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To my readers, always


Forbidden Fruit

(17,900 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Lionel

“Put that back, Roger,” I said, but Roger didn’t listen. He had a strong will and never played by the rules. Roger slid the cookie from my mother’s cooling rack into his pocket and darted out the back door to my childhood backyard. Roger’s childhood home was a stone’s throw down the road.

Running outside, I chased after Roger. My mom would kill me if she noticed a cookie missing. She always prepared exactly enough to send a little baggie to each of the neighbors for Easter. Watching her in a fit was harder than witnessing a lion kill a zebra. She would wring our necks if I didn’t get the cookie from Roger.

“Please, give it back, Roger. You don’t want to see my mother angry,” I said.

“She can take it out of the bag for my parents, relax,” Roger said. He pulled the cookie from his pocket and snapped it in two. My heart did the same. “You’re such a stickler, Lionel. How do we stay friends?”

Sometimes I didn’t know the answer to that question myself. Opposites attract? Roger and I did everything together: went to parties, met women, and played sports. We studied on productive nights too, but there was a world of difference between us. I mellowed Roger out, and he pushed me to try things I never would without him. I lost my virginity because of his guidance and pressure, and he survived college algebra and calculus because of mine.

Roger stuffed his mouth with the cookie, and I heard my mother’s voice in my head, but I wouldn’t stop Roger.

When Roger finished his cookie, he walked across my backyard doing a handstand. We both had nice bodies. I trained on weights more than Roger, and he was a calisthenics master. He loved performing flips on bars; posing in the yard. Roger’s shirt fell to his face, revealing his six pack. His muscles flexed as his arms moved about the grass. I didn’t have the flexibility Roger did, but women loved my muscles. When Roger and I walked in a bar, women turned to stare at us. They loved to touch my muscles and try to wrap their hand around my bicep. They always needed both hands to fit around my flexed bicep, and most couldn’t connect their fingers. Roger had nice arms too, but he kept his body leaner to have more stability and balance for his tricks and Parkour. I had a life to live and wasn’t risking it jumping from building to building.

“Done showing off yet?” I asked as Roger’s face turned red from the blood rushing to it.

He slowly lowered his body, making an arch with it before standing on his feet. Watching him show off for the neighbors had me sighing and wishing he would stop. It surprised me he hadn’t scaled the side of the house, but my mother came outside to call us for lunch before Roger could show off any of his other moves.

We went inside to eat with my family before heading down the street to Roger’s to dine with his family. Our parents gave us money. It was more tradition than anything. Since graduating university, Roger and I had found jobs. He was working as a real estate agent in suburban St. Louis, and I got a job at a corporation in the city as a junior accountant, but the company was already talking about a promotion after a year there.

After dinner at Roger’s, we drove back to our house together. We lived a few miles from our parents in a three-bedroom house. When we graduated, we decided to continue living together until we found women to marry. Neither of us had the desire to flee our city and find greener pastures.

We loved our three-bedroom house. It didn’t cost more than a one-bedroom apartment in Chicago, and we each had our own wing of the house and separate bathrooms. A huge backyard to grill, and Roger had a place to practice his stunts. He had a pull-up bar in the backyard, and I had my weights in the basement. Roger used them too occasionally but preferred to develop his acrobatics.

When we arrived home, Roger went to his wing, and I went to mine. I had to wake up early for work the next day.

♦

Roger

Selling houses is my favorite game, and Roger is my name. I earned a business degree, so when I start my own brokerage, it will become the best in the metropolitan area. I had always dreamed of becoming a broker, and my dreams weren’t far from reality. Since a real-estate license didn’t require a bachelor’s degree, I was selling houses while earning my degree. When I graduated, I went full-time. After two years full-time, I would open my brokerage and take over the city. I still had a year before I would take the leap.

It was Wednesday night, and Lionel and I had gone to play soccer on our weekly league. It was an adult league with people from all around the city. They played in Bendersville, but some people drove over thirty miles to attend. I wouldn’t drive that far to play soccer, but it didn’t take more than five minutes for Lionel and me to arrive.

We played every week. Running around the field was another way to release my pent-up energy. Flipping around the bar and doing pull-ups wasn’t enough. Exercise didn’t slow me down, and soccer was a fantastic way to get Lionel out the house. He would sit around and rot away reading finance books and surveying his next investment if I didn’t push him to do things.

After winning the soccer game, I went to shower. Water running down my body, the lines in my abs were like the groves of a river. My dick was my favorite part of my body. Women loved Lionel for his big muscles, but they loved me for my big dick. I had nice muscles too, but finding the right woman who could take all nine inches of my uncut cock was rare, and when I did I tried to keep her around as long as possible. When the woman started talking about relationships, I had to kick her to the curb.

Lionel had a nice cock. I’ve seen it. I didn’t want it nor was I attracted to it, but I could appreciate a man’s body. It was clear why women loved us both. We were the friends who scored the hottest chicks. But still, Lionel wasn’t massive like me. Few men I’ve seen in urinals or showers have been. I’ve seen lots of men gawk at my soft dick when I take a piss at the club because it was probably bigger than theirs on hard.

After drying off in the shower, Lionel and I headed to the bar. He drove. We talked about women and sports on the way. The basketball playoffs had started, and we had small bets going. There was a bracket chart on our fridge with the teams we had bet money on. When we arrived at the bar, I ordered a draft beer. Lionel ordered white wine. He didn’t care what people that about the muscular man drinking wine. He was comfortable with himself. Personally, nobody would catch me in public with a glass of white wine. I respected that about Lionel, but people had to have been judging. Thinking we were fags.

There were two hot chicks in the corner looking in our direction. Lionel was watching the game and commentary, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off the women. One was a brunette and the other blonde. They each had two martini glasses; one dirty and empty and the other freshly delivered.

“Bro, you see those chicks over there?” I asked.

Lionel took his eyes off the television and glanced at the women but showed little interest. It irked me when he put sports over pussy. Women loved coming back to our house and seeing the furniture and artwork a designer had picked out for us when we moved to the house.

“Come on, man. There are two of them, and they can’t stop staring at us.”

“I’m not in the mood,” Lionel said.

I didn’t understand Lionel when he said such statements. How could he not want to smash one of those hot chicks? They were practically about to crawl across the bar and give up their bodies, and Lionel only cared about some men throwing a ball around a court. I could check the score in the morning. I’d much rather feel my dick sliding in and out of that blonde’s warm pussy, but those chicks had to come as a package. One leaving the other didn’t seem probable.

“Forget it, man. You can get their numbers, and we can go out with them this weekend, but I gotta wake up early. You know that, Roger.”

This weekend? I forgot to tell Lionel what I had planned for us, if he could, but he always had the weekend off. “I wanted to explore a cave this weekend, if you’re feeling up to it,” I said. I had read about an impressive cave about two hours from Bendersville. It took stumbling across it on the internet to find the cave, but it looked much more intriguing than the popular cave closer to St. Louis.

“What day?”

“Saturday. I have open houses on Sunday,” I said. “On Saturday, I don’t have to do anything for once, and I happened to find out about this cave.”

Before Lionel could reject the offer, I pulled up the cave on my phone and showed Lionel some pictures. He scrolled through them, and a smile spread across his face. “Count me in for the cave but not the women,” he said.

“What about Friday night with the women?”

“Maybe.”

I took that as enough reason to go over and chat up the ladies. They said they would have been interested if they didn’t already have boyfriends. They added that we were great eye candy and had been debating if we were friends or boyfriends. I didn’t win that night, but there were plenty of women in the metro area.


Chapter Two

Lionel

Roger and I drove to Odon, Missouri Saturday morning. We didn’t go out last night because the women already had boyfriends, and I never agreed to more than one outing a week. Roger chatted with women online last night, but I didn’t hear anyone visit the house. Who knew though because Roger could be sneaky. He was a roach behind the wall.

“Should we eat before we head to the cave?” I asked.

Roger was driving because the cave had been his idea, and I wasn’t putting miles on my car. I almost always drove to soccer and the club if we went out dancing. Baseball and hockey games in the city. I loved to hang out with Roger, but he got over on me with gas money and miles on my car. Those journeys added up to oil changes and repairs.

“Yeah, that’s a good idea. We should have packed a lunch,” Roger said. He was excited, but my stomach growled, begging for food. “I can’t wait to see what the cave looks like.”

“The photos online are impressive, but there isn’t much information about it. No maps or anything. Hopefully we can find the waterfall,” I said. I had agreed because nature excited me more than booze, and daytime activities agreed with my schedule more than nighttime outings.

We exited the interstate and drove several miles down the state highway. Roger’s phone went in and out of service, but the GPS had downloaded the map for offline use. We went for what felt like over fifteen miles before seeing any signs of civilization. There hadn’t been more than one tiny promotional sign for the cave on the interstate, and when we reached Odon, it looked like any other small town. There were two competing gas stations, a few fast-food places, a general store, and some local shops.

We headed down the main drag, shorter than a mile, and there was a diner at the end. Several cars parked outside the trailer-house shaped building.

“This town has a weird vibe,” Roger said.

I felt that way about all small towns after growing up in the city with brown skin. Not that small towns didn’t have people of color, but I never traveled to those communities with my family unless we were going camping. Walking into the diner, several of the booths had people eating. A black waitress was taking orders at one of the tables. I wondered how she managed living in the small town. Roger took a seat at the bar, and I followed his lead.

An older woman worked behind the counter. She had brown hair with streaks of white and a hairnet covering it. She spoke with a thick accent for a woman who only lived two hours from Bendersville. “What could I get ya?” the woman asked and threw menus at us. Her name tag read Mary Sue.

“I’ll take a coffee,” Roger said.

“Water for me.”

“Y’all from the city, aren’t ya?” she asked while grabbing the drinks. “Whatcha doin’ down here in Odon?”

“We’re going to Odon Cave after a quick brunch,” Roger said.

“Ain’t no brunch here, son,” she said. “This is breakfast all day. What do y’all know about the cave?”

