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HIS BIMBO SWAP

Jack couldn't believe his luck in the past few months. The bonuses from work at Pharmaperk piled up after the company got past a rough spot last year. It ate up his fishing time, but this was one of those rare weekends he actually had off now.

He dropped the folding anchor from the side of his sit-on-top kayak and grabbed the one pole he brought from camp. This particular deep hole in the river had exploded over the summer, to the point even species he never fished for attacked whatever he threw in the water. His favorite, smallmouth bass, never had the big females piled up in one place this late after the spawn.

In fact, it seemed like every other species had the same idea. With a hard cast along the vertical bank, Jack sent the top-water lure flying. No sooner than it hit the water, the surface exploded.

“Jesus!” The lit cigarette fell from his lip. “No way that's a catfish.”

The violent jerks from side to side headed right for the bottom. He was in for one hell of a fight that he'd probably win, after the massive beast tired itself out. That braided fishing line wouldn't break anytime soon.

Jack felt the piercing burn on his thigh. The cigarette had landed right in his lap. Definitely not wanting to lose his pole, and hopefully not the fish as well, he crammed the end in the rod holder. After brushing the lit cherry off, Jack realized his biggest mistake.

The cargo hatch under his legs was still open, holding among other things that didn't need to stay dry, the leaky can of white gas for his lantern. Down the cigarette went, landing right next to the possible bomb under his legs.

As Jack tried to reach in, he felt the back of his nylon cargo pants soak like he'd stuck his ass in the water. When he saw the water flooding through the open hatch, a burst of blue and yellow flame nearly singed his beard. This boat was sinking, and probably for the better.

“Oh Hell!” Bailing over the side, he tried dragging his kayak closer to the far bank where he was camped. Still getting dragged down by what had to be an eighty-plus-pounder, Jack knew he couldn't out-swim the damn thing. His only way down the river faded into the deepest part of the hole.

His first instinct was to take off his life jacket and try saving his ride before it sank the thirty feet to the bottom. Before he got the zipper halfway down, he knew he'd need a light source to see down there. It was back to shore for him.

The shallow, inside part of the river bend was under him in seconds. Jack stood up and looked back. He took note of the vine hanging down from the cliff, right behind where the last bubbles came up. What he hadn't paid attention to was its unseasonal explosion of flowers, heaviest where it dangled in the water.

“Guess I'll dig out my light and my rope. It's not like I'm walking out of here.” He turned to his main dry bag to the side of his hammock. The headlamp right on top could blind the sun.

Chucking off his life jacket and replacing it with the coil of rope, Jack kicked his boots off as well. Even muck boots don't stay dry when water gets over the top. Anything to cut weight.

As he got waist deep again, he nestled the lamp's harness on his head. He started swimming, the current and the rope veering him a little to the right, downstream of the vine. If the current's too bad down there, I'm fucked.

Jack took several deep breaths as he fumbled with the light, not ready to make any of them his last. Pulling in the deepest he could, Jack finally built up the gumption to dive right down. The water was just a warm cloud of green, a few fish bumping him along the way.

His visibility suddenly shot from a couple of inches, to dozens of feet. Jack saw his kayak, the pole already somewhere up or down the river. What shocked him most wasn't how cold, clear, and still the water was. It was the riot of fish that outright ignored him.

Focused more on the oxygen he already wanted more of, Jack plunged the last ten feet to his boat. His lungs were already stinging, threatening to purge and inhale any second. The first loop of his knot on the front carrying handle almost felt like the end of his willpower.

Jack persevered until his knot was finished. He regretted it that second, massive bubbles shooting above his face. The burn of water down the wrong hole shocked his entire body.

Kicking as hard as he could, Jack kept his grip on the rope. He felt himself lose that panic as an odd calm set in. When he broke through to the dingy part of the river again, he pulled out one last reserve of survival instinct.

His body shot through the surface. Out to his hips, he took what he knew was the sweetest breath he could imagine. But that wasn't all that was sweet.

He let out an echoing cough as he bobbed in the channel. The water sputtering up from his lungs almost tasted like artificial sweetener. It made him want to hurl so badly, he knew he had to start swimming back.

Dragging himself on all fours, Jack rested with his legs still in the water, shaking. Another shot of water surged from his mouth and nostrils. I almost bought it down there.

He tried moving forward, his stomach twisting in a knot. The panicked feeling of a dry heave absorbed all of his focus. Whatever was in that water, his body tried to reject completely.

He crawled the rest of the way onto the pebbly bank, pushing himself up on his knees. He had survived, at least. Now all he had to do was pull hundreds of pounds of plastic and water without any help.


One final pull had the stern of his boat on the bank. Changed into dry clothes and smoking the first of what would have been the next day's pack, Jack popped the drain plug and watched a jet of water fly out the back. It would take a while to drain enough so he could tip the kayak, and that stream flying up a few inches was all he needed to decide that it was time for a piss.

He wondered about the strange water down there as he walked to the treeline. If it was toxic, a pocket that large would have killed every fish downstream. But here? It was like they were having a secret whopper meeting he just happened to stumble into.

Digging his bird out from between the sides of his zipper, Jack chalked the shortness of it down to still freezing his ass off. His own stream was plenty healthy, coating the entire trunk of the sycamore he marked. Something about pissing outdoors just feels right when you're a man.

And he was plenty manly. A skilled outdoorsman, a hard-assed businessman, and one hell of a womanizer, Jack took the extremes of male virility and ran with them. The one aspect of the traditional male he didn't follow was trying to settle down with a wife. He was basking in the easy money and even easier pussy at this point in his life. Why complicate things for the Jackhammer?

Sick of thinking about fish, Jack decided he'd split his breakfast between the night and the next morning. Steak and taters tonight, eggs and bacon tomorrow. He only had a few miles to paddle back to his truck, so eating lighter than usual wouldn't be a problem. The back-up can of nasty beef stew inside the kayak's body was probably still underwater in the hull.


Jack shoved the last piece of rare tenderloin in his mouth. Another wiry beard hair sat atop this bite as well, forcing him to pull it off his tongue. He tossed his steel plate and fork down, getting up for that customary after-dinner cigarette.

As he flicked the lighter, he noticed his forearm had started balding as well. The fuck is going on? Even the cigarette tasted off.

Reaching back down to finish the last of his beer, it felt like he was leaning a little further than he was used to, if only by a fraction of an inch. He didn't feel like something was different about him that night. Everything was.

His hips ached to the bone, his chest was tender, and even his face felt like it was getting pressed between two cars. Maybe if I turn in, I'll be over it in the morning. Jack flicked the cigarette into the fire, unable to take a second hit.

Stripping down to his boxers and a t-shirt, Jack the slid into hammock. The open sleeping bag took him in. As he pulled the other side around him and closed the hammock's cover over himself, it felt exactly like a cocoon.

He felt his hair reach a part of his neck it usually didn't. Gotta get a haircut this week. A man in his position, despite his lumberjack appearance, had to stay well-groomed.

Drifting off, Jack thought about what he'd have to do after getting back home the next morning. He could probably swing by his boss's house if he's playing golf, because Trixie was always up for some discreet action. Besides, Eddy wouldn't show up until at least six to catch one of the big-four wrestling events on Jack's home theater setup. Tomorrow's gonna be an alright day.


The shrill chirp of a robin woke Jack up. Fucker's right over my head, probably gonna shit on me. He tossed the cover and half the sleeping bag off himself. His joints and muscles felt better, but the pressure on his face had stopped completely.

