognize  me.  But  the  makeup  actually  came  in  handy.  I had  the  great  idea  one  day  of  getting  myself  dolled  up  for  a  poker tournament. The tournament required players to have their cameras turned on and pointed at their faces, so I pretended to be a girl and found that many men  would  fold  for  me  (before  sending  me  messages  once  they  were eliminated, which I always ignored). It was a cheeky little strategy to give myself an advantage, and I knew that it would work because I’d seen guys in online poker tournaments bending over for female players before. 

So I made a bit of extra cash, and I kind of liked the feeling of the soft fabrics against my skin. I used the extra cash to buy a few more bottles of  nice  scotch,  which  disappeared  quickly  during  my  little  personal celebrations. 

I woke up one morning to a knock at the door. I was groggy as I sat up.  The  person  was  knocking  aggressively  and  constantly,  and  that knocking seemed to rattle around in my brain. “Hold on,” I groaned. I was still  wearing  a  little  black  dress  and  my  makeup  was  still  done  from  the night  before,  but  I  didn’t  really  care.  I’d  already  embarrassed  myself enough  times—it  couldn’t  get  any  worse.  Plus  this  time  I  had  a  good excuse. 

I  answered  the  door  and  saw  Timothy  and  Petra  standing  there. 

“What are you doing?” Timothy said. “We’re late for our appointment.” 

“We are?” I said, rubbing my eyes, ruining my mascara. 

“Why are you dressed like that?” Petra asked. 

“It helps to win poker games,” I said with a grin. 

“Gambling?” Timothy said. “I thought you were done with that.” 

“No.  You  told  me  I  couldn’t  drink  or  do  drugs.  You  said  nothing about gambling.” 

“We’re giving you a lot of money…” 

“Timothy,” Petra said. 

“Well we have to go or we’ll miss our appointment. Bring a change of clothes and change in the car.” 

I grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and got into the back of their beautiful  car.  I  meant  to  get  changed,  but  instead  I  fell  asleep  during  the ride. They shook me awake in the hospital parking lot. 

“I’m tired,” I said. 

“I  don’t  care,”  Timothy  said.  “We  paid  a  lot  of  money  for  this appointment and you aren’t missing it.” 

“I need to get changed,” I said, sitting upright. 

“There’s no time now. You had your chance.” 

“Timothy, be nice,” Petra said. 

Timothy sighed and forced a smile. I was apparently on his nerves. 

“Come on, Carson. Please.” I didn’t get changed, but I wasn’t too worried about people looking at me. I knew that I actually looked like a girl, in that dress, with my legs shaved and my shaggy hair styled to look like a short bob (I took some scissors to it a few nights before after my first few drinks). 

So the only people who were going to be giving me weird looks had already seen me at my worst. The dress was more appropriate than the lingerie that I was wearing during the last appointment. 

“So what are we doing here?” I asked my sister. 

“We’re going to check to see how far away from ovulation you are so we can book an appointment to do the impregnation.” 

“Why  do  you  keep  calling  it  impregnation?”  I  asked.  “It  sounds gross, like you’re going to bend me over and screw me on a hospital bed.” 

“Carson, don’t be gross,” Timothy said. 

“It is what it is: impregnation. It’s not implantation because it’s not IVF. You are going to conceive naturally.” 

“There’s nothing natural about this,” I said. Then the doctor came in. 

He said nothing as he prepared his tools. The ultrasound technician came in next. “Let’s get started. Take off your dress, please,” he said to me. 

So I took off my dress, but I was wearing no bra, so my sister saw my breasts for the first time. They were closer to being B-cups now. I saw her look at them for a long moment before looking away with red cheeks. 

“Yeah,  yeah,”  I  said.  “I  have  tits  now.  Get  over  it.  You  did  this  to me.” 

“I didn’t even notice,” she said. 

They  ran  the  machine  over  my  stomach.  “Well  look  at  that,”  the doctor said. “Talk about perfect timing.” 

“What is it?” Timothy asked, leaning forward. 

“We have an egg in place,” he said. “See that tiny spec? I do believe that’s an egg. She’s ovulating.” 

“He,” I said. “I’m still a he.” 

“Right. Excuse me.” 

“So do we need to book that impregnation appointment soon then?” 

Timothy asked. 

“There’s no time for that. We need to do it now.” 

“Now?” Timothy said. 

The  doctor  nodded  his  head.  “We  need  a  sample  as  quickly  as possible,  and  then  we  need  to  insert  it—while  it’s  warm.  The  sperm  do better in warm conditions, so we need to act quickly.” 

The nurse brought over a little cup and handed it to Timothy. “You can go behind that curtain,” she said. 

“What? How’s about another room?” he said. 

The doctor shook his head. “We need to do the transfer fast—as in, within twenty seconds, before it cools off. There’s no time to get you from one room to another. The curtain will provide you with all the privacy you need.” 

Timothy  looked  at  his  wife  with  wide  eyes.  She  shrugged  her shoulders. “Do you need my help?” she asked. 

“Go help your husband,” the doctor said. “I will work with her to get her vagina ready for the impregnation.” 

“Him,” I said, correcting the doctor. “I’m still a guy.” 

“Sorry,” he said. 

He  got  a  long  strip  of  mesh  and  wrapped  it  around  my  crotch, holding my cock and balls up so that my pussy was exposed—or hole, or whatever it medically was called. 

“What’s happening?” I asked. 

“This  will  be  a  bit  awkward,”  the  doctor  said.  “But  we  need everything to… open up. Your vagina has a certain pH value, and that value changes during sex, from the stimulation. We want that pH to be just right for the impregnation, and your sister and brother-in-law don’t want to use any drugs or unnatural means to conceive their child.” 

“What are you saying?” I said, feeling more awkward than ever. 

“We need to stimulate your vagina. Ideally we’ll have you climax—

that would give us the ideal pH.” 

“Climax?”  I  said  with  wide  eyes.  “You’re  going  to  make  me climax?” 

“We’ll use a tool,” he said. Then he retrieved a long white vibrator that looked like it was from a nearby sex store. “I know that it will seem awkward, but you need to relax if this is going to work. Just lay back. We’ll have the nurse do it for you—that should make you more… comfortable.” 

The  young  blonde  nurse  stepped  up,  putting  on  her  rubber  gloves. 

She took the vibrator. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, regretting everything. I felt the tip press up to my hole. She gently pushed it into me. 

It was warm and lubricated. She pushed two inches in and then clicked on

the  vibration.  I  brought  my  knees  up  and  gasped.  It  felt  strange:  buzzing inside of my body, in a hole I wasn’t supposed to have. 

She gently pulled in and out. “Please just tell me what feels good,” 

she said. “We ideally want a climax.” 

“O—Okay,” I said awkwardly. This wasn’t worth one-hundred grand. 

This was too humiliating. It didn’t help that I could hear my sister and her husband. “You can get it harder than that,” Petra whispered. 

“It’s hard enough. Just do it.” 

“Do what?” Petra asked. They were whispering but I could still hear everything. 

“The thing I like.” 

“I’m not doing that here.” 

“Well  how  the  hell  am  I  supposed  to  come  in  here?  This  is  so embarrassing.” 

“You just have to do it.” 

“Do the thing I like then.” 

“Fine!” Petra said. “Is that better?” 

Timothy took a deep breath. “Yeah, just like that.” 

I tried to ignore them. I tried to focus on the buzzing in my hole. She pushed a bit deeper. “I need some direction,” the nurse said. 

“I don’t know,” I said. “It feels fine.” 

“Do  you  want  it  deeper?”  she  asked.  Then  she  pushed  it  two  more inches in. “Like this?” 

It  felt  better.  A  jolt  of  warmth  pulsed  through  me.  “Okay.  Sure,”  I said. 

