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		When Jack returned to the living room, Vireo was sitting in the dining alcove tapping through commands on his forearm console. Jack had donned the outfit Milo had synthesized and left for him. It was a simple dress in white and gold at a nod to the General’s formal uniform. It clung to his figure with a low cut neck that showed off the top of his mature cleavage. The soft fabric clung to his hips and accentuated his figure, falling down to below his knees. It left his arms bare, the solid musculature on full display. Wearing it made Jack feel both feminine and powerful.

		Vireo glanced up at Jack as he entered. His eyes lingered on Jack’s form for just a beat too long before he dropped his gaze and resumed tapping at his screen. In that brief moment, Jack caught the longing and recognized an answering echo in his own body. Vireo spoke without looking up at Jack.

		“Milo and Taron are going to take you in and keep you safe until we can find the General’s body.”

		“Any idea where she is?” Jack asked, slipping onto the bench across from Vireo, who kept his eyes firmly focused on his forearm screen.

		“Her escape pod crashed through the bubble and in the chaos it hasn’t been found yet. There’s speculation that it may have landed in the Depths.”

		The Depths. Abandoned except for the criminal gang known as the Outfit.

		“Wait,” Jack said, putting his hand on Vireo’s. “If the Outfit gets to them first and figures out who they are, they’ll sell them to Darren.”

		Vireo’s solid fingers stopped their typing as Jack touched him. Vireo finally looked up at him. Why were his eyes so enchanting? Why was his touch so powerful? Chelanda’s feelings intruding. Who knew she had such thoughts for this man?

		“That’s why I’ve got to find them first,” Vireo said.

		“Vireo. Henry. Let me help you.”

		“It’s too dangerous.”

		“Hey,” Jack said. “It’s not just the General, you know. I want to get my body back also. I have these...feelings. Thoughts. Whatever. I can’t explain but it’s like some part of the General is still in her mind. It’s impossible to explain.”

		To Jack’s surprise, Henry nodded. “I understand. I was put into the body of another soldier. A woman. For a mission.”

		Jack curled his fingers around Henry’s, gently stroking. “Then you know how unnerving it is to have feelings that may or may not be yours.” A lock of grey hair spilled down across Jack’s face and he angrily pushed it back. Chelanda’s bun had long ago come half undone and he looked a mess. “And hair that doesn’t stay out of the way,” he added, forcing a laugh.

		“You have to work with it, not against it. Like this.”

		Henry carefully slid the clips out of Jack’s hair. It spilled down to his shoulders and Henry carefully swept it back behind Jack’s ears. His fingers worked quickly and gently, smoothing out the tangles. The heat of Henry’s gaze sent a burning blush up Jack’s cheeks and he averted his eyes.

		Henry withdrew his hands, returning to his soldierly distance. “That’s better.”

		“Thank you.”

		“There will be some adjustments. Milo and Taron can help you.”

		“I can help you.”

		“You can help me by staying safe. This isn’t up for discussion.”

		Henry stood and stalked to the door, Jack following behind.

		“You’ll come back, right?” Jack asked, trying to keep the need out of his voice. “Every soldier needs a base.”

		Henry turned to him. “I’ll come back.”

		There was a moment as they stared at each other that Jack wanted to kiss him. Then Henry left and the door slid shut behind him. Milo ushered Jack gently into a seat on the couch. The warm gelled fabric molded to Jack’s soft new form. Milo and Taron sat on either side of him.

		“We’ve been through this,” Milo said. “It’s disorienting at first. Your physical form is completely different. Your body’s residual attraction never really goes away.”

		“Yeah,” Taron interjected. “ Like, sometimes this body gets hungry for a...well...it used to belong to a prostitute and I guess she liked her job.”

		“You can fight your body’s desires or you can go with them. That’s why we have our special toys,” Milo grinned.

		“I don’t need to know about that,” Jack said, rubbing his eyes, feeling Chelanda’s strange, soft contours beneath his fingers.

		“Everyone else online does,” Taron said gleefully.

		“Anyway,” Milo said, with a stern glance at Taron. “I’m just saying I get it. Stay here and stay safe.”

		“And it goes without saying, you’ll have to stay out of our feed,” Taron said. “We need to keep streaming as normal.”

		Jack was left to his own devices as Milo and Taron resumed their normal schedules. Jack felt helpless. Like a princess in a castle waiting for her prince to arrive. He couldn’t just sit still and mindlessly take in the feeds on the vidscreen. He needed to do something.

		So he made a new login and began to search online for clues to the whereabouts of the General’s pod. There were rumors planted by the government and others, everyone battling for control of the narrative. Everything was fine. Everyone was missing and they were all doomed. The breach in the bubble was an errant meteoroid strike. A terrorist attack. There was so much noise to sift through. But at least it kept Jack’s errant thoughts at bay. Kept him from fixating on the dangers to Henry. He liked to think of him as Henry, the man. Not Vireo, the soldier.

		It was late in the evening when Henry returned to the unit. He looked exhausted, his hair a mess, his uniform streaked with dirt. He was carrying a heavy duffel that he dumped on the floor. He’d found nothing. False clues had kept him running all over the place, coordinating with the rest of his squad through patchy hidden channels.

		“I need to go back out there and find her,” Henry insisted, after quickly downing a synthesized protein meal.

		“You need to rest,” Jack said.

		“If she gets caught, this could be the end of Salopia’s freedom. And then everything I’ve been through, everything I’ve done, will have been for nothing.”