Rolling out, Jack noticed his legs weren't his own. Shapely, long, and with bald skin smoother than a baby's ass. Even the feet looked smaller, delicate even. “What the fuck?” The voice coming out of his mouth was a few octaves higher than his usual booming speech.

Those same legs and feet didn't reach the ground when he tried to get out, either. Shoving off, Jack winced as the round gravel dug into the soles of his feet. He'd barely felt a thing walking on it before.

A swoosh on the back of his shoulders caught Jack's attention. Thinking it was a bunch of leaves from one of the trees he was between, he reached back and felt hair down to his shoulder blades. Remembering the hair loss from the night before, he checked his face.

Bald and smooth as his legs. Pulling his t-shirt up to check under there, what used to be a modest set of abs was now flat, hairless, and narrower. Even down there?

Running daintier fingers than he remembered under his waistband, Jack's heart felt like it had just stopped. The smooth silk of the skin was the least of his worries. I'm fucking dreaming. This can't be real.

Pulling the boxers out further, Jack no longer felt like the manliest man to ever man the hell out of manhood. What used to be a boastfully large cock... just wasn't there.

With feet in the now oversized boots, Jack stumbled to the water's edge. What looked back in the reflection forced out a sound worth calling the cops over. A woman's terrified scream.

“Why—” The instant she heard her own voice, Jack's hands slammed over her mouth. The image of a stunning, but horrified woman stared back through tears even a man would cry. I've gotta wake up!

Pinching herself on the arm, she jerked back. Even the toned muscle was gone, replaced by feminine softness. Jack checked under her arms. Bald and smooth like hair never even grew there.

Alright, just calm down. You'll wake up soon. A look down her shirt revealed a modest pair of breasts, somewhere in the border between A and B-cups. And sure enough, they squeezed just like tits.

Pulling the boxers down and sitting on the edge of the dew-damp folding chair, Jack had to make sure. Still no penis in sight, just a slight valley between two mounds. The pleasant feeling when her fingers checked turned to existential horror.

The woman's voice shocked her when she screamed, “I've got a cunt! Fuck!” Jack shot up and pulled the boxers back around her waist. “No, no, just no fucking way.”

She caught herself pushing her forearms from vertical to horizontal, fingers spreading every time. How? When I went to bed last night, I didn't think I'd wake up as a chick.

The next phase started rights as Jack thought she could calm down. The tension on her breasts, lips, and ass felt like her skin would split. “I've gotta get to a doctor.” Or shit, maybe even a priest or a psychiatrist. This can't be real. I won't let it be.

Tearing down camp in record time, despite the pain, Jack was ready to launch. When she tried to push the stern into the water, it felt like it was still flooded. She checked inside, still dry as after it was drained the night before.

After nearly exhausting herself, the kayak was at least floating. As Jack zipped the life jacket, the rigid pockets of the specialty fishing gear barely let her get it all the way up. Only four miles to paddle. I can make it.


Her arms were ready to fall off. An easy paddle for Jack any other time, every stroke felt like a burning hell in her shoulders and arms. She couldn't believe how much heavier the paddle felt.

This wasn't the worst part, though. What started off as peaches ballooned into grapefruits, and then into canteloupes. The life jacket sat useless between her legs, which had also changed, making her adjust the footrests further down the hull several inches. Jack even felt like her head sat closer to the water the further she paddled, with strands of hair long enough to get in the way.

I'll stow my stuff in the truck, run home to grab a few things, and I'm off to the ER. They're never gonna believe me, though.

Jack was so deep in her worry, she almost paddled past the ramp. Making one last, mad sprint for the bank, the front of the kayak ground against the concrete. She didn't even notice the middle-aged man fishing just feet away.

As she got out and fought against the tow-rope, she heard the man ask, “Need some help there?”

Jack would have never accepted it, but there was enough strain in her muscles that she knew it was a lost cause even getting it out of the water. “Yeah, I'm sorry about this.”

The guy dropped his pole and stepped over, pulling all twelve feet of kayak onto the ramp with three yanks. Jack knew he was checking her out, remembering she now had double-D's, but no bra. “What's a pretty girl like you doing in a fishing kayak with all that gear?”

“I've got to go get my truck.” Jack clicked the carabiner holding her keys onto a belt loop, running for the massive, red Ford F-350 parked further up the bank. Even he thinks I'm a woman. It's not all in my head.

Disengaging the security with a blirp, Jack looked in the driver's-side mirror. Whoever this is, she's cute, but she's not me.

Jack had previously been the Anti-Cute figure in the man-Bible, set to exploit and then discard all things feminine at his own pleasure. Some would have even considered him a burly, misogynistic kind of alpha. But the woman staring back was a whole other person.

Even more uncertain than before, she struggled as she pulled herself into the driver's seat. Hell, I'm shorter, even though my legs are longer. The motor roaring to life made her feel that comfortable, overcompensating form of masculinity.

Jack backed the truck to the end of the ramp, got out, and then dropped the tailgate. As she tried lifting the front of the kayak, she made it less than a foot before it crashed to the ground. “Fuck.”

“Need help again?” The guy was clearly irritated. “Maybe you shouldn't get such a large boat it if you can't pack it yourself.”

Jack was as pissed as a concert urinal. “I can handle it.”

“You didn't even lift it halfway up.” He stepped closer, batting Jack's hand off the front handle. “See?” He lifted the tip onto the dropped gate, and then lowered it back onto the ramp with a smirk.

“What did you do that for?” Jack tried again, failing even worse than before.

“You know you can't get it up there.” She knew his mind wasn't on fishing anymore. “Maybe you've got something to offer?”

Is he serious? Nobody's ever talked to me like this before. “Like what?”

He took another step closer, just across the kayak from her. “If I can see what you've got under that shirt, I'll even strap it down for you.”

The plush, bountiful mounds had stopped hurting, but now they were a different kind of liability. Or, as Jack was reluctant to think, a bargaining chip. “I keep a gun in the truck, in case you get any other ideas.”

“Deal.” He picked the front up again and waited.

Jack grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted. The breeze on them would have felt liberating, if her face wasn't as red as the truck. She gave him a few seconds, then down came the shirt again.

“Nice!” He slid the length of the kayak in, probably thinking about doing the same with something of his own. “Are they real?”

“The straps are in the tool box, far passenger-side.” Jack crouched on the other side of the bed, just wanting to hide her face.

“No joke, that's the nicest pair I've ever seen.”

God, what the fuck did I just do? “I'm glad you like them.” Someone has to.

As she listened to the last strap ratchet tight, Jack finally let herself stand up. Without saying another word, she hopped back into the cab. She could barely reach the power button for the audio system, having forgotten it was in the middle of blasting ZZ Top's Legs at deafening levels.


Jack had made it home, but the place didn't feel like it was anymore. If nobody would recognize her as Jack Harpeth, Director of Logistics, she wouldn't live here much longer. The mortgage on the place ate up a solid third of her generous salary, monthly.

This is fucked! As soon as the truck was pulled in enough to fit the kayak as well, Jack shut the garage door behind her. It wasn't worth being seen like this again.

She pulled the boots off at the door going into the kitchen, and then bolted for the master bedroom upstairs. The entire wall of mirror Jack had used to watch herself fuck wouldn't lie.

She stepped in front of the mirror and checked out the new body, dropping the cargo pants first. Yep, this Jack's a Jill, but even without makeup and my hair a wreck, not bad.

The slim yet curvy figure showed it's fuller glory as Jack lifted her shirt over her head. That guy wasn't lying. These are some knock-out tits.