“Deeper even? I can go deeper,” she said. She gave me a sample, and another blast of euphoria pulsed through me. 

“Put it in all the way,” I whispered, hoping my sister and her husband wouldn’t hear. She pushed the long cock deep into my body. I groaned. It felt  nice  buzzing,  but  it  really  felt  nice  when  it  was  moving.  I  was embarrassed to ask her to pump it, but if I was going to get off, then she was going to have to pump it. I didn’t want to have to do this every month

for the next year. I wanted to get this over with. I wanted this to be the only awkward sodomizing that I had to go through. 

“Pump it,” I whispered. 

“Excuse me?” she said. “I can’t hear you.” 

“I said pump it.” I bit down on my tongue. She began to slide it back and forth. 

“Good,”  I  heard  the  doctor  say.  The  nurse  pulled  out  for  a  quick moment for the doctor’s inspection. He was bending over to check on my hole. “I can see everything relaxing there. Keep going.” 

She pushed it back into me, making me gasp. I closed my eyes again, too afraid to accidentally make eye contact with the nurse. 

“It can help if you stimulate your nipples,” the nurse said. “Try it.” 

I felt stupid as I brought my hands to my breasts. I gently grabbed my nipples,  which  were  bigger  than  ever  before.  I  pinched  them  gently  and began  to  roll  them.  Tingles  pulsed  through  me.  That  vibrating  dildo  kept sliding  in  and  out,  making  my  knees  rise  up  higher.  I  moaned  a  little  bit, then I clutched the hospital bed sheet. It was such a strange feeling: a toy pushing in and out of a hole that I wasn’t even supposed to have. 

But it felt nice. The vibration was getting stronger and stronger. Now I was moaning loudly. I could feel my cock stretching out, trying to bulge out from that mesh restraint. I squirmed and groaned, and then I felt a wet expulsion.  I  had  a  feeling  I  ‘squirted’  out  of  my  hole,  but  I  was  too embarrassed to open my eyes. 

“Okay, pull it out now,” the doctor said with a hurried tone of voice. I didn’t open my eyes until I felt something new push into my hole. Then I looked down and saw what looked like a turkey baster, full of cum. 

I froze, still tingling with euphoria. The doctor squeezed the end and I  felt  the  warm  goo  pour  into  my  body.  I  gasped.  I  could  feel  it  all  over, inside of my puss, oozing around the baster and the doctor tried to simulate a real ejaculation, with many small blasts. “Let’s hope this takes,” he said. 

Timothy  and  Petra  were  both  standing  there.  Then  the  most  embarrassing thing  happened:  I  came.  I  leaned  my  head  back  and  let  out  a  loud  moan. 

The  euphoria  was  too  intense.  My  body  trembled  and  then  it  relaxed  into

the bed. I pulled the bed sheet with both of my hands, and then I felt that baster pull out of me. “Do you have a wipe ready?” the doctor asked. 

“Oh no, sorry,” the nurse said. I felt Timothy’s cum oozing out of me, trickling  down  my  bum.  I  felt  so  embarrassed  and  disgusted,  but  still  so euphoric at the same time. I had my brother-in-law’s cum in my body and now it was all over my ass too. 

“Look away,” Timothy said to Petra, who was staring with wide eyes. 

I tried to close my legs, but the nurse came right back to spread them, to wipe the mess away. “Go home and drink lots of fluids,” she said. “Let’s hope that this takes.” 

“It better,” I said as my cheeks turned dark red. 

“Indeed,”  Timothy  said,  turning  away  from  me.  At  least  the humiliation was over—at least until they went to try again. I was once again left  feeling  regretful;  had  I  known  what  I  was  in  for,  I  would  have  never accepted that money. 

CHAPTER VI

I was sure that the pregnancy didn’t take. After two weeks, I felt no different,  and  I  was  starting  to  dread  the  next  attempt.  Timothy  and  Petra came  over  every  evening—just  to  ‘pop  in’,  but  I  knew  that  they  were checking in to see if I was drinking. Each time they came over, I saw their eyes peering around my house, trying to spot hidden empties. And I noticed them driving by a few times late at night, cruising by the house slowly and peering into my windows. 

So  I  made  a  point  of  drinking  in  the  bathroom,  from  a  bottle  of whiskey that I kept underneath the vanity, behind a bunch of old shampoo bottles. 

And  then  one  day,  Timothy  came  over  and  knocked  on  the  door.  It was  almost  dinnertime—much  earlier  than  his  usual  visits.  “What  is  it, Tim?” I said, getting frustrated with their paranoia. They paid me to do a job  and  I  was  doing  the  job.  I  did  a  bunch  of  research  on  my  computer: alcohol  doesn’t  do  anything  to  a  baby  during  the  first  trimester—and  it definitely  doesn’t  do  anything  during  the  first  couple  of  weeks  (not  that  I was pregnant anyway). 

“I was just driving through the area—to meet a client—and I noticed your blinds are all closed.” 

“So what?” I said. “I live on a busy street. I don’t like people looking in.” 

I  saw  his  gaze  turn  to  my  back  window.  Those  curtains  were  also closed, even though they looked into a quiet backyard. “You don’t need to close all of your curtains,” he said. “I—uh—was doing some reading, and it said that sunlight is really good for you when you’re trying to get pregnant

—and when you’re pregnant. It’s also great for your mood. You shouldn’t keep these curtains closed all day.” 

“I’m getting plenty of sunlight, Timmy, don’t worry.” 

He bit down on his tongue and smiled. “Well moonlight is good too,” 

he said. “Some people even believe that the moon is what allows a woman to get pregnant… Or a man.” 

“That  sounds  like  a  bunch  of  nonsense,  but  I’ll  keep  it  in  mind,”  I said. “Anything else?” 

He shook his head. I knew that he just wanted me to open my blinds so he could spy on me, and make sure that I wasn’t getting hammered. Even now, I could see that he was leaning forward slightly, engaging his nostrils as he tried to smell whiskey on my breath. 

“Okay,”  I  said.  “I’ve  got  plans  tonight,  but  it  was  nice  chatting.”  I closed  the  door,  mostly  because  it  was  still  too  hard  to  make  eye  contact with Timothy. Every time I looked into his eyes, I remembered the feeling of his thick, warm cum oozing out from my body. 

I  wasn’t  keeping  the  curtains  closed  so  that  Timothy  and  Petra wouldn’t see me drinking. I was keeping the curtains closed because I kept finding myself dolled up, and I knew that my sister and her husband were coming by once or twice a day when I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t need them seeing me all dressed up. I didn’t want to be dressed up and I knew that  they  wouldn’t  understand  that  it  was  just  a  consequence  of  the  new hormones that were pumping through my body. 

I was still winning more poker games than ever dressed like a girl, as long as I was playing on video tables. Men would sometimes send me big tips after games, and I had a few guys sending me regular tips, and all I had to do was send them flirty messages from time to time. It was an easy hustle

—though  a  lot  of  my  spare  income  was  now  being  spent  on  clothes  and makeup. 

There was a strangely addicting quality to the girly outfits. They felt nice against my skin; it seemed unfair that women’s clothes used such soft fabrics,  while  men’s  clothes  were  all  apparently  made  from  old  burlap sacks. And there was something satisfying about a perfectly tight fit. Not to mention the feeling of fresh air flowing up a dancing skirt—it was nice. 

And then sleeping in tight, sexy lingerie was nice too. I loved feeling sexy as I fell asleep, even though I knew it was completely crazy. At times I would  forget  that  I  wasn’t  actually  a  girl;  I  would  get  so  into  character flirting with men at poker tables online that it was hard to break character when  I  was  done.  There  was  a  whole  day  that  I  spent  in  makeup  and  a dress, just roaming around my house, just because I forgot to change back

into my regular clothes after my morning poker tournament. It wasn’t until I went to put on my lingerie that I realized I’d spent the day as a woman. 