“We saw pictures online,” I said.

Mary Sue shook her head, topping off Roger’s coffee. She took our orders. I got the fried chicken sandwich, and Roger ordered pancakes with eggs and hash browns. We ate like animals, tearing through the food. Mary Sue kept the water and coffee coming, talking about basketball. St. Louis didn’t have a basketball team, but that meant everyone had a different favorite team. It was disappointing to live without a home team yet exciting to discover who a new friend’s favorite team was.

After Roger and I paid, Mary Sue stopped us before leaving. She leaned in close and whispered, “Don’t eat nothin’ you see in the cave.”

“Uh, thanks,” Roger said.

“We just ate, I think we can survive our hike without eating,” I said.

Mary Sue nodded and took the rag from her shoulder to wipe the counter, whistling a song. Roger and I walked outside to the car. The cave was a few miles away, and my heart was racing. Mary Sue’s words had a strange ring. Neither Roger nor myself spoke on the way.

♦

Roger

I couldn’t get Mary Sue’s words out of my head. When people told me not to do something, my first reaction was to do it. I was a psychology minor and realized my own weaknesses, but that didn’t correct my behavior. There were weak moments in my life like anyone else. Luckily, there was nothing in the cave that piqued my interest. I saw nothing one would eat.

Lionel walked by my side. We had two small flashlights, and lights lined the cave walls. A few had burned out and weren’t replaced. The town controlled the cave, but there weren’t human guides to show us the way. A man at the park’s entrance had given us an illegible map and a few pointers. A ranger walked the cave every morning, but I still felt nervous and alone. Lionel and I were the only people in the cave today according to the ranger at the entrance.

The cave was damp. Water droplets clung to the descending rocks. Upside down triangles like icicles. When we first entered the cave, it was expansive and welcoming, but the cave narrowed as we continued down the corridor. Lionel and I stopped to inspect the map.

I pointed at a spot where the cave thinned. It looked like there was an underground pond up ahead. The ranger had warned us there was a spot where only people on kayaks could proceed, but he also said it was obvious and not dangerous.

“Should we keep going?” Lionel asked. He stared down the narrow corridor with wide eyes and back to the entrance where the last hints of daylight blended into the darkness. We had flashlights, and I wanted to continue. We hadn’t driven two hours for nothing.

“Let’s keep going,” I said and led the way into the darkness. I heard Lionel curse under his breath before following after me.

It took ten minutes of walking through hanging rocks before reaching the area with the water. There was another corridor to the left and a body of water to the right. We hadn’t prepared for an underground lake. I held my phone to the map, wondering where the next tunnel of darkness led.

“Where is the waterfall?” Lionel asked.

“Looks like the big one is through the water, but there is a smaller one this way,” I said, pointing.

“If we can see a waterfall, we can keep going. Otherwise, I’m turning around.”

I held up the map to Lionel, showing his the waterfalls. There was a big picture where the water ended and a smaller one down the corridor. We held up our flashlights and continued. Neither of us spoke. I heard myself breathing because it was so quiet. It was cooler and wetter than outside, and I was working myself into a frenzy. The cave was my idea, but as we walked into the unknown, I wanted to turn around. A voice in my head yelled at me to forget the cave and the waterfall, but a louder voice commanded me to continue.

We arrived at an opening in the cave. Hints of sunlight poked through holes in the cave’s ceiling. A cascade of falling water ran over a few rocks to the right. Lionel opened his cell phone and went to the waterfall, but a small bush under a cascade of light took my attention.

Stepping forward, I examined the branches. The fruit looked like blackberries.

“Roger, come over and take a picture of me with the waterfall,” Lionel said.

I picked several berries from the plant and walked over to Lionel. He handed me his phone, and I cusped the berries in my closed fist. I snapped a picture of Lionel, but the berries weighed on my mind. I showed Lionel.

“Look what I found growing over there,” I said, pointing to the bush. It looked majestic in the stream of sunlight. A plant in the otherwise sea of darkness like an island in the middle of an ocean.

“Mary Sue told us not to eat anything we found here,” Lionel said. He walked over to the bush of berries. They weren’t blackberries but looked similar. I watched as Lionel examined the bush. “You shouldn’t eat those,” he said.

“You’re such a punk, Lionel,” I said. I held the berries I had picked from the bush in my hand, tempted to pop them into my mouth to prove everyone wrong, especially Mary Sue. It was sad, but I could already picture myself driving two hours back to Odon to prove her wrong. “Take a video of me,” I said. “I’ll do it in front of the waterfall.”

“You’re crazy,” Lionel said. “Why can’t you just not eat the berries?”

“Take the video and stop arguing with me,” I said.

Lionel shook his head but opened the video recorder on his phone. Standing in front of the falling water, I held the berries to the camera. “Found these growing here in Odon Cave, and I’m going to eat them. Nothing will happen,” I said. Hoping the berries weren’t poisonous, I popped them into my mouth.

“You’re an idiot, Roger. Let’s go before you die driving back to the city,” Lionel said.

I swallowed the berries, and we headed back to the car. I arrived home, and nothing had happened. Everyone was wrong and dumb, and I was right. Like always.


Chapter Three

Lionel

Sitting at the kitchen table, I ate a bowl of cereal. The kitchen and dining room bled together. The day at the cave was fun, but Roger shouldn’t have eaten that fruit. It could have been poison. He hadn’t died, and we drank a few beers before bed. I wasn’t worried about him, but Roger was an idiot.

While eating my bowl of cereal, a woman walked out of Roger’s room. I didn’t remember him bringing home a woman, but he must have.

“Morning,” the woman said. A shocked expression crossed her face when the word left her mouth. “What the heck?”

The woman touched her body, grabbing her breasts. It was strange to watch. I felt like I should leave the room until the most high-pitched, ear-shattering scream left her lips. The tone rattled the apartment and shook the windows.

I covered my ears and cursed, “what is wrong with you? Roger!” I hollered. Roger needed to come and tame his one-night stand. It was Sunday, and I didn’t have time for this.

“It’s me, Roger. It’s me,” the woman cried. Tears were falling from her eyes.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I don’t know, man. But it’s me. Ask me anything?”

I shook my head and barged past this crazy woman. She didn’t know what she was talking about. When I entered Roger’s room, he wasn’t there. I turned around, and the sexy brunette was standing behind me.

“It’s me, friend. Please help. I’m freaking out,” the woman said. I still didn’t believe her. Roger loved to play pranks, and I had been the receiver of many of his jokes. “Where is he hiding?”

I went to the bathroom and checked, but he wasn’t there either. The woman didn’t speak. She cried while touching her breasts. I stared at her a little longer after I couldn’t find Roger anywhere in the apartment. She had similar features to him: blue eyes and brown hair, but this woman was a goddess. Her breasts were like a coconut shell split in two. I wanted to take her bosoms into my hands and rub her titties while she rode my cock. Slip her nipple into my mouth while her pussy dripped on my dick. Slide a finger into her hole along with my rod and watch her squirm in pleasure. If this was my friend Roger, I wasn’t positive staying roommates was a wise decision. Keeping my hands to myself would be hard. What was I thinking? This woman couldn’t be Roger. Where was he?

“Stop looking at me like that, bro,” she said.

I pinched the bridge of my nose. I had been staring at the nipples poking through her cotton shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I couldn’t stop thinking about sucking on her titties.

“Okay,” I said with my eyes closed to not look at her tits. “What did our parents buy us for our joint twelfth-birthday celebration?”

“A trip to Disneyland in LA,” Roger said.

Shit. Only Roger would know that, but I had to ask another question to make sure. “What did we do last year that we promised never to tell anyone?”

“We hung out naked in a hot tub at the gay couple’s house from the soccer team,” she said and burst into tears. “Not that they would ever want to see this body naked. I’d take people finding out about that secret over this.” Her last words were a mix of sniffles and coughs. She was sitting at the kitchen table, and her head collapsed against the wood top.

I was pacing the room, stunned that this gorgeous woman was my longtime best friend and roommate. The man I shared everything with. If Roger had seen a chick like the one at the kitchen table in a club, he would have been all over her. I would have gone home with one of her friends.

“Have you seen yourself yet?”

She shook her head. I had to stop thinking of her as she, but thinking of this brunette as Roger was even harder. I wanted to pin her against the wall and stick my tongue into her mouth. Rub my hand over the slit between her legs. Did she have one of those? Or had Roger’s penis remained? Was he still outside playing a trick on me?

“I don’t want to see myself,” Roger said.

I snapped a picture with my cell phone and showed Roger. “Look at yourself. Roger, is it really you in there?”

“Yes, it’s me,” Roger said and grabbed my phone, throwing it across the room. “If you’re not going to help me, then leave me the fuck alone!” he said, his voice still feminine and high, and slammed the door to his room.

♦

Roger

I didn’t know what happened to my body, but waking up as a woman was the most disturbing thing to ever happen in my life. I loved women but never wanted to become one. Fucking women and impressing them with my muscles had been my specialty. In this new body, my arms were firm but much thinner. Same with my legs. My ass was rounder, and it pained me admit I lost my anaconda dick. I was crying over my lost penis, but I had to get it together.

It was Sunday, and I had several open houses lined up. Obviously I couldn’t attend them, but somebody had to. I texted my office a picture after running my thermometer under hot water a fever’s temperature. My boss sent some junior agents to the open house, but every day I missed would reduce my profits.

I couldn’t even think about what would happen if this continued. Living in a woman’s body felt like the worst prank in the world. Was it from all the jokes I pulled on people? I would repay every wrong if I could switch back to my old body. My huge dick. My washboard abs. I was the man many women wanted to fuck. Life came easy. What would my job say if I didn’t wake up as a man tomorrow?