Jack kept her arms straight down, bringing them together more times than she could count. Indeed, the breasts bounced like the real deal. Jack even hugged them upward, knowing her missing cock would have had a raging boner well before that point.

It was time for the boxers to go. Jack struggled to breath as they crept down. Plain as day, Jack had a pussy of her very own.

Huh. I don't even notice I don't have a dick unless I'm thinking about it. Jack spun herself around, jutted her ass out, and any other test pose you could imagine anyone with a new body trying out. I still don't like it, but I'd absolutely fuck out what little brains I look like I have.

Jack remembered the 'lost and found' box under her bed, full of whatever prior conquests had left behind. She finally had a use for it, other than saving the day for a one-night-stand with hair ties or tampons. Yes, she was one of those guys. I've gotta wash this river funk off of me.

She pulled the plastic storage box out and tossed it on the bed. A few discrete sex toys, lipstick, even a whole purse. It was a veritable bar-slut-starter-kit, minus the wardrobe.

Who'd have thought I'd need this stuff for myself. As Jack grabbed travel-sized bottles of girly body wash and shampoo that reeked of cherry blossoms when she popped the cap, a bit of hope came back. It's a long shot, but maybe, just maybe.

If the river washed this onto her, was a shower to get rid of it that much of a stretch? Yeah, I'm hot, but fuck was I happy as a guy. Jack went to her dresser, hopeful enough that she pulled out a clean t-shirt and another pair of boxers. She planned on being back in a man's body by ten.


The hot water felt great, but it wasn't doing a damn thing. Even scrubbing with her old body wash that smelled like old leather and cedar, the original Jack wasn't coming back. The realization that she'd be stuck this way settled on her narrow shoulders like the weight of her former body.

What used to be a neutral, everyday aroma smelled irresistible, though. Jack suddenly knew why she had gotten so many compliments during shower romps in the past. It was intoxication, pure and simple.

A weird feeling spread between her legs. As Jack washed a fifth time, again with the feminine stuff, the sensation disappeared. Was I getting horny over my own body wash?

One sniff right over the open bottle, and Jack was back in lady-parts heaven. She couldn't help running a hand between her legs. Knowing the finer details of female anatomy from hands-on experience, Jack found her clit without a hint of trouble.

A few strokes had her panting, bending a little at the knees. No wonder it drove them nuts. The mind-blowing revelation of what it felt like almost made Jack want to stay this way. I've gotta watch this.

Jack barely kept her hands off herself as she dried off. Her hair dripped on the hardwood floors in her hallway, not used to how much water all that hair can hold. It was the last thing on her mind.

She almost busted back into her room, bee-lining right for the box of forgotten purse contents. She tried a few toys with dead batteries. Jack dug toward the bottom, finally pulling out a pink cylinder with a rounded end that buzzed to life. She had used it on multiple girls in the past, with all customers satisfied.

Jack sat on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror in all her nude glory. Her face blushed again as soon as she noticed the vibrator in her own reflection. Why is it so embarrassing? This isn't even me.

She leaned back, her ass barely on the edge of the mattress. Jack almost couldn't turn the knob on the bottom. The toy buzzed to life as she started it off on the lowest setting.

Jack stopped just short of touching it to herself. If this is all a dream, it's the most fucked up thing I've ever experienced. Acknowledging just how unlikely this all was, she found the will to press down.

Her head jerked back. She couldn't imagine backing out now. Jack's body or not, the feeling was as real as the static noise clouding the edges of her mind.

“Mmmh...” Jack pushed the tip down a little, and then just a smidge more. It felt better the more of it she had in contact with herself.

It already felt as good as the best parts of sex, as she knew it so far. Instead of one part of her old body, every part of her rippled with the energy coursing from between her thighs. The toe-curling thing women did finally made sense.

Jack built up the nerve and desire to look at herself in the oversized mirror. God I'd fuck her until she couldn't walk. She imagined those perfect, luxuriously long legs in the mirror wrapping around her former back.

Her cheeks flushed with heat again, realizing she was fantasizing about fucking herself. But I would, in a heartbeat. The moment of confusion fell apart as soon as Jack cranked the vibrator up to the next stop.

She looked at the mirror again, realizing she couldn't keep her mouth closed if she tried. Every breath had to make a sound. The perfect vision of face, feet, and cunt stared right back, like some kind of glorious abyss.

Am I getting off on watching myself, or just getting off? She already knew the answer. Women loved nothing more than knowing they looked sexy, but Jack couldn't admit to herself why such a hottie in the mirror turned her on even more than the same body would have when she was a man.

“Oh my God!” Her legs jerked and bent even harder. It felt like every muscle in her body was trying to tense up at once.

Fuck it. Fuck it! Jack cranked the pink rod all the way. Is this what women feel?

She tried forcing the tip inside herself, stopping with the aching sting of pushing halfway to the full girth. Just remember all the tight girls. They loved it once you got in there.

Jack breathed like she had when she had almost drowned. One final rush of nerve piled into her hands. She couldn't hold back any longer.

A brief shot of pain coursed from her entry of her pussy. The more the tense, undersized opening pushed back against her efforts, the more Jack wanted it. Her mind couldn't comprehend not getting it all the way inside herself.

It fucking hurts! As the temptation to give in and stop coursed through every fiber of her body, Jack finally snapped. I want it in me!

With the focus of every scrap of her will, she braced herself and pushed inward. Jack's breasts heaved upward with the massive inhale. A terrible pain made her wince, replaced almost instantly by the pure satisfaction humming against her walls.

“Yes!” Jack let go with one hand, gripping the sheets at first, then moving her wrist up to cover her mouth. She stroked it in and out of herself, hips writhing just like she had always enjoyed watching from above.

With a stroke of luck, Jack learned the immeasurable pleasure of a g-spot as quickly as she figured out the clit. “Oh shit, shit, shit shit!” She pressed hard against the roof of her passage.

Fucking hell! Her palm and fingers gripped the bottom of the dildo, stressing the plastic to the point it almost cracked. This wasn't a man's strength. This was her new body, teetering on the verge.

“Oh my fucking...” She gave it a final push at the buried treasure. “...GAAAAWWWD!”

She never felt her teeth digging into the back of her wrist, pinching the skin and leaving a deep ring of tooth marks. The full release of an orgasm Jack couldn't have imagined before, blew her mind like an overpowdered cannon. Fragments of the barrel cracked against the edges of her memory, shattering every concept of what sexual pleasure could be, to the male body at least.

Wave after wave pulsed outward, faster than she could comprehend. It felt like any other orgasm coursing through what used to be a cock, multiplied by dozens, and stacking on top of each other as they took control of everything. Muscles, voice, mind. It didn't matter. Jack wasn't in control of anything by that point.

What? Did I? She caught her breath, jerking the vibrating plastic out of herself, feeling that last blast of pleasure. Is this what women feel when they come?

She struggled to pull her head up and look. The hottest sight she'd ever laid eyes on stared back. That's me.

It fucked her mind as hard as the toy. I'm a guy. How could I like it like a woman?

The aftershocks kept shooting her muscles into random contractions, keeping the show going for a few more seconds. God, she's too fucking hot to live. But Jack started realizing the truth: The girl of her dreams staring back at her, was none other than herself, in the flesh.

And unlike her old body, Jack couldn't resist touching herself now. She had always joked about a man with tits never needing to leave the house again, but she finally worked past it after a few more climaxes. Total satisfaction wasn't an instant finale any longer.