I knew that it was just the hormones messing with me. I knew that some subconscious memories transferred over along with my sister’s uterus and ovaries. 

It  was  a  Saturday  when  I  joined  a  big  stakes  poker  game  and  lost everything that I’d made in the past month, plus more. My plan was to play a few safe hands and walk away with a quick thousand dollars or so. But I kept  losing,  even  though  I  was  getting  good  hands.  I  kept  going  back  in, thinking I just needed one more hand to win it all back. Then I ran out of cash: fifteen grand lost in under an hour. 

I  closed  my  computer  and  suddenly  felt  sick.  I  was  broke  all  over again,  just  because  I  lost  control  for  less  than  an  hour.  I  went  to  the bathroom and bent over the toilet. I heaved for a moment, and then I threw up. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. 

I was going to need to be more careful. I couldn’t let Timothy know that  I  lost  all  the  money—but  somehow,  I  needed  to  ask  for  more.  He wasn’t planning on paying me again until I got pregnant, and that could take months. I was unemployed now, and I really needed more money. 

I threw up again. 

Then I went to my bedroom and cried into my pillow. I cried for an hour,  and  then  I  suddenly  got  a  great  idea.  I  quickly  put  on  some  fresh makeup  and  one  of  my  sexier  pieces  of  lingerie.  I  posed  for  a  few  cute photos, and then I fired them off to my usual online flirts, hoping to get a few bucks in return. It was only twenty minutes before one guy sent me a hundred  bucks—enough  to  hop  into  another  poker  game.  I  was  more careful this time, sitting there in my lingerie on video as the rounds went by. 

I got a few tips from horny men, and I won a few pots. By the end of that day I had five hundred bucks in my poker wallet. I felt a bit better and a lot more hopeful. I could live for a couple weeks off of five hundred bucks. 

And then I went to the bathroom again to throw up. Maybe it was just the lingering nerves from losing everything that morning. I tried to reassure myself that I would make the money back, but I just kept throwing up, and then I would find myself in my bedroom, crying hysterically like I’d never cried before. 

I  decided  to  drink  some  whiskey  to  level  myself  out.  I  ended  up passing out while on a Zoom call with a stranger I met on the internet. He kept sending me tips, so I agreed to do a sexy dance for him. It probably wasn’t  very  sexy,  seeing  as  I  could  hardly  keep  myself  upright.  But  he seemed to like my tits, which were almost C-cups now. He liked it when I gently pinched my nipples and pretended to have an orgasm. It wasn’t until the next morning that I realized he sent me nearly five hundred dollars in tips. I felt a bit like a prostitute but I didn’t care—I was surviving. 

I  threw  up  again  that  morning,  but  after  that,  the  vomiting  stopped and things went back to normal. Maybe it was just a stomach bug…

Two weeks later, it was time for another impregnation attempt. The doctor had the idea of trying out a new strategy that would ensure the sperm had a better chance at making it to the egg. He had me climb onto my hands and knees, and then Timothy went behind the curtain to jerk off while the nurse used a vibrating dildo to ‘prepare my vagina’. She pumped until I was moaning,  and  then  the  doctor  swooped  in  with  that  turkey  baster  full  of warm  cum  and  he  squished  it  into  my  body.  This  time  he  held  the  baster inside of me while the nurse massaged the tip of my erect penis. The theory was that if I remained in an orgasm state, my cervix would be more relaxed and the sperm would have an easier time travelling to the egg—at least that was my understanding. I didn’t have a clit, so rubbing the tip of my penis was apparently the best alternative. 

It was embarrassing when I came ten seconds after the put the cum in me.  The  nurse  gasped  and  let  go  of  my  cock.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  said, 

“I’m so sorry,” while my face turned dark red. 

“Don’t be sorry,” the doctor said. “It’s a good sign. The more relaxed your body is, the better the chance of this working.” 

But it didn’t work, so after another long month of losing poker games and  drinking  in  my  bathroom,  I  found  myself  in  that  office  again.  The doctor was pacing the room this time. “Where’s Petra?” he asked. 

“She had to see her friend, out of town,” Timothy said. 

“Well I think this is a matter that should be discussed with everyone,” 

the doctor said. 

“Why?  What’s  wrong?  What  happened?”  Timothy  said.  “Is  it  not going to work? Was all of this for nothing?” 

The  doctor  shook  his  head.  “Relax,  Timothy,”  the  doctor  said.  “It’s going to work. We just need a more aggressive approach.” 

Timothy took a deep breath and sat back down. 

“Sperm loses energy fast. There’s only so much energy in each little swimmer—and  that  energy  dissolves  almost  completely  when  exposed  to cool air. Even the air in this room, which is warm, is too cool for sperm to remain  effective.  I  think  our  problem  is  that  the  sperm  is  dying  before reaching her egg.” 

“His egg,” I said, correcting the doctor. 

“Right.  Excuse  me.  It’s  a  long  journey  for  sperm  to  make,  and usually  that  journey  is  made  mostly  by  the  burst  of  speed  the  sperm  gets during ejaculation. By the time we’re putting your ejaculate into her body, most of the sperm has already died.” 

“His body,” I said. 

“Right. His body.” 

“So what are you suggesting?” Timothy asked. 

The doctor was silent for a moment. “Well, I can tell you how we’ve had success before, but it won’t sound preferable.” 

“Just say it,” Timothy said. 

“It would be best if you were to ejaculate into her body,” the doctor said. 

“His body,” I said before the lump filled my throat completely. 

“What?” Timothy said. 

Now the room was silent. Everyone was white in the face—even the doctor. He cleared his throat and fixed his white coat. “It’s purely medical. 

Unless you want to attempt IVF—which I know that you don’t—this may be your best option. Now you can see why it would be best for Petra to be here.” 

“She doesn’t need to be here,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. 

He started pacing the room, taking deep breaths. He straightened his back. 

“There has to be another way.” 

“Well,  we  can  keep  trying  with  the  transfer,  but  I  don’t  think  it’s going  to  work.  Your  sperm  just  aren’t  fast  enough.  I  think  our  best  bet  is deep penetration during ejaculation. It would cut the energy that the sperm need to have by a lot—ninety-five percent, at least.” 

“This is crazy,” I said. 

“Let’s just do it,” Timothy said. 

“What?” I said, looking at him with wide eyes. 

“Petra doesn’t have to know about this. No one needs to tell her. I’ll go behind that curtain and get it ready. The nurse can get you ready. Then we’ll do it quickly. It will be over in seconds.” 

“I think that’s the best attitude,” said the doctor. 

I  felt  sick.  My  head  was  spinning.  I  didn’t  want  Timothy  inside  of me. I didn’t want his penis anywhere near me—it was bad enough that they kept pouring his warm cum into my body. “Let’s do it,” said Timothy. He went  behind  the  curtain,  and  then  the  nurse  started  getting  ready,  as  if  I consented. 

“No way,” I said. 

“It won’t be so bad,” the doctor said. “Please just place your legs in the stirrups and let the nurse prepare the rest.” 

My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to take a deep breath in. 

For  some  reason,  I  actually  put  my  legs  in  the  stirrups.  She  put  on  her rubbed glove and then started to rub around my hole with lubricated fingers. 

“You know the drill,” she said. “Tell me what feels good.” 

“This is insane,” I managed to say, but everyone was ignoring me. 

I closed my eyes. I felt that vibrator pushing gently into my hole. I felt the nurse's fingers move around my lips, parting me so that she could penetrate me deeper. I felt like I was about to throw up. I bit down hard on my tongue and turned my head to the side. Sadly, the vibrator felt nice—it always felt nice. It felt so nice that I ordered one online and had been using it—not just in my pussy hole but also in my asshole. It actually felt nicer in the  asshole,  and  now  I  was  tempted  to  tell  the  nurse  that  little  fact.  But  I kept my mouth shut. 