I waited until Lionel left for the gym to use the bathroom. When I went in the bathroom, I saw myself in the mirror for the first time. My hair hung to my shoulders. It was a lighter shade of brown than before. My eyes were the same shade of blue like the color of snow turned to ice on a cold night. The breasts on my chest were large. I had no idea about bra sizes, but they were ones I would have loved to rub my dick between. Fucking titties used to be one of my favorite activities, but my dick had vanished.

I hadn’t touched the slit between my legs yet, but I would have to eventually. When I squeezed my thighs together, no bulge formed. No balls. No dick. I wore a t-shirt and basketball shorts. The outfit I was wearing to bed when I was still Roger with a big dick. The manhood of manhoods. Tears swelled in my eyes and dark thoughts clouded my head, but was it the end of the world?

The woman staring at me in the mirror was beautiful. I would have been drooling over this woman if I saw her in public. I, she, was a stunning brunette. Pulling the t-shirt from my body, I dropped it to the floor. Two balloons hung from my chest.

I licked my finger and rubbed it over my nipple. The touch awakened a new sensation between my legs. It wasn’t my dick hardening but a slow warmth growing in my center. A strange desire to have something slide into me. I had been an alpha. The memories were there, but my body had changed.

What caused it? I thought back through our day, and Mary Sue popped in my mind. Her warning. The cave. The berries. Had they changed me?

Panic spiked within me, and I dropped my shorts to the ground. The sight of my new pussy stopped me. Light brown hair circled the opening. It was real. Pretty folds had replaced my long extension. I touched my new pussy, sliding the tip of my finger into it. When my finger brushed against the clit, my body doubled.

I needed answers. Whatever happened was real, and I had two hours to drive before I had even a hint of an answer.


Chapter Four

Roger

Driving two hours to Odon for the second day in a row about took all the energy from my body. If I didn’t have a major emergency, I would have stayed in bed all day missing my member. The same ranger was working at the park’s entrance, but he didn’t recognize me in the new body. The woman I had become. I didn’t recognize myself, and the men’s clothing I wore was uncomfortable. The boxers felt like shorts and the pants were boats.

After entering the cave, I went the same way I had with Lionel. It didn’t take long to reach the opening where I had found the plant, but when I reached where it was, the bush had disappeared. There wasn’t a berry left nor a root. Everything else appeared untouched, but the bush had vanished like breath on a cold winter day.

We didn’t have a picture of the plant. The video Lionel took had been with the waterfall as the backdrop. Nobody would believe the berries I was holding were magical. That they had transformed me into this brunette with blue eyes. Touching my breasts, I wondered if they would ever change back to my muscular pecks; if my pussy would ever return to my penis.

When I couldn’t find the plant in the cave, I went back to town. The ranger at the post had never seen a bush with berries in the cave. He thought I was crazy, and I thought I was losing my mind too. I had one more question before I left Odon.

Arriving at the diner, I got out the car. Mary Sue was working, but she didn’t recognize me in my new feminine body. I took a seat at the bar, and she came over to ask what I’d like to drink, her voice thick with the same accent as yesterday.

“It’s me,” I said in a harsh whisper.

“Who are you?”

“I came yesterday with my friend. We told you we were headed to the cave, and you warned us not to eat anything.”

“Oh my, I see,” she said. “Bless your heart, dear. No wonder you’re in here with no bra showing those to the world,” she said pointing at my hard nipples. Men couldn’t keep their nasty eyes off my bosom. The clerk working at the gas station and the man who walked past me had both stared at my breasts like they were coins shimmering in the sunlight. “I thought I told y’all not to eat anything. Can’t you listen?” her voice maintained its bright tone, but there was an edge to it.

“Loretta,” Mary Sue screamed. The young black woman rushed over to the counter. “Yes, ma’am?”

“Could you watch the store for me? Tips are yours for the day,” she said.

“What? I couldn’t take money from you,” Loretta stuttered. She looked like she wanted the money but was trying to remain respectful to Mary Sue.

“Don’t worry about it, baby. I have to help my friend here,” she said and nodded toward me.

“Okay, give me five minutes, and I’ll be ready to take over,” Loretta said. She rushed off to the back of the kitchen and came back with a rag to clean all the dirty tables where people had just left.

“You owe me for my time, sweet face. One hundred dollars, but I’ll tell you in more detail about why I warned your stupid ass not to eat anything in the cave,” she said.

“Fine, whatever. The one hundred dollars is yours,” I said.

♦

Roger

We were sitting in Mary Sue’s mobile home. Her trailer was much bigger and more modern on the inside than I had expected. She had a stainless steel dishwasher, range, and fridge. Two bathrooms and three bedrooms. Pictures of Mary Sue in a wedding dress with a man. Random children in frames. Mary Sue gave me a tour when we arrived, but now were looking at photos from Mary Sue’s past spread across her coffee table.

“This is me when I was thirty. Right before I married my husband. He’s at work right now,” she said, pointing at a picture of a young brunette much like myself in this new body.

“You were beautiful, but why wasn’t I supposed to eat the fruit?”

“Patience,” she said.

She showed me more pictures, going back in time until she was twenty-three. Stopping, she took a deep breath before opening the next album. There were pictures of a strapping young man. He was playing basketball in one picture, shirtless by the pool in another. In one photo he had his arm wrapped around the arm of a young blonde. They both had infectious smiles. Like they were about to head to a party. Like they were in love with life. It took a minute for the reality to click.

“This man is you, isn’t it?” I asked.

Mary Sue wiped a lone tear from her eye and nodded. “It was me before I ate the berry in the cave. My girlfriend and I, the blonde, used to escape to the cave to fuck. A lot of the young people back then did. My girlfriend and I were twenty and still living at home. We had been to the cave dozens of times, but I had never seen the bush until one day. She always arrived first, but I had been early that day I saw the berry bush…”

“You saw a berry bush, too? But you’re still a woman,” I said. I had been expecting to find a cure or wind up in my old body as Roger, but if Mary Sue was still a woman after all these years, what did that mean for me? “Please tell me you know a way to change this,” I said.

Mary Sue shook her head. “Everyone in town knows about the legend of the cave, but nobody has been able to prove it. The tale is that a male drifter wondered into the cave for warmth on a snowy day during a winter with heavy snowfall. People had seen him in town for lunch and told him he might stay warm in the cave since he didn’t have money.”

“Did the man stay in the cave?” I asked.

“According to the legend, yes. The cave is a far walk from town, but it backs up to one of the local farms. The boys from that family went to the cave to play and noticed snow had covered the entrance. After they dug through the snow, a woman is said to have darted outside screaming and wearing men’s clothing.”

“What happened next?”

“The townspeople searched the cave for a man because nobody believed this woman about the berry bush. They accused her of eating a man even though nobody found bones and ran her out of town,” Mary Sue said. She stood from the sofa and went to her kitchen. She fixed a pot of hot water and poured it in a French press, stirring in ground coffee. My mind ran in circles. Would I ever change back to my old body? How was this berry bush not international news? “Would you like coffee, dear?” she asked.

“Yes, please,” I said. My hands were shaking.

Mary Sue returned with two cups of steaming coffee. I drank mine black. She added sugar and milk.

“You never found a way to turn back?”

She shook her head. Mary Sue had hazel eyes filled with wisdom. “I’m afraid not,” she said.

“Are there others? Have you met anyone else to have gone through this?” I asked. My high register still a surprise when it hit my ears.

“I tried, but nobody believed me. I lost my family, everyone. It took ages for me to rebuild everything, but I came around. I would rather be a woman and alive than dead. Now, I would never want to go back to my old male body, but it took forever to get over that day. I had a huge dick,” Mary Sue said. She put up her hands to show the size.

“Me too. It was amazing. Women would suck on it for hours. And the really dirty ones would use it multiple times a night,” I said, remembering all the women I had fucked over the years. Would I be the one on the other side of it now? Would men thrust their dicks in and out of me? How would it feel to have a man balls deep in my new pussy?

“Maybe the berry bush punishes cocky men with big dicks,” Mary Sue said with a chuckle. “I’ve only met one other woman who changed because of the bush, but she died in a car accident years ago. After all these years, you’re the second person I’ve met to have eaten a berry.”

The reality of my future was sinking in as I sat next to Mary Sue. She had breasts, feminine features, no facial hair, and soft lines. She was aging well. “You’ve lived more years as a woman than a man?”

“Yes, that’s true now. My family accepts me now too because I have finally convinced them of who I was before. Everything has come around, but I still haven’t been able to prove the berry bush exists. Not that I would want a cure now, but I would like the public to believe me,” Mary Sue said. “The rumor is that I am transgender and had surgery, but that’s small town life. Everyone knows your name and story, or the rumors they hear.”

“I understand. I called into work today, but now I have to find out how to prove this to people. We will do this together,” I said, reaching out. Mary Sue grabbed my hand and squeezed it, bringing tears to my eyes. She was the only other person in the world who knew what I was going through, and we had to stick together.

“Being a woman isn’t the worst thing in the world, Roger…”

“We will figure out a solution to this problem, Mary Sue,” I said.

“You’ll have to come up with a new name, Roger” she said. “I’ll help you any way I can, but I’ve been trying to crack this for years. Every time I go to the cave, the bush isn’t there.”

“We will figure out a way,” I said, holding Mary Sue’s hand. Part of me needed to find a cure. A reversal. Those berries had to have a special gene. I needed to find some and give them to scientists to study, but judging by Mary Sue, I had more immediate problems to attend to. My open house was happening, and I was two hours away. “Thank you for the story and the information. You’ve helped a ton, Mary Sue,” I said. Part of me was burning with anger for acting defiant and eating the berry, but this wasn’t Mary Sue’s fault. I dug my own grave and had to crawl out the pile of dirt I buried myself under.

Mary Sue showed me to the door and gave me her phone number before I drove back to Bendersville. When I got home, I realized I forgot to ask about the children in the photos but didn’t feel right texting her. We hardly knew each other, and I had bigger problems on my plate; figuring out how to explain to my job that I, Roger, had become a woman.