While Jack didn't become a guy again by ten, she worked herself to the point she was finally satisfied and exhausted, sometime after eleven.


If anyone can help, it's Trixie. Jack pulled up to her boss's over-indulged McMansion. That is, if she believes me.

Zip ties held her jeans up around Jack's narrow waist. The walk to the front door was almost torture in sneakers that felt three inches too long. Even banging on the cedar slab with her fist made Jack remember that she wasn't the man she once was.

She waited, looking at herself in the glass of the storm door. The kind of beauty who looks good in anything stared back. Fuck, fuck, FUCK!

The door eased open. Trixie was hot as always, and probably wearing nothing else under that terry-cloth bathrobe. “Yes?”

“Trixie,” Jack got a fresh reminder that her voice wasn't the same, “I need your help.”

“And you are?” The slim, busty brunette crossed her arms and put one foot forward.

“It's me, Jack Harpeth.”

“Did he dress up one of his girlfriends in his clothes to play a prank? I'm not in the mood right now.” The door started closing.

Jack pulled the storm door and put a narrow wrist through the main door. “Wait!”

Trixie's head shot backward. “Excuse me?”

“You can ask me anything, and I know this is fucking weird, but I am Jack.”

She almost shut an eye as she dropped a brow. “Fine. What does the tattoo on my inner thigh say?”

“Lucky you, in French.”

“He's seen it enough to memorize it, but I know he wouldn't go so far as to pronounce it for you.”

Jack rolled her eyes and stated, “Quel chanceux etes-vous.”

The dropped brow shot way up. “Alright, what does he hate most about my husband?”

Too easy. “Neil lies about his fucking golf scores, and he expects the impossible, yesterday.”

“No fucking way.” Trixie looked like she was holding back a laughing fit. “I know it sounds weird, but I believe you.”

What the fuck? “Alright.” Jack put her arm the rest of the way through the door and stepped inside. “I don't know what happened, but I woke up this morning, and this is what I look like.”

“And how many times did you think about how hard you'd fuck yourself? You're exactly your own type.”

Jack blushed, knowing how long she'd spent taking liberties with her new body. “Jesus fuck, I don't know what the hell to do right now.”

Trixie couldn't hold the laughter back any longer. “Neil's gonna be so pissed.”

“What?”

“You wouldn't believe me if I told you why, and you show up at my door a big-titted, blonde bimbo. It's fucking hilarious at this point.”

What the shit are you talking about? “Trixie, I don't know what the fuck to do.”

“Oh, my God.” Trixie put her right hand over her mouth. “Get in here, right now.”

Jack wanted to find out why, but she couldn't even speak. Trixie pulled her in by the collar of the t-shirt. Somehow, the day had gotten even stranger. “What was that about?”

Trixie stared into Jack's eyes with a look of pure joy. “I know exactly what you need!”

“Yeah?” Jack hoped, beyond reason and common sense, that somehow she'd know a way to turn her back.

“A makeover.”

Fuck.


What felt like hours of torture only ended up being forty-five minutes. Makeup, hair styling, and a few pieces of borrowed clothing later, Jack stared at herself in the mirror. Her habitual instinct to pop a boner felt like an insult.

“I hate to say it,” Trixie wrapped her arms around Jack's slight shoulders, “but you're a knock-out.”

She couldn't argue against it, staring at herself in the mirror. Jack wore the blue mini-dress and stockings, better than Trixie did that one time Jack had fucked her stupid at an office party. Jack gave herself an approving nod, pouting her lips out for full effect.

“This is great and all, but how do I keep my damn job?”

“You know the answer already.”

Jack had heard the rumors about the new girls in the research department replacing a whole swath of staff that had quit one day. “No way, I'm not fucking Neil.” Watching herself penetrate that marvelous pussy with a piece of plastic, in the mirror, was one thing. Sexing up that bastard was about ten levels of magnitude too far. “You've been fucking me behind his back for a reason.”

“Calm down. He's got his strengths, and you're not the Adonis you think you are.” Trixie couldn't help driving the knife in further. “Especially now.”

Jack sent up a dainty middle finger. “I won't do it.”

“And if you're a woman now, we can't just call you Jack.” Trixie ignored the bird still flipped her way. “Quick, what's a sexy woman's name.”

Jack's finger finally went down. Half-assing the answer, she thought of the last girl she'd took home as a he. “Sarah.”

“No, too plain.” Clearly, Trixie hadn't seen that Sarah. She looked around the room, stopping on a purse that had to cost too damn much. “Chanel.”

Jack shook her head. The sound of a car door almost made both of them jump. Jack thought seriously about it. “Lexi.” Jack had always wanted to fuck a Lexi, and in a way, now she had.

“Trixie and Lexi.” The unfaithful wife pinched her chin. “Neil's gonna love a threesome with two girls with an 'X' in their names.”

“And we're not even strippers.” Now that she thought of it, Lexi knew she'd make a killing at it with a body like this. “But I don't even like dick. Never even considered it.”

Trixie laughed at the idea. “You loved yours. Miss it yet?”

Nicer as she was to look at without it, Lexi knew she did. “Come on, just talk to him and tell him I'll be in tomorrow, but like this.”

“Oh no, I'm not passing this up.”

Lexi thought of how great it felt playing around with herself earlier. Then she thought of Neil's incredibly grumpy face above her. Her stomach did a somersault at the idea. If I lose my job, I lose my house, my truck, everything.

“He'll be looking for me.” Trixie snatched at Lexi's hand and drug her toward the door. “Come on, let's show him the time of his life.”

Of all the people I get trapped in to fucking, it's that bastard. Lexi kept her legs planted, partially from her inexperience walking in dangerously high pumps. “I already told you, no!”

Trixie's brows lowered until they almost covered her eyes. “You know you can't lose this job.”

“And you're just doing this to get a kick out of it.” Lexi jerked her arms back and crossed them. “I don't even know how you let him fuck you.”

“I don't work, and I live here. You do the math.” Neil and Trixie's house was almost a palace, in the most exclusive neighborhood in town. “If I'd have married for love, guess who'd have to work as a bank teller forty hours a week, and still not have piss to show for it?”

Lexi's idea of her dropped by orders of magnitude. “I always knew you were a trophy wife, but now that you're honest about it, I kinda hate you.”

Trixie didn't mind at all. “You're only saying that because you don't have a dick to fuck me with anymore. If you're a woman, you have to understand that nobody hates any woman more than other women. Good job on adapting, I guess.”

“Trix?” Neil's voice came from down the hallway.

Lexi's eye's shot open. Neil at the end of that hallway was her worst nightmare back when she was balls deep in his wife. Unless one wanted to hide for hours in the closet or jump a good thirty feet out the window, the layout of the house guaranteed getting caught.

“In here!” Trixie walked to the door and shouted through it. “You won't believe the surprise I've got for you!”

His voice was even closer. “Is Jack here? His truck's in the driveway.”

Lexi sat on the side of the bed and put her face in her hands. Oh my God, I can't believe this. At the very least, she wasn't getting caught boning her boss's wife.

“He had some trouble nearby, so he parked it here so it wouldn't get towed.” At least she thought fast.

As the handle clanked, Lexi couldn't help staring right at it. Her face blushed, hot as July. I can't fuck him.

Trixie was ready as soon as Neil had the door open. “You always wanted a threesome, and Lexi here is just the right girl.”

Lexi froze, mortified as Neil stared her down. The situation had to be about as unbelievable to him as it was to her. “I... Holy shit.”

“And she's willing to do anything.” Trixie stared back at Lexi. “Isn't that right?”

The entirety of her career depended on it. On the verge of tears, Lexi gulped and tried to speak. All she could force out was a pitiful nod.

Neil grabbed his wife by the shoulders. “You're bullshitting me.”

Trixie broke free and paced over to Lexi, stopping right in front of her and then forcing her to sit on the edge of the bed. She bent down, placing her hands on Lexi's knees. “What's so hard to believe about it? Lexi's here, and she's up for whatever you want.”

I'm not up for even kissing him on the cheek. Lexi felt her legs spread as Trixie eased them apart.

“See? She's not even wearing panties.”

Neil stepped over and bent down. A long, impressed whistle trilled out from between his pursed lips. “I never thought my wife would do this.”

Lexi stared up at the familiar face, her hands planted on the mattress behind her. She wanted to scream, to tell Neil that she was really Jack, anything. The feeling of utter powerlessness sapped any will to even try.

“Did I do good?” Trixie stared back up at her husband. “You won't believe how I found her.”

Neil kept eying Lexi down, practically salivating. “Honestly, I don't care how you did it.” His hands closed around Lexi's shoulders. “She's just as hot as you.”

Get your fucking hands off me. Lexi knew she wasn't in any position to do anything about it. All she could do was stare back into Neil's ravenous eyes.

His fingers started caressing her shoulders, sliding under the straps of the dress. “I've been dreaming of this for years.”

And Lexi had been dreading it for seconds that felt like years. How in the hell do I get out of this? Every muscle stayed locked in fear.

As Neil's hands pushed the straps down her arms, Lexi's entire body turned red. Trixie leaned her head in right next to his. “You see how turned on she is?”

Lexi felt the dress start drifting down her breasts. Exposed to the air, her nipples jutted out, harder than she thought they'd be. If shame could dish out mercy killings, she'd have accepted.

Trixie broke away, saying, “Fuck the foreplay. I want your dick in her, now.” She reached into the bedside table and pulled out a fresh bottle of lube. “Bend her over and plow her like a field.”

Neil wasn't complaining. Powerful arms Lexi had no chance of fighting against whipped her around, her knees on the edge of the bed. The dress hiked up, covering only her stomach.

The sound of his zipper and the snap of the bottle opening told Lexi all she needed to know about her new reality. I feel so fucking helpless. Why can't I even say anything? Her head down in shame, she waited for the inevitable.

Trixie's fingers slathered a generous helping of lube along Lexi's cunt. She couldn't help jerking at the touch. With four hands on her ass, she breathed deep, wishing she had drowned instead.

The tip of Neil's cock prodded at her entry. Trying to squeeze in, it stopped at just the head. “And tight like this, too? She probably hasn't had a dick in her in ages.”

How about ever, you lucky shit? Lexi felt Trixie's hands leave her, another serving of lube splashing against her skin.

Without mercy or resistance, the whole shaft invaded Lexi like a legion of Huns. She tried keeping her lips sealed, burying her face in the covers. The hands wrapping around her tiny waist only made it worse.

Neil hammered away, driving the pain through until it started edging into sheer pleasure. He was thicker than the dildo, and a damn sight rougher than Lexi had been with herself. As her walls eased up, yet more lube had them running together like a Formula One engine.

“Oh shit!” Lexi couldn't hide how much she was loving it. As Neil pulled her hair, forcing her head up, Trixie's face was right in front of her own.

“You love having my husband's cock in that tight, little pussy of yours, don't you?” Trixie leaned in, twisting her tongue through Lexi's mouth.

The sight of her breasts combined with the undeniable sex drive. Lexi reached out as she moaned, freeing Trixie's puppies. Just touching them satisfied that male instinct still lingering in her mind.

Neil's hands wrapped around Lexi's upper arms, holding them tight and forcing her up against his torso. Trixie's mouth latched onto a breast, sucking hard enough to give Lexi a feeling she couldn't have imagined before. All of it felt like pure rapture.

Her head went back as he slammed his hips against her ass. “Oh fuck!” She couldn't hold it back any longer, devolving into a screaming mess.

She tried looking behind her, just to see a proper fucking from a woman's perspective. Neil's face blocked her view, his stubble pressing against her cheek. As his hands let go and slid between her thighs, Trixie kept sucking away and fondling with both hands.

The hands left her breasts as Trixie shot hers between Neil's. One spread Lexi's lips, the other taking her clit between two fingers. Her earlier session had been a one-or-the-other type of affair. The feeling of her pearl getting overloaded as a dick slammed away inside her, well, it was just too much.

Her entire body locked between husband and wife, Lexi's teeth ground together. Tremors erupted from between her legs, coursing through every limb. Even thinking about how great it felt was too much to ask of her.

Trixie's hands snapped back, forcing Lexi to come like never before. Her cunt gripped around her boss's shaft, trying to hold it still. The sheer amount of lube inside her kept him slipping out of her pulsing walls' grasp.

She lurched forward, dropping face-first. The unfathomable bliss of it all felt like sexual nirvana. And loathe as she was to admit it, Lexi wanted more.

“She's such a good little slut, isn't she?” Trixie's voice pulled Lexi out of the trance. “And she comes so easily, too.”

Covers shifted around Lexi's face as she felt weight rest not far from her head. The familiar scent of Trixie's cunt filled her nose. As hands wrapped around her head, Trixie knew where this was going.

She looked up as Neil started pounding away again. The full presentation of pussy filled her vision. The back of her head forced closer, Trixie's slit filled Lexi's mouth.

“Come on, I know you can eat pussy.”

Lexi wanted to start screaming again, but Trixie's money-maker still tasted like Heaven. She wanted more, teasing her tongue inside the opening before sliding it up to the clit. A hard suction pulled it past her teeth as Lexi boxed away, tasting every lick.

Trixie was already moaning as Lexi felt another climax dawning like the morning sun. “That's it, don't stop!” Trixie couldn't have denied the whole session was getting her off.

Trying her damnedest, Lexi's tongue wagged and pressed against that miraculous nub. As Trixie eased off with her hands, it only drove Lexi to go at it even harder. Bitch isn't getting off that easy.

“Fuck, fuck, FUUUUCK!” Trixie's thighs quivered around Lexi's head. A crying orgasm like only she could pull off threatened to cook off like a flaming gas tanker.

Lexi held onto her legs, not wanting to lay off until Trixie's mind was shot. Even her own climax didn't matter. Killing her with kindness was the only trick Lexi had left.

Finally breaking the vacuum seal in her mouth, Lexi dove two fingers into Trixie's slit, her thumb taking over for her tongue. The soft pad of her g-spot was like a dedicated cheat button. All of it ripped any sense of self away from Trixie as she tremored against the bed, doing a damn fine act at demon possession.

Neil's arms wrapped around Lexi's waist. He stood up, taking her with him.

No longer getting worked beyond any sane limit, Trixie's entire body rocked. The full force of it was enough to dislocate joints, had she not been curling into the fetal position. With the cock still planted inside her, Lexi wondered if she'd knocked her tormentor out.

His wife's well-being was the last thing on Neil's mind. He sat himself next to her, Lexi going with him. As he leaned back and started thrusting from below, Lexi couldn't keep her hands from between her spread legs.

Her mouth spread open to it's fullest, Lexi burst out with an ear-bursting scream. She didn't care that it was her evil fuck of a boss driving her so wild, at his bitch of a wife's request. For the first time, she wondered why Trixie had ever cheated with her.

Back from the brink, but still wonky, Trixie crawled down to the floor. As Lexi wrapped one arm around Neil's neck, Trixie placed her hands on Lexi's spread thighs. “Payback time.” The grin on her face was loaded with foul inent.

Lexi shook her head, that drawing orgasm threatening to be a true knee-banger already. Her breasts heaved with every breath, unable to exhale without some kind of moan. As Trixie gripped her throat with one hand, all four of her fingers dashed back and forth across Lexi's clit.

In what felt like a mercy-move, Trixie eased off. Of course, it was only to grab the bottle again, streaming a wasteful amount into that junction between cock and cunt. Her fingers were back at it the instant the stream petered out.

Neil leaned back, taking Lexi with him. Stiff and unforgiving as his punishments for bad work performance, his shaft beat against Lexi's deepest spots. She had to give it to him, Neil was as good at fucking as he was at keeping the lower employees scared shitless.

The room went blurry as Lexi felt her body reach its limit. A sudden twitch in her loins broke out, then repeated. The heavy petting against her slit and the brutal spreading of her walls worked at making it match the pace of Neil's dick slamming inside her.

Her eyes rolled back as her arms gave out. It was too much, too fast. But neither of the Faulkner's cared. She was just meat, ripe for tenderizing as they saw fit.

Both of them stopped at the same instant. Like a high-voltage line had connected with her neck, Lexi twitched and squirmed on top of her unwitting boss. Her legs clamped shut, that much-desired pussy trying to milk a cock that just wouldn't come.

Lexi thought she had rolled off Neil, but she wasn't sure to which side. When you're shaking that hard, gravity and balance are meaningless concepts. Her thighs quivered, the climax still trailing off.

Movement behind her was all Lexi could figure about the world around her. The sound of bodies moving against the comforter made her hope it was Trixie's turn.

“I think you like her a little too much.” Another snap of the bottle's lid. “Now fuck me just as hard.”

Lexi rolled over, trying to catch enough breath to get by. Worn out, used, and completely satisfied. She wondered how much longer Neil could keep it up.

“That's it, fuck me like that little whore!” Bodies slapped together, furious and loud. Trixie could bang with the best of them, and Lexi knew it from personal experience.

Struggling onto her hands and knees, Lexi saw what all the fuss was about. Neil was back-down on the floor, his legs up on the bed. Trixie ground herself into him, her hands gripping the sheets behind her. That serpentine motion in her waist as a man slammed away under her was trademarked Trixie.

Lexi fought to stay upright as she rose on her knees. Trixie's shoulders were enough support, allowing Lexi to pour another shot of lube before going right back to giving Trixie's cunt a literal hand.

She wanted more already. Jealousy crept up from somewhere in the recesses of her mind. The new void left in her body had to be filled again.

“Fuck yes!” Trixie was riding her husband like a stolen motorcycle, zooming for her next climax. Lexi even felt her pulse in her clit, throbbing and aching for release.

Lexi pulled her fingers away and sat up. Trixie wasn't getting any support without giving something in return. Still, the girl had a talent for rippling orgasms.

Neil stood up, taking his wife with him. Dumping her on the bed next to Lexi, he stared down at both of them. “Who wants it more?”

Lexi couldn't perk up any harder or faster. Taking her boss by both wrists, she pulled him until his knees were on the bed.

As he lied back, Lexi got right into position, sitting on her knees, her ass dangerously close to his cock. Neil wasted no time pushing it forward, sliding it back inside her. “That's a good girl.”

Trixie sat up as Lexi started rocking herself. The feeling of being filled over and over again brought a deep smile to her face. Trixie noticed, asking, “Do you like his dick that much?”

Lexi couldn't fib. That smile was as visible as the dress bunched around her waist. “It feels so much better than I expected.” The perks of being a woman.

“You know what I think?” Trixie walked closer on her knees, wrapping her arms around Lexi's body. “You're the kind of fun we want to have again.”

Before Lexi could say anything, Trixie's mouth closed over her own. As the familiar tongue danced around her mouth, Lexi felt Neil's legs flex, driving him further into her. How can I like this so much?

A hand cracked down on her bouncing ass, lingering in a man's grip. It felt, good? Lexi didn't know what to make of it.

Another one slammed on her other cheek. A quick little squeal into Trixie's mouth said it all. Yeah, I love sex as a woman.

Slender fingers wrapped around her throat as Trixie broke the makeout session. Her other arm wrapped around Lexi's waist, forcing her to go slamming into Neil with her ass. The faint whisper sent the blood from Lexi's face. “You didn't know he's a choker?”

Giving or receiving? Trixie had Lexi's airway almost blocked. She had done it to many girls herself, but so soon after almost drowning, the feeling brought a certain amount of panic.

Neil couldn't have cared less, and neither did Trixie. The fingers grasped harder as Lexi tried to scream. Whether out of pleasure or fear, she wasn't sure.

Unable to control how hard, fast, or when she came down, Lexi was trapped. Luckily, Trixie had every intention of showing her husband a grand time. Her ass bounced hard, driving Neil's rigid shaft deep into her tunnel.

The grip around her waist loosened, leading to another hand around her neck. Now nothing new came into her lungs. As the sheer panic and dread fell over her, Lexi's useless lips trembled as she looked into Trixie's eyes.

“You like that?” One hand broke free to give her an open hand across the cheek. “Don't ever think you can fuck him when I'm not around.”

A full gasp of fresh air filled her lungs as Neil slammed away beneath her. Lexi couldn't help falling to her hands and knees. The only problem was, her pussy was empty again.

What the fuck was that about? She should have already known. By the way Trixie had lied on her back, spread eagle and teasing at her slit, she had wanted some of what Lexi was having.

And Neil was willing to grant his wife's wish. He was already on top of her before Lexi could jump back on him. Neil took an ankle in each hand, stabbing all the way to the hilt in one brutal motion.

Trixie's head shot back and she moaned it all out. Lexi couldn't help crawling to them, resting the side of her head on Trixie's stomach. The sound of her voice resonating through her body, combined with the incredibly close view, was to be the hottest damn thing Lexi had ever experienced as a spectator.

The wetness shining up his cock was the hardest part for Lexi to handle. She knew some of it was from herself, but the freshest had come from Trixie. As she scooted closer, the combined heat from both of their bodies felt as comforting as a warm bed on a cold morning.

But as her face got within inches of Trixie's cunt, the way her lips clung on every back-thrust and then gave in as Neil shot forward... Lexi couldn't stand it. That is, until Neil changed the game.

Pulled out of his wife, thrusting himself right up to Lexi's face. The idea of a dick in her pussy drove her wild by that point, but her former life as a straight man made a dick in her mouth a thing of nightmares. Just the idea of it put a lump in her throat.

Her boss didn't care. Pushing the back of her head, the tip pressed against her lips, supple and hot.

No, no, no. Lexi tried to back away, but a hard slap on her ass forced her mouth open. Before she realized what had happened, that tip was at the back of her throat. Fucking really, Neil?

Showing no mercy, Neil fucked her face just as hard as he'd just fucked his wife. The attempts at protesting only made it better for him. “Fuck, that's it.” He spanked her again, the squeal against his shaft drawing out a spot of precum.

Oh shit. He's not gonna come in my mouth, is he?

“Make her get on her knees. I want to see it.” Trixie took her own swat at Lexi's ass. “She loves being degraded.”

Neil pulled out of her mouth, leaving her gasping and sputtering just over Trixie's mound. The weight on the mattress shifted until Lexi felt hands wrap around her ankles. She slid back until her knees were on the floor.

The instant insertion into her pussy, the hands wrapping around her neck. Strong hands this time. Lexi was being treated like a cheap whore, and she didn't know if she should love it or hate it.

Just before the first hint of climax, a rush of air filled her lungs as she was picked up. Dropping back onto the bed, she felt both of them roll her onter her back.

Neil had a sadistic grin as his hands wrapped around her throat again. He was back inside her as he tightened the grip even harder. Lexi felt the growing pressure in her face, obviously pressing Neil's buttons.

“Such a good girl,” Trixie licked her earlobe and then bit into it before whispering, “isn't that right, Jack?”

She wanted to scream, both from the pleasure and the feeling that she was going to die. Trying to get away, her hips bobbed and circled, calves and heels planted against the small of Neil's back. All she was accomplishing was grinding herself into him.

“Careful, you might make him come inside you like that.” Trixie's hand slid down Lexi's stomach. “He always finishes in your mouth.”

“Can I come inside her?”

Lexi didn't know which one she dreaded worse. In her mouth just seemed revolting, but was she fertile? Lexi had no idea.

“She's safe. I already checked.”

Lexi tried to scream out one last time, this time out of her body overloading. Trixie had laid rigid fingers across her hood, ripping them side-to-side until Lexi's entire body shivered. The lack of oxygen, combined with the fast working of her clit and the jarring thrusts into her body, had her primed to blow.

Her clit got the first relief as brain-melting orgasm erupted through her entire body. Then Neil's dick stopped, deep in Lexi's cunt. The hot, silky explosion inside was unfamiliar, but damn satisfying.

Lexi barely made out Trixie's words as she tried to sound innocent. “Oh dear, he never does that for me.”

His fingers loosened around her neck as even more heat spread along her walls. She knew. Gasping for air and riding it out, Lexi kept coming right alongside her boss.

“Fuck,” Neil panted above her, “that just felt right.”

As Neil backed off and put himself back in his lube-stained slacks, Trixie slid down and got between her legs. Dirty as Lexi remembered her, Trixie's tongue lapped at what her husband had left inside of Lexi. It gave her a faint echo of her climax, forcing Lexi's legs to jerk.

She stopped just long enough to quip, “He came so much inside you.”

Lexi felt like there was less in her. As the world started making sense again, dread filled her entire body. Great as the sex was, getting knocked up on top of waking up as a woman was pushing her day a step or seven too far.

Trixie stood up and pressed her body against her husband's, a bit of his gift on her lips. “You know how I knew she was safe?”

“Hopefully because she showed you what she uses.” Neil kept switching from admiring his handiwork between Lexi's thighs, to staring at her nervous face.

“Jack's truck is here, because this is Jack.”

“You're joking.”

Trixie grinned and looked at Lexi. “Go ahead, tell him.”

She closed her legs and pulled the dress back down, covering herself. Working the straps back up on her shoulders, she sat up and barely fought back crying. “Yeah, it's me.”

“What were you doing when it happened?” Neil acted as shady about the whole affair as Trixie. “As in, where were you?”

Lexi huffed a breath out and rubbed a tender spot on her neck from Neil's choke-hold. “That same spot on the river I've been wanting to go to again.”

“You went fishing this weekend, right? That means we've got a problem.”

We've got a problem? She stared as he paced back and forth between the wall and the bed. “I don't even know how this happened.”

Neil bent down, meeting her at eye level. “You can't get pregnant, so you've got that going for you.”

“How do you know?” She leaned back and rested on open palm, adding, “You know something.”

“Listen, I'll take care of all the documents you'll need. Come in tomorrow, and for all intents and purposes, you are Lexi now.”

“So my job's safe, but I don't know how this happened, or how to get back to being a guy.”

Neil kept his mouth shut. Instead, Trixie chimed in. “I'll send you home with something to wear. Keep what you've got on, too.”

The practical matter of having more than two outfits came to her mind. “So now I've got to buy a whole wardrobe. How the hell do you size yourself for a bra?”

Trixie and Neil both looked like they wanted to say the same thing. Trixie got it out first. “Honey, with tits like those, going without one will get you everything you could ever want.”

Having already fucked her boss, Lexi knew she couldn't hit the office-slut type any more on the nose if she tried. “So do I tell them 'Jack quit, I'm his new replacement'?”

Neil grinned. “Basically. I think they'll be glad when they realize the new girl won't fuck everything up from the start.”

“But you still won't tell me anything.” Lexi crossed her legs, realizing she was still flashing her goods. “I think I deserve to know.”

“Listen,” Neil offered her a hand up. “Don't go to a doctor, or even let anyone know what happened. I'll make sure it's handled.”

She turned it down, standing up on her own. “Why wouldn't I get help? This is fucked up.”

“There's a fifty-thousand dollar check for you in the morning, if you keep your damn mouth shut.”

Lexi knew she wouldn't be believed anyway. “Fine.” When money talked, Lexi had always listened.


Lexi sat in the middle front of her three-row home theater, fiddling with the remote. Getting a live stream working was always a pain in the ass. She jumped like she'd been shot when the door closed behind her.

“Where's Jack?” Eddy was used to seeing different girls in that house, having free run of the place as her best friend since childhood.

Shit, what do I tell him? Lexi hit the 'OK' button, starting the pre-show just in time. “He said he'd show up a little late. Work emergency.”

As Eddy got to the end of the row, Lexi knew he was more than happy to look at her. “I don't think I've met you. I'm Eddy, Jack's friend.”

Hearing her old name again felt like a nail going through her heart, pinning it to the wall. She pulled the hem of the same dress from earlier down out of modesty, even though she knew Eddy wouldn't try anything. While decent-looking, despite his slightly disheveled look, Eddy wasn't quite the lecher Jack had been.

Eddy left a respectable gap of one seat between them. “Did he say what time? I know he doesn't want to miss this one.”

It took everything Lexi had in her just to shake her head. Loud and brash as the announce team was, the silence between them got to be unbearable within seconds. “Listen, how much do you trust Jack?”

“He's the brother I never had. Why?”

Lexi felt the same way about Eddy, and unlike Trixie, she knew trust in him wouldn't bite her in her perfect ass. And Eddy wouldn't blab. “I know this'll sound batshit,” Lexi's heart pounded, “but I am Jack.”

“Come on, you think I'll believe that?” The first throwaway interview started as neither of them paid it any attention. “People don't just change genders like that.”

He doesn't know something like those lying sacks of shit. And the bitch still hadn't told her. “Remember that time you fell out of your treehouse growing up? Back in third grade, I think.”

“I do, but I don't see how you could.”

Lexi pulled her legs underneath her and turned her entire body to face him. “You told your mom you got that scratch from Duke jumping on you. She'd have killed both of us if she knew we were hanging off the rails like that.”

His forehead wrinkled. “Then what color was my mom's Buick back then?”

Lexi didn't hesitate. “Maroon, gray interior. The windshield was cracked on the passenger-side, and it still had that stain from where I spilled grape juice in the backseat when she traded it in.”

“Then how?” Eddy leaned closer. “I thought you looked related to him... err... you. What happened?”

Her hands went up. “I woke up in my hammock this morning, and suddenly I'm a chick.”

Eddy put one hand on his brow, propping his head up. “Wow.” And just like Eddy, he started laughing at the most inappropriate time possible.

“It's not funny. This fucking sucks!”

“You've gotta admit, it's poetic justice.” Eddy had always been on Jack for picking women up, and then dropping them as soon as another caught his eye. “You look just like the kind of girl you'd bone and then dump a week later.”

Lexi knew it was true. Getting used like she had by Trixie and Neil had made her realize what it was like to be a disposable fuck-toy. “Well, I'm not proud of it, now that I'm on the other side of the coin.”

“Have you picked a new name yet? It's not like you can go around calling yourself Jack anymore.”

She scrunched one corner of her mouth up and nodded at him. “Lexi Metz.”

“Sounds like a porn star,” Eddy looked like he didn't want to say it, but had to, “and you look like one too.”

“Thanks,” Lexi didn't know how to take it or the eyes on her chest, “I guess.”

“Sorry.” Eddy took his gaze off her breasts, if only out of decency. “You just... wow.”

“Tell me about it.” Lexi stared down, admiring what Eddy had just looked at. “And before you ask, whatever happened got everything.”

Eddy pulled the sleeve on his t-shirt up. It was a thing both of them had always done to pay in advance for a joke at the others expense. Lexi frogged him as hard as she could, barely doing a thing. Eddy grinned and said, “So in the end, Jack Harpeth proved himself a pussy.”

“Go eat a dick.” Lexi tried to focus on the show they'd both been waiting months for. As the bombshell of a ring announcer ducked under the ropes to call in the first match, Lexi couldn't resist. “So do I look better than her?”

“I can't tell if you're sitting with your arms crossed.” Eddy had already started acting like Lexi was still Jack. “Stand up and twirl around for me.”

Much to Eddy's surprise, Lexi did exactly that. Making sure to let her ass linger in front of him, she asked, “So?”

“If it wasn't you,” Eddy looked away like he was about to bluff, “I'd hit it.”

“No,” Lexi bent down and put her hands on his shoulders, pinning him to the seat. “You'd get nervous and chicken out of even talking to me.”

It was probably the closest Eddy had ever been to even touching such a perfect specimen. “You know I have trouble talking to girls.”

Lexi knew it was her chance to tighten the screws on him. Lifting the hem of her skirt with both hands, she gave him the full view at eye-level. “I could fix that.”

She knew he wanted to reach up, but Eddy never would. Lexi never could figure out it if was chivalry or cowardice. When she was Jack, they were the same thing once the results were taken into account.

“Well? Are you gonna touch it or not?”

Eddy clearly didn't know how to handle it. Such an opportunity looked like it was about to blow his fuse. “Are you sure?”

Lexi couldn't believe it. Pulling the dress up even further, she kept it there by planting both hands on the waist. “If I hadn't gone through what I already did this afternoon...” She wasn't willing to share that much about her day just yet.

“You didn't.”

“What? I get to keep my job because of it.” Even Eddy knew how much that position meant. Besides, his ticket for the Body Slam Cruise in a few weeks depended on it. “It's not like I asked for it.”

That protective instinct Eddy always had kicked into overdrive. “What did Neil do to you.” He looked ready to kill a man.

“Listen, don't go marching off and doing something stupid. Besides, Trixie was in on it, and...” Her face got red-hot, far from the first time that day. “I really liked it.”

“I always called you a man-whore, but I don't think I can say what I think you are, now that you're a woman.” Eddy put a hand out, stopping it halfway between his face and her cunt. “I'll pass.”

“Fine.” Lexi put her skirt back down. “Pizza on the counter and beer in the fridge, like always?”

“Yeah.” As was their custom, Eddy supplied the food and the booze in return for the home theater.

No wonder he never gets laid. “It's not like I was gonna let you fuck me, but Christ, be less of a buzz kill next time.”

As she left, Eddy didn't say another word.


The main event was finally over after four long hours. Texas Torpedo had just laid out Bull Preston with a rib-shattering power bomb from the top of the ring post. The three count earned him the Heavyweight Championship he'd been chasing for the past several months. It was a nice victory to top off the Tag-Team Championship his stable-mates, Kid Canine and Steve Steer, had snagged earlier in the night.

Eddy marked the fuck out in his seat, but Lexi's mind was on other things. Do I ask him to stay over, or not? Wrestling wasn't about watching badass moves and the hilarious, trashy soap opera of it all anymore. 'What if he had me in a submission hold?' was just about the only though Lexi had in her head, every match.

“That was great, but I've got work early in the morning.” Eddy started getting up. “He threw out the usual comment when he had just watched a great match. “I am sports-entertained.”

“Don't you want to watch the interviews in a few minutes?” The streaming service skipped right to the live after-show on queue.”Torpedo's gonna be on it with the belt, guaranteed.”

Eddy shook his head and started easing out of his seat. “I'll watch it on my phone after I get in bed. Tomorrow's an ass-kicker.”

He's either too dense or too innocent for his own good. Lexi knew playing with herself wouldn't do the job, completely. Even a guy as inexperienced as Eddy would do. And she had always known, if one of them were a chick, they wouldn't have been 'just friends' for very long.

“There's what, less than twenty days before we drive down to Miami?” Eddy acted like Lexi's gender wasn't a factor. “Is that still on? Because, you know.”

“As long as we've got our tickets, I don't think they care who gets on the boat.” Neil had promised a new ID, along with a valid passport for her by the end of the week, somehow. “By the way...”

“Yeah?” Eddy looked down as he stood all the way up, oblivious 'til the end.

“Are you sure?”

“About what?”

Lexi's shoulders dropped. “Nevermind. It was a stupid thought anyway.” If he'd groom himself a little better, he'd slay all the pussy he could imagine.

“You didn't just ask if I'd...” Eddy almost couldn't say it, “stay the night, did you?”

The full force of her newfound femininity took over. “You need it, and I need it. What's left to talk about?”

“Are you listening to yourself right now? Snap out of it!”

But are you listening to me? “Eddy, don't tell me you're that damn picky.” Lexi got up and then spread her thighs, her hands planted on the back of both armrests as she started down at him. “Please.”

Lexi thought he was about to give in. She saw it in that tortured expression in his face. And she was leagues hotter than any girl Eddy would score on his own, as he was.

“Come on,” Lexi hiked her tiny, blue dress up again. “You know you want it.”

A moment of doubt entered his face. “But you're my best friend. What if you're a dude again tomorrow, and things get weird after that?”

Lexi couldn't dream of the idea. “It won't.” Cunt or cock between her legs, she knew she was fixed this way, for a very long time. “Come on, we don't even have to do anything.”

“How many times have you said that in your life?”

She'd promised it enough, and never followed up on that promise as a man. It hurt like Hell, but this time she was getting blocked on the on the cock-end.

“Jack, I can't do it.”

“But I'm not Jack anymore...” Admitting it pulled a weight off her shoulders, and tore her heart out at the same time.

Eddy shifted in his seat. “You're the girl of any man's dreams, but...”

“But what? You know how it works.”

“It's not how I want my first time to be, okay?”

Really? Lexi couldn't help smirking. “So that time you banged Lacey Dunham was a lie?”

“You wouldn't stop giving me hell all through high school for being a virgin, so I had to come up with something.” For once that day, Lexi wasn't the one blushing.

She knew when he'd had enough. Eddy pushed past his limit and on a rampage wasn't such a nice guy. “Alright, but think about it.” She stood up straight and tucked her dress back down. “I think I'm the first girl this hot to ever get friend-zoned.”

“Life must be hard when you're a perfect-ten.” Eddy stood up next to her. “And a sex-addict to boot.”

“If I could get my old body back, I still would.” The addiction to sex was only a problem in other peoples' eyes. “I know it's a weird thing to ask, but I've gotta buy some clothes tomorrow after work. