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		The Rift always filled me with awe. On some nights, it glowed all the colors on the spectrum, like a splash of rainbow left behind in the creation process of the universe. The disciple units were angled around the large window like an auditorium for the Rift. It was logical. We came. We listened. We learned from the Rift. And the Rift told us great stories.

		“Greetings, Wylan,” I heard.

		I turned around. It was my coworker, Alexton. We were both the age of twenty-one cycles. I caught a glimpse of his penis while he was dressing in his biosuit, the impression of its erectness leaving behind a bulge in the stretchy fabric.

		“You exchanged bodily fluids?” I said.

		He nodded. “Lots of bodily fluids.”

		“With whom?”

		“Zoira.” The aroma of Alexton was that of our vessel’s sex room—a pheromonal and floral blend that resulted in my own penis stirring from its relaxed, flaccid state. “You don’t release your fluids before the journey?”

		“I let the disciple handle that,” I told him.

		“Or I can handle it right now.”

		Alexton’s parents had genetically designed him with fantastic muscle tone. As he caressed my groin—and brought my penis to an equally rigid condition—I remembered the half a dozen times we’d exchanged bodily fluids in the past. I was lucky enough to have felt the inside of his mouth around my maleness, and to have emptied my bodily fluids into his throat. He was an enthusiastic partner, and I might have taken him to the sex room right now. I’d never put my mouth around his penis. It was a desire, but I was nervous to undertake it, worrying I couldn’t be as good as he was.

		The ship announced: “Rift open. All chrononauts for mission five-one-three, please embark in your disciples. Also, a contamination in the milk supply has resulted in lunchtime beverages to be skim milk for the next five days. We apologize for this inconvenience.”

		Alexton stopped rubbing me. “Guess it’ll have to wait a while.”

		I bit my lip. “Save it for the mission,” I said.

		“We have the best job in the universe.”

		One of the chrome robo units had already opened our disciples. I saw my mission on the screen next to it: DESTINATION EARTH YEAR 2024. ANGELA 27 YEARS OLD. ROMANTIC TIMELINE ADJUSTMENT.

		The company that Alexton and I worked for was called Timeless. Clients sought our services if they wanted to change their personal history. And the Rift was a telecommunicational hole through space and time, allowing human consciousnesses to be transported. Knowledge of how exactly it worked was limited to a few important people, and my job as a chrononaut was only because of my suitable gamma-wave pattern. Early experiments had shown that most people were unable to handle the time travel.

		It was a prestigious job. Mom and Dad were so proud of me. I hoped they were enjoying their higher status in society because of it.

		Only a few things in history could be altered. Most clients wanted some form of enrichment. Personal wealth was an extinct concept nowadays, but Timeless had representatives stationed all throughout time and space; they sent us requests back through the Rift. This client could’ve been alive right now, or they could’ve been hiring us from three hundred years in the past. I wasn’t allowed to know that.

		I situated myself into the disciple unit, and the foam squeezed in around my shoulders and body to hold me steady. A tube with a needle went into my arm. Other tubes connected to the pair of biosuit valves in between my legs—one for waste passage, the other for my penile needs on this journey. After the disciple lid closed and it hummed to life, I selected the MASTURBATION FREQUENCY to MAXIMUM on the HUD above me.

		Even though I was young, I valued good health. A high passage rate of bodily fluids was integral. I felt the tube already squeezing and massaging my erect penis.

		Let’s take a look, I thought, opening the dossier.

		I had never been as far back as the year 2024. Earth before the rising oceans and year-round storms was almost unrecognizable, but far more beautiful than my homeworld. Angela was located in QUADRANT 6L. Back then, it had a different name: California. My mission was to terminate her current relationship with her boyfriend, Martin, and establish a new romantic relationship with Jonas. Angela was a reality TV star.

		Alexton would be going back in time to take over the body of Jonas.

		A lot of clients were women. There were female chrononauts, but not enough. It wasn’t my first time being tasked with entering a woman’s body. My ideal gamma-wave pattern allowed me to inhabit the bodies of all sexes and genders.

		And this was back when people were divided into homosexuality, heterosexuality, and pansexuality. They also only had monogamous relationships. Angela was like a creature from an alien world.

		“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath. “Let’s see what California looks like.”

		I tapped BEGIN MISSION on the HUD.

		A helmet descended from the disciple and squeezed around my head. Already I was tingling. It always started in my testicles and crawled up along my spine. The drugs absorbing through my scalp caused my mind to slip into a deeper state of relaxation, where I could feel my bones and tissues and organs individually—I felt myself as an assemblage of trillions of molecules, like a galaxy full of trillions of stars and planets, a life deconstructed and reconstructed in the infinitesimal nanoseconds between existing where I was now and existing in a place far, far away.

		I heard a loud hum…

		The hum vanished. Suddenly I was standing on my feet in a room bathed with the light of a sun and a bright blue sky. Planets always took time to adjust to. Compared to the dark spaceship, my new body might as well have been occupying a supernova. But these eyes in the past were already adjusted, and the brightness was no issue for my pupils.

		My surroundings: a luxurious private bedroom.

		My attire: a slightly damp towel.

		My body: a slightly damp Hispanic female form.

		I removed the towel and placed it on the bed in front of me. I preferred knowing less about the missions ahead of time—including details of who I was assigned to inhabit—so seeing myself with such large breasts was a surprise. With the impression of a flat chest still fresh in my mind, this woman’s mammary glands were substantial and weighty, hanging down off my ribcage and glistening with the droplets of a recent bathing. My nipples were dark and thick, made thicker by both my curiosities and pleasures of being inside this youthful, curvy body.

		Humans were supposed to be arousing. And history’s lack of sexual behavior always struck me as regressive.

		People in 2024 didn’t even have sex rooms.

		They had intercourse on furniture that was lounged and slept on, which was very unhygienic. But if I was going to live in this time for a short while, I was going to have to adopt their unhygienic ways.

		Naked, I found the room’s full-length mirror and stood in front of it. A gorgeous Hispanic woman stared back. My gaze met her groin, where there was a tidy patch of dark pubic hair. I recalled reading that humans in this era considered staring at groins to be disrespectful unless they were well-acquainted and romantically involved. That would be odd behavior in my time. A personality was just as important and appreciated as the source of their bodily fluids, from which life was created. Most of our clothing allowed our genitals to be displayed freely.

		So many weird customs to remember, I thought.

		I slipped my hand between my legs, encountering this body’s vulva. Somewhere across the universe, my real body was being masturbated, and I imagined I could feel the pleasure driving me toward a similar outcome here. My nipples yearned for contact; my new genitals yearned for insertion. So I gave my breast a healthy squeeze and slipped two fingers inside myself, feeling Angela’s bodily fluids already beginning to flow and making my hand wet. Arousal instantly warmed my lower abdomen and throbbed around my fertile uterus.

		Where was Alexton, anyway?

		Surely a woman of such beauty didn’t occupy this house alone.

		I wanted us to trade bodily fluids. The feeling of his penis inside this warm, wet vagina would surely be an incredible sensation.

		Right then, I heard the twenty-first-century rendition of a distant doorbell. Ding-dong. My hand withdrew from my vagina, and my ample mammary glands and hips jiggled as I fetched the towel I’d been wearing. Dressed acceptably, I went to the closed door of this room’s single exit. It didn’t open. I started to assume there must’ve been something malfunctioning with the motion-detected automated—

		Oh. Right. Ancient doorknob technology.

		I grabbed the unergonomic knob, twisted, then pulled.

		Such a misuse of effort. It required a hand that could’ve been busy masturbating.

		There was no elevator. Only carpeted stairs. Every step was a jiggling jolt. I wasn’t supposed to curse, but I was nearly motivated to. Home designs in California made no logical sense, and when I reached the first floor I was sore in my chest and hips.

		Outside, I saw no visitor. But there was a parcel on the doorstep. The sun was so intense; I worried I might get sunburned as I reached down and retrieved the shipment. A vehicle drove past—not hovering, but rolling on four wheels. The ancient technology almost made me recoil. And was that the sound of an internal combustion engine rumbling? It upset me that the downfall of Earth could have been prevented with modern logic, but I supposed that all species had to evolve from simpler beginnings and learn hard lessons.

		I took the parcel inside and opened it. The item wasn’t for Angela. It was for me. It was an artificially intelligent timeline monitoring device. Chrononauts mostly just called them trackers, and they resembled wristwatches—when wristwatches had been a style. A Timeless agent had sent it to this address in preparation for my arrival.

		I latched mine to my wrist.

		“Greetings, Wylan,” an automated female voice said. “Welcome to the year 2024. What do you think of it so far?”

		“It’s neat,” I said. “And lonely. A house of Angela’s size should have twenty people living in it. Their bodily fluids should be constantly flowing.”

		“Analyzing. Timeline congruency is at seventeen percent.” With this statistic mentioned, the screen of my tracker glowed with a big 17 to make that clear. “Your mission is to dissolve your current relationship with Angela’s boyfriend, Martin, and establish a new romantic relationship with Jonas. The swapping of bodily fluids is recommended to accomplish this.”

		At least some things don’t change, I thought.

		Bodily fluids continued to tickle the inside of my thick thighs as I pondered on the mission. But ultimately I was a little confused in this world of gas-powered air-polluting vehicles, metropolises, blue skies, and ancient engineering. “I need to be with Alexton to achieve that goal,” I said. “How do I summon him?”

		“Recommendation: call him.”

		“Call him?” I looked around. None of the walls looked to have a terminal. I tried a switch, but it only operated the light and a ceiling fan. “How do I call him?”

		“Recommendation: use a phone.”

		“A phone?”

		“Look for a handheld battery-powered device. Phones are commonplace in the year 2024, and are the primary means of communication between people not in the same room.”

		I went upstairs, torturing my back with my pendulous breasts swinging and slapping around. In Angela’s bedroom, I found what looked to be such a device on the table next to her bed. Voice commands had no effect. It required the press of a button to turn on.

		Humans in California are barely more advanced than other primates, I thought.
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		Alexton wore a classical suit, from an era when fashion involved several inter-layered garments. The hot Californian sun had darkened his skin tone—or the skin tone of his form, Jonas—to that of rich, fertile soil. It irked me slightly that he was still so handsome. But also I had wonderfully large breasts to fondle. The pros and cons filled my mind as we sat on the bed next to each other.

		“Talent agent,” he said, after I asked him his occupation.

		“What’s a talent agent?” I asked.

		Some blue bird kept chirping outside the window. I had never seen a bird outside of captivity. It surprised me that it could even survive in this ancient, polluted world.

		“I’m not sure,” Alexton went on. “I think it’s like Quintar.”

		“The theater manager?” Quintar hired the best performers for theatrical adaptations of Shakespeare on our ship. But like all old stories, there wasn’t enough intercourse and bodily fluids, so modifications were made to make the shows more appealing to a modern audience.

		I had turned on one of Angela’s televisions and browsed this era’s form of entertainment media, but the sex was noticeably lacking.

		Doctors recommended that people exchange their bodily fluids five times per day—and twice before lunch. It was as important as oxygen.

		“Jonas finds attractive men and women to appear in shows,” Alexton said. “People in California love shows, so that much hasn’t changed.”

		“But so much is different. Before you came over, I searched all over this house, but I couldn’t find the sex room. Unless people are meant to have sex in the backyard. It’s big, and it has a wall. And meals have to be prepared manually. Can you believe that? There’s not even a dispenser. As far as I can tell, you have to assemble everything and cook it. I found a bunch of ingredients in the kitchen.”

		“We are in a strange land.”

		I checked the tracker on my wrist. The congruity was still locked at 17. Having Alexton over hadn’t budged the percentage. If I was to complete my mission, I had to get that number to 100. So, with oddities abound but ultimately irrelevant, I tugged off my towel, freeing my very large breasts from their captivity. I was mostly sure there wasn’t a female on our ship with a bust like mine, so the weight of my breasts was just as captivating as their immensity. Looking down, it was like staring into a canyon.

		Alexton reached over and slipped his hand between my legs, where I was still hot and wet. In return, I cupped his male equipment through his pants, discovering that he was mostly erect—and becoming fully erect. These ancient people might’ve had weird lifestyles, but their bodies were familiar. Even as far back as 2024.

		“Would you like to exchange bodily fluids with me?” I asked.

		“I would enjoy exchanging bodily fluids with you,” he said.

		But before we could get to that stage, my tracker beeped disapprovingly. “Incongruity detected,” the voice said. “Relationships in 2024 very rarely began with intercourse. Your host body is feeling that something is amiss.”

		The number dropped from 17 to 12.

		Alexton and I removed our hands from each other. “I’m not familiar with romantic objectives,” I admitted. “What is the recommended routine of ancient human courtship?”

		“Recommendation: go on a date. Recommendation: build up love interest gradually.”

		“A date? What does today’s date have to do with romance? Are these humans in California obsessed with astrological science?”

		“Oh, I know this one,” Alexton said. “A date is when two people spend time together and get to know each other, usually over a meal.”

		I laughed. “But what about the bodily fluids?”

		“Bodily fluids may or may not be exchanged.”

		“But how do they come to like each other without exchanging bodily fluids? That’s like liking a chair without sitting on it.”

		Some history-altering assignments were easier than others. It did not bother me. I was still honored to be a chrononaut, and I would succeed no matter the requirement. If initiating a believable relationship required us going on a date, then we would go on a date.

		“We’ll each get ready for a date and meet later,” Alexton said. His hand departing my vagina almost brought me anguish. “It’s what we have to do.”

		“It’s so complicated.”

		“Relax, Wylan. Soon enough, we will be covered in bodily fluids.”

		“I look forward to the pleasure your bodily fluids provide.”

		Alexton left my spacious house. I still could not understand an adult woman living with so much empty space, and with a bed sized for ten people to sleep in and yet not wanting the company of at least one. All modern humans were so extroverted by comparison. A day did not go by without me exchanging bodily fluids with another man or woman, and the communal beds were never slept in alone; there’d be half a dozen of us, our naked bodies intertwined, our erotic dreams encouraged by our nightly caresses and kissing.

		It was scientifically proven that people’s mental health was improved with lots of sex and nudity and affection, but those in California in the year 2024 hadn’t realized that yet. It was probably why they still had wars.

		Without the tracker, I likely would have been at a crossroads of confusion. Instead, I learned that dates required certain clothing. So, with the towel discarded for good, I investigated Angela’s roomy closet where all her clothing was stored. This was something I liked more about people in the past: their clothing came in an assortment of so many designs and styles. I flipped through a hundred garments, and they were all different! Some were short, some were long, some were designed like biosuits with individual pieces for the legs, while others wrapped around both legs, and had plunging necklines that showed off a lot of skin but without revealing the female nipples.

		“Recommendation: a pretty dress,” the tracker said. “A dress is a single piece of clothing that covers the body from the shoulders to below the genitals. Dresses are known for their versatility, able to be worn for casual and formal events. They can be perfect for dates.”

		A dress, I thought, pulling out a red variant with narrow straps and a glittery appearance. Human bodies were perfect and appealing in their own right, and modern human clothes were mostly utilitarian as a result. But I really liked this Californian dress. My nipples hardened as I imagined myself wearing it. And then it wasn’t long until I didn’t have to imagine anymore.

		As with everything else, there was no automation. I had to actually slip it on and operate a thing called a zipper, which sealed the dress around my body. Angela’s female form was definitely not in the center of the spectrum, but neither was this dress sized for average forms; it pinched against my waist while also wrapping over my breasts without being too tight or loose. It felt a little ridiculous.

		But when I checked my appearance in the mirror, my opinion differed.

		The lusty shade of red emphasized all of my curves, and when I turned, my whole body seemed to sparkle—not from an inbuilt lighting system, but simply from little reflections. My cleavage was still evident, but now it teased what couldn’t be seen. And my hips were still alluringly wide, but it was only an impression of them, leaving details to the imagination.

		I blinked.

		A part of my brain thought I looked more attractive like this. It was aesthetically pleasing in a way I couldn’t describe.

		“I can see the logic of this,” I said to myself, twisting around to admire my form from all angles. I looked like a gift ready to be unwrapped.

		“Congruity is increasing,” the tracker notified me. “Continuing to adopt Californian courtship customs will result in a successful mission.”

		It also recommended something called jewelry. Angela seemed to favor lots of pointy, shiny rocks. I put on a necklace. Then I clipped earrings to the holes I found in my earlobes. I was prepared to engage in this date while barefoot, but the tracker reminded me of the rough planetary terrain being more hazardous than the soft carpet aboard the ship. I found shoes that were constructed with an angled platform for my feet. When I finally got myself into them, I wobbled constantly, unable to find my balance.

		“And this is the less hazardous alternative?” I asked the tracker.

		“Footwear is standard in social situations. It is recommended that you avoid unwanted attention for your host body.”

		“Yes, I know.”

		It was hard not to masturbate while waiting for Alexton to return. I knew that, across time and space, my real body was being masturbated frequently; there was no doubt in my mind that the sexual stimulation was affecting me in this historical land.

		When Alexton returned, he was not alone. He had requested the transportation service of a long, black four-wheeled vehicle—another with an internal combustion engine that I heard and smelled. “It’s a limousine,” he told me. “Apparently it was used for special occasions in this period.”

		And he was dressed for a special occasion himself. I only knew about tuxedos because of theater shows. To see him wearing one earnestly was both amusing and charming. I remembered to not grab his genitals. People didn’t do that here.

		He led me to its rearmost passenger seating.

		“Why are you teetering?”

		“These shoes,” I said. “I don’t get the point, and they hurt my ankles.”

		There was a pilot in the front of the vehicle, but he said nothing. We rode in the back, uncharacteristically keeping our hands off each other. I kept monitoring my congruity tracker. A minute ago it had been 31. Now it was 40.

		We went to a fancy restaurant with lots of people—and immediately I was happier to be around so many humans, even though they were only eating and not participating in orgies. I just couldn’t understand it. With all the pheromones and flesh and desires on this planet of eight billion, how did orgies not happen all the time?

		The menu might as well have been written in a different language. I recognized salads. And water. Alexton ordered my meal. He’d clearly prepared for this mission more than me, and he pronounced sirloin like he was a real Californian. I had no idea what sirloin was, but he promised me it would be delicious.

		I looked around, imagining what everyone would look like nude, but also appreciating the colorful dresses of the women. I hoped when these Earth residents looked at me, they also pictured me naked and felt arousal in their bodies.

		“I just really want to exchange bodily fluids already,” I said, barely masking the desperation in my voice. “It’s not good if we go so long without doing it.”

		“Traveling through time means respecting the appropriate traditions,” Alexton said.

		When our meals came, my nose pinched from repugnance. The sirloin was just a slab of something brown, hot and sizzling. From what organic matter had this been reconstituted? Its smell was unrecognizable.

		Alexton had ordered the same. When he had his first bite, he made an orgasmic face. “Try it,” he said.

		I cut off a piece like he did, then introduced it to my taste buds. My teeth had a hard time separating it into smaller portions, and it was endlessly juicy, with a smoky flavor, firmer on the outside and tender on the inside.

		“What exactly is it?” I asked.

		“It’s meat,” he said.

		The horror of what I had in my mouth set in. I immediately spat it back out onto my plate. “You mean…people meat?”

		He laughed. “Not from people. Animals.”

		“Animals? Californians eat animals? Are they savages?”

		Alexton continued to eat the remains of what had once had a soul. “Lots of Earth creatures eat other creatures. Relax, Wylan.”

		At least this has already happened, I thought, feeling less guilty. And despite tasting the remains of a dead animal, it was fairly delicious. Angela’s taste buds were very responsive, and they filled me with enjoyment from consuming it.

		But the prolonged lack of intercourse was making my body restless. Bodily fluids leaked down my legs as we finished our meals.

		I was ready to conclude my mission.
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		It was dark when Alexton and I returned to the woman’s enormous residence. Planet dwellers like Angela didn’t know how lucky they were, getting to witness the colorful sunrises and sunsets every single day. I took Alexton into the backyard just to look up at the stars. I searched for arrangements and constellations that I recognized aboard the ship, but the nighttime sky was different on Earth. Perhaps my gamma-wave pattern was ideal for time-traveling, but it didn’t prevent me from feeling far away from home.

		“I wouldn’t mind living among Californians for a while,” Alexton commented. “They have such a variety of food and attire. And I get to feel unirradiated soil between my toes.”

		We were both standing barefoot in the grass.

		“And the air contains so many scents,” I added, with a deep breath. The stink of pollution was not as strong as I had thought when reading about Earth in the past, and imagining cancerous clouds covering civilization. No; the air was pleasantly aromatic and addictive to inhale. It was fresh in the way that our ship air wasn’t.

		My dress billowed slightly in the breeze.

		The temperature was perfect for a bodily fluid exchange.

		I spat into my palms and pressed them against Alexton’s face, spreading my saliva onto his beautiful skin and rubbing my fingertips along his sexual pressure points, located on his temples and cheeks. He did the same, and I moaned from the moistness of his bodily fluid covering my pores. My nipples ached for attention, and my vagina began to leak its juices.

		My tracker beeped.

		Alexton and I paused from our affectionate initiation. I stared at the congruency percentage, which had fallen from 63 to 51.

		“Caution,” the voice said. “Your Californian human vessels may have negative reactions to this kind of intimacy. Recommendation: your sensuality should be congruent with traditions in the Earth year 2024.”

		I made a childish pout. “But their traditions are comparatively boring, like in those theater plays. I don’t like these romantic missions, Alexton.”

		“Wylan, you refuse to have an open mind,” he said. “And it is probably for the best that we share less bodily fluids. On average, these people did not brush their teeth even once per day.”

		I shuddered. “Were they not concerned for diseases?”

		He shrugged. “Faith in science was relatively low in this era, as I recall.”

		“How do we proceed?”

		Alexton grabbed my shoulders gently, turning my body so that we faced each other. In reality, we were the same height; in these bodies, he had a slight vertical advantage. It gave rise to more submissive feelings than usual, and I shivered pleasantly as his fingers cupped my chin. “Like this,” he said, before leaning in and kissing me.

		Kissing didn’t feel romantic. Modern humans kissed all the time—although it was less popular than grabbing genitals. But this was a lengthy kiss, and his lips slowly massaged mine. Angela’s lips were very sensitive, feeling the movement and pinching and wetness of it all, and then his tongue was pushing into my mouth.

		Okay, this is kind of interesting, I thought, mimicking his technique by sending my own tongue into his mouth. Our heads tilted slightly, and we moaned as we sucked each other’s tongues, and I showed my affection for him by drooling as much as possible, spitting until our saliva was dangling off our chins and sticking to our bodies.

		After a minute of this odd but fascinating courtship behavior, we pulled apart. The number on my tracker was up from 51. It was now 65.

		My nipples throbbed incessantly. And this body’s uterus burned with the desire to be inseminated.

		I had never participated in intercourse while inside a female body. Being trained as a chrononaut, none of the female arousal felt weird. Rather, I was excited to have another orifice to insert things into—and not just any orifice. The orifice of life itself.

		Alexton slipped the straps off my shoulders. Gravity caused the top of my dress to fold over, revealing my large, tan breasts in the night air. Somewhere a bird was chirping. Is it because of me and my exposed mammary glands? I wondered, not knowing how intelligent birds were. But it was a musical sound, and it made me more aroused.

		“You are a beautiful human,” he said.

		I smiled. “And you, Alexton, are also a beautiful human. I wish to enjoy your beauty in the sex room, but swapping bodily fluids outdoors is a once-in-a-lifetime experience.”

		The tracker: “What do you think of human foreplay?”

		“It’s unusual, like their food,” I said. “But I kind of like it.”

		“Congruency is continuing to increase. Intercourse is recommended.”

		“I approve of that recommendation,” my partner said.

		We tried the kissing again. Simultaneously, Alexton put his effort into removing my dress entirely. In that regard, I dearly missed modern attire. With one button press, fabrics removed themselves. But the slowness and intimacy of it only served to enhance the feelings of my curviness as I wiggled, to assist in his task. Once the fabric was past my hips, it fell to the ground. And then I was naked, like the universe intended, wet and glistening from my mouth and my vagina, my bodily fluids beginning to flow the more aroused I became.

		I really wanted to feel his penis inside me and experience the passage of seed. It would be a proper mating. I had yet to reach an age where I wanted to mate with a female, so I considered this to be a worthwhile experience from an informative perspective.

		I struggled with Alexton’s buttons. They were so stupid and needless. I wondered if clothing in 2024 had been designed by sadists.

		He bent over and sucked on one of my nipples. The tenderness was astounding, and the overwhelming pleasure it brought me made me halt my attempts at undressing him. I thrust my chest forward, and my nipples became like spears; they were stiff and very large, perfectly designed for sucking.

		Angela is very lucky to have a body like this, I thought.

		People on the ship had their calorie intakes regulated. Curvy women like Angela just didn’t exist. It made me question the relative thinness of the society I knew.

		“Your mouth is wonderfully wet,” I said, while Alexton’s tongue and lips massaged my brown, turgid nipple. While doing that, I stuck my fingers into my mouth and sucked them, stimulating my salivary glands into maximum production and not swallowing, so that the inside of my mouth became a river of drool that lubed my fingers and leaked forth from my lips. “Mm, yes,” I moaned, before licking my partner’s forehead.

		Alexton backed away. “You must observe their traditions,” he reminded me.

		“Does everything have to be by the rules?” I said.

		We both struggled to get him undressed. It was such a waste of energy. We had only so much time and so many cycles to enjoy arousal, and so many counterproductive seconds were spent just achieving nudity. But we finally got there, and the two of us stood in the moon’s light as lovers in a strange world.

		I let myself look at his erect genitals. It was a relief to finally act normal again. He seemed to be waiting for me to take the next step as drool leaked from my mouth.

		“Alexton, I’m nervous,” I said. “Your oral sex gives me more pleasure than oral sex from any other partner, and I know I wouldn’t be able to reciprocate adequately.”

		He brushed a strand of hair out of my eye. “Wylan, all oral sex is pleasurable. I do not spend my time ranking its quality when I could just be getting more of it.”

		Mating in our world wasn’t any different than in California in 2024. However, I enjoyed spending time with Alexton more than with any female. When I was intimate with him, I felt a competitive desire to give him more pleasure than anyone else could. He had been my friend for so long. He’d helped me through school. And we were excellent partners for these time-traveling missions. Furthermore, in the body of Angela, it was arousing to imagine his bodily fluids making me pregnant.

		But not as Angela.

		“Will it decrease your arousal if I don’t give you oral sex?” I said.

		“Not at all,” he said. “You arouse me just by being you.”

		I smiled. “But I’m not me. I am a Californian woman with very large mammary glands.”

		“When the soul is beautiful, the form does not matter.”

		As the Earthers liked to say, he knew how to press my buttons. It was a figure of speech I’d learned from a previous mission.

		Although I was nervous about oral sex, I did not leave his erect manhood standing lonely at attention. I spat a copious amount of saliva into my hand and rewarded it with my bodily fluids and a tight grip. The new differences in our bodies—their dimensions and masses—made him feel exceptionally large when wrapped in my palm, and I moved my hand with the precision and delicacy of worship. He kissed me again. The tip of his manhood was wet. And he pulsated as I stroked him. And when he reached for my vagina, he discovered my wetness. His fingers slipped inside me, and I moaned softly.

		A woman’s need for insertion was strong. The space between my legs felt annoyingly empty. I wanted our genitals to exchange fluids more strongly than ever before.

		“How would you like to proceed with intercourse?” I asked, as my eyelids fluttered.

		“I find it most attractive when females are on all fours,” he said.

		“I will do it that way.”

		So I dropped on my hands and knees in the grass of this Californian backyard, under the stars and listening to birdsong. Subtle differences in my skeleton made this position feel more appropriate as a female. My pelvis rotated with no discomfort, and I felt my vagina exposed from the rear. I nervously tingled while waiting for intercourse, knowing this was unlike all the times Alexton had inserted his penis into my anus.

		I glanced at my tracker. The number was now in the seventies.

		This is how we complete the mission, I thought. And it was a great mission. So simple. But rewarding.

		His hands grabbed my buttocks. And then his male organ aimed at my uterus and advanced into my wet depths.

		The sensation was different than with an anus. This vagina was stretchier and more accommodating of an erect penis, and he slipped deeper inside me with ease, replacing the void of my female desire with the fullness and thickness of his perfectly sized anatomy. My inner walls clamped to his shaft, and I felt him throbbing quicker and more intensely than before, his arousal increasing because of my attractive female form.

		I had no doubt that my buttocks looked spectacular from his perspective.

		He squeezed them harder, and the rhythm of intercourse took over.

		“Yes,” I moaned. “You feel wonderful inside me. Quench my arousal with your fluids.”

		“I can barely hold my fluids in.”

		“Don’t hold them in. Please—oh—let them flow. I need them.”

		Without protection, we were effectively mating. I thought perhaps the chance of offspring would help us succeed in redirecting Angela’s future. Regardless, in that moment, it wasn’t Angela I was having intercourse for. I wanted it as myself, and having a vagina made the intimacy with Alexton even more special and enjoyable, with my vaginal walls perfectly squeezing and stimulating his erection, and my mammary glands swinging pendulously underneath me.

		In the few seconds before climax, my mind and body were the same person, wanting this forever and ever.

		He grunted suddenly.

		“Yes!” I squealed.

		His fluids came out, gushing in repetitive bursts that filled the deepest part of my vagina, toward my uterus. I shivered and trembled, every drop adding to the physical pleasure of the climax and the mental pleasure of a successful courtship.

		These Earth people might have been a little strange by modern standards, but the exchange of bodily fluids felt just as good.

		I would be dwelling back on this moment of Alexton penetrating my vagina for many more cycles.
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		The next day, Alexton and I stood in the relaxation room of this Earth woman’s residence. We were holding hands. Part of it was the mission assignment; bringing these two bodies and souls together was the requirement for returning home. But I knew it wasn’t just Angela holding the hands of Jonas, nor Jonas clasping Angela’s slightly trembling fingers.

		I felt strangely more comfortable inside Angela’s body than perhaps my own flesh. I could stare into Alexton’s eyes and not feel like a wrong equation. This morning, we had drunk a foul-tasting beverage called coffee, and all I could think about was the bodily fluids inside me.

		“Should we not have intercourse again?” I asked him. “We want this romance to be deeply rooted, to make sure the client is happy with the result.”

		“Any change in congruency?” he asked.

		I flipped my wrist over and stared at the tracker. It was still 95. Why 95? What were we missing?

		“I just want to get back to the sex room,” I said, feeling his masculine chest underneath his shirt. It wasn’t too dissimilar from his real chest. The sight and aroma of his freshly showered body continued to keep my nipples erect. “I want to finally try oral sex.”

		“Wylan, I would enjoy it if my bodily fluids went down your throat.”

		“And I shall make my throat wide and receptive.”

		Right then there was a knock on the door. The sound was jarring compared to the pleasant alerts of a waiting visitor aboard the ship. I flinched away. Alexton, meanwhile, ushered me with him to see who was outside.

		There was a man. I wondered if he was a neighbor. But my lack of preparation was showing again, because my partner knew this man’s identity instantly.

		“Greetings, Martin,” Alexton said. “Would you like to come inside our…er, Angela’s lovely residence and have a drink?”

		Martin did not appear so hospitable. His eyes made an angry turn in my direction. “Honey, who’s this jackass?” he declared. “Is there something funny going on between you two?”

		Now remembering that Martin was the man who, in the unaltered timeline, was supposed to mate with Angela, I felt a desire to clear up any confusion. “Greetings, Martin. While I do enjoy partaking in amusement, this is a serious matter. This lovely jackass, Jonas, is my talent agent. I have developed deeply intimate feelings for him, and we have already exchanged bodily fluids. I enjoyed it tremendously.”

		“You exchanged bodily fluids? What the fuck does that mean?”

		“I do not tolerate such language.” Perhaps this is why Angela wanted a different mate, I thought. And Martin’s body odor was completely disagreeable. I could not fathom the closeness of it. Or the possibility of intercourse with him causing such an odor to spread upon me. “Jonas and I have started a relationship. I apologize if this is emotionally distressful.”

		Martin’s eyes flicked to the man beside me. I didn’t like his look. Everyone in my life was taught to be happy, and so I knew a thousand ways a happy face could look. This was not one of them.

		“Talent agent? For your television career?”

		“Yes, that’s correct.”

		“So, you’re sucking your way to the top, huh?”

		I knew what he was inferring. “Actually,” I said. “We did not engage in oral—”

		Martin’s hand flew out and slapped me across the face. His behavior completely startled me, and I stood there not knowing how to react while a pain burned in my left cheek. Mainly, I couldn’t believe that such violence against humans was permissible. Where were the police in this world? How had he reached adulthood without receiving a psychological remedy for his aggressive behavior? For the first time, I felt a little scared.

		But then Martin stomped away.

		The tracker: “Congruency improving.”

		I saw that the number was now 97. Not enough. But very close.

		Alexton retrieved a rag with some ice cubes inside. I sat on the sofa while he pressed it against my face to alleviate the hotness of the pain.

		“What was the objective of Martin’s violence?” I said to him. “Did he think that physically abusing me would have caused me to want to mate with him? I found his reaction completely repulsive, and I doubt Angela would have approved of it either.”

		“We are trying to make sense of an ancient civilization in which we do not belong,” he said. “I wouldn’t dwell on it, Wylan.”

		“Thank you for being there.”

		“My actions were very minimal.”

		“But you were alongside me.”

		The rest of the morning was spent with us cuddling on the sofa and nursing my injury. Again, I had to commend Alexton’s experience. In the future, I would’ve already been healed by medicine. But in this strange and primitive history, he knew precisely how to treat me.

		After lunch, I was again conflicted about ending the mission—although the congruency was now at 98 percent. My arousal was at a point where I could spend two straight days in a sex room, unleashing every last drop of my bodily fluids and pleasuring all of my orifices with the toys at our disposable. But I would only have two orifices. Not a third. Not the womb in this history, inside this body. I thought I was beginning to love Alexton. But in our world, I could not be his mate. After experiencing the flow of his bodily fluids inside me and knowing the possibility it posed for offspring, a love in my real body didn’t seem adequate.

		When another Earth evening approached, we were in the backyard by the fireplace. Alexton had to convince me to let him burn some wood. It was already chopped. Still, I did not find it as enjoyable initially, knowing what would happen to the planet’s forests in the future.

		Knowing the future felt like a detriment sometimes.

		I felt like it made the missions involving romantic objectives more difficult. My mind wouldn’t settle into my body. I couldn’t achieve a zen. Although, with Alexton, I needed no perfect zen to fantasize about the two of us swapping bodily fluids again.

		We sat facing the flames. The light of day faded.

		“What do you think our next mission will be?” I asked him, while my hand massaged his groin and his rubbed mine.

		“The likelihood suggests another investment portfolio,” he said. “I hate how obsessed humans were with money in the past. And they are hundreds of years away from the harmonious communism that will finally end wars.”

		“That’s not very creative.”

		“I am answering your question objectively.”

		I pondered. “Maybe I’ll receive a mission to go into the past to save a little girl’s stuffed animal. Or to be a bride and make a happier wedding memory.”

		“Wylan, I’m sensing a theme. These involve you being female.”

		“Yes…”

		In the lounge chair, I was already nearly lying on top of Alexton, just so our bodies could fit. My hand stopped masturbating him. Instead, it wrapped around his torso, and I embraced him as Angela probably would have, but I wasn’t acting like Angela.

		“You know,” I said. “I don’t even know how Angela’s selection of a mate changes her future. I don’t feel like I know anything about Angela.”

		“That’s because you gloss over the mission details.”

		“Are you more informed about this mission?”

		Alexton smiled and shook his head. “I was busy exchanging bodily fluids with Zoira. I didn’t have the time to read thoroughly.”

		“But my point is, it doesn’t feel like we’re two other people, does it? I may be inexperienced with this kind of mission, but I still feel like Wylan. And you are acting and talking like Alexton. We are still ourselves. Which…” I bit my lip and stared into his eyes. “Which makes this love not feel like it belongs to different people. This love, I think, is ours.”

		He chuckled, and in the flickering light I could see the blushing. “You are getting drawn too deep into this life,” he said.

		“So, you do not want to exchange bodily fluids right now?”

		“I always want to exchange bodily fluids.”

		“But not in my anus or mouth, I bet.”

		I hugged him closer, squeezing my breasts against his collarbone. Humans in the future were sexual creatures by nature, but that did not stop us from having preferences. And he was young and virile, and I had the body of an ideal mate, with a fertile womb. We could have intercourse as men and enjoy it, but a heterogeneous affair added an entirely new layer: naturally produced offspring. The thought of my belly growing big and round with his baby inside me was a pleasure I could not get out of my mind.

		I consulted the tracker. “To reach full congruity, would you recommend another exchange of bodily fluids?”

		The tracker responded: “Yes, I calculate that additional sexual pleasure will manifest a permanent love between Angela and Jonas.”

		I smirked.

		It wasn’t like I needed a reason, but I also liked knowing that I was helping to complete my assignment while undressing myself and giving in to my arousal.

		For this occasion, Alexton remained in the chair while I straddled him on top. Feeling his erect penis penetrate me again was the confirmation: I enjoyed being female more than being male. The integration of our sexually stimulated genitals warmed my body and soul, and with every thrust it became increasingly impossible to look forward to returning to the future and my real flesh. I rode him slowly and passionately, moaning long into the evening hours as our bodily fluids drooled from our lips and seeped from our pores and filled my vagina.

		His orgasm was plentiful and satisfying.

		While I caught my breath, the tracker beeped. The number was now at 100. “Congratulations,” the voice said. “Mission five-one-three has now concluded. Please dispose of this device accordingly. Your minds will be returning to the disciples shortly.”

		“Well,” I panted, with his semen thickly and copiously settling inside of my vagina. “This was an unusual mission, but I enjoyed it.”

		“I enjoyed it too, Wylan,” he said. “I’m going to miss your large mammary glands and the way your tight vagina squeezes my penis.”

		“You have Zoira for that.”

		Nude, I removed the tracker and went deeper into the backyard. Back in the far corner, I began scooping the soil out with my hand until I’d made a hole deep enough. I placed the tracker inside, then piled the soil back on top of it. The tracker was made of biodegradable materials and intentionally manufactured to decompose within one cycle.

		Then I returned to Alexton, my love.

		He stood up, and we held hands while awaiting our departure.

		I knew I’d see him in the sex room shortly. But first I needed to recuperate and hydrate myself. The disciple unit had been masturbating me this whole time.

		Then I felt the tingle, and it was like all my molecules were pulled apart. For a second, I wasn’t human anymore; I was stretched across the galaxy, across time and space, pulled through the Rift.

		It wasn’t long until I recognized the sensation of the padding against my back and the helmet cradling my head. Reality returned as a blur of data on the HUD while I regained consciousness. I blinked a few times and saw the MISSION SUCCESSFUL screen. The lid swiveled open, and I began to extricate myself.

		Until I saw something unusual.

		The first observation was my chest. It was the incorrect shape. There were bulges pressing against the biosuit. And was my waist thinner? And my hips wider? Also, I didn’t remember the biosuit being so snug against my genitals that they looked completely flat…

		Suddenly the room was echoing with an alert: “Time anomaly detected. Time anomaly detected.”

		“What?” I said, my mouth producing a voice that had not gained the deepness of puberty.

		A robo unit appeared. Instantly, I was sprayed with something very, very cold…
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		I sat with a towel around my incongruent bosom, shivering in an iso-room with no windows. There was still wetness on my skin after thawing out from cryogenesis. I was undecided if I wanted this to be a dream or wanted this to be reality.

		“How much time has elapsed since I was frozen?” I asked the iso-room’s computer.

		“One week,” it said.

		“Why?”

		“Required protocol against time anomalies. A thorough investigation has concluded following mission five-one-three. There is no other time anomaly detected.”

		But why was my sex altered for no apparent logical reason? I wondered. The computer system was supposed to analyze and report any potential conflicts arising from the selection of chrononauts and the historical events to be altered. My employer received the interest of thousands of clientele, but only a fraction were accepted due to this.

		What altered event had caused this?

		I had remained in Angela’s residence for the mission duration. I had only interacted with Jonas and Martin.

		“Computer,” I said, still adjusting to my new, higher voice. “Analyze my new lineage from the Earth year 2024 to the present.”

		A hologram projected on the wall, with a blue line stretching, branching paths multiplying like a long, growing tree tilted on its side. I saw my ancestors and the results of their mating. The far-right side ended in my name, although it wasn’t WYLAN anymore. It was WYLINA. And at the beginning of this family timeline was another name I recognized.

		MARTIN DOUGLAS.

		“Computer, is Martin Douglas the Martin who I interacted with in my mission?”

		“Yes.”

		“But I succeeded in my mission?”

		“Yes.”

		“How is this not a conflict?”

		“Unknown.”

		Based on this revelation, it would seem I had been slapped in the face by one of my own ancestors. And as Angela, I had altered his relationship and the offspring he would go on to produce with a different partner. Thus, it seemed definite that mission five-one-three was directly responsible for me changing sex.

		I rubbed my head. I had been given painkillers, but that was only for the physical ailment. The mental struggle to comprehend all this felt like there was a supernova happening in my skull.

		This has never happened before, I kept thinking. The computer is supposed to detect all conflicts. How did this mission even receive authorization?

		The conflict was obvious. It was my lineage. Public and easily accessible information.

		The computer surely detected it.

		Unless…

		The conflict was ignored. Or the conflict was integral to the mission?

		I heard a chime. Although I lacked the capability of seeing outside, I knew who would be visiting me. I told the computer to let him in.

		“Greetings, Wylan,” Alexton said.

		“Greetings,” I said, less enthusiastically. “Although, it appears my name is Wylina now.”

		Alexton made a funny face as he entered the iso-room. The door shut behind him. “But I have no memory of you being called Wylina,” he said.

		I shrugged. “I’m just very confused.” And I could not separate myself from the confusion unless I voluntarily took my mind out of my body. Under the soft towel, I felt the wideness of my hips on the padded bench, the pressure and weight of my chest, the female void between my legs. Undoubtedly my abdomen contained a uterus. I had felt its fertility in Angela, and I could now feel it in me. A potential energy in the flesh—a match right before it flames.

		My information in the database showed that I was still the same age. I had graduated from the same classes, been born in the same colony, and been employed by Timeless on the same date. It was hard to locate anything that was different, except here on my physical form.

		The consequences were both minimal and massive.

		Alexton came and sat down next to me. “Perhaps it’s a science not yet understood,” he suggested.

		I laughed slightly. “What science? The disciple units are completely understood. But I entered male and came out female.”

		“You desired to be female when you were Angela.”

		“Desire doesn’t change the fabric of the universe.”

		“Are you disappointed?”

		I looked into his eyes. A part of me despised how calm he was right now, just as I despised the computer for reacting unemotionally to my condition. Details of the summary weren’t even being sent to headquarters. It was like my sex change was a minor glitch, or nothing at all.

		Why?

		The same word, over and over, pounding against every cell in my body.

		“I don’t know,” I said.

		Alexton had been wearing his biosuit the last time I’d seen him. Now he was dressed casually. I reached over and cupped his exposed genitals, comforted by the warmth of his testicles and penis. I was happy to have someone who cared about me more than just for the enjoyment I provided in a sex room.

		He stroked my longer hair. “Wylina is an attractive woman,” he said.

		“I’m not sure this is what I want.”

		“You were untruthful in the past?”

		“No—” I sighed and shook my head. “Our desires should not always be fulfilled. Back when I was in school, there were some days when I desired to quit school. Should that have been fulfilled? I would not have this job, if that had been my path. I would not be here with you. Ignoring those desires provided me with a better life.”

		“Did you have a better life as a male?”

		I didn’t like that question. And I could sense that the full details of my alteration might remain unknowable for the rest of my cycles. I disliked that too.

		But for a short period of time, Alexton and I had lived different lives. And during that time, as a woman, I had enjoyed his affection more than ever before. I felt the echo of the desires of Angela’s female flesh throbbing inside my own, and it excited me slightly to imagine our romance continuing in the present, as it had in the past.

		Between my legs was the third orifice.

		And Alexton’s genitals were showing an interest in me.

		I slowly removed my towel. My new female body lacked the mass and dimensions of Angela’s, but I still experienced provocative emotions when looking down at my erect nipples. My body was slim like all the females on this ship.

		Alexton regarded my genitals. Then cupped his fingers there.

		“I will have to get accustomed to this,” he said. “Wylan has a vagina.”

		“Accustoming will be simple, I think,” I said, observing his penis reaching an erect condition. I did not feel the same happen to me. Now there was a deepening awareness of the emptiness between my legs, and warmth radiating, and wetness accumulating. My nipples began to stiffly ache.

		Alexton leaned over and began to lick my shoulders, his abundant saliva polishing my skin. I was drooling too, with my bodily fluids at a healthy amount even after the crisis I’d endured. I extended my tongue and licked the side of his face. I greatly enjoyed being able to share affection with him as our modern selves again, and not as ancient humans with unhygienic mouths and strange traditions.

		He spat on my body. I spat on his.

		We embraced and rubbed our saliva across each other.

		“I’m female now,” I said, the words both a fact and an astonishment to myself.

		“You will have to mate,” Alexton said. “You can have children.”

		“I have not even eaten and slept as a female yet. I will mate when I am ready to bear offspring.”

		I wonder if you will be the one, I thought.

		Any questions I had could wait. I was restlessly aroused. And Alexton showed no hesitation despite my different appearance. My massaging hand remained attached to his testicles and penis, and his fingers explored the different biology beneath my navel. When his fingertips penetrated me, it was like I was Angela again. I felt the raw passion of my sexual impatience rising to the surface, deposing any leftover concern I had.

		“You are very erect,” I breathed.

		“And you are very wet,” he said, with the evidence abundantly found in my vagina.

		I stroked my hand along his penis, repeatedly spitting into my palm to make his shaft slick.

		My mind became increasingly distant from wanting to be male again.

		After the initiation, both of our bodies moist with saliva, I stared into his eyes. His genitals were a focal point, and the hesitation I’d struggled with as a male was no longer present inside me. “I want to give you oral sex,” I panted. “I want to feel you inside my mouth.”

		He nodded. “You should not have questioned your urges, Wylan. I always wish to exchange bodily fluids with everyone.”

		“But I think it’ll be better like this.”

		I dropped to my knees, my heart fluttering like it had before my first mission, when I had not had complete faith in the disciples. Perhaps I had a reason to question that faith, given the current state of my flesh, but it was nearly irrelevant to the current task. I had never been as close to a penis as I was now. I enjoyed its shaved smoothness, its rigidity, its swollen magnificence. A bead of fluid glistened on the tip. With a lust in my throat, I lowered my tongue and wrapped my lips around it, taking my male friend into my mouth for the first time.

		I’d satisfied myself with toys multiple times, but this was the true flesh. And it was so warm and throbbing as I slid my mouth onto his erect shaft, feeling that warmth and throbbing channeling deeper, becoming thicker, pressing heavily on my tongue.

		If this were a religion, it was akin to meeting a deity.

		My whole body tingled, and I felt imbued with electricity. Even my fingers. Even my toes. Even my eyeballs. The nervousness I’d held onto for so long was instantly vanquished as I moved my head in a rhythm, sucking and licking and coating Alexton’s fantastic penis in as much drool as my salivary glands could produce.

		The frequency of intimacy of modern humans had evolved our glands. We produced much more saliva than Californians in 2024. As a result, it was not long until Alexton’s manhood was thickly coated and dripping wet. He touched my face as I looked up at him.

		It is different now, I thought.

		My uterus told me so. Even without a child inside me, my desires focused on the possibility. And these were not desires I should ignore.

		I withdrew my mouth, drool oozing down the front of my naked female body.

		“Shall we exchange bodily fluids?” I asked him. “With my new vagina?”

		“You are ready to use it?” he said.

		I nodded. “With you, all my orifices are ready. They will always be ready.”

		The padded bench was the right length for me to get on my hands and knees—and the right height to bring my vagina level with my partner’s genitals. This time, in my new authentic body, I trembled with excitement. This wasn’t someone else. This wasn’t in the past. This was me. This was now. And however this sex change had come to be, it felt like the right decision—an opinion that was confirmed as soon as Alexton pressed his penis against my vagina and entered me for the first time.

		I clenched the edge of the bench, absorbing every millimeter of his incredible shaft spreading me open and filling that dreadful emptiness. My vagina was the perfect size and depth to encompass it, and so much wetness made his insertion effortless. He slipped inside me, and my buttocks and his abdomen came into contact.

		“I am beginning to prefer you this way,” he commented.

		I smiled. “I may just prefer it too. I certainly will if your attraction for me does not dwindle.”

		“Wylan, it has definitely grown.”

		However the time anomaly had been generated, my mind was nearly beyond the curiosity—one more thrust, and it was. He gripped my buttocks gently. Lovingly. And he never went aggressively. It was not required of him, because the inside of my vagina was so sensitive, and the contact of our genitals sent shivers up my spine that no anal penetration ever had.

		Wylina, I thought.

		It seemed more appropriate now. I decided that I wouldn’t protest the name change in the computer system. It even sounded sweet.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned. “I hope you have lots of bodily fluids—oh—for me.”

		“Plenty,” Alexton groaned.

		His hands slid toward my waist; his pelvic motions accelerated. He leaned over my backside, drawing his spear-like erection all the way out and all the way back in, slamming it entirely into my vagina. I drooled constantly. And squealed. I feared I might squeal loud enough to trigger the ship’s alert system. After all, Alexton and I were not supposed to have intercourse in any room other than a sex room.

		Following a few sustained minutes of incredible thrusting, my partner slowed. My mind was elevated into a euphoric state, my whole body quivering and sweating. Even when Alexton was still, I felt his penis pulsating inside me.

		“Forgive me,” he said. “I am still accustomed to Wylan as a male. Now I worry I could get you pregnant.”

		I smiled. “Is it your turn to hesitate?”

		“For this, yes.”

		“Would you object to releasing your fluids into my mouth?”

		“I definitely would not.”

		His penis pulled out. I rotated on my knees and faced his groin as I had not so long ago, his manhood directed at my face—only now his manhood was covered in more fluids, and I was sure that its current sheen was a result of my vaginal juices.

		It twitched while hanging there. Like it was beckoning me.

		I scooped it into my mouth, tasting so many flavors of our bodies. This time, my motions were not unassisted. Alexton held my face and lunged his penis deeper into my throat, using the interior of my mouth as he would a vagina. My eyes rolled back as I felt that girthy appendage squeeze in deeper, the muscles in his sexual organ overpowering the muscles in my esophagus, until my lips were nearly touching his groin.

		Then he rewarded me.

		There was a hot gush down my throat—and his penis swelled noticeably more, pressing against my teeth and tongue and commanding me to drink all his fluids. I moaned from consuming every drop of semen. I would’ve preferred the semen in my vagina, but that was why I considered Alexton to be more intelligent than me; offspring was a major responsibility.

		When he pulled out, my stomach felt as full as if I’d partaken in a feast. I licked my lips.

		“Do you think it is possible to find out why you changed sex?” he asked.

		“You mean why the ship’s computer allowed a mission to have a conflict?”

		He nodded.

		“I don’t know.” It was an honest answer. My entire life felt more honest right now. I had the third orifice, just like Angela. And as Angela, I’d been reluctant to return to my real body knowing what exchanging bodily fluids felt like in hers.

		I wondered if I would get pregnant one day. I wondered if it would be from Alexton. The notion filled me with joy.

		“It’s unimportant,” I told him. “What is important is us meeting in the sex room in a couple of hours to exchange more bodily fluids.”

		“You like being female, don’t you?”

		My smile was all he needed to see.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		That night in my quarters, I had a strange dream. The details were hazy, like all dreams, but what was clear was this impression that I’d seen myself in the future. I was a wife and a mother. I was no longer employed by Timeless, but I was happier than ever, and satisfied with the journey my life had taken. As I was only twenty-one cycles old, it was odd to be imagining myself so far ahead in time.

		When I woke, I immediately satiated my thirst with a full bottle of water. I knew I’d be exchanging lots of bodily fluids in the days to come.

		As I was tossing the empty bottle into the recycle bin, I saw something unusual and which had not been there before. I pulled it out.

		It was a tracker. Like the ones we used in the past.

		Someone had removed the battery unit. The device was unresponsive. I would’ve replaced the battery myself, but the space for it showed a diagram unlike any battery I recognized.

		Who’s using this on the ship? I thought. And why’s it in my quarters?

		I was overwhelmed with a hypothesis. It connected all the dots: the conflict in the mission, the mission itself, the sex change, everything. But I didn’t want to believe it. Mission five-one-three had felt like any other mission, and I had never felt out of control of my own body.

		I sat on my bed, still holding the tracker.

		“Computer,” I said. “Show me the surveillance video of this room from four hours ago.”

		The holographic video manifested. And there I was, standing nude and preparing to rest. Although I was not completely nude. There was something on my wrist. Something I should have noticed, but never did.

		My past self was wearing the tracker.

		“Computer. Show me surveillance from when I was in the iso-room.”

		Me sitting with the towel around my body, warming up after cryogensis. The same tracker was on my wrist.

		“Computer. Show me surveillance from when I entered the disciple unit to embark on mission five-one-three.”

		The sleeve of the biosuit was short enough to show half of my forearm.

		And there was the tracker again.

		I paused the video and pondered in ways that my brain had never pondered before, questioning time and space and my own identity.

		It appeared that someone from the future had traveled back to this moment, into my body, and farther into the past via the disciple unit. It was time-traveling within time-traveling. The mission hadn’t been to change Angela’s future; it had been to change mine. There wasn’t a conflict. The conflict was the mission objective.

		Someone had hired a Timeless chrononaut to go back in time and change my sex.

		Only one person could do that.

		“Wylina,” the computer said, “you have a message. I was notified to play it if certain surveillance videos were accessed.”

		“Go ahead,” I said.

		A woman spoke: “Wylan, I hope you have deduced what’s really going on. If you want to know my identity, you only have to look in the closest mirror. Although, you will have to add about twenty years.”

		It took me embarrassingly long to recognize the voice. It was mine. The new female version.

		“When I was your age, I began to question who I was. And not for a long time, after I’d lost the friendship of Alexton, did I understand. The missions I took convinced me that I was really female in my heart and soul. I’ve transitioned. But I wanted more. I desired a uterus. And I wanted to be with Alexton. So I spent all my money to hire chrononauts to change my history. I hope this is not emotionally distressing. I have tried to improve our future. You’ll be so much happier from now on. I promise, Wylina.”

		The message ended.

		I reclined on my bed.

		It frightened me slightly that I had never known another person was in control of my body. The same must’ve been true of Angela. She believed she was seducing Jonas from decisions of her own making.

		But then I was happy.

		Thank you, I thought, wishing my future self could hear it.

		I went back to sleep, dreaming of time, space, and lots of bodily fluids.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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