Chapter Five

Lionel

When I got home from the gym, Roger had disappeared. I cleaned up the house and wondered if he went to Odon to find answers. I couldn’t believe my best friend had transformed to a woman from eating a berry, but it happened. He was now a she, from what I could tell. If the brunette I saw this morning had a pussy, I don’t know how long I could live with her before making a move. She was Roger, but she didn’t look nor sound like my old friend.

This woman was new, different. She had smaller hands, no Adam’s apple, long hair, and a rounder face. Her breasts bounced when she walked, moved from side to side. She hadn’t had on a bra this morning when I saw her, and keeping my eyes off Roger’s breasts was harder than looking away from a shooting star.

A few hours later, after I had finished cleaning the house, Roger arrived home. He hadn’t changed back and was still the sexy brunette I wanted to slide my dick into. Shaking off the perverted thoughts of fucking my best friend, I focused on the television. Roger must have been freaking out. He didn’t speak to me and walked to his bedroom.

An hour later, Roger came out wearing a heavy sweater and sweatpants. He sat on the couch next to me, and I saw his titties bounce in my peripherals.

“Hey,” he said. His voice sounded like a feather floating through the air. I tried not to noticed his breasts when I turned to my friend.

“Where were you today?”

“I went to Odon,” he said.

“Did you go to the cave?”

Roger shook his head. His new hair fell over his face and covered it lightly. When he looked back up, my heart stopped. His blue eyes were the same I had always known. This woman was Roger, and she was frightened. I couldn’t imagine what it would have been like to wake up in another body, but Mary Sue had warned us not to eat anything in the cave.

“Yes,” Roger said. “I went to the cave, and the bush wasn’t there. Then, I went to see Mary Sue. She ate a berry when she was young. In her twenties like us.”

That meant that Mary Sue had never found a way to reverse the transformation. She hadn’t shared her age, but she wasn’t in her twenties. My heart ached for Roger, but it wasn’t the end of the world. But then again, I wasn’t the one who had lost my dick, and Roger had a huge one.

“What will you do?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Learn how to act like a woman?”

I reached my hand out and touched Roger’s. He was my friend, and I couldn’t imagine how confused he must have been. I put the sexual urges aside and remembered our years of friendship, “I don’t care if you’re a woman, you’ll always be my friend. No matter what happens, I’m here for you,” I said.

“Thank you, Lionel,” he said. “Guess I’ll have to come up with a new name. Can’t go by Roger anymore.”

“Take your time,” I said.

We talked a little longer, but the conversation faded to silence, and we watched a movie.

♦

Roger

After days of crying and calling in at work, I finally pulled myself out of bed. It was Thursday, and I missed soccer last night. I wasn’t sure I would ever return to the field, but Lionel had gone and told everyone I was out with the flu.

During the days of crying I read stories of men who had transformed to women via sexual reassignment surgery, and those surgeries took months to recover from, but I had to get back out there and sell houses. My heart went out to all the trans women and men who had recovered from the surgery. The stories of healing sounded painful. Some people had smooth recoveries, but others had complications.

I would take off another week but then return to work on the third week. My boss thought I caught a bad case of pneumonia, but she would discover the truth when I returned to work as Rebecca.

Rebecca would become my name. Mary Sue had changed her, and I needed to change mine and move forward with my life. I could spend the rest of my time on Earth hiding from the world, or I could become a powerful woman in Rebecca’s body. A woman people listened to and respected. A woman who wore heels and nylons and perfume.

After climbing out of bed that Thursday morning, I washed my body in the shower. I had avoided the shower for a couple days to not see my pussy, but it was growing on me. My hole was sensitive and touching my folds were pleasurable. It was nothing like a finger in the ass. A finger in my pussy was like an explosion of positive nerve endings. Juices flowing. And rubbing my clit was like a shower after a day in the wilderness. Like climbing into bed after taking the sheets out of the dryer.

When I wrapped a towel around my body after exploring my new area, I knew I would want a man to fuck me. My pussy felt empty and needing of someone to fill it. To push their dick deep in me and hit my spot. I ignored the desires and reminded myself of the man I was. He wouldn’t want any dick near him, but this new body had a mind of its own. It was rewiring my thoughts at rapid speed, changing me from Roger to Rebecca.

I watched endless videos while eating breakfast: how to wear makeup, the best brands of lingerie, how to walk in heels, and more. I flipped through pictures of hairstyles. Checking my bank account, I set a budget for myself, but Rebecca needed a wardrobe.

The first stop was the salon. A young woman greeted me and guided me to her chair. I showed her a few styles I liked, and she chose a style that took the hair to right above the shoulders. Light waves and a part farther to one side. When the women finished, I felt like a billion dollars. Rebecca was a sexy lady, and men would turn their heads at me once I got the clothing to match the hairstyle. I tipped the hairdresser and took down her number. Judging by Mary Sue, I would have to come to the salon again.

Maybe being a woman wasn’t the worst thing in the world. I still had my memories from when I was a man, but Roger never would have felt as fabulous as this after a haircut.

My second stop was the mall. I had made a list of things to buy before going there. I stopped at the lingerie store first and picked out a pack of cotton panties. The ones that had a day of the week printed on each. Then I added a few sexy pairs to my cart. Bras. I spent two hundred dollars by the time I left, but it was worth it when I had something supporting my breasts. Putting on that bra for the first time was like a weight off my shoulders. I stood more erect. Walked with more confidence. I changed in the bathroom after the lingerie store and before heading to a few clothing stores.

I tried on skinny jeans, t-shirts, blouses, and dresses. There were so many more options for women’s clothing. While I shopped, I had almost forgotten about the berry and days spent in my bed crying over my lost penis. They were distant memories now that I had cotton panties that fit my body properly and a bra to lift my tits. Skinny jeans to hug my ass, and a blouse to showcase my breasts. I tucked the blouse into my faded, slightly ripped skinny jeans and left several buttons undone. My shoes were too big for my feet and ugly beaten-up sneakers.

I dumped the sneakers in the trashcan outside the shoe store. The women working helped me find my perfect size, seven and a half, and found two pairs of black heels for me. I got the pumps in three inches because the four-inch heels intimidated me. I would come back for them once I sold another house as Rebecca.

Walking out of the shoe store, I felt fabulous. I shook my hair, listening to my heels click against the tile floor as I walked. The skinny jeans hugged my hips. Men stared at me as I passed them. I saw one of them get slapped by his girlfriend because he was staring at me with his an open mouth. Laughing to myself, I slipped in the makeup store. Rebecca wouldn’t be complete without some tools and perfume.

A young gay man helped me. I told him to keep it simple and classy. He picked out a foundation, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. He did my face. The lipstick was a shade of pink that blended well with my natural tone. Wearing makeup was new, but it made Rebecca’s face look more feminine. My face.

I thanked the man and checked out, knowing I spent more than I had planned, but I needed these purchases. Walking out the mall, I kept my head held high. There was nothing I could do but accept my new life as Rebecca. I had eaten the forbidden fruit.

♦

Rebecca

Over the past couple weeks, I stayed in touch with my clients via messages, but I hadn’t revealed my new body to anyone but strangers in a store and Lionel. I saw someone I knew when I was shopping one day, but they didn’t recognize me as Roger. They saw me as a stranger among many. A speck in the mist.

Ever since my body transformed to a woman’s, I lost a bit of my aggression. My passion for my future hasn’t changed, but I didn’t feel the same need to go out hunting for sex. I haven’t opened my apps either, mainly because I find myself more attracted to men than women. The women I had been chatting with before I ate the berry lost their appeal, and random men made me want to strip them naked and see how big their dick was.

Arriving at work the first time, my heart raced. I sat in my car and looked at myself in the mirror. Rebecca. I would tell people I had surgery and hoped they bought the story. From what I read, two weeks was nothing to return to work after the surgery, but my situation had been unique. A berry changed me. I hadn’t chosen this.

But I was growing used to my new life as Rebecca. I didn’t feel sad when I woke up in the mornings and discovered myself in a female’s body. Stepping out my car, I held my shoulders high and walked into the office like I owned the place.

People stared at me, but they didn’t stop me as I marched to my boss’ door. I knocked, and Betty told me to enter.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m Rebecca,” I said and put out my hand. She shook it, but the confused expression hadn’t left her face. One eyebrow higher than the other as she stared. “Roger,” I said.

“Roger?” she asked, choking on air.

“Yes, Betty. I had sex reassignment surgery, and my new name is Rebecca,” I said. She was the first person to know the truth and that I hadn’t been out with pneumonia. We talked about how I had been hiding the truth for years, but I finally took the leap and got the surgery. Betty was supportive and believed the story I had been working on all week. Until I could prove the berry bush existed, I would use the story to return to my old life.

Work that day took forever, and explaining my story got old quick, but most everyone was supportive. One client asked for a new agent because the transition was too much to take in with everything else they had going on, and I wasn’t mad. They were my least favorite couple. Newlyweds who had a tiny budget and couldn’t agree on a neighborhood nor style of house. I had already been thinking of dumping them on a junior agent.

I worked fourteen hours that day but felt like I had caught up with life by the end. Too bad my best friend from the office wasn’t there to admire my new body. Beatrice was one of the few women I never slept with as Roger because we worked together, and our work friendship had meant too much to ruin it.

♦

Lionel

Rebecca had blossomed during recent weeks. She had her first day of work today, and I was cooking dinner for when she arrived home. I couldn’t stop checking my watch and wondering what was taking her so long to return. She normally arrived around six, and it was already eight thirty. But the food was warm in the oven, and I would wait for Rebecca as long as it took her.

My feelings grew more conflicted by the day. Rebecca was my longtime friend Roger, but the berry had changed her. She grew more feminine and confident every day. The aggressive, womanizing Roger had disappeared, and a strong, yet docile woman replaced him. She had confidence, but I could see the way she looked at me some nights when we ate popcorn on the couch and watched the nightly news. Or a comedy. I picked what we watched, and she never complained.

