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	CHAPTER ONE 

	  

	 

	I thought Covid was bad, but it was nothing compared to what happened next. It started with planes flying overhead, gaseous clouds trailing after them. The gas spread out, seemed to dissipate into nothing. 

	I was driving down the street at the time, the top was down on my Mustang, and I was going to Sally Benton’s house. Sally was my honey, and we were going to go to the beach, play in the waves, and then play in each other, if you get my drift. 

	Then the planes came, flying low, a picture of a Blue Jack Ass laughing on the fuselage. Gas spewed out of the tails of the planes, and everything came apart. I felt faint, but managed to guide my car to the side of the road. I was conscious of an accident down the road, some people weren’t lucky, and then I passed out. 

	I came to a few minutes later. 

	I tried to start my car, but it wouldn’t work. So I got out and started walking down the street. There were other people out walking, and no cars were running, so I figured the gas had messed with mechanical things. 

	But who could it have been? The Russians? The Chinese? But we had early warning systems! No way it could have been either of them. 

	Engrossed in thought, I wasn’t far from Sally’s house, and I kept putting one foot in front of the other. Then things got weird. 

	My first clue was my feet. I was wearing athletic shoes, and suddenly they didn’t fit. They just started flopping, and I actually stepped out of one. When I bent over to put it back on and tie the laces tighter, I almost fell over. My clothes were too big. 

	The first thing that went through my mind was that my clothes had stretched out. I thought that the gas…maybe it was causing the cotton to come apart, and the first stage was that the material got all stretchy. 

	Then I thought about my shoes. Then I looked at the world, really looked, and realized that I was shrinking. 

	Then I felt a terrible pain in my groin. I fell on the ground and grabbed my nuts. They hurt, and they felt like they were getting smaller! 

	At that moment the pain lessened, and I could feel my package. Yep, it was okay…wait a minute! My dick was shrinking! My balls were getting smaller! WTF! 

	I tried to get up, I tried to feel my package through my now falling off pants. I was honest to God terrified! 

	The planes! The Gas! My body shrinking! And now my manhood? What was happening to me? 

	Suddenly a man ran past me. He was shrieking and pulling his hair. I took note that he had really long hair, and he was shrieking like a girl. 

	Then the pain started in my groin area again, and my chest hurt like I was having a heart attack. 

	I keeled back over on the ground, puddled into my clothes and passed out. The last thing I remember, before I went unconscious, was: why is hair in my face? 

	  

	 

	I awoke with hair in my face. Long blonde hair, like my hair, but long. 

	I just lay where I was, and knew that things were different. I could feel that my body was smaller. I knew this because I was still in my clothes, and my clothes were too big. I was laying in them like they were a puddle. 

	My shirt was like it was ten sizes too large. The familiar feel of a tight belt was gone. One shoe was gone, and the other felt like I was a child and tried to wear my father’s shoes. 

	“Ohh,” I groaned. My head hurt, and I felt like I had some kind of dread disease. Bitten by a tetse tetse fly, and changed into a shrinking man. 

	The confusion, the struggle to understand, went through my head. I tried to sit up, and that’s when I realized the true extent of my problems. 

	“Oh!” My chest felt like something had been attached to it, and it was dragging me down. 

	Inside my shirt my hands were free and I felt for my chest. 

	BOOBS! 

	I had breasts! I had tits! Bazoombas! Those things that are fun when they’re on girls, but…what were they doing on my chest? 

	I felt them and tried to understand.  

	They were big. They were bigger than my girlfriend’s, and she had big ones. 

	And the nipples…they stood straight up, big as thimbles! And when I touched them a sexual shock went down to my groin. 

	Through my panic I realized that it felt good. I instinctively  reached to my groin and…MY DICK WAS GONE!  

	My penis was absent, as were my balls, and all I had was a slender, little slit with big lips, or labias, or whatever they were called. 

	I felt myself frantically. 

	Oh, God! What had happened to me? 

	I was becoming more aware by the second, and I realized that I could see. Light was coming in through the weave of my shirt, and through the neck hole over my head. 

	I struggled around and examined my body with my eyes. 

	I was short, and big boobed. I had a vagina. My hair was long and blonde. 

	Yes. Whatever that gas had done…it had changed me into a girl! 

	Now, I don’t know why I didn’t freak. I remembered that fellow with the long blonde hair who had run past me screaming. He had freaked. He must have been freaked because he was changing. 

	I held on. I tired not to freak. I tried to control myself. 

	I was terrified, my thoughts were scattered and shaken and didn’t make sense. I was trying to cope. But, then, I was always the kind of guy who coped. 

	When my father had tried to talk me into being a Democrat, I had refused. 

	When my mother had wept for my soul because I wanted to meditate instead of pray, I had held my ground. 

	And I was working my way through college, holding down a job, and I was coping. 

	So I held it together…in a freaking out sort of way. 

	I began to wiggle. I pushed my hand up through my shirt neck and pulled, and I began to shimmy out of my over sized clothes. 

	I got my head up, but I couldn’t get my shoulders through. I pushed out of my jeans and stood up. 

	The world was going crazy. 

	People were sobbing and crying. 

	A couple of girls near me were naked. They were looking around like the world had come to an end. Which, of course, it had. 

	No cars worked. 

	People were coming out of stores and standing around on the street. A lot of them were girls, like me, in over-sized clothes. 

	I looked at my car. It just sat there, and I wondered what was wrong with it. Such an odd thought. What’s wrong with the car, when the real problem was what was wrong with me. 

	I was next to a parking meter. Comparing my height to the meter height I judged that I was about five feet. Not a very tall girl. 

	I saw my reflection in a store window on the other side of the sidewalk. I looked like a waif. I had big, blue eyes, long eyelashes, smooth, tanned skin. 

	Well, I had been tanned before, so it stood to reason that I would still retain that tan. I guess. 

	My shirt was a denim shirt with snaps on the pockets. It hung off my body and exposed one slender shoulder. Under the shirt, I had very large tits. My nipples poked out through the material. 

	I had been six foot four, and now I was five foot, and the shirt hung to my knees. Almost like a gown, or dress, or something. 

	And my face was rounder, softer. My hair was a long, golden frazzle. When it had gotten longer it hadn’t grown into a fashionable style. It looked like some cavewoman’s hair. 

	Unconsciously, wanting order in something in this new and crazy world, I pulled my fingers through my hair. But I needed a good brushing. 

	People were starting to move around me. 

	Two girls, small as me, walked past. One was holding up loose pants and the other was wearing a shirt like mine, no pants. Their hair was messy, too, and they were crying and asking each other what happened. 

	A guy rode past on a bicycle, and he leered at me. 

	A store keeper came out of an imported cheese store. He looked at me and said, “You better get yourself home, missy.” 

	Missy. I was ‘Missy’ now. I had been Brad Longstreet. I had been the envy of guys with short dicks, and the guys on my swim team had called me ‘long dick.’ 

	What was I now? ‘Short snatch?’ 

	I know. I know. Measuring a guy by the size of his dick is worse than childish, but when you spend a lifetime being something, and then find that you are not that something, it’s rough. 

	The old guy from the cheese store had walked down the street and was talking to other people. His advice was good, though, and I headed for Sally’s apartment. 

	I was too far away from my own, and I was only a couple of blocks. from hers. I figured she could help me sort this mess out.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER TWO 

	  

	 

	“Sally! Sally!” My voice was high pitched, a girl’s voice, and I knocked on her door. Well, actually, I pounded on it. While walking to her apartment I noticed people staring and pointing, and it looked like a couple of guys were even following me. 

	Normally, I wouldn’t care. But normally I was six foot four and 200 pounds. Normally I would have eaten a couple of punks like those that were falling me up. I was young, strong, practiced in the martial arts, an athlete in good condition. But now I was five feet tall, maybe 120 pounds, and most of that seemed to be centered in the big, round globes on my chest. 

	“Hold on!” came Sally’s voice, and I sagged against the door in relief. 

	“Hey! there she is!” 

	I turned around and looked down the stairs. Three punks, and I do mean punks, were starting up the flight of steps. They were dirty, ragged, and unshaved. They were the kind of men who wore their pants so low you could see their ass cracks. 

	“Sally!” I yelped, pounding on the door again. 

	The door opened and I pushed forward, and Sally pushed back! “Get out of here!” 

	“Sally, it’s me! Brad!” But I was talking to a door that had been slammed in my face. 

	“Ha! Gotcha!” 

	The punks were crowding onto the landing and I screamed. I tried to fight, but their hands were everywhere. They groped my tits and pushed me on my back, and I had the sudden and terrible feeling that I was about to lose my virginity. My female virginity. My male virtue had long since passed. 

	“Feel those titties!” 

	“I get to fuck her first!” 

	“I get sloppy seconds!” 

	I was crying. I couldn’t fight back. I didn’t have the muscles, and they parted my legs and one of them pulled down his pants and moved forward. My eyes widened in horror at the sight of his scabby manhood. It wasn’t big, but it looked diseased and filthy. 

	“Hey! Asshole!” We all looked up. Sally stood over us and she let loose with a spray of pepper spray. 

	“Fuck! Hey! OOOOWWW!” The three punks fled down the stairs, tripping and falling and screaming insults. 

	“Oh, thank God!” 

	Sally grabbed my arm and hoisted me to my feet. A bit of the pepper spray had gotten me and I was crying. But I was safe. At least, I thought I was. 

	“I don’t know who you think you are,” she dragged me into the apartment. “But I couldn’t let those assholes rape you.” 

	“But, Sally, it’s me, Brad!” 

	“Sit there and don’t move. I’ll get a wet towel for your eyes.” 

	“I swear! I’m Brad.” 

	She stopped, turned to me with a big frown. “My Brad is six foot four, a hunk with muscles. You better stop talking right there, sister.” 

	I tried to calm down then. I was still sobbing, but only lightly, when she came back with a towel. I rubbed my eyes and tried to collect myself, and I finally said. 

	“I was gassed, by a plane. I managed to stop my Mustang on the side of the road, but I started changing. I shrunk, and I got these…these…big boobs!” I almost shouted as I held them up for her to see. 

	Sally started to laugh, and I stared at her. “That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard! Mysterious planes gassing everybody. How come I didn’t change?” 

	“I don’t know. Maybe because you’re already a girl. But I saw other people change, but not everybody. Just some guys. Not girls. Maybe it doesn’t effect girls.” 

	She chuckled, “That’s so stupid. You’ll have a fine career as a science fiction writer…if you get the fuck out of my apartment and go somewhere else.” She snarled the last, and I cringed. 

	I said, “I drive a blue Mustang with a black top. License plate number 1ABH334. I’m in college, the city college, majoring in literature. I have a job teaching surfing.” 

	She got a mean look on her face. “Have you been stalking Brad?” 

	I tried again. “I met you when I attended a pep rally. Our team got beat 7 to 6. You like pink underwear, and you have a big, pink teddy bear on your bed. I have to move him every time I spend the night. And you always laugh and say my manhood is threatened. Your mother’s name is Florence, and she’s got Diabetes. We visited her last April, and she asked you ‘How did you ever find such a hunk.’ She—“ 

	Sally slapped me in the face. She was enraged, and she said, “You’ve been spying on us! Nobody could know those things!” She grabbed me by the arm and began pulling me towards the door. She’s a big girl, four inches under my old Brad body, but a foot taller than my ‘Missy’ body. 

	“But I know them because I was…I am…Brad!” 

	She yanked open the door and pushed me out. I tripped as I went out and fell on my face. Well, my boobs. 

	“Oof!” And I looked down twenty steep steps. 

	“If you ever come back here and I’ll have you arrested!” She slammed the door. 

	Sniffling, I got to my feet and began walking down the steps. By the time I reached the bottom I was sobbing. My shoulders were shaking, and I descended another short flight of steps to the street.  

	I didn’t know where to go. I was weak and fragile. I was…a girl! And, realizing this, I sobbed even harder. 

	I crossed the street slowly, my world destroyed, and headed back towards my Mustang. I turned once, at the far corner, and looked back towards Sally’s apartment. She was standing behind the sliding door on the balcony, and when she saw I was looking up at her she drew the drapes. 

	I walked up the street, trying to control my emotions, but failing. I reached the street where my Mustang was parked, turned towards it, and saw a tow truck hooking it up. 

	“Hey!” I ran down the street, then slowed. My boobs were flopping, and they were so heavy it hurt. 

	“Hey!” I reached the tow truck. “That’s my car!” 

	The driver was a big fellow wearing dirty overalls. He had a day[s growth of scraggly beard and fleshy features. “Sorry, lady, I got orders to clear the street.” 

	“But the plane! The gas!”
He frowned. “You show me the keys and I’ll let her down.” 

	“The keys! They’re in the cup holder in the center console!” 

	He shook his head and said, “I ain’t got time for this.” 

	The two truck pulled away from the curb, my beautiful blue Mustang behind it. 

	I ran behind him, my arms flailing, then I had to slow down again. The boobs were starting to bounce. 

	And there I stood. Crying, helpless, nowhere to go. 

	I would have had to walk five miles to get to my apartment. And I didn’t have the keys. And the apartment manager wasn’t going to believe I was me. No way in Hell. 

	So my run after the tow truck became a trudge. A sad walk of shame. I headed towards Sally’s apartment. Not because I intended going there, but because it was the only place I knew. 