		“You’re useless without rest.” Jack hardened his voice, using Chelanda’s throaty voice to his advantage. “Get some rest. That’s an order.”

		Henry blinked at him stupidly, then nodded. As he stood, Jack got a hint of his scent and wrinkled his nose. “But first you need to shower.”

		As Henry showered, Jack tossed his soldier’s garments into the cleaning chute. Then Jack undressed and climbed into their small shared bed, pulling the covers up to his chest.

		Henry returned to the room with a towel around his waist. Jack lounged on his side, head resting up on one palm as looked up at the soldier. Jack’s breath caught in his throat as he took in Henry’s powerful body. The sleek, solid pecs. The striking lines of his abs. The solid biceps that coiled and uncoiled as he moved.

		“What did you do with my clothes?” Henry asked.

		“They’re being cleaned. They’ll be done in the morning. Come to bed.” Jack flipped the covers aside.

		Henry was too tired to argue. He let the towel drop to the floor, giving Jack a quick glimpse of his manhood dangling between his legs. Powerful and alluring. Jack’s body ached for it. And then Henry was beneath the covers, his side pressed up against Jack. He lay on his back, eyes closed, resolutely not looking at Jack.

		The rich scent of his body whirled Jack’s mind like a tornado. The heat of Henry’s body called to him. His heart pounded in his chest. Was this what Chelanda felt when she looked at Henry? She must have had powerful control over herself. A control Jack lacked. Everything was new. Everything was exciting. He couldn’t resist the desires aroused by the remnants of Chelanda’s mind.

		Jack placed a hand on Henry’s warm chest, spreading his fingers out to rest on the cliff of his pecs. The sharp shape of him a perfect foil to Jack’s soft curvy body. Henry startled as Jack touched him. His eyes blinked open and he looked up at Jack.

		“What are you doing?” He asked, wary but alert, a hint of welcome.

		“This,” Jack responded, giving in to his new desires and leaning down to kiss Henry.

		Henry’s lips were rough but warm, yielding to Jack’s kiss. His fresh, masculine scent filled Jack’s nostrils, feeding the embers growing to life between his thighs as Chelanda’s desire stretched and filled him. Henry kissed him back, slowly at first. Tentatively. Each exploring the other, moving step by step in case they reached each other’s limits.

		Jack caressed Henry’s chest, delicate fingers moving across the hard muscles of the soldier’s body. He’d never had this desire for a man before but the way his body moved restlessly, warmed slowly, meant Jack had little desire to fight it. He was a woman now. She had a woman’s touch. A woman’s desires.

		One of Jack’s breasts rested on Henry’s chest, and Henry reached up to grab it. His fingers caressed the weight and he sighed into Jack’s mouth, thumb grazing the nipple and sending little shivers through Jack’s body. Jack slid her hand down henry’s chest, mapping the contours of his abs, memorizing him by touch, moving down between his legs. She found his manhood, warm and waiting. It leapt eagerly into her hand and she caressed it, urging another sigh from his lips. His sigh filled her mouth with warmth and she felt an echoing sigh in her own body.

		She wrapped her hands around his cock and stroked, luxuriating in the way it grew beneath her touch, hardening and lengthening, each stroke longer than the last. Now she felt the bulbous head, the warm shaft at full mast. He cupped her face and kissed her harder, faster, rolling over until he lay on top of her. His beautiful weight pressed her down onto the bed. Her tits spilled down her side and he gathered them up, kissing his way across each of them. His cock rested between her legs, the fat head pressing up against her hidden pleasure. As he kissed and caressed her tits he rocked his hips slowly so that the head of his dick caressed her clit.

		Her mouth dropped open as heat sizzled through her. She dragged her hand across her face, feeling her soft nose, her warm skin, her altered contours, lusting for both herself and for Henry. Henry sucked on one nipple, hot breath spilling across each warm expanse as he flicked it with his tongue. Her nipple spiked to attention between his lips and she moaned, her skin crackling with heat, clutching him closer.

		Between her legs, she felt herself blossoming and growing wet. The head of his cock throbbed in a relentless rhythm that joined their two bodies together. Her growing desire lubricated him and he slid easily against her as he made his way back and forth across her breasts. One of Henry’s hands dipped between Jack’s legs, gathering her moisture and spreading it up and down her entrance, teasing her ever more open.

		The heat made Jack dance and she wriggled on the bed, restless and growing needier by the second. The head of Henry’s cock slid against her entrance. She felt the tip of him glide in, felt her waiting nether lips part for him. There was a brief pause as he met the pressure of her entrance, and then he sheathed himself inside with one smooth motion. His entrance pushed a guttural moan from Jack’s lips, a desire she hadn’t been fully aware of suddenly sated, but the fire inside her only seemed to burn brighter.

		They moved into a slow rhythm, Henry gliding in and out, the curve of his cock perfectly fitting within Jack’s pussy. She clutched him tight with arms and legs, spreading herself for him so he could drive deeper into her. Chelanda’s throaty moans—only imagined before—grew very real in the room. Jack opened her eyes to watch the General’s body be ravaged, watched the highest commander in this part of the galaxy be overcome by a lowly soldier.