Rebecca arrived at nine thirty while I was watching a movie. It had five minutes remaining, and she joined me on the sofa to watch the end, snuggling close to my body. Hints of her perfume lingered and hit my nostrils. When the movie ended, Rebecca told me about her first day back at work. She had open houses on the weekend but wouldn’t go back to the office until Monday.

“Hungry?” I asked.

She nodded and went to her room to change out of the dress she wore to the office. Rebecca removed the makeup with wipes while I prepared plates of food for us. She sat at the kitchen table wearing skinny jeans and no socks. A yellow t-shirt and no bra. She had painted her toenails and fingernails red. Her hair pulled back into a short ponytail.

I had cooked salmon with lemon on a bed of wild rice and bought the ingredients to make frozen margaritas. As the blender ran, Rebecca lifted her arms over her head to stretch. I looked and felt emotions I shouldn’t about my best friend. Her nipples clear through the yellow fabric.

Placing the dishes on the table, my eyes locked with Rebecca’s. They were Roger’s eyes, but they had changed too. She looked at me with an intensity she never had before the berry. I turned away from her before I acted on my natural instinct of joining my lips with hers. Wrap my hand around the back of her neck and stick my tongue in her mouth.

I poured the blended ice into two glasses and sat with Rebecca at the table, more confused and conflicted than I had ever been in my life. We ate the salmon in silence. Rap music played at a quiet volume in the background. Candles flickered in the windowsills, and our eyes connected like the balls on Newton’s Cradle, bouncing back and forth.

We ate dinner and watched a movie without kissing, but I felt the attraction was mutual. There was an energy between us that was growing every day, and I had never felt this before the berry. Our dynamic was changing, and I didn’t know how much longer Rebecca and I could ignore the truth. Our destiny.


Chapter Six

Rebecca

The workweek had passed without too many bumps in the road, but on Monday Beatrice called me out. She said her cousin had a sex reassignment surgery and was out of commission for months. I tried to explain the berry, but Beatrice didn’t believe me, so I dropped it and laughed. Then, I told her that I had a miracle recovery, and that seemed to put my work friend at ease.

I didn’t care what people at the office thought. I had sold two houses since returning to work and was earning money to aid my new shopping habits. Business for Rebecca hadn’t slowed down. If anything, I was getting a lot more attention as Rebecca. I never left the house without dressing myself to a T: heels, dresses, nylons, makeup, and styled hair. Two spritzes of perfume, one on the wrist and one on the neck. Any more than that smelled trashy.

A bigger problem was brewing at home, and I didn’t know how to address it. My feelings for Lionel were becoming complicated. I dreamed about sex with him when I went to bed at night. Every time we watched TV together, I resisted the urge to reach out and touch his bulge. Slide my hand into his pants and feel his cock around my palm. I have seen his dick before, but I never wanted it in the past. Now, my emotions had changed. My body was different.

I wanted to wrap my lips around his manhood and feel it fuck the back of my throat. Those were the dark thoughts that crossed my mind when I went home in the evenings. I could ignore them at work, but when I opened the door and came home to a home-cooked meal, I wanted to jumped across the room and rip off Lionel’s clothes.

Press my lips against his chocolate skin. Squeeze my dainty hands around his thick muscles. Pull his pants to the ground and wrap my pussy walls around his dick. I could trust Lionel. He wouldn’t treat me wrong. He had always been a gentleman with women, more focused on his career than sex, but never a dog like I was as Roger.

Leaving the office, my only plans were to head home and have dinner with Lionel. We had dinner every Friday. I bought dessert on the way home, and he cooked a meal. This week it was vegetable dumplings and sushi.

When I arrived with two fruit tarts and a bottle of white wine, Lionel was cutting the sushi rolls and placing them on two plates. He served the dumplings on the side. I had an overwhelming urge to call him ‘honey’ or ‘baby’ and kiss him on the cheek.

“I bought fruit tarts,” I said and placed them in the fridge.

Lionel’s gaze burned me like a cattle prod, flipping my stomach like a roller coaster ride. “Let’s eat, Rebecca.”

How he said my new name sent a chill down my spine. It warmed my center. We ate the sushi, and our eyes danced. Sexual tension rising between us. I picked up a piece of sushi with the chopsticks and hugged my lips against the wood sticks as I pulled them from my mouth. Lionel growled. His eyes hadn’t left my mouth. I wondered how his dick would feel between my lips. I had never sucked dick as a man, but as a woman, I wanted to get on my knees and have Lionel fuck my face. I squeezed my thighs together as I thought of him pressing into my new entrance and stretching my walls. Hitting my spot.

My body was desperate for Lionel’s touch.

♦

Lionel

We ate dinner and had light conversation, but there was a sexual tension wavering between us. Rebecca wasn’t Roger, and I wanted to press her against the wall and kiss her. Feel her tongue inside of me. Have her lipstick on my neck and ears as she kissed me.

While eating the fruit tarts, we opened a second bottle of wine. Rebecca cut into her fruit tart with a fork and took a bite. She pulled the fork out slowly and with care, like she wanted to suck my dick. I would let her. Over these past few weeks, my feelings have grown murky and dark. I wanted Rebecca more than the water I drank.

She could supply me with nutrients from her pussy nectars.

“How’s the fruit tart?” she asked and bit her bottom lip. Rebecca wore a t-shirt and skinny jeans. I wanted to rip the shirt in two and take her nipple in my mouth. Put her in a sixty-nine position. Would fucking Rebecca be different from any other woman? Could I resist falling in love with my best friend?

We still had the basketball brackets on the fridge and watched the games. Rebecca had the same interests in life, but her sexual interests seemed to have shifted. How she gazed at me from across the table drove me wild.

We moved from the table to the couch after finishing our fruit tarts and turned on the TV. The basketball playoffs were almost over, and both our original bets had been knocked out, but we moved our money to new teams, and they were playing tomorrow night. We watched a comedy, but our eyes didn’t stay on the TV for long.

Rebecca reached her hand out and touched my thigh, sending a wave through my body. I turned to her and stared into her blue eyes. I wore basketball shorts, and her white hand rested against my brown thigh. Touching her hand, I rubbed my thumb over her fingers. They were softer and without hair. Smaller than Roger’s had been. Her eyes mesmerizing like waves crashing against the beach.

Her touch escalated the desire I had. Our faces came together, and we kissed for the first time. Rebecca’s tongue slid into my mouth as I held her by the waist. My hand centimeters from the bottom of her right breast. Time escaped us as our tongues danced. The warmth of her mouth bouncing against mine. My member reacting and hardening to her touch. Rebecca’s touch. The woman sitting here who wanted my body. She gripped my pectoral muscles as the kiss deepened.

I fell backward onto the pillow as Rebecca climbed atop my body. My brain without thought, driven purely by the heat of the moment. The desire for Rebecca to take my dick between her legs. Allow me to bury my cock deep in her pussy.

She pulled away from my body, but I held her by the small of her back. My hard dick pressed into her leg through my basketball shorts. I could feel precum leaking from my tip. It stuck to the fabric of my boxers.

“What are we doing?” Rebecca asked. She held her chest and covered her hard nipples through the t-shirt. I moved her arms away, admiring the view.

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

Rebecca bit her bottom lip, “I am, but the part of me that used to be Roger hates this. What is happening?” she asked with furrowed brows.

“You’re becoming a woman, Rebecca. We’re attracted to each other. We can’t deny the chemistry we have as friends adds to what we could have as lovers,” I said. Rebecca was Roger, but she was her own person too. She had grown over the last few weeks, and since returning to work had owned Rebecca.

“But—”

“Don’t think about it. Enjoy it,” I said, pulling her close to me and kissing her to silence the doubt. I moved her body and was above her. Touching her stomach, Rebecca flinched. She gasped, but I pulled her shirt off. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts bounced before resting. I reached out and touched them. Rebecca hesitated but granted me permission to hold her breasts in my hands. Feel their warmth enter through the palms of my hand.

Rebecca closed her eyes, and I unbuttoned her jeans. I slid them off and revealed her cotton panties.

♦

Rebecca

Lionel held my panties at the waistline. I had my eyes closed and lifted my hips so he could pull the clad panties from my dripping pussy. I never imagined I would have a pussy. Never in a trillion years would I have thought Lionel would have his head between my thighs.

He used one finger and pushed it into my hole. I moaned as he wiggled the finger inside my cave. My pussy responded by producing more juices around Lionel’s finger. He moved off the sofa and got to his knees under me. I kept my eyes closed but felt his movements.

Lionel licked my pussy and ran his tongue over my clit. It was like getting an oil massage. Fingers running over oiled back muscles. Lionel’s pink tongue running over my throbbing clit.

I moaned. My back arched. When I opened my eyes, Lionel was gazing at me. His arms wrapped around my thighs. His irises the color of honey bourbon and muscles thicker than brisket.

“I could eat this pussy every day of the week,” he said, running his tongue up and down my slit. I wanted to feel his dick inside of me. My legs were resting on his shoulders, but I wanted him to hold them in his hands while he fucked me. I had done the same to many women in the past, but it was my turn. Lionel had to stretch my hole. I needed it. I was a dripping mess of juices, thirsty for a dick to enter me. Burning for Lionel to fill me with his seed.

Before I confessed my desires, Lionel connected his lips with my pussy again. He turned up the music in the background and moved his tongue to the beat, fingering me between licks. Teasing my hole with his fingers. But I wanted more than a finger.

Lifting Lionel up to my level, I kissed his mouth. It tasted like my pussy, and I loved my juices on his lips. I moved my hand to Lionel’s waistline and pulled down his basketball shorts. His dick was dark and long and looked better than apple pie. I held his cock in my hand and stroked it. He purred at my touch.

“You want this cock?”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, staring into Lionel’s honey eyes. He took off all his clothes and revealed his muscular body. I had never admired it before now. His muscles were thick and commanding. Lionel lifted me into his arms and carried me to his bedroom.

He threw me to his bed, and all innocence had left his eyes. His ass was round and muscular. I admired it as he dug through his drawer for condoms. He didn’t need lube as I was dripping. I covered my breasts when Lionel turned to me, looking like an animal in the wilderness. He grabbed a towel from the hall closet and threw it to me. He left the door open when he returned.

Lionel climbed on the bed and tossed a few condoms to the side. He kissed me. I felt his dick running along my hole, teasing me. I moaned in Lionel’s mouth as he moved his dick to the side and filled me with three fingers.

“You want me to fuck you?” he whispered in my ear while pushing the fingers deep inside me.

“Yes, please, fuck me,” I said, panting. I needed his dick to replace those fingers. Use his rhythm. Push my limits and stretch my walls. His dick was much longer than his fingers, and I needed to experience it.

Lionel ripped open a condom wrapper. He was squatting, and his six pack looked sexier than anything I had seen before. How had I not seen Lionel for the sexy piece of chocolate he was? I crawled across the bed and stopped Lionel from putting on the condom. I wanted to taste his dick in my mouth. Return the favor. He had eaten my pussy. It was only fair.

I kneeled and bent over, my hair spilling over my shoulder. I took Lionel’s dick in my hand and stroked it twice before putting his tip in my mouth. It was salty from the precum leaking out of the tip. Lionel leaned back as I swallowed his cock. It took a few tries before I reached his base, but I loved having his cock in my mouth. Sliding in and out of my lips. Fucking the back of my throat. I wanted him to fill my ass like he was filling my mouth and couldn’t wait another second.

I lay on the bed and lifted my legs into the air, “fuck me, Lionel,” I said. Lionel rolled the condom over his dick and got in position.

Lionel pushed his tip into me, and my pussy exploded with pleasure. The shape of his cock felt much better than his fingers. It was what the doctor had ordered. Lionel sunk his dick deep inside of me, but it was an outstanding sensation. His dick hit my spot. I knew instantly what it was when I felt the uncontrollable pleasure skyrocket within me.

As my pussy adjusted to Lionel’s size, his rhythm quickened, and I took his dick with joy. He thrust all the way to his balls and pulled out to his tip before repeating the motion. I wouldn’t last long with his thick cock pounding my pussy. I felt a warmth growing inside of me and knew it was a warning of the orgasm simmering below my surface.

Each time he filled me with his cock to his balls, an uncontrollable moan escaped my lips.

“Fuck, baby.”

“Cum for me,” he said and placed his hand over my clit. He used my juices to rub my button with his thumb and forefinger.

My body exploded. My pussy walls contracted around Lionel’s dick. I froze. Gushes of cum escaped my pussy. When my body relaxed, Lionel pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. I noticed a lot of cum dangling inside the condom on Lionel’s dick.

Emotions overwhelmed me. I had just slept with my best friend and loved it more than any sex I had in the past. To avoid conflict, I rolled out of the bed and ran across the hall to my bedroom and slammed the door.


Chapter Seven

Lionel

Rebecca and I haven’t fucked since that night, and we haven’t talked about it either, but we can’t stop staring at each other. After almost a month, Rebecca had come back for her first soccer game. We hadn’t started playing yet, and I couldn’t stop peering at her from across the field as she stretched and kicked the ball around with other players. The teammates accepted her, and there was a new guy who had said hello and wasn’t paying much attention to Rebecca. His name was Tony, and I was warming up with him. He would be on our team for the game today. We switched players every week.

After the game started, I was lost watching Rebecca run up and down the field. Her breasts bouncing under her shirt. She smiled at me but paid more attention to the game.

While I was staring at Rebecca, Tony rammed into her to steal the ball. She fell backward. It was like watching a car accident on the highway. I ran over to Rebecca to make sure she was okay.

“You don’t have to act so aggressive, Tony,” I said.

Rebecca stood up and brushed off her shorts. She had fire in her eyes, but I wanted to protect her and put her on the sidelines. I loved her too much to watch a man tackle her the way Tony had.

“Don’t worry about me, Lionel,” Rebecca said. “I can handle myself against this punk,” she said and spat at Tony’s feet.

For the next forty-five minutes, Rebecca and Tony shared a fierce rivalry. There were two women and three men on each team, and Rebecca’s team won.

Tony blamed my relations with Rebecca for the loss and shoved me on our way to the locker room. When I met Rebecca at the car, I suggested that we stopped going to soccer, but she disagreed.

“Why? Running around on the field was great for me, and that new Tony was a character. Finally some real competition.”

I shook my head. I started the car and rolled down the windows but didn’t leave the spot. “I can’t watch you on the field like that.”

“Then you can stay home, Lionel, but I’m coming. What’s up with you? We aren’t boyfriend and girlfriend,” she said.

I knew I was acting crazy and protective, but Rebecca meant the world to me. Sex with her had been more than fornicating. It was love making. We were soul bonded, and I needed Rebecca. I longed for her at night. She was down the hall but miles from my heart.

Dropping the subject, I put the car in reverse and backed out of the space. We didn’t speak again on the way home, and Rebecca went to her room without another word. I heard TV playing from her laptop. I cracked open a beer and watched TV in the living room, wishing Rebecca would come out of her room and to my arms, but she didn’t.

I went to bed after my beer, and Rebecca had already left when I woke up in the morning.


Chapter Eight

Rebecca

After soccer Wednesday night, I had formed a plan, but Lionel wouldn’t like it. I could see him falling in love with me, and I was falling in love with him, but that didn’t stop the man inside of me from desiring an escape. Roger had a voice in my mind, but it grew quieter by the day. 
When Tony rammed me on the soccer field, I couldn’t help but feel his huge dick rub hit my hip. He was soft when it happened, but I would guess he had six inches without an erection.

I spent the rest of the time Wednesday night staring at his bulge through the polyester shorts. By the end of the match, Tony was looking at me with lust in his eyes. Men were easy, and they loved Rebecca’s body. A competition on the soccer field helped. The team knew about my alleged surgery, but Tony didn’t seem to mind. Nobody questioned my recovery time like Beatrice at work.

It was Friday night, and Lionel and I always spent the evening together on Fridays. I grabbed a dessert on the way home, and Lionel cooked a meal. He enjoyed preparing a large meal once a week. Even when I was Roger, but now lust was involved. Friday night was the night we couldn’t resist each other. After a few drinks, my new body wanted to feel Lionel sliding his dick in and out of my pussy. I hoped he would understand when I presented my plan to him.

Lionel was stirring a sauce at the stove when I arrived home. The house smelled of roasted vegetables and lemon zest. Garlic sauteing in a pan. Lionel smiled, and I kissed him on the cheek, placing the flan I had purchased in the fridge.

“Hope you’re in the mood for stir fry,” Lionel said.

“Sounds perfect. Do we have wine?”

“I bought ingredients for whiskey sours. Want me to make one?”

“Please,” I said and sat at our kitchen table. A life as Lionel’s lover wouldn’t be the worst outcome, but Roger wanted to live. Eating the berry had been a mistake. As great as Lionel stretching my pussy walls felt, Roger ached to have a second chance. I could move to another city and start over where people didn’t know me. Kansas City wouldn’t require a new real estate license. My heart ached as I thought of a life without Lionel, but he would have to understand. Wouldn’t he do the same if he were in my position?

Lionel served the stir fry with a homemade lemon-soy sauce over the top. His cooking was delicious, but was it worth life as a woman? I didn’t mind Rebecca, but Roger hadn’t vanished. His memories lived in my head. Lionel and I ate the meal and talked about our weeks at work. He worked as an accountant and was receiving a promotion next month, and I had sold a couple houses this week. New listings. Springtime was bringing in families shopping for homes.

“Lionel,” I said after we finished eating the stir fry but before the flan. We sipped our whiskey sours.

“What is it, Rebecca?”

“Do you remember Tony from soccer?”

“Yes, I should ram him at our next game. I can’t believe he tackled you like that, and everyone knows you had ‘surgery’.”

Lionel said the last part in air quotes because the surgery was a cover for the magical fruit. The berry that changed me forever. Confused me. Who did I want to be? Rebecca or Roger? I could only live a minute at a time because I didn’t know. How could I? There were positives and negatives to both sides, but Rebecca was growing on me. I felt a sense of power as Rebecca that Roger never had. People, men and women, looked at me when I entered a room. Their eyes glazed along the curves of my hourglass figure, but Tony could give me a chance to live as Roger again. My old life.

“I want to seduce Tony and take him to the cave,” I said.

Lionel sat back in his chair and studied me. His eyes trembled. He averted his gaze as my words sank in the room. The situation thick with tension. There was something developing between us, but who would I be if I didn’t try to get Roger’s body back?

Downing his whiskey sour, Lionel stared into the ice cubes; gathering water at the bottom of the glass. “I thought we had something,” he said. “I know it is crazy. We are best friends. You were a man, but I can’t help feeling emotional right now. Like you—”

“Lionel, I know. I feel it too,” I said and touched his hand. My small white hand covered his large brown one. He laced his fingers with mine. “But you have to understand. What if the bush appears for Tony?”

“I understand. I would do the same,” he said. Lionel darted up from the table, “another drink?”

I nodded and passed him my glass. We watched a movie and didn’t mention my plan again, and like all the other Friday nights together, we ended up fooling around.

It started with brushes of a hand on the sofa. That led to light kisses and fondling. Oral. I loved sucking Lionel’s dick. Tasting his salty precum in my mouth. How he fucked my throat before filling my pussy. Every orgasm with Lionel made me want to stay as Rebecca, but I feared missing out on the life I had planned for so long. I slept in Lionel’s bed that night, snuggled in his arms. His dick pressed against my bare ass.

He slid it in my pussy from behind when we woke up in the morning, and I loved it more than anything when Lionel fucked me from behind while holding my titties in his strapping hands.


Chapter Nine

Lionel

How could I explain how much I loved Rebecca? How much it drove me crazy to know she was out with another man? The bush didn’t appear for me. I wasn’t as cocky as Roger or Tony. I would never shove a woman on the field, let alone one recovering from ‘surgery’, but I couldn’t deny Rebecca’s plan had merit.

Two weeks had passed since Rebecca confessed her plan, and she was out with Tony tonight instead of having her Friday night dinner with me. It pained me to cook a meal and not serve Rebecca a plate. Could we remain friends if Rebecca turned back Roger now that I had been inside of her?

Since that Friday night when Rebecca told me about her plan to seduce Tony, we had been spending more nights together. I loved waking up with Rebecca’s hair in my face. Seeing her smile with the sunrise. Touching her warm body was like eating cake at a birthday party. She was like a bath of heat that comforted me through the nights. Her breasts were perfect handles to hold.

I didn’t want Rebecca to turn back to Roger, but who would I be if I stopped her from trying? I would want her to do the same for me. All I could do was wait and hope she realized what happened was for a reason. We were meant to live together. Laugh together. Love each other until death parted us. I needed Rebecca, but if she didn’t need me, I would have to let her fly.

Roger would have to leave Bendersville and the metro area if he found a way to return to his old body. Rebecca said so, and I would have to learn to live without the woman of my dreams.

Living without Rebecca would be the hardest task I’ve ever done, but I would suffer if it meant her happiness. She deserved the best life she could have, and I wouldn’t stand in her way. I could only hope the good times we shared triumphed what she had as Roger. I didn’t care she was a man because now she was a woman, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

♦

Rebecca

It took a bit of convincing Tony, but we were already on our third date. He thought we had a connection, but there was nothing between us. He was a means to an end. I hated to use him, but the clock was ticking. Every day that passed, my romantic love for Lionel grew. We were sleeping in each other’s beds and fucking in the mornings. Washing one another in the shower. My pussy dripped when we stripped the other naked.

“You’re an amazing woman,” Tony said. His eyes glistened over the candlelight. He stared at my cleavage as he spoke. I had been waiting to put out like a classy woman, but it was our third date tonight. We were at dinner together, and I wanted to take it to his house after the meal.

“Why don’t we pick up dessert on the way to your place?” I asked. We had finished our dinners, and the server dropped off dessert menus. He had just disappeared with our dirty dishes.

“You want to head to my place?” Tony asked, a smile spreading across his face. He had asked me back to his apartment last time, but I told him ‘no’. I had to play the part, and he wouldn’t remember me as a slut if we went home tonight.

“That’s what I said.”

Tony waved down the waiter and passed him a credit card without checking the bill. The server returned with Tony’s credit card and the receipt. He left a generous tip in cash on the table. Tony was dreadful to have a conversation with, but at least he left waiters good tips. Tony ordered a taxi. We were in the city. He lived near Forest Park in St. Louis and drove out to Bendersville for soccer. I had parked by his apartment, and we took a taxi to the restaurant.

There was a store around the corner from Tony’s condo where we stopped for a bottle of wine. When we reached his condo on the fifteenth floor of a high rise, the views impressed me. I could see the park from his window. The Arch wasn’t at the right angle, but Tony claimed it was visible from the rooftop.

“We should head up there,” I said. It was early, and I didn’t want Tony’s hands all over me yet. I couldn’t stop feeling guilty about Lionel sitting at home. It was Friday night, and we always spent Fridays together. Before I ate the berry, Lionel and I would pick up women, but now we had each other. Now I looked forward to Lionel pounding my pussy more than the delicious food.

Tony shook his head and stepped forward. He held me by the small of my back and looked like men did when they wanted sex. Hooded eyes with a glaze over the top. I didn’t resist when he kissed me, but my mind was running with thoughts of Lionel. His lips. His brown skin. The way his muscles flexed when he bent his arm and touched me. Tony’s hand didn’t have the same texture. He smelled different. Was the berry worth this? Had my plan been a mistake?

When Tony backed away, I doubled down on the idea to head to the rooftop. We fixed a couple drinks in plastic cups and headed upstairs. The view was breathtaking. I hated condo living, but Tony’s condo had a different vibe that the suburban home where I lived with Lionel.

After thirty minutes on the rooftop, we headed back down to the apartment. I knew I had to act or leave. We had come here for a reason, and I had a plan.

Pushing Tony to his sofa, I pulled the dress over my shoulder. It was purple and made of velvet. Tony smiled when it fell to the floor and pooled around my feet. I had purple pumps to match the dress. Black lace lingerie. My nipples covered by a rose, and my pussy visible through the fabric.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

Tony nodded.

“Take off your shirt, baby,” I said. My voice sang in my ears. It was still weird hearing how hot and feminine I sounded. Some moments stood out more than others, and this was one of them. “I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh yeah?”

I nodded, and Tony took off his shirt and pants. He was wearing trunks beneath. They hugged his thighs and exposed his hard member. His manhood leaked and darkened a spot on the fabric. He was bigger than I had thought. At least ten inches. Bigger than I was as Roger.

“Come over here and suck my dick,” he said, gripping his thickness through the underwear and shaking it. “You know you want to suck on my fat cock.”

He wasn’t lying. For a moment, I had forgotten about Lionel. A rush of lust spiked within me. I kneeled between Tony’s spread thighs. My womanhood hot and dripping beneath my panties. I took Tony’s underwear by the waistline, but he stopped me, shaking his head.

“Bite it through the fabric,” he said.

My nipples hardened. I hadn’t realized how much I loved having a man command me. Submitting to one. Lionel was a passionate lover, but Tony was dominant. Rough around the edges and thicker than a can of shaving cream. My pussy was burning for him, but I couldn’t betray the man I loved. The one I wanted to hold me at night.

As I nibbled on Tony’s dick through the fabric, he laced his fingers into my hair. He gripped my head and guided it up and down his dick, driving me wild. I walked into this situation thinking I had the control, but Tony was taking over. Showing me who was boss. If I could have Tony and Lionel at the same time, I would. Tony in my mouth and Lionel in my pussy. Someone’s hand rubbing my clit.

Tony pulled down his underwear and revealed his ten-inch member. He told me to open my mouth, and I listened. My panties soaked, and my center burning. If I touched my clit, I would explode.

Tony held my head as he fucked my mouth. He used my mouth, lifting his hips off the sofa. Thrusting into the back of my throat and making me choke. I breathed through my nose to take his massive extension, but he couldn’t fit it all. I tried my best to choke down his cock. Swallow it to the balls, and Tony helped me by pushing down my head.

Lifting himself from the sofa, Tony turned our bodies so my head rested on the edge. He was in the perfect position to fuck my face. I opened my mouth the widest I could while Tony humped my mouth, leaking his salty juices into the back of my throat. I breathed through my mouth and loved every second of his dick sliding in and out of my lips.

“Fuck, you’re one hot slut,” Tony said and pulled out. He had a thin body with washboard abs. His dick larger than any I had seen, and it was enormous against his small frame. “Take off your bra.”

I did as he said. He pulled me up and walked me to the bedroom. Tony commanded me to my back on his bed. I lay there as Tony mounted a hip on each side of my body. He spat into his hand and rubbed his dick before sliding it between my breasts. His dick tickled, but I squeezed my boobs together for him, and he pounded my titties.

“Fuck, baby,” he said after fucking my bosom with force for several minutes. Precum covered my chest. Sweat dripped from Tony’s forehead. “I’m about to cum.”

I rushed my hand to my clit, using the juices from by pussy. It took less than thirty seconds of rubbing my button for my pussy to explode. Tony covered my chest in his thick, white liquid. We were both panting and sloppy messes.

After taking separate turns in the shower, we cuddled in bed. It was late, and I was too tipsy to drive home. I would rather sleep in Lionel’s arms, but Tony was here, and I had a question now that I knew how big his dick was.

“Do you like caves?” I asked. The TV above his dresser played in a low volume. We were both drifting off to sleep.

“Sure,” he said.

“We should go to a cave tomorrow. Do you work?”

“No, I have the day off,” he said.

“So, what do you say?”

Tony thought about it for a moment and then agreed. It took less than two minutes before I had fallen asleep. I remembered nothing else until waking up the next morning.


Chapter Ten

Lionel

I had to sleep without Rebecca last night because she never returned from her date with Tony. I understood she had a mission, but the amount I missed her sickened me. How could I love a woman who used to be a man? Who was my best friend? The man I used to find women with. It wasn’t logical, but Roger had become Rebecca. And I fell madly in love.

Rebecca sent me a message this morning that she and Tony were going to Odon this morning. I hoped Rebecca found the answers she was looking for, but I would never move on from this relationship. The weeks since Roger turned to Rebecca have been the best of my life, but she was a free woman. I couldn’t control her.

I hoped she would return home soon. It was Saturday morning, and my mind was spinning. My heart aching. My life spiraling. I worked in the yard to keep myself busy and wait for my woman to come home.

♦

Rebecca

Saturday morning had arrived, and Tony drove us down to Odon. We stopped at the diner for lunch, but Mary Sue wasn’t working. I would have to send her a message tonight. I missed her and her thick country accent. There was a possibility we wouldn’t find the berry bush in the cave, but I was hopeful. What I would do with the berry after that was still a mystery, but there had to be a scientist somewhere who could invent a cure.

“How did you find out about this cave?” Tony asked as we entered. The park ranger took down our plate number, and we continued to the parking lot. There was a car there. Nobody else had been here the last two times I came. My pulse quickened, but I didn’t confess anything to Tony. He didn’t know about the berries.

“Random internet search,” I told Tony. He stared at my cleavage like it was gold at the end of a rainbow. Lionel treated me with more respect. His eyes didn’t violate. He knew he could have me and didn’t have to spend all day staring at my bosom. Tony looked wrong in the seat next to me. I was missing Lionel more than anything as we parked in the parking lot.

We stepped out of Tony’s car and headed to the entrance. We used a map the ranger had given us. Tony shifted and glanced over his shoulder as we stepped deeper into the cave. We didn’t hold hands. He stood several paces behind me. He wasn’t the strong, demanding alpha in the dark. Tony surprised me with his timidness, but he played a key role in the mission. If my theory was correct, the bush would appear for Tony.

If it didn’t, would I spend my entire life seducing men to bring to the cave? I couldn’t picture myself doing this over and over again. Sucking Tony’s dick had been sexy and exhilarating but sad and disappointing. Sleeping in Tony’s bed didn’t bring the comfort that Lionel’s arms did. How many dicks would I suck to return to my old male body? How long would Lionel accept me sleeping with other men?

When we arrived to the opening with the small waterfall, there was a family taking pictures, and the bush wasn’t there. No berries for me to take. Now I had been here in this cave twice with no luck. The family laughed and quickly dispersed after Tony and I arrived.

Tony seemed at ease now that natural light filtered in through the rocks. The cockiness had returned to his more erect stance. He stepped closer now that the family left and touched me. He pulled me close to his body. His muscles weren’t as big as Lionel’s, but he had a nice body. I didn’t mind having my breasts pressed against his body. He gazed into my eyes while he held me. His lips moved slowly to mine.

I didn’t want to kiss him now that it was the daytime and we weren’t fucking, but something saved me. The bush appeared and caught my eyes. I pushed Tony away and ran over to the magical bush. He stood there as I admired its beauty.

Running my hand over the branches under the sliver of sunlight, I felt my dreams coming true. I could return to my life as Roger. My nine-inch dick. Scientists would find a way to turn me back now that I had these berries. I picked several off the bush. I opened my purse and pulled out a plastic container I brought in case the bush appeared.

Tony came up and picked a berry off the bush, but I slapped it out of his hand, “don’t eat that!”

“What’s the big deal?” he asked and picked the berry up off the ground.

“That berry turned me into a woman,” I said and knocked the berry out of Tony’s hand, stepping on it. It vanished into the ground, and Tony gasped. I picked several more off the bush and hoped they wouldn’t disappear. After moving Tony away from the bush, I explained what happened when I came to the cave the first time. How I awoke in a woman’s body and lost my nine-inch cock. Tony thanked me for keeping him safe, and we left the cave.

We drove back to the city without speaking much. Tony didn’t ask any questions, and I didn’t provide unrequested answers. He was handsome, but I couldn’t wait to kick him to the curb and run home to my man. I wanted proof of the berries but wasn’t positive I would ever return to my male body.

When we arrived back in the city, the berries hadn’t disappeared. We stood outside Tony’s condo building in the parking lot. I smiled at him but had to let him down. “Thank you for going with me,” I said. I told him about my theory. “I’m afraid we can’t see each other any longer.”

“Don’t worry about it, Rebecca. I enjoyed our night together.”

“You should join another soccer league,” I said. “We were there first.”

“No problem,” Tony said. He hugged me, and I walked to my car. The day had turned to the afternoon, and I started my car to head back to Bendersville.

♦

Rebecca

While I was sitting in my car in the city, I had texted Mary Sue. It was the first time I ever used her number.

Me: Hey Mary Sue, I went to Odon today and stopped by the diner, but you weren’t there.

When I arrived home, she had messaged me back. I checked the phone in the driveway.

Mary Sue: Sorry I missed you dear. I’m on vacation with my husband and kids.

Kids? My heart dropped. I remembered Mary Sue’s mobile home. The quality of her appliances had surprised and impressed me. Her beauty in the wedding picture. I had assumed the children were her nieces and nephews when I saw the framed photos, but they weren’t. They had been her children. She had children. I wondered if the berries had given me the same ability.

Me: I had no idea you had children! Enjoy your vacation. We have to hang out soon!

Mary Sue sent a picture of the entire family. I would guess her daughter on the far right took the picture with a selfie stick. They were all adults. My stomach fluttered as I imagined myself with child, waddling around a store with swollen ankles. Lionel’s baby in my stomach. I wanted it more than anything now that I had the imagine in my mind.

I went inside, and Lionel greeted me with a warm embrace. His arms squeezed my body. I loved smelling his scent. Standing in our living room together felt right. We could grow a family together. We could be best friends and lovers forever.

“How was your trip to Odon?” Lionel asked.

“I got the berries,” I said and moved past Lionel to the kitchen to place the berries in the freezer. I had several contacts lined up at prestigious universities around the country. I would give five universities three berries each and see what they could solve. Lionel knew about my plan. He was the one who had to live with what I did last night too. I could see the pain in his eyes when he looked at me. How he wanted to ask what Tony and I did but withheld.

We ate a lemon and broccoli pasta dish Lionel had prepared with white wine. It was Saturday afternoon, and I was exhausted after searching the cave and finding the berries.

After dinner, I excused myself and went to the shower. While soap suds were running down my body, a naked Lionel entered my bathroom. I never locked the door. He stared at my naked female body, taking in the curves. I watched his eyes trail from my breasts to my pussy. His dick half erect.

“Would you like to join me?” I asked.

Lionel nodded and stepped in the shower. He took the bar of soap from me and lathered me a second time. I could feel my pussy getting wet through the falling water. We washed each other and kissed deeply. Lionel pressed me against the tile wall. His hard chest pushing into my breasts as his tongue flowed with mine.

“I love you,” he said in a husky voice. “I understand if you want to change back, but I have to say it. I love you, Rebecca.”

How could I deny what I felt too? I loved Lionel. What we shared had started unconventionally, but what we had grown into was beautiful. I didn’t want to lose having my best friend as my lover. I held my hand at the back of Lionel’s head. Water running over our naked bodies. “I love you,” I said.

Lionel reached back and turned off the water. We kissed until our bodies were shivering. Lionel grabbed the towel and wrapped it around my body. His dick uncovered and thick. I wanted to drop to my knees and take it in my mouth. Have him slide into me without a condom. Fill me with his seed. I wanted to have Lionel in my life forever.

“Mary Sue has children,” I said.

Lionel had wrapped a towel around his waist, but I could still see the impression of his cock. Lionel looked at me with knowing eyes and smiled. “Should we make babies of our own?”

I giggled and couldn’t stop smiling. Lionel came over and lifted me into his arms and carried me to his bed which had become our bed.

Lionel threw me to the bed, and the towel fell off my body. He dropped his to the ground and revealed his hardness. I lifted my legs into the air, so he could take my dripping pussy and deposit his seed.

His hard cock pushed into me, spreading my walls. Nobody else had entered my pussy, and I never wanted another man besides Lionel. His uncovered dick slid in and out of my opening, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. I knew Lionel was the man for me as his balls slapped against my pussy.

I could feel Lionel’s jealousy in the way he fucked me. His long, aggressive strokes. He lifted his body and slammed it back against mine. I was moaning without control as Lionel’s precum mixed with my juices. He was hitting my spot with each thrust. I held my breasts as Lionel fucked me with a passionate aggression. He was owning my body, and I loved every second.

I would stay a woman for Lionel. We would have babies. Become a family. He would fuck me without protection.

Lionel lifted me from the bed and carried me over to the wall, his dick never leaving my pussy. He pushed me against the wall and lifted my arms above my head with one hand. His other arm was under my ass. My legs wrapped around his back. His dick sliding in and out of my soaking pussy. Lionel fucking me against the wall had me on the verge of cumming.

After a minute of Lionel pushing me to the limits against the wall, he threw me back to the bed and turned me over into doggy style. He fucked my pussy from the back, grunting. His dick vibrating against my internal walls. I heard him spit.

His hand connected with my clit. I begged him to stop, but Lionel didn’t listen. He rubbed my button, and my pussy contracted around his dick. Lionel pushed his dick as far as he could inside of me, cursing.

“Fuck,” Lionel grunted. I felt a warmth leave his tip. His seed. His future babies. Our bodies took a minute to relax. Lionel pulled out of me and flipped me over to my back and shoved a pillow under my ass. He collapsed by my side and rubbed his finger in circles around my nipple. “I don’t want our babies to fall out,” he said and kissed me.

I had never felt more loved in my life. Even if his semen didn’t take today, we could try again. “Are we crazy?” I asked, feeling insane for letting cum sit in my pussy when Mary Sue proved I could have children.

“Not at all. I love you and couldn’t imagine a better person to have my child,” he said, kissing my breasts and neck and ears and nose and lips.

I took his hand and held it close to my chest. “Me neither.”

I didn’t move the pillow from under my ass for over thirty minutes as we lay there. We cuddled that night and every night after that. I was Rebecca, and Lionel was my lover. My boyfriend. My future husband. I would warn the world about the berries, but I didn’t want a cure.


Epilogue

Rebecca

Seven Months Later

People had come over to our house to celebrate the baby growing in my belly. We still hadn’t learned the gender of the child, but Lionel and I couldn’t have been happier. He was out picking up the cake for the party while my friends and I played games.

Mary Sue sat by my side. I had named her Godmother to my child, and she helped plan the party. She stayed by me every step of the way. She was the only other woman in the world I knew who had transformed from a man to a woman and carried children.

I gave the berries to the universities, and one of them had called back to tell me they thought they could engineer a cure, but I wasn’t interested. Lionel had already proposed, but the universities did enough research to prove the bush existed, and the story made international news. Mary Sue and I had become famous, but neither of us wanted to change back. We were content.

Odon sealed off the entrance to the cave after waves of people descended on the town. The government started a research program to fund the city since they would lose tourism dollars from shuttering the cave.

The baby kicked my stomach, and I touched my belly. My child had been restless all morning, turning over in my stomach. Mary Sue touched my belly when she noticed it moving.

“I can’t wait to welcome this gift to the world,” she said.

“Me neither,” I said and touched her hand touching my stomach.

Lionel arrived a couple minutes later with the cake, and everyone stopped playing to eat and open presents. Becoming Rebecca wasn’t a choice I had made, but it was the best thing to ever happen to me. Pregnancy, becoming a wife, and living as a woman were the greatest gifts I have ever been given, and I’ll never regret eating that forbidden fruit.
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