	I didn’t make it very far, though. I was just too distraught. I sat down on a lawn and just started crying. 

	And crying. 

	Seemed like I couldn’t stop. 

	But, eventually, I did.  

	And I just sat there and the afternoon whiled away. 

	Then I saw the three punks again. And they saw me. 

	I could see their crooked grins from a block away, and I got up and started running. I held my boobs with one arm and ran as fast as I could. 

	Which wasn’t very fast. As Brad I had a good, long stride, loved to run in 5K and 10K races. And I did pretty well. 

	As Missy I had short legs, and my chest was a load to carry. 

	I turned down the street Sally lived on. When I passed her apartment the punks were only 50 yards behind me, and gaining fast. 

	On the next block they caught me. One of them tackled me, threw me to one side and I slid and rolled across a stubby lawn. Then all three were on me. Again, they groped my breasts. They shoved my legs apart, and the one with the scabby dick was on his knees and pushing forward, and— 

	“Hey! Asshole!” 

	We looked up, and Sally was there, and she let loose with the pepper spray again. They scrambled back but she didn’t let up. She kicked one of them between the legs. He leaped into the air and fell, then scrambled to his feet and ran away with his hands cupping his testicles. She kicked another one in the butt, and he sprawled, then scrambled to his feet and kept running. Then she turned and came back towards me. 

	I cringed and tried to back away from her. My hands scrabbled at the grass and my eyes were wide with fear. She squatted in front of me. 

	“It’s okay. I know who you are.” 

	“You…you do?” Again, I couldn’t stop crying. 

	She held out her hand. 

	“Yes. Now let’s get you safe, and I’ll tell you what happened.” I put out my hand, and she took it and helped me to my feet. Then she put an arm around my shoulders and walked me back to her apartment. 

	  

	 

	“It’s on all the news. We can watch it in a sec, but let me give you the capsule version.” She washed my forearm, which had rashed when the punks had tackled me. 

	“The United States has been attacked. The enemy flew overhead and sprayed everybody with gas. We haven’t found out where the planes came from, but apparently the gas turned certain men into girls. Here, this will sting.” 

	She dabbed my scrape with hydrogen peroxide. As a guy I would have laughed. As a girl I flinched. 

	“You want to eat something?” 

	“Sure.” 

	She went to the kitchen and put together a grilled cheese sandwich with sliced hot dogs and pieces of onion. The smell was delicious. 

	“Why don’t you turn on the TV?” 

	I sat on the couch and watched the newsies describe the tragedy. 

	“…unknown assailants…” 

	“…not sure why certain males have changed…” 

	“…reports are still coming in…” 

	It was a whole lot of nothing. 

	Sally brought me the grilled cheese, and then watched while I ate it. 

	“I can’t believe it,” she said, as I licked my fingers. “You eat the same way as Brad. The way you move…it’s girly, but it’s also Brad.” 

	“But I’m so short!” I protested. 

	She smiled a wan smile. “And stacked. I guess being hung as a man must have transferred over to being stacked as a woman.” 

	I looked down at my boobs. They were big. 

	I started to cry. 

	Sally slid over next to me and put an arm around me. I turned my face into her and cried tears over her boobs. 

	“It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.” 

	After a while I snuffled out and moved back a little. “Sorry.” 

	“Don’t be. You’ve had the shock of all shocks. That you’re still sane says something about you.” 

	Outside it was full dark. The TV sound was off and the flashing images cast flickers of light over us. 

	“What now?” I asked. 

	“Now? Now we sleep. You need to rest. Tomorrow you’ll be more relaxed, able to think, and we can make a plan. Maybe the stupid TV will actually say something intelligent by then. 

	Suddenly, I was shy. “Where do I…I mean…” 

	“Where do you sleep?” she had a wry grin on her face. 

	I nodded. 

	“You’ll sleep in my bed. Same as you always have. Come on.” 

	She took my hand and led me into her bedroom. She had a big bed and she looked at me and said, “Which side does Brad sleep on.” 

	“Nearest the door. He wants to protect you in case anybody breaks in.” 

	She nodded, a small smile on her face. “Don’t mind me, I’ll be quizzing you every once in a while, making sure you remember. You have to remember that this is all pretty weird to me, too.” 

	I nodded, and I stood there, not knowing what to do. 

	“You want to sleep with Pinkie?” 

	I looked at her teddy. He was huge, big as me. 

	“I guarantee, you’ll feel safe and protected. Pinkie is a bad ass. Come on, take that shirt off and get in.” 

	Slowly, I pulled my big shirt off and slid under the covers. Sally pushed me a little, all the way over. “You can sleep between me and Pinkie tonight.” 

	I cuddled up to Pinkie, then turned over. Sally had turned out the lights and was going back into the living room. 

	“Where are you going?” I had fear in my voice. 

	She turned. “I need to do a little work. I want to watch the news some more. I’ll come to bed in a half. And when you wake up tomorrow morning, if you wake up before me I might not be here. I have to do a little shopping. Okay?” 

	“Okay,” I whispered back. 

	“Good. Say hello to Pinkie now, and sweet dreams. Every thing is going to be all right.” 

	Then she gently closed the door and I was alone in the darkness. Except for a big, pink teddy bear. 

	I turned to him, and his button eyes glinted in the low light. Funny thing, as Brad I dismissed the idea of a teddy bear being a comfort. That was for kids. But now…now things were different. I slid over, and reached past his arms. I snuggled into his grasp, and Sally was right. There was something living and warm and protecting about the big guy. 

	I slept. 

	 

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER THREE 

	  

	 

	I awoke at ten in the morning. I had slept straight through, which was logical because of the shock to my system. For a moment I just lay in bed. Secure in the arms of Pinkie the Great. I felt my body. I felt my tits. Yes, they were still big. Double DDs, maybe larger. I had a much smaller chest size, so my boob size…I would have to measure. And I would have to measure height and weight. I needed to see what I had to work with. 

	Though, to be sure, I felt healthier than all get out. 

	I even felt a little horny, and that was weird. 

	Girls get horny different than guys. I had heard people say that, but now it was real. Instead of getting a white hot boner, I had a slow build up of heat, but it was as undeniable as a hard on. 

	I reached down and felt my snatch. Oh my God! It felt just like a girl’s pussy! 

	I touched around my vagina. I felt the lips, and then the clitoris, and a sexual shock went through me. I quickly withdrew my hand. I felt like a 12 year old, discovering something dirty. Then I realized I wasn’t 12. I was grown up, and I could ditch all the societal conditioning. Sex was good. 

	But I still chickened out. Simple truth? I was afraid. 

	I couldn’t believe how afraid I was. The body was so small. It was…sexy, and that freaked me out. I was used to lusting after, not being lusting for. 

	Having to pee, I got up and went into the bathroom, and that was an adventure. 

	As a guy I just whip it out and hose it. 

	But as a girl…I had to actually sit down! How inconvenient! 

	Then, I had to figure out where to put the urge, what muscle to tighten, before any pee came out. 

	I finally figured it out, and sighed in relief as I heard the delicate tinkle. As opposed to the heavy stream. Weird. 

	I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I was beautiful Maybe a little round in the hips, but the size of my breasts balanced it all out. I leaned forward and examined my skin. Female skin. Fine and bronzed by the sun. 

	But my hair was a fucking mess. And my eyebrows…I suddenly realized why girls pluck them. I looked like I had caterpillars crawling over my eyes. 

	“Brad?” 

	“Yes,” and my voice freaked me out. It was high pitched. Girly as all get out, but I was unaccustomed to being a soprano. I went back into the bedroom. Sally was poking her head in the door. I suddenly felt embarrassed. I had no clothes on, and the only clothes I had was the shirt I wore the day before, and it was dirty and grass stained and even ripped. 

	“I thought I heard you stirring. Come on in. Breakfast is ready.” 

	I looked at the shirt, picked it up and looked at it in disgust. 

	“Oh, don’t bother with that. I’ve got a surprise for you.” 

	“Just come out…naked?” 

	She laughed. “Remember, I’ve seen you naked before.” 

	“But not like this!” 

	She entered the room then. She was wearing jeans and a sweat shirt, and I envied here in that moment. 

	She took my hands and looked me in the eyes. I was so scared I almost flinched, but I managed to look back. 

	“Honey, you’ve been changed, and we’re going to have to go through some changes, and we start right now. You may never be embarrassed in front of me. Got it?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“Say it.” 

	“I’ll never be embarrassed in front of you.” 

	“Excellent. Now come on.” She tugged my hand and led me into the living room. The breakfast nook was on the other side, and she led me, bouncing boobs and all, to the table. “Sit.” 

	I sat, and she served me sausage and biscuits. And poured a glop of syrup on everything. My favorite…when I was Brad. 

	The smell hit me then, and I realized I was starving. 

	Well, of course. Going through a body change like I had had probably taken a lot of energy. 

	“Oh my God! Thank you.” And I dove into that breakfast like it was my last meal. 

	Sally sat down opposite me and watched me. And I kept raising my eyes to look at her. 

	I was Brad. Brad had loved Sally. I loved Sally. But everything was so…weird. 

	“I love watching you eat.” 

	“I put in mouth. I chew. I swallow. I don’t understand.” 

	She laughed. “How Brad you are.” Then she sobered. “And we have to talk about that.” 

	“About what?” 

	“The TV. It’s going crazy.” 

	I frowned. 

	“The news is saying people who have changed have to be rounded up. They say it’s a health crisis, that you might infect somebody. So they’re rounding up all the people who have changed into girls and taking them to a big Walmart that they changed into a FEMA camp.” 

	I blinked. “I read about that!” 

	“What?” 

	“Before the planes gassed me. I read that the government was making refugee camps and they were going to round up all the Republicans and lock them up. 

	Sally smiled. “I had forgotten what a conspiracy nut you were.” 

	“But doesn’t this sort of prove it?” 

	“It proves that the government is over reacting, and it means we have to protect you.” 

	“How do we do that?” 

	“First, all the girls being rounded up are easily recognized because they don’t know how to be girls. They have bushy, untrimmed  eyebrows. They don’t know how to care for their hair. They don’t know the first thing about make up, and…Lord, the clothes they’re wearing! 

	I sort of slumped in on myself. “That describes me to a T.” 

	“It won’t in an hour.” 

	“Huh?” 

	“We’re going to teach you how to be a woman. No way they’re going to take my boyfriend and lock him…” she stopped. It hit us both. 

	We stared at each other for a long minute. I almost broke out in tears when I blurted: “But I’m not your…your boyfriend!” 

	She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine. “You are, and you aren’t. And we’ll figure that all out. Right now you have to follow my directions; I’m in charge if we’re going to make this work.” 

	I nodded. It was a jerky sort of a nod, but it was agreement. 

	“So, first things first, what is your name?” 

	“Missy,” I blurted. 

	Sally was surprised at how quickly I had answered. “You’ve been thinking about this?” 

	“No. It’s just that when I first changed an old guy came out of a store and he said something like, ‘You’d better go home, Missy,’ or something like that. And from that moment I just started thinking of myself as a Missy.” 

	Sally nodded. “I like that. Intuitive and logical, and…” she moved her head and inspected me, “It sort of fits you.” 

	By now I was finished eating, and I realized something else. “Eating makes you feel fat, doesn’t it.” 

	She grinned. “And if you eat like that every day you’re going to get fat. Consider that your last meal.” 

	That statement sort of made me sad. As Brad I was used to eating anything and everything, and seconds and thirds. Now I was going to have to, what? Eat salads? Eat like a bird.” 

	Sally giggled at the expression on my face. “You look like you lost your best friend.” 

	“I think maybe food was my best best friend.” 

	“Well, you’ve got me now. We’re not only boy friend girlfriend…we’re girlfriend girlfriend, and it’s time to save your bacon.” 

	“Oh, don’t mention that word! It makes me hungry all over again.” 

	She just smiled, got up and put the dishes in the sink. “I went shopping while you were sleeping. I knew we were going to have to do this. Are you ready for the new you?” 

	“Uh, yeah. I guess.” 

	“Try not to look so happy, okay?” 

	She led me to the couch, and a half dozen bags. 

	“What’s this?”  

	She opened the bags and poured out clothes. And undergarments. and in one small leather sack with a fancy name on it was make up. 

	“Oh my gosh!” 

	“You remember when you lent me your credit card? Told me I could keep it if I ever had an emergency?” 

	I looked at her.  

	“This was an emergency. So I not only spent freely, I took out $800. You’re going to need cash, and the TV is telling everybody to be aware of girls who don’t have the correct IDs. Since you no longer match your picture…” she shrugged. 

	“Oh, oh. Thank you.” I held up garment after garment and inspected it. 

	“I’m pretty good with sizes, so most everything should fit. Are you ready?” 

	I wasn’t. Sally had been so kind, and I was so messed up, I just bent my head down and started sobbing. 

	“What? What?” She slid across the couch to me and hugged me. 

	“You’re so good. Doing all this for. Taking care of me.” 

	“Heck, you would have done for me. In fact, you were definitely on the track to taking care of me…for the rest of my life.” 

	I hugged her back, and cried all over her sweat shirt, and was embarrassed. Finally, she moved back, put up a hand with the sleeve of the sweatshirt clutched in her fingers. She began wiping the tears, and it hit. 

	Like a boner. 

	That connection. 

	That magic. 

	I felt it, and was confused, it was more girly than I had experienced as Brad, but she got it right away. 

	“Oh…” 

	And we stared at each other. 

	Horny. 

	And this big barrier between us, at least in my mind. I was a girl now. How could we…? 

	She placed her hand along side my jaw. Her hand felt so much bigger now, and she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve been wondering about this.” 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	“Shush now. We needed to address this some time, why not now?” 

	“But I’m a girl, and—“ 

	“And I have been wondering what it would be like to kiss you.” 

	I froze. I was a girl, but in my mind there was so much male, and the heat generated by my groin, and my heart, it was taking over me. 

	“So we’re going to find out.” 

	“What?” 

	“This.” She leaned forward and placed her lips on mine. 

	My heart suddenly felt like somebody had booted it up into my throat. 

	Our eyes were wide and wondering. 

	And her lips felt so good. In fact, they felt better to me as a female than they had to me as a male. And I realized that girls are built differently. 

	Oh, not just the dick and tit stuff, but in the way their nervous system works. They are so much more sensitive. And now I was sensitive, and I felt the perfection of her lips on mine, and I felt like I had been thrown in a washing machine and was spinning dry. 

	Our eyes were still open, shock and aw, and she reached up and held my boob. 

	I jerked slightly, but it was good. Then she palmed my boob, rubbed her soft hand across my nipples. It was like electricity blowing out my chest, and suddenly I knew what girls meant when they talked about being ‘wet.’ 

	We parted, and we stared at each other. I have never been so hungry in my life. 

	“Fuck,” she breathed softly on me. “I’m not a lesbian, but this is amazing.” 

	“I…I…” And then I kissed her again, and this time we closed our eyes and lost ourselves in each other. Feeling the texture, the smoothness. Our tongues did a short dance, and then we broke for air. And we were both gasping, and we started laughing. 

	She took my hand and led me into the bedroom. “I’ve never made love to a woman. I think I may have been missing something.” 

	We lay on the bed, on our sides, facing each other, and we explored each others bodies. 

	She was taller, more muscular, her long black hair was like spun silk. 

	I was rounder, and my boobs were bigger, and my hair was an unruly splashing waterfall. 

	Together, there was a certain yin and yang to us. Whereas I had once been aggressive, the alpha, now she was in control. She was bigger and stronger, and it was only natural that she would assert herself. 

	We kissed, and we felt each others tits, and finally she lowered her hand to my pussy. 

	Now I gasped. I was scared, and fascinated, and helpless under the sensations rocking me. 

	She smiled as she looked down on me, playing with one nipple and tickling my clitoris. “This is so weird…but so right.” 

	“Oh, God,” was all I could manage to say. She knew about sex. I didn’t. Not in this body. 

	She slid down the bed, separated my legs, and began to lick. Her tongue was long and talented, and she knew how to use it. She took long licks at first, right up my slit, and I could feel the roughness of her tastebuds, I was now that sensitive. Then she latched on to my clitoris and began to suck it. 

	I was going crazy, and not in a slow and lackadaisical manner. I clutched her hair, and she had to tell me not to pull. Then I held her head, too hard, but all she did was giggle. 

	And then I felt the beginning of creation. I felt it as God separated the deep and caused a spark to come into existence. My hips were lurching, out of control, and she had to put weight on me to hold me still. And the heat became white hot. Not a quick explosion, like Brad had had, but a slow turn up of the juice, raising me up like a wave, higher, and higher, and then I fell over the edge. I felt like I was surfing in the sun, and life had ended, and God was standing right in front of me, waiting to lead me into paradise. 

	And then it all started to speed up, and I became aware that I was crying out words. Utter nonsense, but it had all made sense now that I had shaken hands with God. 

	I collapsed. 

	Sally crawled back up to my side. “Holy God damn!” She said. “I have never seen anybody shoot off like that?” 

	“I…no…I…” 

	She laughed. “Man, you are truly a fuck. You are like sexually a bomb and you blew up!” 

	Slowly, I began breathing again, and I realized that I was in the world. 

	“Okay, girlfriend. It’s my turn.” 

	Oh, that was easy. As Brad I was quite good at eating pussy., and now I had had the experience of being eaten out I knew what to do, and about ten times better. 

	I slid down, pulled my hair out of the way, and began to duplicate what she had done. I spent a long time just licking her slit, my hands reaching up to play with her nipples. 

	She was breathing, and her hips were moving, and after a long time, a time in which she actually begged me to hurry up, I began to nibble on the clitoris. 

	“Ah!” she groaned. “At last!” 

	“Yes, at last, but I wasn’t going to let her off so easy. This girl had to  do some real suffering before I exploded her. 

	The clitoris is like a little cone, and I took my time, sucking on it, swirling it with my tongue, and reaching up and rubbing it with my finger. 

	Now she wasn’t talking, unless guttural grunts and moans count as some kind of language. And I guess they do, and I started marking my progress by how much nonsense I could make her spew. 

	“Ah…Gah…please…oh…hunh hunh…” On and on she went, her hips bucking, her back arching. She had gripped my hair, but just held on. She didn’t pull it like I had, and I marveled at her presence of mind. 

	Then she said: “The dresser! The dresser!” 

	Curious, I opened a drawer and saw…DILDO! 

	There was a tangle of straps, it was a strap on, but I didn’t bother with that. That would come later. Right then I just grabbed the dildo and touched it to her pussy lips. 

	She went wild. She was crying now, actually crying, little tears leaking out of her closed eyes. “Fuck me! Like Brad! Don’t be gentle!” 

	I slid it in, softly, but she kept moaning and groaning, so I began to wiggle it around, to jam it in and corkscrew it out. 

	I had her so warmed up so it didn’t take long. She yelled something I couldn’t understand and all her muscles arched up and froze. Just her hips jerked then, again and again. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed, and she spasmed uncontrollably. 

	For a whole minute. 

	Then she started to come down. 

	Finally, breathing hard, gasping, she muttered. “Fuck!” 

	Then another minute passed, and she was able to speak, and she pulled me up and spoke into my face. “Brad, or Missy, or whoever the hell you are. That was fucking amazing!” 

	We started to laugh then. The sheer joy of perfect sex does that to you, makes you laugh. Though I hadn’t known that before. 

	Before I had been Brad, and I had tried to be considerate, especially in sex, but I hadn’t known what I was doing. Nobody does…until they’ve been both sexes.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER FOUR 

	  

	 

	First, she sat me down and spruced me up. 

	Getting my eyebrows plucked wasn’t fun, but when she was done I had nice, little arches over me eyes. It framed my eyes, made me ten times neater, and it was just the start. 

	Long hair takes work. A lot of work. We jumped in the shower and washed and shampooed and conditioned…and then she put big curlers in my hair. 

	I was half freaked. I had seen women do this but to have it done to myself…that was weird. 

	Then, make up. And, man, this was an education. I mean, washing the skin, moisturizing the skin, laying a foundation, putting in blush, the eyelids, the lips…it was too much! 

	Funny, she did it in literally seconds for her self. Split splat splot, and her face looked like Rembrandt had done it. When I tried it, however, oh, Lord! Too much, too little, brush this way and not that, too hard, too soft, too tight, too loose…it was like trying to paint a bird in flight. 

	But, after an afternoon of playing around, I was getting the idea. Oh, she had to help me, and I mean a lot, and she would have to continue to help me, but I was learning. 

	But, once done, I was amazed when looking at myself in the mirror. 

	“That can’t be me!” I muttered. 

	She grinned. You must have good genes, because you were handsome as a man, and now you’re gorgeous as a woman. 

	Then the curls came out, and she dressed me, and…wowie! I gave me a hard on! Or, I would have, if I still had a dick. 

	I was wearing culottes, a bra that lifted me right up into the stratosphere, and a sweat shirt. 

	A plain old sweat shirt, with the collar cut off so it hung slightly to the side and exposed one shoulder, and the bottom cut off to expose my midriff. 

	“Ooh, ooh!” she exclaimed, studying the final product. “We need to get your belly button pierced!” 

	“No way!” 

	“Way! It will set your skin off and make it extra golden. Besides, we have to pierce your ears, anyway. Can’t you just see a line of diamonds hanging from your lobs?” 

	She brushed my hair back with one hand, and suddenly we looked at each other. We had been playing with my body all morning, and now we felt the sexual spark hit us. 

	The spark. The hunger. The magic. 

	The desire to nibble on clit and use that dildo and suck on tit and— 

	“Not now,” she said, disappointment in her voice.  

	“Why?” 

	“We just spent all morning making you up, and now you want to mess it all up? Sex is a dirty business, girlfriend. Besides, we have to go out.”               

	Panic set in. She could see it in my wide eyes. 

	“Don’t worry. I’ll coach you on how to act. We can pull this off.” 

	“But the TV, it said I would be arrested and put in a…a refugee camp!” 

	“Not if you don’t look like a cavewoman, and you don’t. You look like a woman who has been a woman forever. And with a little attitude, you’re going to knock ‘em dead.” 

	But I wasn’t sure. 

	“Besides, we have to.” 

	“Why?” 

	“We have to rescue your car.” 

	And she was right. My poor blue Mustang, my pride and joy that let me ride amongst the peasants with the top down and the wind blowing my surfer hair…I needed it! 

	  

	 

	We showed up at City Tow, which did all the towing for the city, and walked into the front office. 

	As a guy I wouldn’t have noticed, but it was filthy. There were dirty thumbed magazines strewn on the couch, including car mags and porn mags. There was a layer of dust over everything. There was a refrigerator that was full of so much old food it had mold growing around the edges of the door. And grease. There was grease on EVERYTHING! 

	I looked around distastefully. “Are men really this dirty?” 

	“Were you?” 

	“Not this dirty!” 

	She just laughed. 

	Then an old bald man came to the window. He was grouchy, looked like half a heart attack, and, of course, dirty. He had grease down one cheek, his clothes were filthy, and he looked like he was hung over. 

	“I’d like Brad Longstreet’s Mustang brought up.” 

	He looked at me. And then he looked at me. 

	I thought Sally had prepared me, but she had only prepped me by half. 

	“Hey, baby.” And the slob actually drooled. 

	Sally nudged me. I spoke most haughtily. “I’m his sister. I was driving it when one of your morons towed it, and I want it back.” 

	“Well, I, uh,” he looked at a computer screen, “yeah. But I need to release it to him.” 

	“I’m his sister. He lent it to me. Don’t make me get a cop.” 

	He blinked. But he didn’t get mad. Sally had told me that no man would ever get mad at me. It wasn’t in their DNA. 

	“Well, I don’t know. I could get in trouble.” 

	Sally nudged me again. She had told me to be haughty, and when he showed any resistance, to go soft on him. 

	I sighed. I pursed my lips in frustration, and they were red and plump and delicious. 

	He licked his lips. 

	I put one hand on my hip struck a pose. 

	His eyes lowered to my breasts. 

	I sighed. 

	He looked up. 

	Then I opened up the big, baby blues on him. 

	“I know you’re busy. And I know this is such an imposition.” 

	Sally nudged me one last time, and I did the unthinkable. I placed my small, soft hand on top of his gnarly, dirty one. 

	Oh, geez. The slob melted like a popsicle thrown into an oven. You could just see his face transmogrify. 

	“Maybe you could help me out? Just this once?” 

	My eye lashes fluttered like butterflies on a spring day. 

	“Well, yeah. sure. I can do that.” 

	And then the most astounding thing happened. 

	“Heck, I can even waive the charges.” 

	I could feel Sally suck in her breath behind me. 

	Then, two minutes later, he was handing me the keys, and sliding his pudgy, greasy palm over my delicate flower of a hand. I had to do everything in my power not to jerk away from him…I was a guy, dammit! But, then, was I? 

	“Oh! My! God!” blurted Sally, as we drove down the street. “Did he just waive a four hundred dollar towing fee for you?” 

	“So I did good?” I stupidly asked. 

	She laughed, and then pounded on the dash. “Girl friend! You got the magic in you! I have NEVER seen a man fall that hard. And believe me, I have done what you did a lot. But when you did it…” she shook her head. 

	“So I did good!” 

	She just laughed. 

	 

	 

	We drove down the main drag, and I had my first inkling of what was really happening in the world. 

	We saw two police cars at the side of the road, picking up distraught looking females. Females who hadn’t had the good fortune to be rescued by their girlfriends. 

	We saw a girl hiding in some bushes, and another one walking fast down the street, leaving a wake of pointing people. 

	Yes, people who had been changed by the gas were being picked up and locked away. 

	“Wow!” I said, observing the pursuits and arrests. “You weren’t kidding. 

	“The TV wasn’t kidding. We need to go home and catch up on the news.” 

	And it was true. We had spent so much time making me over that we had neglected basic reconnaissance on the enemy. And I did consider the police, and anybody who was locking up small, disheveled girls as the enemy. 

	It was the Republican in me. I believed in courts of law and due process. I believed everybody had basic rights. But what was going on abrogated all that. 

	People rounded up without charges, under the guise of sickness. But was it sickness? Or was it some kind of gas weapon? 

	So we drove to a Chinese take out, made some jokes about ‘cream of sum dum guy,’ and went home with a couple of cartons of orange chicken and rice. 

	Then eating with forks, the heck with those stupid chopsticks, we sat down in front of the boob tube and relaxed. 

	And I had to learn to eat with lipstick, and she promised to give me lessons on how to touch up my make up after a meal. Frustrating. 