		Her breasts bounced at each delicious thrust. She closed her eyes and felt his lips on her neck, her cheek, her chin, her lips. She moaned as he drove deep, thunderous cock joining the rhythm of her body. She was gasping now, crying out, fingernails digging into his back and urging him on harder, deeper. He growled in her ear, an animalistic sound of longing and need that sparked a hot blast between her legs. She moaned, begging for more in her throaty voice, ordering him to fuck her harder, both of them getting higher on listening to the General beg for cock as he plunged in again and again to her warm, wet depths until she came.

		Jack locked her ankles together behind his back and cried out, arching her own back, tits bouncing down either side of her chest as her body convulsed with pleasure. At her height she felt him release himself, his cock throbbing within her, pulsing hot heat through her canal, filling her and sating her and driving her wild all at the same time in a paradoxical explosion of lust and hunger and need. Chelanda’s voice filled the room as they shook the bed, him grunting into her neck as he emptied himself into her, her crying out and clutching him as she took every drop, until her ardor reached its apex and began slowly to fall.

		Henry remained lying on her, breathing hard, kissing her neck as she shivered with aftershock. She hadn’t realized how much she’d needed it until it had happened. She was ashamed and delighted and relieved, the tension that had been creeping up on her all day finally evaporating. He pulled out of her and held her, caressing her as they began to doze. For the first time that day, Jack was content.
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		When Jack woke up the next morning next to Henry he realized the mistake he’d made in succumbing to his new biology. This body wasn’t his. He wasn’t a woman. He’d committed Chelanda’s body to something physical that the real Chelanda never would have, even though her body was yearning for it. Things would no doubt be awkward for Henry when Chelanda found herself back in her body and back in command with Henry knowing her so deeply and intimately.

		Jack eased himself out of bed and threw his dress back on. It was his only piece of clothing since he couldn’t afford to synthesize any others. He obviously didn’t have his own biomarkers for the moment, and he didn’t know Chelanda’s passcodes so he was at the mercy of Milo and Taron for funds. He slipped quietly out of the room to do his business in the bathroom. When he returned, Henry was awake and in his uniform which had been spat out of the cleaning module overnight. He was fumbling with something in his duffel bag, one pant leg pulled up to reveal something clipped to his leg. He stood quickly as Jack entered, hiding whatever it was he was doing.

		Henry looked up at him, gaze briefly taking in his figure in a way that made Henry blush.

		“We shouldn’t have done that,” Jack said.

		“Agreed,” Henry replied, avoiding his eyes. “Let’s just pretend it didn’t happen.”

		Even though it was necessary, it hurt Jack that Henry was apparently so easy to accept it. Had he been just a fantasy fulfillment for Henry? Ticking off the wish of fucking his boss?

		“I know how you feel,” Henry continued, trying to swipe his short hair into some semblance of order. “You want things and it’s hard to figure out whether it’s you or your body.”

		“We don’t have to talk about it,” Jack muttered. “Let’s just find the General and get my body back. Any leads?”

		Henry shook his head. “I’ve scoured the Lows. There are reports of her ship spinning through but everyone was focused on the atmosphere escaping from the colony. I suspect she’s in the Depths but no one’s talking.”

		“Then that’s where we’ll go.”

		“You’re staying here,” Henry insisted.

		“No. Screw that,” Jack drew himself up to Chelanda’s impressive height. “If she’s in the Depths then the Outfit probably has her already. You can’t go in there alone. Besides, with the Hamlet incapacitated, the Outfit are the only ones left with the body swapping technology necessary to fix the General and me. I’m your bargaining chip.”

		Henry looked at him defiantly for a beat and then softened. “Fine. But you can’t go in that outfit.”

		With Henry trying to stay off the radar, they had to rely once again on credits from Milo. He printed out a drab grey jumpsuit that wouldn’t look out of place in the Lows, though he did take some care to ensure it was fit to Jack’s body. The pants clinging to his shapely legs like leggings and the top cut and designed to accentuate the flare of his hips and the gentle swell of his breasts.

		“Can’t you even make a non-sexy jumpsuit?” Jack complained once he’d slipped it on.

		“Why would I do that?” Milo asked with a grin.

		Taron did Jack’s makeup, giving him the random jagged streaks along his cheeks and forehead that was in vogue in the Lows and designed to trick the image recognition cameras. The last thing they wanted to do was to advertise that the UN General was coming. Milo applied a similar makeup effect to Henry. They grabbed a synthesized meal—another credit due to Milo and Taron—before heading off. Milo and Taron had given Henry directions on how to sneak into the Depths, an area normally guarded and off limits seeing as how it was the abandoned remnants of the original city ow mostly taken over by gang activity.

		Jack and Henry didn’t talk for a while as they made their way down the elevators and through a loosened ventilation grate that lead to a disused maintenance walkway. Henry glanced down at his forearm console for directions every now and then while Jack followed behind. It was hard not to think about last night as Jack watched Henry’s powerful body moving through the tunnels. His solid arms moving back and forth. His untiring legs carrying him forward. Though there was something boxy and solid strapped up and down one pant leg where the fabric clung tight to hidden forms. A brace perhaps? Was he injured?

		Jack kept imagining the two of them together. The way Henry had kissed. His spicy scent. The feeling of holding him deep inside.

		Those were Chelanda’s thoughts but they felt like his own. It wasn’t like a different inner voice talking to him. It was a feeling of desire that jostled for attention.

		“You know what the UN was doing is wrong,” Jack said to break the silence. “Don’t you?”

		“What do you mean? Deposing Vaughn?”