She pumped and twisted, until I managed to say, “That feels good.” 

She was hitting a nice spot, making my skin tingle. 

I took a series of deep breaths. “Are you close to coming?” the nurse asked. “I think Timothy is almost ready.” And I was close to coming until she gave me that reminder. I groaned and squirmed. 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

“I’ll pump harder.” She grunted as she began to thrust fast and hard into my body. She used her free hand to grip the edge of the hospital bed. I let a moan slip. It felt good, but the dread was just growing stronger. Were we really not going to tell Petra about this? 

“I’m ready,” I heard Timothy say with a strained voice. 

“Come over,” the doctor said, even though I wasn’t coming. Maybe I didn’t need to come. Maybe with direct penetration, I only needed to be a bit soft in the cervical area. 

I kept my eyes closed, not wanting to see Timothy. I felt the vibrator pull out, and then I felt Timothy’s warm aura. I refused to open my eyes. I gasped when I felt his warm, throbbing tip press up to my hole. “Oh God,” I heard him mutter. 

“Put  it  in,  Timothy,”  the  doctor  said.  I  suddenly  felt  his  thick  cock penetrate my hole. I gasped and he groaned. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his veins. 

“Are you coming?” the doctor asked. 

“Fuck,” Timothy said. “No—I lost it.” 

“Try to come,” the doctor said. 

So he started thrusting, sliding that slimy cock in and out, rubbing his pulsing  veins  along  the  walls  of  my  pussy.  It  was  a  terrible  feeling—

especially terrible because it actually felt nice. 

I started to moan even though I was trying hard not to. 

“I can’t do it,” Timothy said, still straining. 

“You have to,” said the doctor. “You need to try to ejaculate inside of her.” 

He  groaned.  I  clenched  my  pussy  around  his  cock,  and  then  he gasped. I felt his cock flutter and throb harder. “Shit,” he moaned. Then I let my eyes open. I saw that he had his eyes closed. I saw his abs, glistening as beads of sweat formed on his skin. I saw his mane of pubic hair, and I saw the  base  of  his  thick  shaft  every  time  he  pulled  back.  I  suddenly  found myself  mesmerized  by  his  body.  I  knew  that  he  spent  a  lot  of  time  in  the gym, but I never realized he was so muscular. 

I felt his cock throb hard, and then I felt the blast: much stronger than the  blast  from  the  turkey  baster.  I  gasped  and  grabbed  the  white  sheet  on that hospital bed. I felt each blast, each as strong as the one before it. I felt Timothy’s hands grabbing my hips, his fingernails digging into my skin. I stared up at his face as his head rolled from side to side. 

“Hold it,” the doctor said. “Don’t pull out. Try to keep your erection deep inside of her body.” 

I could feel the large mass of warm goo inside of me, wanting to pour out from my hole. I could still feel his cock twitching, still unloading cum as if he had an infinity supply. I couldn’t believe it: my brother-in-law was coming inside of me. We were technically having sex. 

And  to  make  matters  even  more  humiliating,  the  euphoria  from  his warm load made me climax. I groaned and then my cock unexpectedly shot streaks of cum up my chest and abdomen. I reached down to squeeze my shaft in a stupid and failed attempt to stop the climax. Squeezing my shaft only made the cum shoot further, hitting me in the face. 

“I’ll grab some towels,” the nurse said with a white face. The scene was even too shocking for her. 

Timothy finally opened his eyes. He looked down at me and turned as white as the hospital bed sheet. He stepped back even though the doctor hadn’t  given  the  order  yet.  The  cum  poured  out  of  me  as  the  final  drop oozed out from my tip. 

Timothy stared at me for a long moment before turning around in a snap.  “We  won’t  tell  Petra  about  this,”  he  said.  “Let’s  just  pray  that  it worked.” 

He pulled up his pants, and the act was over. 

That night, I started throwing up again. I spent half of the night over the toilet, heaving and emptying the contents of my stomach. I assumed it was just the anxiety from having gay sex with my brother-in-law. And then I  curiously  decided  to  pee  on  one  of  the  pregnancy  tests  that  Petra  had dropped off at my house. 

It was an advanced test, designed to tell you how far along you are. 

And  according  to  the  test,  I  was  already  nine  weeks  pregnant.  “Are  you fucking kidding me?” I said aloud. I held the test up, and then I looked in the mirror. I was pregnant, and I’d been pregnant for a while. I don’t know why I didn’t think to pee on a stick before that moment. I just assumed the nausea was from the dread and anxiety. I assumed the missed periods were just part of my hormones straightening out. 

I  called  the  doctor.  The  next  morning  they  got  me  in  for  an ultrasound.  And  on  that  screen,  I  saw  a  very  small  baby,  already  with definable  features,  like  arms,  legs,  and  a  head.  It  even  did  a  little  squirm while it was on the screen. 

Timothy  rushed  into  the  room,  having  left  work  early  when  the doctor’s office called to tell him the ultrasound was happening. Petra rushed in after him. They both became silent as they stared at the screen. Then they looked at me and smiled. “We’re pregnant!” they said at the same time. 

But  they  weren’t  pregnant—I  was  pregnant.  And  maybe  I  should have  been  happy,  but  I  could  only  think  about  the  awkward  sex  with Timothy,  and  how  it  wasn’t  at  all  necessary.  I  was  already  pregnant  long before he stuck his throbbing erection into my body. The first batch of his warm cum was successful. The rest was just humiliation. 

CHAPTER VII

The next three weeks were brutal: I had the worst mood swings and some  of  the  worst  nausea  of  my  life—worse  than  when  I  had  food poisoning. The worst part about the sudden sickness was that I never saw it coming. I would be walking and then it would hit and I would have to bend over  to  throw  up.  A  few  minutes  later,  it  was  gone—though  sometimes  it didn’t go away for hours and there was no predicting it at all. 

But once I was into my second trimester, the nausea suddenly went away. I was so relieved, though a bit anxious that it could come back at any moment.  I  now  had  a  visible  bump,  and  my  breasts  were  approaching  D-cups. My nipples were almost always erect, and they’d grown twice the size since I had my operation. 

My  hair  was  growing  fast—seemingly  an  inch  per  week.  I  hadn’t gotten around to cutting it off, or maybe I just secretly didn’t want to cut it off  because  the  long  hair  helped  in  convincing  men  to  send  me  money online on that poker app. My suddenly large breasts helped too. I bought a few  shirts  that  were  low-cut,  showing  off  tons  of  cleavage.  Sometimes  I even found myself staring at my cleavage, shocked that breasts could grow so big in such a short period of time. “They’re only going to get bigger,” the doctor said to me during a checkup. 

“But they’ll go away once this is all done, right?” I asked. 

He stared at me blankly for a moment. “I’m sure that we can arrange something.” And I was starting to realize that some of these changes might not  be  so  temporary  after  all.  It  sounded  like  the  doctor  was  suggesting  a surgery to remove the breasts, and I’d seen the scars from similar surgeries that  girls  got  when  they  wanted  to  become  boys—and  the  scars  weren’t ideal.  I  didn’t  need  everyone  thinking  that  I  was  a  female-to-male transgender whenever I took my shirt off. 

The pregnancy came with an influx of hormones. I would find myself crying suddenly and for seemingly no reason. Then, some nights, I would become frighteningly horny. I would look down and see that my cock was fully  erect  and  throbbing.  It  would  stay  that  way  until  I  dealt  with  it, squeezing it and stroking it—and it never took long. 

But every time that horniness came, other urges came. I would find myself  taking  my  vibrator  and  pressing  it  into  my  asshole.  Some  nights  I would make myself come without even touching my cock: on my hands and knees, pumping my ass with my vibrator. I was too afraid to stick anything in my pussy, knowing that there was a baby growing up there. 

At night, I was having strange dreams: terrifyingly vivid and realistic dreams.  In  one  dream,  Timothy  showed  up  at  my  house.  We  had  drinks together, and then I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth. The dream was so realistic that I woke up feeling like I could still taste his cum. And then  I  had  another  dream  where  I  went  to  his  house  and  got  into  his  bed while Petra was sleeping next to him. I mounted him and bounced gently on his cock until he came deep in my asshole. But it was just a dream—even though I woke up with my own cum hardening to my pregnant stomach. 

A surge of hormonal horniness came when I was at the grocery store one  afternoon,  sixteen  weeks  into  my  pregnancy.  I  now  had  a  fairly  large bump—bigger than the average sixteen-week bump. Between the bump and my large breasts, it became impossible to be a man outside of the home, so I was  going  out  as  a  woman,  with  makeup  and  a  dress  and  big  sunglass  in case someone tried to recognize me. 

I was in the frozen goods isle when I saw a man staring at me. He was a young man—a few years younger than me. He smiled at me, and then my  downstairs  tingled  for  some  unknown  reason.  I  found  myself mesmerized by him—even following him as he went to the next isle. I tried to get closer to him. I caught myself staring at his thick arm muscles as he reached for a can of beans. 

He looked over at me. “Congratulations on the baby,” he said with a warm smile. 

“Thank you,” I said, staring into his eyes, feeling strange and out of place—but unable to help myself. 

“The dad must be excited,” he said. 

“No dad,” I said. “It’s an IVF baby.” 

“Oh, really?” he said. 

I nodded my head. Then I continued to watch him as he reached for another can. His shirt lifted slightly, exposing the definition of his abs. My

pussy  tingled  and  started  to  become  damp.  I  bit  my  lip  and  let  a  small whimper  out  from  my  mouth.  He  looked  over  at  me  again  with  another smile. 

“Do you know where the bathroom is?” I asked. 

“I think it’s just that way,” he said, pointing down the aisle. 

“Can you show me—do you think?” 

His eyes flashed and he paused. Then he smiled and showed me the way. “It’s right here,” he said opening the door for me. 

“Come in,” I said. 

He paused again, and then he went in. Once the door was closed, his hands were on the sides of my belly. He gently stroked before moving those hands up to my breasts. He squeezed, making me moan. I pulled away his belt and dropped to my knees. 

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or feel a cock—but for some reason I was aggressively trying to get it out. I reached into his fly and grabbed his warm meat. I caressed it before pulling it out, and then it went straight into my mouth.  I  needed  to  have  it.  I  had  to  suck  it.  It  felt  so  satisfying  on  my tongue, throbbing as it grew quickly. 

He  put  his  fingers  in  my  hair  while  I  sucked.  “Try  to  be  fast,”  he whispered. “I don’t want them putting my groceries back.” 

So I bobbed my head quickly. He was fully erect now; his tip pressed hard  against  the  roof  of  my  mouth.  I  bobbed  and  drooled  and  licked  and tickled—and  then  he  started  moaning  and  clenching.  I  knew  that  he  was close. I knew that I was going to get a mouthful of cum if I didn’t lean back

—and that’s just what I wanted. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my hand to squeeze his base. I felt the throb and the flutter, and then the splash of warm goo connected with the back of my throat. I gagged a little bit but I didn’t let go. I sucked hard, making sure to get all of the cum out from his horny erection. 

I swallowed and then I let out a sigh of relief. He was looking down at me with dark red cheeks. “Can I get your number?” he asked. 

I  wiped  my  lips.  “Sorry,”  I  said,  shaking  my  head.  “No  can  do. 

Thanks for that though.” 

I  got  up,  checked  my  makeup  in  the  mirror,  and  then  I  continued shopping, satisfied for the moment. The regret and dread didn’t kick in until later  that  night.  I  couldn’t  believe  that  I  sucked  a  stranger’s  cock  in  a supermarket—and it wasn’t just one of my super vivid dreams. 

I thought the little bathroom romp would satisfy me, but it only put more  ideas  into  my  head.  Now  I  wanted  to  feel  a  shaft  inside  of  me.  I wanted  to  find  a  man  to  plug  my  asshole.  I  even  found  myself  searching through classifieds on dirty websites, seeing if I could possibly make a few bucks. I ended up finding a guy who was willing to pay a pregnant woman for anal sex. “Willing to pay top dollar,” his ad said. 

I used a throwaway email address to reply to the ad. “I’m pregnant and possibly interested,” I wrote. “What’s top dollar?” 

“How pregnant are you? Send a picture.” 

I sent him a picture of my bump. He took twenty minutes to reply. “If you let me fuck you in the ass and then come on your belly, I’ll give you a thousand.” 

My heart fluttered. I didn’t reply to his email—not that night. I still had plenty of money that I got from Timothy. I didn’t need to sink to that embarrassing level, even though I really wanted to feel a cock in my body. 

The  next  night,  he  sent  me  a  picture  of  his  erection.  It  was  bigger than  I  was  expecting.  “Fifteen  hundred,”  he  wrote.  “But  only  if  you  can take the whole thing. It’s eleven inches.” 

So  I  went  to  my  fridge.  I  had  a  cucumber.  I  measured  it.  It  was fourteen  inches.  So  I  cut  three  inches  off  and  then  I  held  it  against  my pregnant belly. It was big: massive. My heart fluttered and I took the veggie to  my  room.  I  lubricated  it  and  spent  the  next  twenty  minutes  gently pushing  it  deeper  and  deeper  into  my  body,  until  it  was  almost  entirely inside of me. I groaned and trembled, and then I ended up coming all over my  bedsheets  before  going  over  to  my  computer  to  respond  to  the  horny man. “Two thousand and you can stick the whole thing in me and come on my belly,” I wrote. 

“Deal,” he replied. “I’m free tomorrow night. Wear something cute.” 

CHAPTER VIII

I was getting dolled up for my date the next night and my heart was pounding.  I  knew  that  I  was  doing  something  stupid.  I  knew  that  I  was risking everything. What if I made the man angry? What if he hurt me—or the baby? What if he noticed my cock and decided to beat me to death? 

My ball sack had shriveled almost entirely, and my penis was much smaller  than  it  was  before  my  operation.  It  was  easy  to  hide  my  package now, even in a thong. But I had something better than a thong: I had a pair of  panties  with  a  pre-cut  pussy  hole  and  a  pre-cut  anal  hole.  They  were perfect for hiding my package, as long as they stayed on my body. 

I  was  nailing  my  makeup.  I  looked  so  pretty,  with  long  flicks  of eyeliner  and  perfectly  blended  eye  shadow.  I  had  just  the  right  amount  of blush on, and my tits were now what I would call ‘large breasts’. They were perfectly jiggly and perky, squishing together to make the perfect cleavage. 

I was hot and excited to go out. 

Then there was a knock at my door. I paused as a cold tingle crept through me. I looked towards the door. Timothy and Petra had been leaving me alone for the most part since the end of my first trimester. I’d only seen Timothy once, when he came to drop off a cheque, and I’d seen Petra twice

—once for coffee, and once when she came over to borrow a cordless drill (I’m pretty sure it was just one of her little check-ins). 

I approached the door slowly and looked through the peephole. They were both there: Timothy and Petra. I knew I couldn’t answer the door in my hoochie dress and glamorous makeup. But my lights were on and I had music playing. They surely knew that I was home, and I didn’t need them going around my house to try my back door. I couldn’t be caught like this—

but I wasn’t about to wash off three hours of hard work. 

So  I  just  ran  to  the  back  door  and  locked  it,  then  I  ran  to  my bathroom  and  hid  while  they  knocked  a  few  more  times.  The  knocking stopped,  but  I  waited  another  ten  minutes  before  slipping  out  from  my hiding place. I went back to the peephole and peered out. They were gone and their car was gone too. I felt a wave of relief, but my nerves were still buzzing hard. 

I was very careful slipping out of my house to head to my little car. I looked around me to make sure they weren’t hiding out, and then I drove off quickly, headed towards the hotel where I was going to get plugged by a complete stranger. 

The  reality  really  sunk  in  as  I  pulled  up.  I  was  now  almost  twenty weeks  pregnant—almost  halfway  through  my  pregnancy.  I  was  going  to have  a  baby—but  first  I  was  going  to  have  sex  with  a  stranger  in  a  hotel room. Nothing seemed real. It was too hard to believe. Just a few months ago, I was living a regular life: keeping to myself and doing what men are more  or  less  expected  to  do.  Now,  I  was  sitting  with  a  pregnant  belly outside of a hotel where I would be a prostitute for the night. 

A figure emerged from the front lobby doors. He looked around and then he looked at me. Our gazes locked for a long moment, and I knew that he was my date. He smiled and waved. 

I  was  not  expecting  what  I  got.  He  was  tall  and  surprisingly handsome. He was muscular but thin—and I’d been expecting a large man (which I was actually a bit excited about in a weird way). I got out from my car and he waved me over. I approached slowly, knowing I could still back out.  I  didn’t  need  his  money.  I’d  been  doing  well  with  my  online  poker sessions. I was up a few thousand dollars since I lost everything, I was still getting tips from horny men. 

But  I  wasn’t  there  for  the  money.  That  money  was  just  a  bonus.  I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted to experience an evening of bliss: rubbing  and  sucking  and  ejaculating.  I  don’t  know  why  I  wanted  it,  but nothing could stop me. 

“Let’s have a drink,” he said with a smile, without even a hello. 

I shook my head. “Let’s just go to the room,” I said. I was nervous; a part of me just wanted to get it over with and another part of me wanted it to last forever. But I knew that I just needed to feel that satisfaction. I just needed to feel that warm goo across my belly and I would be able to sleep well for a night. 

“If that’s what you want, that’s what you’ll get,” he said. He took my hand. He had a big hand. I thought for a moment about telling him that I was  a  male—but  I  knew  that  it  would  ruin  everything.  He  didn’t  have  to know. I went to lengths to make sure he wouldn’t find out, so why would I

consider ruining it? I hated being deceitful… though it was also thrilling at the same time. 

We went up to the top floor where there was only a single room at the end of a short hallway. He punched in his keycard and opened the door for me. The room was beautiful, with an amazing view—but I wasn’t there to take in the sights. I turned to my date. I bit down on my tongue. “Do you have the money?” I asked. 

He pointed to a dresser. There was a wad of cash sitting there. “You can count it, if you want.” 

“I trust you,” I said. Then I looked down at his pants. I could make out  the  slight  definition  of  his  bulge.  He  had  a  big  cock:  eleven  inches.  I hadn’t forgotten the cucumber. I took a deep breath. 

“Should we kiss?” he asked. 

I shook my head. “Let’s skip that stuff.” 

“Can I eat you out first?” he asked. His cheeks turned red. He clearly got off on pregnancy. I’d been doing a lot of reading on pregnancies, and apparently  the  discharges  I’d  been  having  were  perfectly  normal.  I  had  a feeling that he wanted to taste it—and maybe I should have let him. But I couldn’t  just  let  him  stick  his  face  between  my  legs;  there  was  too  much down there to give me away. So I shook my head. “Let me suck you. Take out your cock.” 

He fished out his flaccid penis and I walked up and sunk down to my knees.  The  cock  didn’t  make  me  squeamish  the  way  it  would  have  a  few months  ago.  It  was  large  and  mesmerizing.  I  gripped  it  firmly  and  gently pulled  back  his  foreskin.  I  could  already  feel  it  throbbing.  I  looked  up  at him. “Are you going to last long for me?” I asked. 

“I’ll last as long as I can,” he said. “But you’re so hot—I don’t know how long I’ll make it. Can you pull your dress up, so I can see your bump?” 

I took a deep breath. Pulling my dress up meant exposing my panties and the bulge of my cock. My cock was flattened down pretty well, but the thought  of  him  looking  between  my  legs  still  made  me  nervous.  I  gently pulled my skirt up, tugging up my tight dress, until my belly was exposed. 

He let out a whimper. I gently rubbed my belly. “Is this where you want to come?” I asked. 

He nodded his head. Now his face was dark red. I bit my lip, smiled, and  winked.  Then  I  lifted  up  his  nearly-erect  cock  and  sunk  it  into  my mouth.  I  bobbed  my  head  a  few  times,  and  then  he  said,  “Keep  rubbing your belly.” So I kept rubbing my belly. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of those thick veins on my tongue. It was nice—while it lasted, but it didn’t last long. “Oh God,” he groaned. I leaned back and looked up at him to make sure that he was okay. Then he grabbed the cock from me and pointed it down, just in time. He spewed cum down onto my belly. I gasped. 

“I’m sorry,” he said while still coming. 

He had a big load spewing out from his big cock. I couldn’t believe it. I was crushed. I came all that way so I could feel it inside of me—not so I could be done in a matter of seconds. 

“You can still have the money,” he said when he was finished. “I’m sorry I didn’t last. Just take the money.” 

I looked down at my cum-covered tummy. Big globs trickled down towards my panties. “No,” I said. “Part of the deal was anal sex.” 

“I know,” he said. “I’m sorry about that—but I guess it’s less work for you, right?” 

“Lay down, on your back,” I said, feeling suddenly angry. “Do it.” I pointed at the large bed. 

He paused for a moment. Then he walked over to the bed. “What is this for?” he said. His cock was slumping now. 

“Lay down,” I said. He followed the order. I climbed up next to him and  I  grabbed  that  big  cock.  I  started  to  pump  it,  trying  to  make  it  hard again. 

He squirmed. “That doesn’t feel right,” he said. 

“Too  bad,”  I  said.  “You  made  a  deal.”  I  used  both  of  my  hands  to pump  it  while  he  groaned  and  squirmed.  I  knew  very  well  that  getting jerked  right  after  coming  is  a  weird,  and  sometimes  somewhat  painful feeling.  But  I  wasn’t  about  to  leave  with  a  messy  stomach  and  no satisfaction in my tush. After a minute of pumping, he started getting hard. 

He  was  still  squirming,  but  I  didn’t  care.  I  wanted  what  I  wanted.  I squeezed  hard  and  pumped  faster,  until  his  eleven  inches  were  standing upright. Then I spat on his tip and mounted his shaft. 

“It doesn’t feel right,” he said. “What if we meet again tomorrow? Or you can stay the night and we can do it again in the morning.” 

“Now,” I said, and then I sat down, feeling my anus stretching as his length  sunk  into  my  body.  I  groaned  and  fell  forward,  sinking  my fingernails into his chest. “Shit,” I moaned. 

He was still tense and clenching, uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I started  bouncing,  taking  more  and  more  of  his  erection  with  each  lift  and fall. It wasn’t long before I had all of him inside of me, stretching me wide and plugging me deep. It felt nice—amazing even. I felt a discharge from my  pussy,  which  he  clearly  felt  too.  He  gasped  and  then  his  body  finally relaxed. “Do you like that?” I asked. 

He nodded his head. So I reached between my legs and wiped a bit of the  sticky  discharge  with  my  fingertips.  I  brought  it  to  his  lips  and  made him  lick  it  off.  I  suddenly  felt  his  cock  get  harder  inside  of  me.  Then  I giggle. “You really do like it,” I said. I wiped up more and made him lick it up. I kept bouncing, massaging the inside of my ass with his rugged cock. I used my hands to explore his sweaty muscles. 

I  bounced  and  bounced.  Fifteen  beautiful  minutes  went  by.  I  was dripping  sweat,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  stop  bouncing.  I  grabbed  my  large breasts and squeezed them hard. His gaze was glued to me. “I’m going to come,” he said. 

“Good,” I said. “Come in me.” 

“I want to come on your belly,” he said. 

“You already did,” I said, without stopping. I kept bouncing, feeling that rugged shaft rubbing inside of my body. 

“I  want  to  do  it  again,”  he  said.  “Please.  Quick!  I’m  coming  now.” 

His voice was strained. So I sat up, letting his cock fall out of me. Then I sat on his thighs and pulled his cock towards my stomach—just in time. He blasted my stomach with long streaks of cum. His cum was much thicker this  time,  blasting  in  giant  globs  that  trickled  slowly  towards  my  panties, which  were  doing  a  surprisingly  good  job  of  containing  my  erection.  I rubbed the cum all over my skin, making myself glisten with his seed. He watched with glowing eyes. Then I bent over and sucked the last drop out from his tip, getting a taste of my own asshole as well. 

I  stood  up.  He  was  too  exhausted  to  move,  so  he  just  followed  me with his eyes. “That was amazing,” he said. 

My  heart  was  pounding.  I  enjoyed  the  romp  a  little  bit  too  much.  I wanted to make him hard again so I could ride his big shaft again—but I knew that was asking too much. He hardly got it up for the second round, so I knew my time was up. But I couldn’t stop staring at that limp erection, red from being squished in my anus for almost twenty beautiful minutes. 

I  was  straight—at  least  I  thought  that  I  was  straight.  Now  I  was starting to worry. I liked girls, but I had the strangest craving for cock. I just didn’t  feel  satisfied.  I  wanted  more—a  lot  more.  I  wanted  to  find  another man  to  plug  my  back  door.  I  wanted  to  feel  a  cumshot  in  my  mouth.  I wanted  to  feel  a  creampie  in  my  ass.  I  wanted  to  rub  along  giant  load  of sperm  all  over  my  naked  body.  What  was  happening  to  me?  Were  these urges connected to my new hormones? 

“I need to go,” I said. 

“You don’t want to stay for a while?” he asked. 

I  shook  my  head.  “I  need  to  go.”  I  got  out  of  there  as  quickly  as  I could, and I didn’t look back. 

CHAPTER IX

He wasn’t my last fling. I started going to bars late at night, dolled up and  dressed  like  a  slut  so  that  men  would  know  that  I  was  looking  for action. At first, I tried to hide my bump with big sweaters, but then I started to realize that men were keener to take me to bed if they saw the big bump. 

It seemed to turn guys on—and some guys really seemed to like all of the fluids and creams that came out of my pussy during sex. 

I had one awkward encounter with a very horny man. Luckily, he was too  drunk  to  realize  what  he  was  doing—but  while  he  was  fucking  me  in the  ass,  doggy-style,  he  reached  around  and  started  to  rub  my  cock, probably thinking he was rubbing a pussy. I didn’t have any hands to stop him,  so  I  just  prayed  that  I  would  stay  soft  and  my  shaft  in  my  panties would  continue  to  feel  like  bulging  pussy  lips.  But  then  I  started  getting hard. He was rubbing my erect shaft. I froze and waited for him to realize—

but he never did. He even ended up making me cum. He got my cum on his fingers,  and  I  told  him  that  it  was  just  a  pregnancy  expulsion.  He  was  so turned on that he licked the cum off of his fingers. He wasn’t very smart—

and that was probably for the best. 

I don’t know why men were so turned on by my pregnancy. Maybe it was  all  the  fluids  or  maybe  it  was  just  the  extra  hormones  that  were radiating off of my body. Maybe men are attracted to fertility—and what’s more fertile than a baby in the belly? 

At thirty weeks, I started to feel the baby kicking. Reality sunk back in: I was going to have a baby. I knew that it wouldn’t hurt—Timothy and Petra had a detailed plan on how they were going to take the baby out, and it involved numbing my body completely. The plan was also to take out the uterus and ovaries during the same operation, so that I would be completely done with this very strange part of my life. 

And that day was coming any day now. The baby would leave along with my hormones. My body would—for the most part—go back to normal. 

I  would  need  another  operation  to  have  the  breasts  removed,  and  then another to fix some of the stretch marks and scars. 

I was afraid—not to have the baby, but to not have it. I was terrified of my life going back to normal. I was enjoying my time as a woman. For eight months, I’d felt more comfortable than ever before. I liked being sexy. 

I liked turning heads. But I knew it wasn’t the way it was supposed to be. I knew  that  I  only  liked  that  feeling  because  of  the  hormones  I  wasn’t supposed to have. I kept reminding myself that I was only doing it for the money—and I had more money now than ever before. It had been over a month  since  I’d  gone  online  to  gamble.  I  hadn’t  spent  a  dime  on  liquor since early in my first trimester. I hadn’t spent a dime on drugs since before I was pregnant. I was sober for the first time in my life, but when I was out in public, all dolled up, I felt higher than ever in the best way possible. 

And I was starting to realize that it wasn’t even a sex thing. I would feel that high in the middle of the day as I sat at a cafe and sipped coffee. I just loved feeling cute and sexy. I loved the breeze under my skirt. I loved the way my long eyelashes fluttered when I blinked while wearing mascara. 

I didn’t want to lose my new identity. 

I  started  dreading  my  appointments,  knowing  Timothy  and  Petra would be there, meaning I couldn’t show up as a girl. I hated putting on my male clothes—and the only time I ever wore those clothes now was when I was meeting with them. 

As soon as our appointments were over, I would quickly get changed into my female guise and I would enjoy the rest of my day. 

At thirty-four weeks, Petra showed up at my door. She knocked, but I was  just  doing  my  makeup,  so  I  pretended  not  to  be  home.  She  knocked again and again, knocking for fifteen minutes straight. So I finally washed off my makeup, put on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and I answered the door, feeling a bit frustrated. “What is it?” I asked. 

“Why did it take you so long to answer?” she asked, looking down at my belly to make sure it was still there. 

“I was in a call,” I said, lying. 

“What call?” 

“It’s none of your business. It’s for a project I’m working on—if you really need to know.” 

“It is my business,” she said. Her eyes were watery. 

“How?” 

“Because you never answer the door,” she said. “We knock every few days, and you never answer, even though we know you’re home most of the time. Are you doing drugs? Please tell me you aren’t doing drugs.” 

“I’m not doing drugs!” I said. 

Now she looked like she was going to cry. “This is probably going to be  my  only  baby,”  she  said.  “Please  don’t  do  drugs.  It’s  only  a  few  more weeks.” 

“Petra, I’m not doing drugs,” I said, rolling my eyes. She looked so fragile and hurt. I hated seeing her in such a state. “The baby is fine.” 

“So  why  don’t  you  answer?  What  are  you  hiding  from  us?  I  can’t take it anymore. I haven’t slept in weeks. I sit up all night worrying—about the  baby,  and  about  you.  I  didn’t  want  to  put  this  on  you,  but  we  had  no other choice.” 

“The baby is fine. Can’t you just trust me?” I said. 

She  stared  into  my  eyes.  “I  don’t  know,”  she  said.  “I  don’t  think  I can. We know about the liquor under the bathroom sink. We found it back when you first got pregnant. Timothy wanted to confront you about it, but I told him to trust you. But now you keep your curtains closed. I know that you  know  we  drive  by—but  how  are  we  supposed  to  help  it?  That’s  our baby in there.” 

“Please just trust me,” I said. 

“I  can’t,”  she  said.  “I’m  sorry,  but  you  have  a  track  record  that’s impossible  to  ignore.  You  have  DUIs.  You’ve  been  arrested  for  having drugs. You used to spend weeks in bed after partying. Timothy was driving downtown last week—coming home from a bar where he was meeting with a  client.  He  said  he  saw  your  car  parked  downtown,  near  a  place  where people buy drugs.” 

“Petra,  relax,”  I  said.  “I  wasn’t  buying  drugs.”  I  knew  I  shouldn’t have parked there. It was indeed a place where people bought drugs, but I was there to see a man who had the perfect cock. I’d met him at a bar and I’d met up with him a few times—but we never drank alcohol together or did any drugs. 

“I  can’t  relax.  I  can’t  take  it  anymore.  You  took  twenty  minutes  to answer the door just now. What were you doing? What are you hiding from us?” 

I sighed. “You wouldn’t get it. You would just judge me even more—

and that honestly seems impossible right now.” 

“What  can  I  say,  Carson?  You’ve  made  choices  in  your  life  that deserve  to  be  judged.  I  can’t  just  forget  about  your  past—no  matter  how hard I try. As far as I know, it’s not just your past.” 

“I’ve been going out as a girl,” I said. 

Then  she  suddenly  became  silent.  Her  eyes  became  wide.  “What?” 

she said. 

“I  put  on  makeup  and  cute  outfits  and  I  go  out.  Okay?  It’s embarrassing  and  I  didn’t  want  you  to  know.  When  you  showed  up  just now,  I  was  almost  done  doing  my  makeup.  I  know—I  know.  It’s humiliating. It’s not something men are supposed to do. And I’m pretty sure it has something to do with all the hormones, but I can’t help it. Now you know. Now you know why I was wearing lingerie that day. I had a feeling that  you  thought  I  was  just  wasted  on  drugs,  but  I’d  been  dressing  up. 

Happy now?” 

She kept staring at me with those wide eyes. “You’re going out as a girl?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “And I like it. Just go ahead and laugh—get it out of your system. I haven’t had a drink in months and I haven’t touched drugs since  this  whole  thing  started.  I  even  stopped  gambling  recently.  I  get everything I need from going out in cute outfits.” 

“W—What do you do when you go out?” she asked. 

“Lots of stuff. Everything. I get coffee, I’ve gone to a few dance bars

—not to drink, just to dance. Sometimes I just walk around. Sometimes I meet  up  with  guys.  Maybe  I’m  gay  or  bisexual  or  something—I  don’t know.” 

“That’s why you haven’t been answering the door?” she said. 

“That’s why. And the worst part is that I like it. I don’t want it to end

—and  that  just  makes  me  want  this  to  end  even  more.  I  don’t  want  these

urges. I don’t want to feel like a weirdo. I liked being normal.” A sudden pain made me bend over. “Shit.” I grabbed at my stomach. 

“What is it?” Petra said. Her face suddenly turned white. 

“I don’t know. It hurts.” I had to sit down on the step. 

She  crouched  down  next  to  me  and  put  her  hand  on  my  shoulder. 

“Where does it hurt?” 

“Everywhere,” I said. It was a horrible cramp. I’d had a few over the past  couple  of  days,  but  this  one  was  particularly  horrible.  I  took  a  deep breath and closed my eyes. It was two minutes later when the cramp went away. 

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

“I think I’m fine,” I said. 

“Let’s go inside and make you a tea. I’ll see if I can’t get the doctor on the phone. We can ask if he thinks you should go in to be checked out.” 

So we went inside. I sat down and Petra put on tea. While she was waiting for the tea to boil, she sauntered over to my bedroom and pushed open the door. She poked her head in. 

“Checking out my drug stash?” I asked. 

She went into my room and then came out with the little black dress I planned on wearing that day. “This really is cute,” she said. 

“It’s a bit small on me now, with my bump, but I was still going to wear it,” I said. 

“I think it could look cute on you.” 

I  caught  myself  smiling—then  the  pain  returned.  I  bent  over  and groaned loudly. “Ouch! It hurts so bad.” She rushed over and sat next to me again. “Is it the same pain?” 

I nodded my head. 

“Oh my God. I hope it’s not a miscarriage. We need to get you to the hospital.” 

“Okay,” I said. I couldn’t speak anymore after that—the pain was too intense.  She  helped  me  over  to  her  car.  The  pain  went  away  once  I  was settled in the passenger seat, but it came back when we were a few minutes

away  from  the  house.  Now  it  was  brutally  intense,  nearly  making  me scream. She put her hand on my back and gently rubbed. 

“It’ll be okay,” she said. 

Nurses met us in front of the hospital. They put me in a wheelchair and rushed us to the elevator. They took us straight to the maternity ward and  started  hooking  me  up  to  their  machines.  The  doctor  came  into  the room and looked at a squiggly graph. He nodded his head and turned to the nurses. “Looks like you’ve been in labor for at least a day already,” he said. 

“This baby is coming out  now.” 

I  couldn’t  believe  what  I  was  hearing.  The  baby  was  coming  early. 

The  pains  I’d  been  feeling—and  trying  mostly  to  ignore—were contractions,  and  now  the  baby  was  apparently  right  there.  The  doctor peeled apart the lips of my pussy and said that he could see the baby’s head. 

“Are you going to put me under?” I asked. 

“For what?” he said. 

“The C-section,” I said. 

“It’s  too  late  for  that.  The  baby  is  already  pushing  through  your cervix. You need to start pushing.” 

I stared in horror at the doctor. There were fifteen people in the room, all buzzing around. “Start pushing,” said one of the nurses. “Push with your contraction.” 

The  next  fifteen  minutes  were  painful,  exhausting,  and  messy.  The doctor unintentionally embarrassed me at one point by saying, “It looks like you’ve been having sex. It’s helped to soften your cervix in a great way.” 

Petra looked over at me, but I was too afraid to look back at her. 

The  baby  came  with  one  last,  intense  push.  I  could  feel  everything stretching in ways that no man should be stretched. Luckily the baby was small—even  for  its  age,  coming  in  at  just  four  pounds  and  four  ounces. 

There wasn’t too much damage done between my legs. 

I watched as my sister held her baby. Its name was Sofia. She cried and then a minute later it latched onto Petra’s boob. Timothy came running into  the  room,  smiling  and  crying.  He  hugged  his  wife.  It  was  a  nice

moment—though nobody warned me about the gross stuff that came after birthing a child. The nurses took a couple of hours to clean me up properly. 

“We’ll  have  to  schedule  another  date  to  remove  the  uterus  and  the ovaries,” the doctor said when he came to check in on us. “We’ll get those back into Petra’s body, and everything will be back to normal.” 

“Thank you, doctor,” Petra said. 

“Well  wait,”  I  said,  biting  down  on  my  tongue.  “This  is  maybe  a crazy  idea.”  And  it  really  did  seem  crazy,  especially  after  enduring  the worst pain of my life. It still hurt down there—but the pain seemed worth it. 

“What if they want another baby? What if Sofia wants a sibling?” 

Timothy  and  Petra  both  looked  at  me  with  bright,  wide  eyes.  “You would do that?” Timothy said. 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “Give  me  a  few  months  to  recover,  and then maybe we can talk about it.” I smiled. Petra bit her lip and teared up. 

And  to  be  honest,  I  was  just  excited  to  hold  onto  those  hormone-producing ovaries for a little bit longer. I loved what they were doing to my body and I wanted to see how much more I could get out of them. 

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Timothy. So I got to hold onto Petra’s female pieces. I was going to need them, because Petra turned out to be a great mom—and she deserved a big family. 

THE END
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