	And the news said: 

	  

	 

	More news on the attack on our country. No other country has stepped forth and claimed responsibility, but suspicious run high that it was the Russians. 

	  

	 

	“Of course,” I murmured. “It’s always the Russians.” 

	The news went on… 

	  

	 

	Apparently, there is an actual difference in DNA when it comes to belief systems. 

	  

	 

	Sally and I jerked our heads and looked at each other, then swiveled back to the TV. 

	  

	 

	People afflicted by this new disease are all male, and all Republicans. Scientists claim that… 

	  

	 

	I was on my feet and yelling at the TV. Sally was still sitting, but she had a hold on my wrist and was pulling me down. 

	“There’s no such thing! that’s impossible! You can’t tell the difference between a Republican and a Democrat like that!”’ 

	“It’s okay…it’s okay. Be quiet. Neighbors.” 

	I came to myself. I turned to Sally and spoke in a lower voice. “That’s impossible.” 

	“Is it?” 

	And I stopped. Her calm voice was the voice of reason. I was a Republican, and I was now a girl. And a lot of men hadn’t been affected. Were they Democrats? 

	“It’s impossible.” but now I wasn’t sure. 

	“Let’s call your father.” 

	“Why?” 

	“He’s a Democrat. A vocal one. If he hasn’t changed…” 

	“I can’t talk to him like this. He won’t recognize my voice.” 

	“I’ll talk to him. He knows me. All you have to do is listen.” 

	I stared at her for a long minute, then nodded. 

	She took my cell phone and pulled up the contacts and hit my father’s number. 

	“Hi, Brad.” His voice was his normal gruff male voice. 

	“Hi, Mr. Longstreet. It’s Sally.” 

	“Hi, Sally. what’s up? Why are you calling me on Brad’s phone?” 

	“He’s out right now, and he thinks he lost his phone. But it was stuck in my cushions. If he calls can you tell him I’ve got it?” 

	“Sure.” 

	Then, Sally glanced at me, and I knew she had had a thought. “What do you think of all this disease stuff going around?” 

	My dad’s voice changed tenor, became a little more no nonsense. 

	“Damn Republicans got what’s coming to them.” 

	“I know! Do you know anybody who got changed?” 

	“I’ve been on the phone the last few hours. It seems the news is right on. Men are changing into women, and from what I’ve been told every last one of them was one of those damned Republicans.” 

	“Well, it sure is weird,” Sally said, and then she wiggled out of the conversation. “Oh, I’ve got to pick up a friend at the college.” 

	“Oh, sure. We’ll talk again. And you make sure you don’t go near any of those damned Republicans.” 

	“I sure won’t.” And then she hung up and looked at me. 

	“Oh my God.” I whispered. And, “I still think it’s impossible.” 

	“But the impossible seems to be happening.” 

	“But…but what will we do?” 

	She had no answer. And I had no answer, or I wouldn’t have asked the question.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER FIVE 

	  

	 

	“You need to learn about dick.” 

	“Dick? Who’s he?” 

	“Dick. Penis. Meat pole. Cock. Long dong. Pussy Pleaser.” 

	I raised a hand, “Okay. I get it. But I’ve had a dick…so what are you going to teach me that I don’t already know?” 

	“How to take one.” 

	I grew silent at that. 

	“Look, you did well today with that gorilla at the tow garage, but what if things go further? What if you need to suck somebody? Or fuck somebody?” 

	“Why would I do that?” 

	“Maybe to get your way…maybe because you want to.” She shrugged. “At any rate, tonight’s lesson is going to be about how to fuck a cock. And suck it, of course.” 

	“So I have to use my…my vagina?” I was aghast. I had had it played with, and finger banged, and sucked. And I had peed through it, but this was way further than that. 

	“You have to learn how to use that pussy. For fun or profit. Hopefully for fun…with profit.” 

	“But that means putting a dick into my pussy!” 

	“You betcha.” 

	“You’re not going to have some guy fuck me, are you?” 

	She laughed, “Oh, puh-leeze. We’re just going to use my dildo. A little strap on action, if you get my drift.” 

	“Oh.” The odd thing was that I actually felt a little disappointment. Oh, I didn’t want dick, but there was a fascination for the unknown, and even though the idea of having some slob stick his penis in me was…scary. It was also…possible. But I would have to overcome certain male elements of my personality. And, truth, I didn’t know if I wanted to do that. 

	In my mind of minds I wanted my own dick back. I mean, this girl stuff was blowing my mind. But when one has been a stud for a couple of decades it’s hard to give that up. 

	“So what do we do?” 

	“Well, first I have to get a few things to stretch you out. I could start with a turkey baster, but we’re going to want to work up to a baseball bat, or maybe the head of a golf club.” 

	My eyes went wide, my jaw dropped. Stupid me, I believed her. 

	She began laughing and laughing. “I really had you. A golf club! And you believed me!” 

	I looked sheepish. “Well, I’m new to this fucking stuff.” 

	“You did all right when you were a man.” 

	I shrugged, and liked the compliment. 

	“Okay, first things first, we’re going to relax you. Let’s have a drink, maybe make out a little, then I’ll give you a massage, complete with dicking, and then we’ll give you the real dicking, strap on style.” 

	It sounded overwhelming to me, like everything I was reading in a porn magazine was coming true at the same time. But I said, “Okay.” 

	So Sally poured us a couple of tequilas, and we put out some salt and lemons, Sally didn’t have any limes, and we stared at each other, and we couldn’t help but grin. 

	We licked the back of our hands and put salt on it. the salt adhered. We each picked up a shot glass and tossed the liquor down our throats. It burned, it whooshed, and we grabbed for the slices of lemon like they were fire hoses and we were on fire, which is an apt analogy. 

	“Whoa!” 

	“Yeah!” 

	Another shot, and we could feel the potent brew roiling in our stomaches. I wondered how much liquor this smaller body I had could take. Then I had a thought. 

	“I’ve got another way of drinking tequila.” 

	“Oh?” 

	“Yeah, hold on.” I ran in the other room, grabbed a tube of lipstick, it happened to be bright red, my favorite color, and ran back. 

	“Watch.” I applied the lipstick, thick, then I poured a little salt on a saucer, and pressed my lips against the saucer. Sally stared at the white granules on my lips. She was absolutely fascinated. 

	“Now,” I spoke carefully, lisping, trying not to lose any of the salt. “Take a sip, a small sip, then kiss the salt off my lips. When it gets to be too much you can quit and go for the lemon. 

	“You’re kidding,” but she was already moving forward. She moved her face close to mine, sipped a half shot, and pushed her lips against mine. I could feel the salt sliding between our lips. I could feel her tongue lapping, trying to get some salt. I could feel a bit of tequila seeping out of the corner of her mouth. I grabbed her by the hair and licked at the tequila, not wanting to waste a drop. 

	Then she pushed me away and slammed a wedge of lemon into her mouth. Tears were coming from her eyes. Her mouth was red with my lipstick, and she was…what kind of word can I use to describe her feelings? Blown out? Enraptured? Captivated? 

	I don’t know, but she was looking at me as with new eyes. Eyes of respect. 

	“Where did you ever learn that?” She finally managed to ask. She was fanning her mouth and breathing hard. Her chest was heaving, and it wasn’t just from the drink and lack of breathing while we kissed. It was horniness, pure and simple. 

	“I knew a girl who read a book. It was in the book. The book was called ‘The Bomber’s Story.’ So I tried it.” 

	Suddenly, her eyes thinned. “With who? With that girl?” 

	My mouth opened but I didn’t say anything. Then I squeaked out, “This was before I met you.” 

	She gave me the eye, but she was laughing, too. Everybody has a life before their life. 

	“Okay, your turn.” 

	She applied lipstick, pressed her lips against the salt, and got ready for me. 

	I too a small sip, then attacked her lips. I licked, I sucked, I tasted her. I ‘drank’ Sally. 

	And she ate me up right back. She caught some of the dribble of tequila from my mouth, and then I had had enough. It was too hot, I needed relief, and I grabbed a lemon wedge and sucked it like it was the last canteen in the desert. 

	Sally laughed, her eyes were alight with fire and tequila, and she handed the lipstick to me. 

	We drank like that for a half hour. Laughing and giggling, our faces turning bright red around our mouths, being too drunk to care. 

	Surprisingly, we only drank maybe a quarter of the bottle. Little sips go a long way, but we were loopy as all get out. 

	So we lay in each other’s arms and kissed. And occasionally put fresh lipstick on, and occasionally sipped straight from the bottle. And we were too drunk to need salt or lemon.  

	Finally, stoned on love and guava piss, we stood up, swayed, held each other’s hands, and retired to the boudoir. 

	I sat on the bed, brushed my hair out of my eyes, and watched as she took out her dildo and handed it to me. 

	It looked huge to me. “I can take all of this?” 

	“I can, and, to tell the truth, Brad’s dick was about this size. In fact, this is why I bought it. It’s like Brad’s.” 

	I giggled as I heft the big, purple tool. “We’re talking about me as if I’m a separate person.” 

	Sally smiled, but didn’t say anything. But what was there to say? Deep currents were running here. We were a man and a woman, and a woman and a woman, and we were lesbians, and we were going to perform hetero sex. 

	“Lay back,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed. 

	I fell back, laughing, and grabbed my boobs when they moved around on my chest. 

	She sat down next to me. “Spread,” and she pushed my knees apart. 

	For a second I resisted that simple command, then I gave in. I was a consenting adult, and I spread my legs. 

	“Nice,” she said. And she ran a finger up my slit. 

	I jerked from the sexual charge that resulted. I felt like electricity was gobbling up my innards. 

	She switched hands, held the dildo in one hand, and placed the other hand on my snatch. She spread my labia and began trailing the dildo over my flesh. 

	We were laughing, drunk, and then we were not laughing, and it was serious, but we were still drunk. 

	“These are the labia,” she leaned forward and sucked the lip on one side of my pussy, then the other. 

	“This is the clitoris.” She sucked on it, then she drew back and used her fingers to push it around. 

	I groaned and tilted my hips in want. 

	“Now, you’ve got to be wet. So make the man eat you. You can’t rely on just your own juices, or his little drizzle of pre-cum.” 

	“Make him eat me,” my tones were awed. The sensations were making me grow weak and my groin heat up. 

	She licked me then, sucked noisily, and slobbered. Then she backed up and said, “Okay, let me know if it hurts.” 

	She began to insert the dildo into me. 

	I gasped, and she stopped. “Hurt?” 

	“No, God no!” 

	She smiled and pushed it a little further, and then it stopped. Which is to say she stopped because the dildo hit an obstruction. 

	“I thought so,” she murmured. “Hold on.” She ran into the bathroom and came out with a fluffy towel. “Lift your hips,” and she slid the towel under me. 

	“What?” 

	“You’ve got a hymen.”  

	“A…a cherry?” 

	“Yes, and it’s going to pop, and there’s going to be a little blood.” 

	“Oh.” And I was worried, but too drunk to give credence to my worry. 

	She began to work the dildo into me again, but she was slow, and she wiggling it and corkscrewed it, feeling for the hymen. The tip of the dildo suddenly stopped, and I could feel a very, very slight pain, and resistance. 

	“We could do this like ripping a band aid off fast,” she spoke conversationally. “But I want you to love sex with your new pussy.” 

	I was groaning and moaning, and even pushing my hips, and hymen, into her hand. 

	“Easy, now.” 

	“It’s just too…too—“ 

	She leaned up to me and kissed me, a slow, tender kiss, and it calmed me down. I realized that I wanted the pleasure, but not the pain, and I was getting both. I had to relax, to let her do me the right way. And, with that realization my hymen broke. 

	I could feel the thin membrane separate, and the dildo slide through, and it didn’t hurt, but I felt a gush of liquid shooting down my channel. 

	“There we go. Got it. You’re bleeding.” 

	I lay there, she didn’t move the dildo, and it felt big inside me, and we stared at each other. And I hadn’t realized how big such a thing could be. 

	Now I was a woman. I was full and complete, even though it was with fake dick, and I had bled for my enlightenment. 

	After a minute Sally wiped my thighs with the towel. Then dropped the towel on the floor. “Okay, it’s still going to be messy, but are you ready to experience dick?” 

	My eyes were huge, and I nodded and gulped. 

	She smiled, and she began to work the dildo in and out of me. 

	I felt it slide in, I felt all the nerves screaming with pleasure. I wanted to hunch over and go into the fetal position with the wonderfulness of it all. 

	She pulled it out, and I wanted to arch my back, tilt my hips and grab that wonderful cock with my pussy. 

	In and out, driving me more and more into white hot pleasure. This was different than jilling off, like we had done the previous night. This was real sex. It was hole and cork. Pussy and plow. 

	She took her hand off my nipple and put it on the bottom of the dildo. “Grab your own tits. Give yourself some pleasure.” 

	I grabbed for my tits, pulled on the nipples. 

	She slapped me on the pussy, and I grunted and lurched. I was out of control, and she knew it, and she controlled me, manipulated me, moved me closer and closer to ‘the moment.’ 

	“Oh…fuck…I never…” 

	She was grinning happily, shoving that big thing into me, yanking it out. Now that I was broken in she was showing no mercy. 

	I began to make weird sounds, little grunts and even whistles. My hips were lurching, my tits were on fire, and then I felt it start. 