		“No. Using this technology to steal people’s bodies. Now I’m responsible for the General’s body and she’s responsible for mine. What happens if my body is damaged in some way? I just have to suck it up and give this back? I’d be facing consequences for someone else’s actions.”

		“Sometimes you have to do something wrong in order to do what’s right,” Jack replied, as he ducked beneath some loose wires and then turned to hold them up for Henry.

		“Then you could use that to justify all sorts of thing. Disappearance. Murders. Wars.”

		“The UN makes these decisions in the best interest of everyone,” Henry replied, though he didn’t sound as though his heart was in it.

		“When you were a woman, how did you feel?” Jack said, changing tact.

		“Seeing someone else’s face in the mirror was...unnerving. Like my brain was constantly trying to fight the evidence of my eyes. Sometimes I felt like I was wearing a costume. Other times it felt natural. Like my old self was a dream.”

		Jack nodded. “Sometimes I don’t know who I am. Am I going crazy with these strange thoughts or is this someone else influencing my mind? This technology is dangerous in all sorts of ways and should be destroyed.”

		Henry didn’t respond and Jack reached out to touch his shoulder. He stopped. Breathed in deeply. “I know,” he finally said.

		They soon reached the entrance to the Depths. A tunnel hidden behind a false database rack. The diodes on the imposing structure continued to blink green and yellow even as it easily swung aside for them when Jack input the code.

		They walked through the Depths, the hulking, rusted metal of old buildings and mining structures surrounding them on each side. It was eerily quiet, their way lit only by the flashlight on Henry’s forearm console. Whenever they had to climb over rubble in the path, Henry went first, leaving Jack alone in the dark until he could turn and shine the light back.

		Jack didn’t feel scared in those moments. The General was no shy woman and her desire for Henry wasn’t the only remnant of her mind. Jack felt her power. Her quiet confidence as he stood alone in the dark.

		After about a half hour Jack could see a faint glimmer of red light ahead. They turned the corner to find the Outfit’s hideout in the Depths. The low slung building was boarded up and looked abandoned from the outside except for the red neon sign that proclaimed this to be Wynne’s Cornerclub in slanted letters. Jack sensed they were being watched as he and Henry approached the sliding metal door, which was half ajar.

		Inside it was gloomy, lit only by the green of consoles and a smattering of overhead lights. The two leaders of the gang were waiting for them. Rav and Ali. Twins, each with a black swirl of tattoo that was the Outfit’s signature around their eyes. The place was packed with electronic equipment and biochairs with no semblance of order. A bar to the side held bottles of liquor. Jack sensed others hidden in the gloom and chaos that was the Cornerclub, no doubt their weapons trained on the newcomers.

		One of the twins—Rav—looked up at them lazily, a fat syringe in his hand, his eyes the orange bloodshot of someone who’d just shot up. “What do you want?” He growled.

		“We’re looking for information,” Henry said.

		Ari lazily twirled a plasma pistol in his hand as he swung his gaze to Henry and took in his uniform, sudden understanding glimmering in his dopey eyes. “And what brings the UN to this little corner of the planet? What could we possibly have that’s of interest to you?” He said it mockingly, leaving no doubt that they had captured the missing shuttle and its occupants.

		“I believe you have some of our officers. We want them back,” Henry said.

		He reached into the lapel pocket of his uniform and Jack felt a dozen people in the room stiffen. Henry glanced around, slowly raised his free hand, and then just as slowly withdrew his other hand from his pocket. He held a small data stick, which he held up to the twins.

		“Fifty thousand credits,” he said. “Untraceable. For all the hostages.”

		Rav looked at Ali and then they both laughed.

		“Hostages?” Ali feigned innocence. “Come on. We don’t hold hostages. That’s so...so...?”

		“Crude,” Rav suggested.

		“Crude. Yes,” Ali agreed. “We’re simply making some guests comfortable until we can be relieved of their burden.”

		“Then consider this that relief,” Henry said, wiggling the data stick.

		Rav spoke with the drawl of the newly drugged. “We don’t need UN credits. Besides, we’ve already got an offer on the table. Should be here soon.”

		Darren Vaughn. It had to be.

		“If that’s all you’ve got then we’re done here,” Ali said.

		Alli motioned to the corner and an armored thug stepped forward with a heavy clunk of his combat suit boots. Jack stepped up next to Henry.

		“Whatever Vaughn has offered you, we can beat it,” Jack said.

		At the sound of Chelanda’s distinctive voice, both Rav and Ali snapped upright, suddenly deeply interested. Rav held up his hand to pause the combat suited thug.

		“Has the General herself graced us with her presence?” Ali asked, peering closer at Jack’s face.

		“Jack,” Henry whispered, but Jack waved him off.

		“You have five of our officers. We control all the trade routes on and off the planet. I’ll give you exclusive control of two of the moons for a year.”

		“Three of the moons for three years,” Ali replied.

		“One of the moons for six months.”

		“That’s not how negotiating works,” Ali said.

		“It is when you control the largest warship in this part of the galaxy, with missiles capable of burrowing down into the Depths in a controlled explosion,” Jack responded.

		He didn’t know if that was true or not. He just hoped that Rav and Ali also didn’t know if it was true or not. From Rav’s quick look, Jack sensed he’d hoped right. The twins conferred briefly in hushed tones, then sat back.

		“Deal,” Rav said.

		Even six months of exclusive trade control would allow them unlimited access to advanced technology and new forms of extortion. But Jack didn’t know what else they had to offer. And they needed to get out of there before Darren arrived.

		Ali tapped a button on his chair. A few seconds later there was movement in the back of the club and five bedraggled UN officers were marched out. Between them they carried a sixth. Jack’s original body. Unconscious.

		“What happened to that one?” Henry snapped.

		“Been like that since we found him in the crash,” Ali said.

		“We need him awake and on his feet,” Jack said.

		“Then you need to put some of that UN medicine to work in that fancy ship of yours,” Ali replied.

		“Or...” Rav added, eyes gleaming. “You could switch his mind with someone else’s and walk out of here right now.”

		“And leave one of us here?” Jack said, nodding at Henry.

		“Not necessarily,” Rav said. “This is a nice strong body. We could nurse it back to health and put it to work. Probably make a fortune. We do a threeway swap. Give you one of our spares and you walk out in that.”

		“Even if the mind never wakes up, servitors don’t need a conscious mind, anyway. They just need the brain architecture,” Ali added.

		Jack dreaded to think what they would do with his body. And yet there wasn’t any other choice.

		“You can swap—” Henry began to volunteer.

		“Swap me,” Jack interrupted.

		Henry snapped his head to look at him. “You don’t have to do this.”

		“I do,” Jack whispered. “It’s the only way for everyone to walk out in their right bodies.”

		“Except you.”

		“Except me. For the greater good.”

		“So the General wants a new body,” Ali said, looking Jack up and down. “Nothing wrong with that one. I could squeeze a few credits out of it. Especially with its history.”

		“No. It’s a threeway swap. That man goes in here. I go into someone else.”

		“Whatever you want.” Ali turned to one of the hidden thugs. “Put Cypress in a chair. I’m gonna get my credits out of her one way or another.”

		Jack’s former body was placed in one of the biochairs while one of the Outfit’s techs set up Jack in another chair. Moments later, the thug returned gripping a struggling woman. A tall, leggy brunette with wavy hair that fell in a waterfall down her back. A slinky, blue dress clung tightly to her ample breasts and just about covered her thighs. Her expression was dark but sexy, her plump lips currently in a pout.

		“Let go of me,” she said, struggling with the armored thug. She turned to Rav. “Rav, baby, tell him to let me go.”

		“You owe me, Cypress. This is how you pay me back.”

		The woman—still struggling—was thrown into one of the biochairs and strapped down, her legs and arms clamped to the chair. She growled with fury.

		“Wait, not her,” Jack yelled. Someone else who knew what was happening. A volunteer. Not another stolen body.

		“Too late,” Rav said, tapping some buttons.

		A pulse of light accompanied by a buzzing snap. Blackness.
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		Jack blinked his eyes open. He was still in Wynne’s Cornerclub, though looking at it from a different spot. His jaw ached from clenching his teeth and a mass of hair fell over his face, tickling him and obscuring his vision. He heard one of the gang members breathing close in his ear as they bent to undo the leg and arm clamps. Then Jack was free and he pushed the mass of silky hair out of his face, his biceps bobbing a breast that was much bigger and heavier than Chelanda’s.

		The thug held out his hand and Jack took it to be hauled to his feet. He stood precariously on his high heels, arms outstretched for balance. Looking down at himself, his view was obstructed by full, perfect cleavage held tight by a dark blue dress with a plunging neckline.

		Jack stumbled to the mirror hanging behind the counter of the bar, his heels clacking on the floor. Everything wobbled more. Wiggled more. He was ungainly and he tugged at the tiny dress that kept slipping higher and higher up his thighs at each step.

		When his image came into view his mouth dropped open. The woman in the mirror was gorgeous. Striking dark eyebrows arched over sea green eyes. An elegant nose. Perfect cheekbones. A serious expression that was strangely seductive. And this body. He half turned, and looked down at his ass. The perfect shapely curve looked incredibly pinchable. He had legs for days, the bare flesh inviting and taut, disappearing beneath the dress just near the top of his thighs. His gaze returned to his tits. They were enormous, blocking the view of the rest of his body. He reached up and squeezed one, then the other, hefting them and letting them drop, feeling the weight on his chest as they jiggled. Everything about his new body screamed ‘sex’.

		“I think she likes it,” Rav spoke up from behind.

		Jack turned, eyes wide, hands splayed.

		“The best body money can buy,” Ali said. “Maybe you’ll make better use of it than Cypress did.”

		By now, Chelanda was on her feet. She blinked groggily, taking in her surroundings. Henry was by her side, taking her arm and helping her stand.

		“Well, General,” Ali said, speaking to Jack. “You shouldn’t have any problem telling the men what to do looking like that.”

		Chelanda—the real Chelanda—looked like she was about to speak but Henry leaned over and whispered something in her ear. She nodded and shut her mouth, though by now the deep determination had returned to her eyes. The other officers were herded towards Chelanda and Henry. The twins kept their eyes on Jack.

		“Thank you for your business, General,” Ali said. “Now you—”

		“Boss,” an armored thug beside the door spoke up. “We got company.”

		All eyes swiveled to the group that walked in the door. They were led by a tall, slender man, effeminate in appearance. His long auburn hair was braided in the Martian diplomatic style. Behind him were a handful of heavily armed troops, the insignia of the rebel colony Stofdorp on their metal armor.

		“Darren,” Henry gasped.

		Jack glanced his way. There was something in that single word that suggested an entire history between the two. Surprise and longing. Darren glanced at Henry and dismissed him instantly, not a hint of recognition in his eyes. It clicked for Jack then. Whoever Henry had been when he’d been put into a woman’s body, he’d had a relationship with Darren. The woman’s longing had been his, a feeling so real and feeling so true it was apparently hard to shake even after being back in his own male body.

		Darren’s eyes alighted on the General and they widened in surprise. He drew his pistol from his holster, which triggered the men behind him to raise their rifles. This, in turn, garnered a response from the Outfit’s thugs scattered across the room and in seconds each side had guns pointed at the others. The UN officers, huddled in the middle of the room, were unarmed.

		Ali stood and waved his arms. “Wait! Wait! Wait! No shooting in here. This is neutral territory!”

		The room was still. Tense. Both sides watching the other. Jack was to the side by the bar, seemingly forgotten. He took a small step back into the gloom, feeling defenseless and uneasy in his new body.

		“What is she doing here?” Darren demanded, glaring at Chelanda.

		“We’re making a deal,” Ali said. “We’re equal opportunity deal makers.”

		“She defiled my Leila. Put someone else in her body and used her against me. Give her to me.”

		“Well,” Rav said, his drug-clouded eyes beginning to clear. “Maybe we can work something out.”

		“What are you doing?” Chelanda demanded.

		“We had a deal,” Jack added.

		“The deal didn’t say anything about safe passage,” Ali said to them before turning to Darren. “It seems we’ve got something you want. What can you give us that we want?”

		Darren lowered his pistol and stepped towards Ali with graceful motions. “Credits. Guns. Drugs. Bodies. We already give you these things. What more do you want from me?”

		“A seat at the table. You and us ruling Salopia side by side once the UN is gone.”

		Darren sneered. “You want to control my family’s legacy? You’re nothing. Scum.”

		“Watch your mouth,” Rav sneered.

		“We’ve got all the cards,” Ali added. Darren towered over him but Ali looked up unafraid. “What else could you possibly have to offer us?”

		“This,” Darren said.

		In a quick, smooth motion he raised his pistol and shot Ali through the forehead. The club was filled with the flash of plasma fire from both sides before Ali’s body even hit the ground. Rav rolled off his seat and crawled behind a bank of consoles for cover. Darren ducked down behind the other side of the console as plasma fired zipped over his head. Chelanda, Jack and the other UN officers were stuck in between both groups and they dropped to the floor, scrambling for whatever cover they could find behind the biochairs.

		Darren’s forces and the Outfit’s thugs ignored them, concentrating their fire on each other. Plasma bolts slammed into the walls and the equipment around the room, sending up showers of sparks and melting any metal they hit. Jack ducked down behind the bar. He was to the side of the room, out of the way of the blasts, ignored for now.

		Darren’s forces had taken whatever cover they could find, and they were helped by their heavy armor, which was able to take several direct blasts. They raked plasma fire back and forth across the room, shooting wildly, unable to see the Outfit’s thugs hidden in the gloom.

		Jack crawled back towards the rear of the room, hidden by the bar as liquor bottles exploded over his head from errant blasts. His tits bounced wildly from his chest, hair tickling his cheeks. The dress slid up over his ass and he had a brief second to realize he wasn’t wearing any panties. He reached the other end of the bar and glanced back into the room.

		Chelanda and the others were on the ground in the center of the room. Chelanda was looking around for a way out as plasma bolts seared the air above them. A thug to Jack’s right grunted and went down, his chest scorched. Jack crawled to him and removed the rifle from his hands, grimacing at the smell of cooked meat and the charred hole in the man’s chest. From where Jack lay, there was a short corridor leading into darkness. The same corridor from which the UN officers had been marched. Jack was willing to bet that there was another way out of this club somewhere back there.

		Chelanda caught Jack’s eye and he motioned for her to come towards him. She got the attention of the other officers and they ducked from cover to cover towards him. The bright flashes of plasma fire lit up the room like fireworks, sending crazy shadows across the floor and adding to the confusion but further obscuring the officers’ progress towards Jack and the hopeful exit.

		Near the doorway, one of Darren’s thugs went down in a splash of sparks and a scream. Even now, Darren was poking his head up to squeeze off a few blasts every now and then.

		There was a gap between the biochair and the corridor. Chelanda led the way, getting to her feet and staying low as she dashed across gap and into the safety of the corridor beyond. The other officers followed her, with Jack laying down covering fire, the rifle feeling so heavy in his slender hands. This was not a body used to warfare, hardened and powerful, like Chelanda’s had been. This new body was supple and soft. Made for sex.

		Henry was the last one in the room. He was busy fiddling with something. Taking a small box off the straps around his legs and attaching them to the back of each biochair he passed. When he’d used them all, he looked up at Jack. Their eyes met. Jack called for him and Henry ran across the gap, sliding behind the bar to where Jack lay.

		“Give me the gun. You get out of here. I’ll cover you,” Henry said.

		Jack handed the rifle over, their fingers meeting briefly. The simple touch was so powerful and from behind Jack’s new eyes, Henry’s body was even more delightful. His rugged masculinity called out to Jack. Even here, with death imminent, Jack’s sexed-up body yearned for touch. On Henry’s order, Jack stood and ran to the corridor, losing his balance on his heels and bouncing his hips painfully off the wall. His tits bobbed with each step, hips swayed. He ran awkwardly, his body not made for this.

		When he was safely behind the doorway he gestured for Henry to follow. Henry fired off a few shots and ran towards him. He was three steps from the doorway when a plasma blast hit him in the side and he spun to the floor, gasping. He half crawled into safety, Jack pulling him in as best he could before cradling him in his arms. The others gathered around Jack as he held Henry, one of the officers tearing open Henry’s uniform to reveal half his side blistered and burned. The man looked at Chelanda and shook his head. Henry breathed in ragged gasps, looking up at Jack as Jack caressed his face.

		“Henry. No. Henry,” Jack cried.

		Henry had understood him like no one else. He’d been in another body. He’d saved Jack. Their single encounter had been magical. A delicious secret that had bound them together. And now Jack would be alone in a stranger’s body.

		Henry was trying to talk and Jack put his ear close to his mouth.

		“This...body swapping has...to stop.”

		Henry pressed something into Jack’s hand. He looked down at it. A small trigger mechanism, little more than a rod with a button. The boxes Henry had been attaching to the biochairs were bombs. He hated the swapping technology as much as Jack.

		“I’ve already...” Henry said, pausing to cough wetly, “...taken care of the facility on the Hamlet.”

		“Henry,” Jack said, his eyes tearing up.

		Henry took his hand, warm fingers slipping between Jack’s own. He squeezed once. Smiled. Closed his eyes. His breath stopped.

		“We have to go,” Chelanda said, gently helping Jack to his feet as Jack kept the trigger mechanism hidden in his other hand.

		The plasma fire from the other room had slowed. Voices were rising. Getting closer. Jack took one last look back at Henry’s body as he hurried down the corridor with Chelanda and the other officers.

		Jack ran awkwardly, having a hard time keeping up with the others. They helped him over obstacles, treating him like a woman. Like he was a delicate flower they had to handle carefully. At least until they could get her to bed and fuck her madly. Jack sensed that, too. The desire in their bodies. The way they tensed at his touch. The way they vied to help, lifting him up, solid hands on his hips. His body cried out for them. Yearning for their touch even as he mourned Henry while they fled.

		There was a second way out. A heavy metal door leading out to the Depths, a lighted path leading the way. Jack was the last to step through the door and the other officers heaved it shut. As they set off down the path, Jack turned to the door and pressed the button on the trigger mechanism. He felt the deep boom reverberate through the cave, sending bits of debris and dust down from the roof. The other officers paused, looking worriedly up at the ceiling. Only Jack knew what had happened at that moment. The technology erased. For now, at least. With the chaos of Darren’s rebellion and the pushback from the Salopian colonists, Jack doubted the UN would have the time or resources to research this technology any time soon. Jack and these officers would be stuck in their new bodies. For the greater good.
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		Jack managed to slip away from Chelanda and the others as they made their way back up through the Lows. He couldn’t return to his old life. He was no longer a nurse. No longer a soldier. The body of the escort he was now stuck inside was tall, graceful, and engineered to seduce. Not just physically, but mentally as well. Whatever Cypress had been, Jack now was, too. At least partially. He could feel it in the way the heat licked his insides when a man brushed past him, when a stranger looked at him with lust. This body was always on the cusp, a constant hum of excitement and desire filling him. There was only one place he could go to fit in.

		Milo and Taron didn’t recognize him when Jack showed up outside their door. That didn’t stop them from inviting Jack in, their eyes hungrily taking in each inch of his new body. He explained everything and they were eager to rush to the feeds and post it so they could be the first ones to break the news of the Outfit’s demise.

		They returned flush with excitement. And Jack’s body grew flush at their excitement. The mental adjustments that had been done to this body to turn her into the perfect escort made him finely attuned to other people’s lust.

		“What are you going to do now?” Taron asked Jack, twirling a lock of hair coquettishly around a finger.

		He wore the tiniest blue shorts that hugged his bouncy butt, and a tight black sports bra that left his trim belly exposed and held firm his exquisite breasts. Milo stood on Jack’s other side in his curvy Black body, his juicy butt covered only by some skimpy white panties. A white tee shirt thrown carelessly over his top, his breasts bulging from beneath, sharp nipples dimpling the fabric.

		They were too close. Too exquisitely close. The heat of their bodies radiated onto Jack’s skin in blissful waves. Without the body swapping technology, Jack was now and forever a man’s wet dream. A woman who would do anything with anyone who wanted it. And she wanted it with the two women beside her.

		“I was thinking I could stay here,” Jack said, her new voice dripping with lust. “And do this.”

		She kissed Taron. His lips were soft, his floral scent divine. Jack inhaled sharply, body crying out for this woman instantly. She slid her fingers into Taron’s silky hair and caressed her cheek, opening her mouth to welcome Taron inside. She sucked on his tongue, his hot breath filling her mouth. Then he pulled away and turned to Milo to kiss him. His lips were larger, plumper, but no less soft.

		Taron bent his head and kissed Jack’s neck, sending little shivers down her body. He stepped behind Jack and pressed his body close, tits soft against Jack’s back as he dragged his hands down Jack’s curves, her sides, her hips. Still kissing, Milo reached up to enjoy Jack’s tits. His tender hands were exquisite, following the curves of each breast, sending sharp blasts of heat down Jack’s insides as he stroked and squeezed. Milo’s greed for Jack’s body echoed in her mind and she reached for him, grabbing her hips and yanking them close, feeling the heat of their two bodies as she sensually wiggled between the two.