	My eyes snapped open and I stopped moving. It was like there was a dragon crawling down my sex tube, looking for something to eat, trying to obliterate my awareness and replace it with sublimity. With heaven. With the truth of the universe. 

	“Oh…OH…OH…! 

	And it broke over me, my hips convulsed like somebody was shooting electricity through them. 

	My back arched and my hands went down to my gap, and then I folded in on myself. I just bent in half and held my pussy, and my mind…where was my mind? Oh, yeah, over there, the other side of paradise. 

	Sally stood up, tossed the bloody towel into the bathroom, and went to her the bed stand and opened the drawer. She pulled out the tangle of straps and began untangling it, then she stepped into it. 

	I came down sufficient to watch her, but my mind was not registering, or, rather, it was registering, but there was not thought. I was observing without thinking, or judgement or any of those stupid human things. 

	She took the dildo and fit it into the strap on. As she screwed the dildo into place she grinned at me. “There’s a nub on the back end. So even while I’m fucking you, you’re going to be fucking me. If you’re a good, little bitch…I can get off, too.” 

	She came to the bed and stood in front of me. “Sit up,” and she took my hand and pulled me upright. 

	The dildo was right in my face. It was glistening with my juices, there was even a trace of red on it, but I didn’t care. As a prissy bitch I wanted an orderly world, but as a lust hungry wench, I just wanted the world. 

	“Suck it. Get it wet. You want lubrication, and spit ain’t bad.” 

	I moved my head forward, was astounded when my lips slid over the head. I held the head in my mouth for a moment, savoring the experience. As a man I couldn’t do this. But as a woman…I had to do it. 

	“Yeah” Sally whispered, then she reached down and adjusted the strap on slightly. “Gobble me,” she commanded. 

	I did, and she groaned again. “That’s it. Now suck me. Suck me off. Pretend this is a real dick. Close your eyes and do your duty.” 

	And I did. I slobbered, and my plump lips slithered up and down, and I took the dick halfway into my mouth. 

	“Don’t bother trying to deep throat me. That’s takes practice and discipline. That can come with time.” 

	I nodded, and my head bobbed, and she thrust her hips gently forward, and she held the back of my head and controlled me. 

	For a long minute I just sucked, getting the feel of the thing, trying to understand what I was doing. 

	“Okay,” Sally pushed my head away. I looked up at her. “Now lay back and get ready for poppa.” 

	I lay back, and watched as she pushed my knees apart and crawled up between my legs. 

	In this moment I was scared again. She was going to fuck me. She was going to put that dick in me, and with her whole weight. 

	But I was a man! I thought weakly. 

	Then I felt her arms on each side of me, and the dick touched my pussy. Now not powered by hand, but the whole weight of her body. 

	Her body, a woman’s body, but now it was being a man’s body. Sally was, for a the moment, a man. And she had something for me. 

	It was different when she pushed the dick in. It was more powerful, more stable, and it seemed to split me apart. 

	Not like being inserted, but like being split in two. 

	Then she was in, and I felt her lying on me. I felt her tits on mine. And we looked in each other’s eyes. And she said, “Brad or Missy. I don’t care. I love you.”  

	“And I love you.” 

	And then she began to move. Not small jerks and motions, as if with a hand, but full powered lungings into my core. I felt her hips inside mine. 

	I grabbed her tits then, and I pulled them, hard. 

	She groaned. “Oh, you bitch!” And then she laughed and pushed into me hard. So hard I let go of her breasts. And she collapsed on me, laid on me with her whole weight, and it took my breath away and I put my arms around her body and hugged her. I held on for dear life. 

	“Here we go, baby.” 

	She began to saw into me. I had no defense. I couldn’t hold on to anything but her, and she drilled into me like a nail into wood. She savaged my hole. She ruptured my soul with her hard love. 

	I could feel myself draining away, becoming a rag doll to her force, her power. 

	This is what it feels like when a man takes a woman! I realized. This is fucking! This is what it feels like to give up, to give in, and to take, to accept, a man complete. 

	And Sally thrust and thrust, so much power, so much love. And the more I gave up, the closer the super nova came. 

	And it rose up in me, a bright light that obliterated reality and showed me the truth of love. It felt like I was floating in space, and the big dick inside me was a rocket ship, shooting me higher, taking me to places I hadn’t even imagined. 

	I held on, and then I felt her. The nub on her end of the dildo had worked, and it had gotten her off. Yet I felt sorry for her…as a man. No man could ever hope to understand this completion, this resurrection of pure spirit. 

	All they could do was spit a little and grunt, and think they had experienced something. 

	Sally locked up, her back arched, the prick as far into me as it could go, and I could feel her spewing her love out. No seed splatted on my walls, but she emptied her spirit into me. 

	And, in a way, I felt sorry for me. Because I needed something more than plastic. I really needed a real dick. Hard and fleshy, something to two balls off of, a pointer to the love that rescued the human race from itself. 

	Then it was over.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER SIX 

	  

	 

	We watched the TV, cuddling on the couch. Kissing each other, and just enjoying ourselves. 

	  

	 

	The round up of these sick people is proceeding nicely. Citizens are advised to follow the orders of officers engaged in the round up. these heroes are easily recognized by their blue shirts and the logo emblazoned on their backs. 

	  

	 

	A knock sounded at the front door. 

	“I’ll get it!” I bounced up and ran around the couch to the door. 

	“Missy?” called Sally, but it was too late. 

	I opened the door and was confronted by two ladies in blue shirts. And I was frozen by the logo that wasn’t only on their backs, it was on a patch on their shirt front. It was the Blue Jack Ass in a circle. 

	Like the plane that had released the gas! 

	They stared at me, then grinned. From my frozen state that deduced that I was scared, which I was, and that I was a Republican. They jumped forward, and though I tried to get away, they grabbed me and started pulling me out of the apartment. 

	“Help!” I screamed. 

	“No help for you, Republican!” one of them sneered at me. Then Sally arrived. 

	“Get your hands off her you bitches!” 

	For a second everything was chaos, then Sally had batted their hands away and was standing in front of me like a protective mother. I stared over her shoulder at the two blue jackasses. 

	“We’re collecting Republicans!” snarled one of them. 

	“Then go collect them. Missy and I are room mates, have been for years.” 

	“Then let’s see her license.” 

	“You can fuck her license. I want the name and number of your supervisor.” 

	That shut the two jackasses up. They looked at each other, then started to weakly protest. “We’re just doing our job!” “There’s no need to  call our supervisor.” 

	“Then get the fuck out of here!” Sally moved back, moving me back, and slammed the door in their faces. 

	Sally and I stood in the hallway and listened. For a second there wasn’t any sound, then we heard their footsteps on the stairs. 

	“Come on,” Sally tugged me out into the living room. She went and drew the drapes, then drew them back far enough to watch the street.  

	“What are you doing?” 

	“I’m watching those bitches. If they stand around and watch the apartment, we have trouble They’re waiting for their supervisor. If they go on about their business then…ah. Here they are.” 

	I stood next to Sally, and I could see through the crack in the drapes. The two Jack Asses went to a blue van with a circle with a Blue Jackass in it. They seemed to be discussing something, then they headed for an apartment house across the street. shortly we could see them come out, and they moved to the next apartment. 

	Sally sighed, let the drapes come back together, and turned to me. “That was close.” 

	“They were going to take me away.” 

	“Yes, they were. And you, girlfriend, must learn something about women.” 

	“What?” 

	“Women are meaner than men. Men get in an argument they talk a lot, they might push, but they tend not to fight. They are physical, and they’ve been in fights, and they don’t want to get hurt. 

	“Women, however, don’t have that experience. They start fighting, and they let out their claws and they don’t seem to understand that pain is pain.” 

	“So what should I have done?” 

	“What I did. Talk tougher. And threaten them with something bigger than they are.” 

	“Their supervisor.” 

	“Exactly. They might want to fight, but if you show them a bigger club,” and she shrugged. 

	I marveled at her explanation. Women are meaner than men. I turned over experiences in my mind. I sorted through the way women were described as ‘catty,’ and how men bumped for respect. The men seemed to settle things between themselves. They established a pecking order. But women did seem a bit more vicious. Once they started fighting they seemed to hate forever. 

	“Thank you.” 

	She looked at me. 

	“Once again you’ve saved my bacon.” 

	She grinned. “You can thank me when we get your dick back.” 

	And suddenly it hit me. “Sally! Those girls…that truck! They had the Blue Jackass in the circle!” 

	“That’s the emblem of the special police. I suppose it’s based on the Democrat symbol, and—“ 

	“It was on the plane that gassed me!” 

	“What?” 

	“Before I collapsed, or passed out or slept, or whatever, I remember distinctly. I looked up and the plane was low and I could see the circle with the Blue Jack Ass in it.” 

	“You’ve got to be mistaken.” 

	“I’m not.” 

	“Maybe the gas was effecting you…giving you hallucinations.” 

	“Hey, I’ve been stoned enough to know the difference between reality and a hallucination.” 

	Sally studied me. She could hear the ring of truth in my voice. 

	“But that makes no sense. Why would the special police gas you…and then round you up?” 

	We stood there for a long time. Wondering. And I finally put it into words. “Because there was no attack.” 

	“No. You can’t…that’s a conspiracy theory. And you Republicans are always spouting conspiracy theories.” 

	“But I know what I saw. Can you explain it any other way?” 

	She couldn’t. “Okay, let’s say you’re right, and I’m not saying you are, what do we do?” 

	“Go to the newspapers. Tell the truth. Reveal the conspiracy.” 

	Sally was silent for a long time, deep in thought, then she said, “If we do this then you’re putting yourself at risk.” 

	“But if I do this then there’s a chance, a small chance, that I could be turned back into a man.” 

	“But I don’t want to risk losing you. Brad or Missy, I want you.” 

	“And I love you. But if people are being transgendered against their will, then we need to speak up about it.” 

	Finally, Sally agreed. But first, we had to spend a night researching the Blue Jackasses, and we had to eat and rest. And most of all, we had to make love. 

	  

	 

	The next day I woke to a finger up my cunt. 

	“What!” And I tried to move, but Sally held me down, laying half across me as she nibbled on a nipple and finger banged me. “Let me go!” 

	“The fuck you say!” she giggled, and inserted two fingers. 

	I was moving my hips up and down, but after a second it was more I was humping her hand more than struggling. 

	“Let me go,” I moaned weakly. 

	She just laughed, a very evil laugh, then she took her hand away and spun around, threw a leg over me, and was sitting high on my chest. Her buttocks was above my tits but below my face. 

	“Are you ready?” 

	“What?” 

	“You need to get me off.” 

	“I can’t!”I tried yelling, “Rape!” but she wiggled forward, and suddenly my mouth was eating her pussy. 

	“Gah! Yu go le go!” 

	She laughed and moved down, smushed her pussy onto my face. 

	I had no choice. It was eat, or be smothered. I started by giving little bites, then, when she moved up an inch, I began chewing on her hole. 

	“Oh, yeah!” 

	I could see her arch her back, and she began slapping and pulling her breasts. 

	I gobbled more. I used tongue and teeth, and I found her clitoris. 

	“Unh! Oh!” 

	I sucked and bit. I pulled and slapped it with my tongue. 

	“God!” And then she orgasmed. It was a quickie, an early morning quickie, and she froze on my face for a second, lurched a couple of times, then I tasted the sweet nectar as she squirted a bit of juice. 

	She fell forward, suddenly tired, and held herself up on her hands. 

	I wiggled out from under her, and she didn’t seem to mind. 

	I stood up, and she rolled over and lay back. “God, that was good.” 

	“If that was good, think how this will be.” And I jumped on her. 

	If she hadn’t just cum I wouldn’t have been able to hold her down. But I managed to lay across her belly. It was an awkward position. She had my full weight on her, and her arms couldn’t get the leverage to toss me off. 

	I put a fist to her pussy and began grinding my knuckles into her. 

	“Oh…oh…oh!” 

	“Turn about is a bitch, you bitch!” I laughed and pushed my fist harder. Then I opened my hand and inserted two fingers. 

	She gasped. I finger fucked her for a minute, and I must have been hitting something good, because she lost all strength and moaned and her body rippled with pleasure. 

	Three fingers, and more moans, and then something unexpected happened. My new body was small, and had small hands, and my hand actually slipped into her. She was juicy from just cuming. She was getting hot and slick from my pressure, and she just suddenly relaxed and my fist slipped past her labia and I was suddenly up to the wrist. 

	We froze. I stared at my wrist. She brought her head up and stared at me. I stared at her. And then she mumbled, “Fuck me, you bitch!” 

	Tentatively, a little scared of what I was doing, I moved my fist inward. My wrist slid across her nerves, and the look on her face. It was sublime rapture. It was heaven on a stick. I have never seen such pleasure on a human face in my life. 

	Her head dropped back, and it sounded like she was gargling, then I felt her hands grab my wrist. I was moving slowly, but she grabbed my wrist and used my fist like it was a dildo. She pushed my fist in and out, groaning and crying out. She was so loud the apartments above and below us could hear us, if they were listening. 

	“Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me, Brad!” she chanted. 

	I began to take over. I had more leverage, and I rammed my fist in and pulled it out. 

	“Oh, yeah!” She yelped, her hips jumping six inches up. 

	I pulled out and her fingers clutched at my wrist, her nails actually scoring me. 

	In and out, again and again. Violent love. Sweet ravagement. And before I knew it, she was bucking and crying and cuming again. And again. And again. 

	I stared at her in awe as she came down, finally stopped cuming. Then I pulled my fist out, slowly and carefully, and realized she had passed out. 

	  

	 

	She slept for an hour, and I went in and fixed breakfast. And while I waited for Sally to wake up I thought, she called me Brad. 

	But I was Brad. But I was also Missy. 

	Did she want Brad or Missy? 

	And, not to be crass, did it matter? One way or another, we were together. And we had a love that was bigger than merely being male or female. 

	So immersed in thought, I actually jumped when Sally slid into her seat. 

	“Oh!” 

	“You were deep in thought. Mmm. Delicious!” She chewed on a piece of bacon. 

	“I was wondering whether I was Brad or Missy.” 

	“Does it matter? As long as we’re together?” 

	I smiled. She just cut through all my mental cogitations, and didn’t even sound crass. 

	“So what’s on the plan for today? 

	“Well, more lessons for you. We need to work on make up, and we should dress you in something that will knock out the men, not make the bitches too jealous, and then we should reconnoiter.” 

	“Reconnoiter?” 

	“The Blue Jackasses. We need to find out more about them. I’ll look on the internet first, but we’re going to have to go to the newspapers, or city hall, or somebody, and start figuring out how to tell your story. I mean, we want to be smart enough to tell it, and not get arrested by the Blue Jackasses.”               

	“Okay.” 

	“And, by the way, thank you.” 

	“For?” 

	“For that glorious morning cum. I have never been fisted before, but it’s not going to be the last time.” 

	I smiled. 

	And then she said, “And we need to fist you.” She held up her hand. It was larger than mine. A lot larger.” 

	“That’s too big.” 

	“Yeah,” she leered at me suggestively, and I had to laugh. Sally was truly incorrigible.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER SEVEN 

	  

	 

	I never realized how many ways a girl could play with clothes and make up. I didn’t have many clothes, but I tried them on in different combination. I borrowed jewelry, and marveled at the way it changed my face and whole being. Sally combed my hair different ways, and we searched for the look that was ‘me.’ She marveled because she found a couple of looks that seemed perfect, brought out my curves, emphasized my face and made it sweet appearing, and yet extremely sexual. 

	And the make up. We spent some serious time really exploring it. Different eye shadows, bronze and blush, different shades of lipstick. 

	And I was learning all the time. Sally said I was a quick learned and would be putting my own make up on within the week. It was odd, being given a compliment as a girl, and it went against all my maleness, and yet, I glowed on it. 

	Finally, she put fake nails on me. She brushed downwards, three coats, and put a hard shine on top to protect them. “You’re going to have to learn to pick things up, use a phone, even eat, all over again. It’ll be frustrating at first, but you’ll get it, then it will be fun. While guys try to smush their fingers into a little square on a cell phone, you’ll be tapping that fingernail and feeling a thrill run up your finger and to your spine, and then…somewhere else.” 

	We giggled. Seemed all we did was giggle. 

	Then we had a quick, small lunch, rabbit food, and I wasn’t too thrilled about that. Then we headed out for the day. 

	She drove, and I sat in the passenger seat. The sun felt wonderful, and the wind blew my long, blonde hair behind me. I caught glimpses of me in the make up mirror on the visor, and realized how truly beautiful I was. 

	So weird. I was a hunky man, never had trouble with the girls, and now I was one of the girls, and I could feel my whole way of believing shifting and changing. I would no longer hold the door open for a girl, but stride past a fawning male with pride and out thrust titties. I could no longer relax and joke, I would have to be careful and on the watch for lustful males all the time. 

	Sally interrupted my thoughts, and she must have been reading my mind: “Now, how do you treat men, and how do you treat women?” 

	“With men I look down, or upward in admiration. I giggle a lot and let themselves act crazy for me. With women I have to figure out whether they are good or bad. If good I trust, with reserve. If bad, I take a snide attitude and watch for an opportunity to walk all over them.” 

	“Don’t watch, just do. You can’t give the mean girls a chance. Once they think you’re weak they will make it their life mission to squash you.” 

	On one hand, I knew how good this advice was. On the other hand, I was astounded at how she immediately categorized women as good or bad. As Brad almost every woman was good. They all giggled and responded to me. Only one in a thousand was a bitch. As Missy I was told it’s more like 50/50. And once a bitch doesn’t want something from you, they scorn you. So you have to be more beautiful, more arrogant, and willing to walk all over them with your high heels. 

	First stop, my apartment. I had my keys now, and I wanted to pick up a stash of extra cash I kept on hand. So we swung by my apartment, Sally parked and I ran in. And ran into Marsha, the manager. 

	“Who are you?” she barked as I unlocked my door. 

	I was surprised, she had never spoken to me in such fashion, and I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped forward and tried to take my keys. “Give me those!” 

	I jerked them back, and Sally’s training, plus a little bit of my own pissed off self asserted itself. She had always been sweet to Brad, but to find out she was one of the bad ones, it pissed me off, and it pissed me off that she had had me fooled. 

	“I’m Missy, Brad’s sister. And who the fuck are you?” 

	She pushed my up against the corner of the hall. Shit. I had almost been through the door, and now I lamented my big titted body. It seemed that everybody was stronger than me. I was going to have to do a little working out, maybe study some more MMA, if this continued. 

	“Get your hands off me, bitch!” My voice rose up, and I think the only thing I had in my favor, she wasn’t buying my tough girl act, was that I was right. And I knew I was right. 

	So we struggled for a second, my hand closed tightly over my keys, and I realized that the real reason I was having trouble was that I still had that piece of male in me that said it wasn’t right to hit a girl. 

	Heck, if a guy had tried what she was doing I would have cold cocked him. Slobber knocked him into the next century. But no guy would try that because as Brad I was big, strong, and had an alpha male confidence. 

	Realizing that, I finally made a move, I head butted her. I jerked my head and hit my forehead into her nose. 

	“Ow!” She said, and lurched back, keys forgotten. A little bit of blood ran down from her nose. 

	“Ow!” I cried, tears coming to my eyes. I had never head butted anybody, and I hadn’t known how much it hurt. I rubbed my forehead and stared at her. I wondered if she was going to come back on me. But, as Sally had pointed out, girls aren’t used to real violence. She just held her nose and stared at the blood seeping onto her hands. 

	I had my advantage. “I’m going in to call the police. You wait right here.” 

	I entered the apartment, closed the door, then raised my voice so it could be heard outside the door. “Hello? I want to report a mugging, my address is…” I continued talking as I moved away from the door, and by the time I reached the kitchen I knew she wouldn’t be able to hear me. I stopped fake talking and ran for my room. I collected a paper envelope I had taped to the bottom of my drawer, I know, tacky, but it worked. 

	I grabbed a credit card I only used every once in a while, then headed for the door. Then stopped and went back into the kitchen and picked up a bottle of Wild Turkey, 101. I had never opened it and it was a shame to think of it going to waste. 

	I returned to the front door. Except for a few drops of blood on the landing, there was no sign of Marsha. I sprinted down the stairs and headed across the street for Sally. 

	She watched me, and she grinned, and I knew I must make a sight. My hair was a little mussed up from my encounter, my boobs were bouncing, and I was holding a big, old bottle of booze. 

	As I got in she said, “Bitch, you are every man’s dream, why did…what happened to your forehead?” 

	“Drive, and I’ll tell you. I rubbed my forehead. No bump, but the visor mirror revealed a big, red mark. 

	So she drove, and I told her about Marsha. 

	“Sounds like a real bitch,” she commented when I was done. “Try a little make up on that bump.” 

	“That surprised me. I don’t know why, or maybe I do. When a guy gets a bruise it’s ‘so what? That’s part of life!’ But I couldn’t take that attitude as a girl. My first response always had to be…look good. 

	So I opened up a compact, weird things, those little cases, and I touched up my forehead, and darned if that big red spot became nothing more than a hint of redness. 

	“Excellent,” I muttered, then turned to Sally. “You want to try the bank? See if I can get any more money out?” 

	“Might just as well.” 

	We stopped at my bank and I walked up to the front door. I could see official people inside, so I turned to the ATM. I couldn’t get everything out, but I could get the limit, which was $800. A minute later I was back in the car. 

	“Good thing to avoid the official types. So saying, are you ready to go to the newspapers?” 

	“Sure.” 

	Sally turned and headed across town to the local newspaper. 

	“We’re going to have to be careful,” Sally cautioned, as we walked up to the front doors. 

	Boy, did I know that. Jack Asses picking up people on the street, the news telling everybody to watch out for ‘infected people,’ the suits in the bank. ‘Careful’ was going to be my middle name from now on. 

	We entered a shiny, new building and crossed to the front desk. 

	“How may I direct you?” the receptionist smiled at us. 

	“We’d like to see a reporter,” Sally took the reins, and that was good. This place had a strange feel to it. 

	“And this is about?” 

	Sally lifted an arrogant eyebrow, stared the girl down, and stated in the most bland manner, “News.” 

	For a long second I thought we were going to have trouble On later reflection I saw that we were fine. For one, Sally had spotted the girl as a bad one right off. Good eye, girlfriend. For two, we said we had news, and if she turned us away and we did have news, bye bye cushy ‘sit around and file your nails’ job. 

	“One moment.” 

	She poked a phone with one finger and spoke into her lip mike. “Todd? We have some potential news out here.” 

	She didn’t wait for him to say anything, she just smiled and said, “Please have a seat. Todd will be right down.” 

	And Todd was right down. He greeted us cordially, then invited us back to a small office. He sat behind a desk littered with paper. The bookshelves were packed with odds and ends, only half of which were books. He had a big computer, very dusty and well used, sitting on the left side of his desk. 

	He leaned back in his swivel, clasped his hands behind his head, and said, “What can I do for you, ladies?” 

	Just as the building had a weird feeling, Todd had a weird feeling. There was just something, he had a smirky sort of smile lurking on his lips, and his eyes were very expressive, and…and insulting. Like he knew something and you didn’t and it was your fault you didn’t. 

	My estimation of Todd seemed to be shared by Sally, because she spoke slowly, haltingly, as if trying to figure him out. 

	“We saw the planes going overhead the other day, when we got gassed.” 

	“Umm,” he grunted without commitment. Encouraging us to go on even while he showed little interest. 

	“And we, uh, we noticed there was a circle with a blue donkey on it. It’s the symbol of the special police.” 

	“Yes,” he nodded. 

	“And we wondered…why is the symbol on the plane that gassed us, and on the sides of the special police trucks?” 

	“And why would that be news worthy?” 

	“Well, the TV said it was an enemy, but the…” and here she got real circumspect, “…why would the enemy have a Blue Jack Ass on it?” 

	He frowned, pursed his lips in a twisted way, and seemed to think. 

	Right at that moment, a girl stopped in his doorway. 

	“Todd, we have a news meeting with Black Lives matter in fifteen. Boss wants some copy by deadline. Meet and greet, welcome to our fair city, that sort of stuff.” 

	Todd nodded his head and the girl continued on down the hallway. Todd went back to considering us. 

	“What do you think it means?” 

	“We weren’t sure, that’s why we wanted to come report it.” 

	“You probably should go to the police. Can I have your names?” He leaned forward, picked up a pen and pulled a blank sheet of paper in front of him. 

	And suddenly I knew what it was that was weird, Todd was gay. He was male…and not male, and where did that put him? How was I supposed to treat him? 

	Sally had figured it out, too. Her body language changed. “We thought that maybe somebody had stolen a plane, and we wanted to…but I guess you’re right. We should go to the police. Come on, Missy.” She stood up. 

	Quicker than spit Brad rounded the desk. He stood between us and the door. “I think you should wait while I get security up here?” 

	“I think you should get out of the way. It’s against the law to hold somebody against their will.” 

	“I think you might be more than you appear.” He leveled an accusing gaze at us. 

	“And I think you think we’re Republicans!” 

	“Aren’t you? If you were gassed you would be unconscious, and how does an unconscious person see the Blue Jack Ass?” 

	“Because I’m a Democrat, you numb nuts! And I’m a woman! And you’re the Republican, trying to get in the way of citizens reporting criminal activities.” 

	Things were moving fast now, and Todd scrambled for words. 

	“If you’re really one of us then you won’t mind sitting and waiting for security.” 

	I thought hard, and came up with the ultimate weapon, one of Democrat devise. 

	“You racist!” I yelled. 

	He stepped back and blanched. Then he snapped, if you think I’m a racist then you must be one! 

	We were getting nowhere, so Sally pulled out the big gun. “RAPE!” 

	We could hear the offices go silent. “RAPE!” 

	But nobody came. And it hit me. A news reporter is supposed to go look at tragedy, not try to help those in jeopardy. We could get raped by this gay creep and nobody would bat an eye. It was just a news story to them. 

	So I pulled out the biggest gun. On the corner of his desk was a reward for reporting. It was a glass cube, not very big, but it was hard plastic, contained some kind of gold, congratulatory, super-sized coin, and it was heavy. 

	So I swung it around in an arc. I saw his eyes widen and his hands start to come up. Then the cube slapped into his forehead. 

	Bang! He went down like a a guy hit in the head. 

	Sally smiled and nodded, took my hand and led me over his body and out of the office. The last thing I did was drop his ‘trophy’ in his lap. He just groaned and looked up at me and rubbed the blood seeping from a huge discolored area. 

	  

	 

	“Wow! You really smacked that him!” 

	We were hustling for home. We didn’t know if the police would be interested in a couple of desperados smacking an asshole on the head with his own good work, but we didn’t want to find out. 

	“Boy, he was weird though.” 

	“Did you see how quick he fell when I hit him?” 

	Sally smiled, “Good thing you were a guy.” 

	“I really didn’t want to hit him. But this guy, brrr,” I shivered. 

	We talked about men as gay, and how female gay was, and the different ways they responded. The odd thing was, they responded like girls, but they still had a testosterone-y feel to their actions. 

	Finally, we reached Sally’s apartment. Nobody had stopped us, and we walked up and let ourselves in. 

	As soon as I closed the door Sally locked it, then grabbed me around the waist and pulled me to her. Our tits pressed together as she kissed me. Her lips felt so delicious, and I began to feel her boobs. 

	“Oh, baby,” she whispered, pulling me into the bedroom. “You are so messing my mind.” 

	“Shut up,” I spoke huskily, my blood rising, my estrogen working like testosterone does for a man. I pushed her back on the bed and began shucking my clothes. I was unused to female clothing, however, and she was naked before me. She watched as I struggled with the bra. I flexed my arms up behind me, a very unnatural thing for a male, and worked the fingernails over the clasps, trying to undo the thing without breaking a nail. 

	“I feel like I’m more alpha than you, and it’s bringing out the beast in me. You’re making me hornier than a male. I have never lusted for anybody in my life, as I do for you.” 

	“Oh, finally!” I threw the bra to one side, shimmied out of my panties, and climbed onto the bed. I crawled up between Sally’s legs and she reached her arms out to me. 

	We kissed, long and slow, taking our time and letting the pleasure build. And the heat. And the moisture in our groins. 

	“You want the dildo?” 

	She looked at me with the oddest look, then she said, “Can you wear it?” 

	“You bet your titties!” 

	I jumped out from between her legs and off the bed. I opened the drawer and pulled out the strap on. And inside I was exulting. A dick! I get to have a dick again! 

	In a trice I was back between her legs, and now I stopped at her box and started using my tongue. And, baby, did I use it. I slurped, I sucked, I nibbled, I bit. I virtually inhaled that moist pussy, and she started wiggling and groaning and holding my head to her junction. 

	Then I slid up and munched on her bosoms. I kept one hand down between her legs and used two fingers to search for her g spot. 

	“Ah, God!” she writhed and twisted and tried to fuck my fingers back. She arched her back and I pulled on her nipples. 

	And, feeling very male-like, I knelt and pressed the dildo to her pussy. 

	“Oh, yeah,” she paused and held onto my upper arms and gazed into my eyes. It was like she was hypnotized by lust. Yet, wasn’t I? Also? 

	I pushed forward, and it was comfortable and weird at the same time. The dildo was set a little higher on my frame than my dick had been, and it required different motions, different muscles. But it was a dick! And it reminded me of all the manly I was…had once been. 

	I slowly sank the plastic peter into her snatch, and loved the way she drew in her breath. 

	I tell ya, there is nothing like the feeling of a prick pushing past your membranes, filling up your sex, making you feel submissive, and yet like you have conquered the world. And I realized this not just from the male perspective, but from the female viewpoint. 

	“Oh, God! I love you. And…you remind me so much of Brad.” 

	Ah, yes, Brad. I was him, I was me, at least for a little while, and I began to drive into her harder, letting her feel the difference between a male initiated cock and a female initiated cock. 

	And it was different. For a moment the alpha look left her eyes, and she gave her self up to pleasure, to being a woman. 

	She began to hump and buck, and I had to move quick and fast, because I didn’t weigh as much as I once did, and I didn’t have the muscles, and I was in danger of being thrown off. 

	“Yes…yes!” She began to spasm, and I knew it was starting. I grabbed her nipples with my red tipped fingers and scratched them. It was something I liked, so I knew she would, and she did. 

	She gave a funny screechish sort of yelp, humped up, and the damn burst. Her eyes rolled back and she held on to me and rode the tsunami. for a long moment she twitched and jerked, and then she started to come down. 

	I didn’t pull out, I just stopped moving. And she could feel me in her and just enjoy the sensations without the urgency. 

	“Oh…that was sublime,” she sighed. 

	I held on to her and loved her, and just engrossed myself in the feeling of her warm flesh complimenting mine, heating me up, making me hornier just by her fleshy ambience. 

	Finally, however, I reached a peak of horniness. I cleared my throat. 

	“What?” 

	“Uh, have you, uh, forgotten about me?” 

	She laughed, then pushed me off. She sat cross legged and looked at me. There was a funny humor exuding from her eyes. 

	“What?” 

	“I’m going to leave you high and dry.” 

	“What?” My voice rose up in protest. “After what I just did to you?” 

	“And you did it very well, but there’s something you need to know about being a woman.” 

	I was pouting now. I was REALLY horny. I NEEDED some. “What?” I grouched. 

	“You go out on a date, the guy’s a hunk, but he doesn’t go for you. He drops you off without a kiss, but your loins are on fire. You are so wet  you are leaving a snail trail. You stomp into your bedroom, you’re breathing hard. You know that he should have fucked you, but he didn’t…what do you do?” 

	My eyebrows tilted downward toward my nose. “I don’t know. Jack off?” 

	She smiled. 

	And I got it. In hushed tones I repeated, “Jack off? Really?” 

	“Every girl does it, and every girl has to start somewhere. Jacking off, or Jilling off, as we rightly call it, sometimes takes practice. It’s not like men, you whip it out, whip it good, and spit out a frothy mess. A woman has different plumbing, and she has to learn how to do it the right way.” 

	I was staring at her and I was all agog. 

	“And, fortunately,” she breathed on her fingernails and rubbed them on her chest. “I am the expert who can talk you through it.” 

	“No!” 

	“Oh, yes. And, let me tell you, the first time is the best. Are you ready for your first trip down stimulation lane?” 

	“Well, I guess so.” 

	“Okay, lay here. On your back.” 

	I took her place, head on the pillow, and she sat next to me, kneeling like a zen monk, and staring avidly at me. 

	“In front of you?” 

	She laughed. “Embarrassed? After I’ve had  my dick in you, and yours in me, and we’ve Jilled each other off?” 

	It did sound like I was being stupid, but I couldn’t help it. And, oddly, I think it was some of that male in me that was causing that embarrassment. One of the things I was learning was that men are much more restricted than women. Women are restricted by society, specifically their society, but men are restricted by themselves. And since I had both the male and female viewpoint, I was double restricted, and yet, in a way, double freed up. 

	“Okay, rub your nipples a little. 

	I did, and my face was bright red. 

	“Oh, look at poor you! All humiliated by having a tit. And a slit.” 

	I tried to push the embarrassment away. 

	“Now, stick a finger in your snatch.” 

	Feeling like I was on fire, I did, and it felt good. “Oh.” 

	“Yes, a little penetration goes a long way, but the secret of female masturbation is not penetration.” 

	“It’s not?” 

	“Definitely not. The key is to rub right here.” She rubbed just a fraction of an inch above my clit. Immediately I felt electricity. 

	“Oh, Missy likes that!” Sally giggled. “Now, the trick is to play with your tits, lick them if you can, and your boobs are so fucking big you should be able to do that easily, and keep rubbing that spot above your pussy. 

	So I did. I lifted my tits up and sucked on my own nipples, and it felt good. Really good. And I rubbed my pussy, and even slapped it a little. 

	“Good! You have an intuitive feel for this. Now, if you feel like rolling a bit, turning on your side, or whatever, feel free.” 

	I arched my back, and energy seemed to leap off my tits. I wiggled my hips, and I could feel the button I was rubbing screaming out. 

	In truth, I wanted a dick. I wanted penetration. I wanted somebody else to help me. 

	But that wasn’t the point here. This was flying solo. 

	So I rubbed, and my breathing became harsh and ragged, and Sally said. “Close your eyes. Forget I’m here.” 

	That was easy. I had gotten so horny I had forgotten my embarrassment. And I was so close it was easy to forget about everything else. 

	“Now, last hint…try to relax. don’t make it happen, let it happen.” 

	This last piece of advice was hard, and I rubbed myself for a long minute before I could figure it out. but when I did, I popped. I mean, I BANGED! 

	My eyes flicked open and the world was white and I was barely aware of anything else. There was only this explosion, almost male like, deep inside me. My back arced so hard I thought it was going to hurt. I was dimly aware of Sally jumping for joy, literally, next to me. she was clapping her hands and laughing, and my mouth was in an O of surprise and delight. 

	And, slowly, the whiteness faded, and I began to see the world again. My body relaxed, and I could breath, be it in short and ragged gasps. 

	And Sally said the most interesting thing. 

	“A real woman never needs anybody else.” 

	And it was true, but I knew it wasn’t totally true. Sure I could Jill off, but I needed her. I needed her warmth and protection. I needed her sweet, moist pussy. I even needed her plastic dick. 

	And a part of me started to cry. And tears flowed out of my eyes. 

	Sally hugged me then. She held me and comforted me and shushed me. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 

	But I couldn’t stop crying for a long time. I was crying for my lost dick. I loved being female, but I had started out as a male, and I was losing that. I was adapting and changing, and it was hurting me, even as Sally helped me through it.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER SEVEN 

	  

	 

	We woke early the next day, refreshed and ready to go. Sally gave me a small lesson on make up, and we determined to get me some more clothes, high heels, more sexy underwear, bras that really showed me off. 

	We ate a quick breakfast, then we started out with our shopping. 

	We were in a lingerie shop, holding up items to our bodies and giggling and laughing, and I suddenly asked. “What am I going to do about identification?” 

	“That might be tough, and it might not.” 

	“Why?” 

	“Because you have to establish yourself. Once you establish yourself, however, the government doesn’t care about you as long as you pay taxes.” 

	I thought about that, and I thought about the various possibilities. 

	First I would need to get a birth certificate, then a driver’s license. Hmm. 

	“How hard is it to make a birth certificate?” 

	“Pretty easy, probably. Just go online and find one, then copy it, and then change it to suit yourself.” She was looking at a shelf bra, and I knew what she was thinking. Fuck me bra. And I liked it. 

	And that was about all we did that morning. Shop, talk, make plans, and keep a low profile. In the backs of our minds was the afternoon. We were going to go to City Hall and poke around. 

	The news paper had been a dead end. And social media we were scared of. Everybody knows the social media is a spy machine for the government. 

	But maybe if we went to city hall and nosed around, maybe we could find somebody who knew something, or was sympathetic, who we could speak to with honesty. 

	It was discouraging to know that half the United States had gone over to the dark side. The more we watched TV the more was we were convinced that the Democrats had executed a coup, and that the country was changing, now and forever. 

	Of course, it always changed, but to be changed against the will of the people? 

	Anyway, we tried to keep ourselves cheerful, and we went out to a fancy bistro and ordered veggie sandwiches and ate them. Well, Sally ate them both of them. I only nibbled before I handed mine over to her. 

	“How are you ever gonna put some fat on those skinny bones of yours?” She joked. 

	“I think it’s you that’s going to be loading up on the fat.” 

	She held up a sandwich and looked at it. Veggie sandwiches, now there’s a plot. How come a girl can’t eat what she wants?” 

	“She can, if she wants to look like this” and I puffed my cheeks out and looked cross eyed. 

	Sally laughed and laughed, and I loved the sound of her laughter. 

	  

	 

	The afternoon came and we drove down to the heart of the city. Traffic was light, which stood to sense now that half the Republicans,  25% of the total population, were women and in some FEMA camp somewhere. 

	Still, we didn’t park too close to City Hall. If we had to run for it we didn’t want to get bogged in traffic. Easier to run a couple of blocks than play bumper tag. 

	As we walked onto the plaza where City Hall was located we saw the changes right away. 

	To the right of City Hall was a table advertising for people to join Black Lives Matter. On the left was a table looking for Antifa recruits. 

	As there was a small crowd mingling, we stood around and listened to people for a while. 

	In front of the Black Lives Matter table: “You don’t want to join Antifa! They’re fascists!” 

	“But they say they’re anti-fascist!” 

	“Who do you think is fire bombing and dragging down statues, eh?” 

	And, in front of the Antifa table: “Stay away from Black Lives Matter. They’re communists!” 

	“But aren’t they for black people?” 

	I had to lean in closer to hear the whispered explanation. “They’re not really black!” 

	We walked up the steps, winding our way around news crews filming politicians. I had heard it said that a politician never wastes a good disaster, and now I knew it was true. These politicians were spouting all sorts of various things, and seemed awfully happy. 

	We entered the rotunda and looked across to where a table was set up and many people were engaged in talking over one another. Over the table hung a flag. On the flag was a circle, and inside the circle was a Blue Jackass. 

	“Oh, my,” I whispered. 

	We looked at a big menu board, but weren’t encouraged. All the people we  thought we might be able to see were on the second floor or higher, and there were two big guards next to the elevator. 

	We wandered up to the Blue Jack Ass table and listened surreptitiously to the various conversations. 

	One conversation: 

	“We rounded them all up and the judge is pronouncing sentences right now.” 

	“What’s going to happen to them?” 

	“Damn Republicans, who cares.” 

	Another conversation: 

	“But they’re women now, we should send them out to service our troops. They’re all whores anyway.” 

	Another conversation: “We have to repeal the 19th amendment. These damned Republican women now outnumber the Democratic women, and…” 

	And, standing behind a councilman being interviewed: 

	“They’re not real women, so they don’t have rights. As far as I’m concerned, they don’t get to vote, and they’re just chattel, property of the state.” 

	Suddenly Sally bumped me. I looked at her, and she grabbed my sleeve and pulled me towards an open door. Behind it were stairs, and no guard, and she just managed to get to it before it closed. 

	Quickly, we ran up the stairs. 

	“Who are we going to see?” 

	“Howard Bossoms.” 

	“Howard Bosoms?” I queried. 

	Sally laughed. “I watched a couple of interviews with him. He’s a Democrat, but he seems to be sympathetic, or at least not vindictive. 

	We came to the third floor and walked briskly down the hallway. A few doors down we came to a closed door with frosted glass and the legend, Representative Howard Bossoms. 

	We listened, but there was no sound. Sally tried the doorknob, it turned, and we entered. 

	An empty waiting room. We walked across a rich rug, passed a desk of exotic woods, and came to the door to Howard Bossom’s place of work. 

	Sally tapped. 

	“Come in.” 

	We entered. 

	It was a big room, lots of furniture. There was a conference table on the right. To the left were several chairs and a big TV set. In front of us was another desk of exotic wood, and behind the desk sat Howard. 

	He was an older man, grey hair starting to fringe out. He was wearing spectacles, but his eyes shone behind them. 

	“Good afternoon, ladies. What can I do for you? 

	We went to his desk, and he motioned us to sit down.  

	Sally and I looked at each other, and then I began. 

	“I’m pretty scared.” 

	“Yes, this epidemic…” 

	“It’s no epidemic.” 

	He tilted his head slightly and watched me. He appeared bland, but I knew that just hid a shrewdness. “How so?” 

	“I saw the plane that did the gassing. It was the special police. The plane had a circle with a Blue Jack Ass in it.” 

	He nodded. “Yes?” he didn’t appear unduly disturbed. He just sat back and took it in. 

	“Well, that’s about it. We’ve tried telling the newspapers, but they…they weren’t interested.” 

	He smiled. Then he stood up, came around the table and headed for the wet bar. He seemed to be deep in thought. 

	“I hate champagne,” he said, as he poured bourbon into three glasses. “I’m going to splash a little Coke in here. It’s good bourbon, but ladies find the taste a little rough.” 

	Sally and I stared at each other. We had just told him the world was ending, or at least the United States, and he was making drinks! 

	He returned to us, handed us each a glass, then went back for his own. Shortly he was sitting behind his desk again, musing, getting ready to pontificate. 

	“So what makes you think I would be interested in your, excuse me if I say…’tall tale?’” 

	“But it’s not a tall tale! It looks like the Blue Jack Asses are a branch of the Democratic party! And they have used weapons of mass destruction—“ 

	He lifted one eyebrow. 

	“Okay, call it weapons of mass transformation. But they have deliberately attacked the Republican party and changed them into girls. They…” 

	I ranted for a half a minute, then just sort of shut. It was his eyes, kind and knowing, that did it. 

	“Okay, so let me get this straight.” He leaned back, held his glass of booze as if he was balancing it on his belly, “You were a Republican.” And he looked at me. 

	It was an accusation without being an accusation. It was merely a statement of fact without rancor. 

	“I…but—“ 

	He waved a hand desultorily, “Oh, I don’t care. I’ve got far bigger problems.” 

	Sally and my mouths were starting to open. It was plain he knew about the planes and the Blue Jack Asses. 

	“The camps are already overflowing. They were supposed to be big enough. And we are having a heck of a time getting enough women to be guards.” 

	He looked at us, his eyes filled with Santa Claus humor. 

	“We can’t have men guard the Republican women. Oh, no. The women would offer themselves, and the men would take them, and suddenly we would have a bunch of Democrat men turning into Republicans, and we would have to send out the planes again…” 

	Now our mouths were fully open. He didn’t just know about…he was fully engaged in. He was virtually admitting complicity. 

	He stood up and went to the bar again, poured himself another drink. He looked at us and held the bottle up. We found ourselves shaking our heads at him. 

	He came back and sat down. 

	“What I would suggest you do,” and he looked at me. “Is go on about your business. I can even help you get official documents, driver’s licenses and so on, should you wish. The camps are too full, and you girls don’t impress me as being overly dangerous, as far as loose cannons go.” 

	Sally and I looked at each other. We looked back at him. He chuckled. 

	“I know. You’re wondering why I’m being so helpful. Well, first off, as I said, the FEMA camps are full, and what are we going to do with all these extra girls? We’re going to have to eventually let them go, the ones that don’t get sent to entertain the troops, and that means re-educating them with Democratic principles. Lot of work, that. Republicans don’t seem to understand the concept of freedom. They don’t seem to want to do what they are told.” 

	He seemed to have no trouble making such a contradictory statement. 

	“So go home, go about your business, come see me if you need help with documents, and, oh, and be careful. There’s a very strong possibility that a lot of women are going to be deported.” 

	“But…but…” I stuttered, “but I’m of Irish lineage! I had family fight in the revolutionary war!” 

	“Irish. Despicable people.” he shook his head, then, politician like, “Present company excluded, of course. Is there anything else?” 

	We shook our heads, and we stood up and walked for the door. Right before we reached it I spun around and blurted, “Is there any way to make me back into a man again?” 

	He smiled wanly, “There is, but what do you think the chances are that you would be given that potion?” 

	And so we left City Hall. We walked down the front steps and trudged two blocks to my Mustang. And when we got there I got into the drive’s seat and we just sat there. Thinking. 

	The Blue Jack Asses had won. 

	There was no more United States. 

	And, on a more personal level, it looked like I would be stuck being a woman for the rest of my life. 

	Which wasn’t bad, I liked it, but I needed to dick somebody. Precisely, I needed to dick Sally. She was my woman, and we would probably be stuck as Lesbians for the rest of our lives. And I suppose that wasn’t bad…but I needed to be a man if we really wanted to explore our relationship. 

	Tears slowly crept into my eyes, overflowed, and trickled down my cheeks. 

	“It’s okay,” said Sally. But she didn’t take me in her arms. I knew that she was having similar thoughts to my own. 

	I started up and drove back to her apartment.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER EIGHT 

	  

	 

	We drove down the main street, lost in our thoughts. Me sad for my lost manhood, but already trying to figure things out, how to get fake ID, or real ID, if representative Bossom could be trusted. And that was a question: how do you trust a guy who has just transgendered half of the Republicans in the United States. 

	Sally was thinking her own thoughts, and I was pretty sure what they were. Could she commit herself to a Lesbian relationship? Could she live without ever feeling the warmth and wonder of a real, flesh penis? 

	We came up to the place where the plane had first flown overhead and gassed me, and I looked at the spot, and wondered at the vagaries of life.  

	Suddenly, a plane flew overhead. It flew low, and it was red, and I could see the circle on the side of it with a Red Elephant on it. 

	“Oh my God!” I screamed, and then I looked at Sally. She was holding her throat, turning pale, and her eyes were totally panicking. 

	I steered to the side of the road and stopped and leaned over to her. 

	“Sally!” 

	She was unconscious, and I patted her hand, then I grabbed a bottle of water that was in the side panel and poured it over her face. 

	She came awake. Her eyes were dazed. “I feel sick. I feel funny! I’m going to sleep.” 

	“Sally! Don’t sleep! Try to stay awake!” 

	But she shifted to the side, her head leaned against the window, and she started snoring. 

	We were only a few blocks from her apartment. We had to get there. I pulled out, there was no traffic now, everybody was stopping their cars, and I saw a man run screaming down the road. His voice was high pitched, like a girl’s and he was holding his chest where two boobs were growing. 

	I cursed, and pounded the wheel, and shook Sally, but she slept on. 

	Within two minutes I was pulling up to her apartment. I got out and ran around to her door. I opened it and she started to fall out. 

	“Wha…?” 

	I caught her, and I pulled her, and I yelled at her. “Wake up! We’ve got to get you upstairs!” 

	She was heavy, heavier than I remembered, and I got under her arm and started pushing/pulling her up the stairs. 

	“I don’t feel well.” 

	“Don’t worry, it’s going to be all right.” 

	She seemed to be getting heavier, and her arms and chest felt so solid. it was like her tits had disappeared and she had grown muscles. 

	We reached the top of the stairs and I managed to stagger her into the apartment. 

	She tried to get to the couch, and I struggled to get her aimed towards the bedroom, but I finally gave up. She felt so strong. Even dazed, it was like she was a powerhouse. 

	I pushed her onto the couch and she immediately went to sleep. 

	I thought about calling for an ambulance, but she was sleeping, snoring loudly, in fact. 

	I went to the sink and got a wash cloth and cleaned her face. 

	She mumbled, and I stared, her eyebrows were thicker, fuller, and her jaw was becoming hard and angular. 

	Her tits had disappeared and I could feel hard ridges of muscle on her chest. I took her clothes off and stared. She had a penis. Small, but getting bigger. 

	I covered her with a blanket and tried to deal with my thoughts. 

	A Red Elephant. The Republicans were striking back. They were changing Democratic women into men. And Sally was a Democrat! 

	That was really going to mess things up. 

	25% of the population, half the Democrats, would grow a pair. They would becomes strong and powerful, and they would start to become more manlike, more…Republican! 

	What a fine mess. A world of Democrats, suddenly made into real men. And they would be lusting after Republicans made into women. 

	Finally, nothing else to do but let Sally sleep it off, I poured myself a drink and turned on the TV. Time to see what new ‘enemy’ the United States had to deal with. 

	For a long couple of hours I stared at the TV, and the changes were immense. 

	The men on Republican stations were now softer, more concerned with their make up. 

	The women on the Democrat stations were suddenly tougher, real take charge men, and the lines of politics began to blur. 

	And I watched, and my mind was in a spin, and I kept checking Sally. She was fully changed now. Looked like a damn weight. lifter, muscles all over the place, and when I lifted the blanket I had covered her with I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

	Her penis was big, bigger than mine had been. It was long, and thick, and it was hard. Real hard. And throbbing. 

	Cautiously, I reached a hand out and touched it. 

	What a massive engine of pussy destruction! 

	And Sally stirred. “What?…What happened?” Her voice was deep and husky. 

	I put the blanket down and moved up to watch her face. 

	She opened her eyes. She still had a bit of make up on them, residual color from shadow, a bit of lipstick, but there was no mistaking the fact that she was a man, with a masculine face. 

	And the penis under the blanket totally backed that up! 

	“Sally, can you hear me?” 

	She smiled. Her lashes were shorter, her hair was shorter, her teeth were strong enough to bite sharks with. 

	“Hi, ba—my voice!” 

	She sat up in panic. She moved quick and sure, like a man. 

	“It’s okay! It’s okay!” And I tried to hug her. 

	But now she wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly, like a woman. Now she was feeling hard and masculine, and she wanted to get things done. 

	“What’s happened to me?” 

	“A plane went overhead. You got gassed, you turned into a man.” 

	“Oh, my God!” she jumped to her feet and ran into the bathroom. 

	For a long moment I waited for her to scream. But men don’t scream. 

	I followed her into the bathroom. 

	She stood in front of the mirror and was touching her cheek with her hand. She studied her bare chest, the light smattering of hair, the way her thick muscles were corded over her frame. 

	“What happened?” 

	“Come here.” 

	I grabbed her hand and led her back into the bedroom. I sat her down. 

	“What is going on?” 

	“You had a nightmare, but it’s changing into a dream.” 

	“What?” 

	I cupped his face—time to stop thinking of her as her, and start thinking of her as him—and kissed him tenderly. 

	Confused, not sure what was happening, he started to respond and kiss me back. 

	I pushed him back and crawled onto him. I sat on him, and his dick rose up, a monstrous thing, right in front of me. It was so long it touched my belly, and it felt like an oak tree. 

	“Missy?” 

	“Sal,” I said, and I stroked his penis. “I was scared. I was scared that I would have to live as a woman, and you as a woman, and we would miss out on all those man/woman things.” 

	He started to grunt, and I knew his balls were roiling with fluid just waiting to be spent. 

	“But now things have changed, and I’m no longer scared. I’ve got you to protect me, and I will take care of you. I will love you, and feed you, and even have babies, if that happens. 

	He was getting hotter, and I was already hot and boiling. He was rigid like a baseball bat, and nearly as big, and I was moist enough to take it all. 

	He began to moan, to make deep, guttural sounds. His hips began to move up and down. 

	“Sal, baby, are you ready for your first fuck as a man?” 

	And Sal, though confused and dazed and changed into something that he, as a she, never expected, nodded his head. 

	I squatted over him then, and I held his dick with one hand and placed it between the lips of my orifice. 

	His eyes were wide, wondering. He was going through sensations he had never even imagined existed. 

	“Okay, baby, here we go.” 

	I slid down, down, down. He opened me up, filled me, and my breath caught. 

	He was better than another pussy, better even than a plastic dildo. He was alive and warm, and I could feel his heart beating with love. 

	And I know that my heart was filled with love. 

	And I fucked him. 

	
 

	END
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