		Her tits were so sensitive, the nipples spiking to attention as Milo fondled them, squeezing sharply and then releasing them to let them bounce back down. Jack reached behind with one hand and found Taron’s hips, grabbed them and pulled them closer, wanting to drown in the heat of their bodies.

		They helped each other undress, tossing their clothes aside. Jack’s tits hung heavily from her chest, round and bouncy and delicious. Milo couldn’t help but duck her head between them, squeeze them up against her face and wallow in their rich softness. Jack sighed, leaning her head to one side as Taron kissed down the nape of her neck, his hands sliding down to Jack’s soft, round buttocks. He squeezed Jack’s perfect ass, pinching the cheeks and thrusting his feminine body against hers. Then he slid a hand between Jack’s legs and landed on Jack’s wetness.

		She released a pent up moan as Taron found her heat, dragging her moisture up and down her welcoming pussy. The heat of their bodies seared her and she dragged her own hands down between Milo’s legs and found his answering desire. She took his shoulders and gently pushed him to the floor on his back. When he spread his legs she ducked between them, kissing up and down his wide, Black thighs, lips dancing over his sex teasingly.

		She was on her hands and knees, ass in the air, tits swaying back and forth beneath her as she kissed Milo. She sensed Taron moving behind her, then he was ducking beneath her legs, her pussy hovering over his face. He gripped her hips and pulled her down onto him. She moaned as his tongue found her sex, dragging herself across his face as he licked eagerly.

		Jack lowered her own face to Milo’s dark pussy, the delicious musky spice of him filling her nose, fanning the flames inside her. She stuck out her tongue and licked once, slowly up the line of his slit, savoring the taste of her. Milo shuddered with a sighing moan. He lifted his hands to his tits and squeezed them into round mounds on his chest, fingers greedy for his own skin.

		Taron’s tongue flicked exquisite patterns across Jack’s clit, and Jack sighed into Milo’s pussy. She dripped down into Taron’s eager mouth, the heat concentrating between her legs, a driving itch deep inside she was desperate to scratch. They were all sighing now, crying out breathlessly, voices rising in pitch. Jack buried her face in Milo’s pussy, undulating her tongue across Milo’s velvety clit and was rewarded with a soft sigh and a tightening of Milo’s legs.

		Taron brought in his fingers, spreading apart Jack’s entrance and gliding inside, curving around to stroke the dimpled walls of her inner pleasure. His tongue continued working on Jack’s clit, each stroke making the heat burner brighter.

		They ate each other out, licking and sucking and fingering, their cries growing louder, accompanied by the lewd sounds of their tongues and fingers inside each other. Jack moaned, licking deeper, her pleasure tied to the other two, her body matching their desire, becoming wetter, wilder, until she exploded. She dragged her cunt across Taron’s face, legs quivering as Taron held her aloft and kept his tongue firmly on her pleasure button. Jack dropped his tongue harder onto Milo’s clit and felt the orgasm sweep through him.

		It vibrated through all three of them, the pleasure making them dance and moan. The heat exploded through Jack, the blissful orgasm carrying her up. All she wanted was to fuck and be fucked. To bury her head in between this beautiful Black pussy. To wrap her thighs around Taron’s hot wet mouth and get licked forever. It was the most immense orgasm she’d ever had and she cried out, unashamed, like a whore performing for herself and others. But this was no performance. Her body demanded this release. Demanded these sounds. Demanded she cum hard with the others, driving up, up, with them.

		When it was done, Jack lay on her back on the floor, her immense breasts hanging down either side of her chest. This was who she was now. Milo and Taron could give her a new life, and she could give them a deeper pleasure. The UN had done this and Jack knew she should be mad. But in her blissful state, surrounded by two naked, horny women, the architecture of her brain engineered to want what they wanted, she was content as she could be.

		

	
		Epilogue

		 

		With no more resistance, the UN reestablished control over Salopia. General Carver was back in command as though she’d never left. Even with the Hamlet damaged, she still had enough firepower to take over the rebel colony of Stofdorp. And with their leaders dead or disappeared, what little resistance there was evaporated.

		She appeared on the feeds to announce the complete control of the moon. Back in her original body, her voice was steady, her uniform immaculate. Victory was hers.

		She didn’t mention the failures. The destruction. Body swapping technology had been wiped from the records. Hopefully destroyed forever. All Jack knew was that it was no longer publicly used and any rumors that it was still around as a punishment were vehemently denied. It seemed that without access to the technology, the UN had come around to the growing view that it was a cruel and unusual punishment to sever someone’s mind from their body.

		Taron, Milo and Jack posted a video. Jack’s first and last. Only a few people would recognize who Jack really was. She hoped General Carver was one of them.

		Their message was simple: “To the UN. To the people who forget the ones they used. We’re still here. We remember.”

		A Memorial Wall was put up to remember those who’d given their lives to keep Salopia free. Set up as a rooftop courtyard, the skyline of Salopia rising above and behind. The names were engraved in bronze on a black marble slab.

		Jack visited it a week after it was put up. She wore a floral dress that clung to her borrowed form. A form she was getting more used to with each passing day. She knelt before the slab, pressing her hand against a name: Henry Withers.

		“You saved the world. I just wanted my body back but you gave them everything.”

		The skyline of Salopia glowed gold in the dusk. The cost of peace was immeasurable and would be borne by Jack and a handful of others stuck in swapped bodies forever.
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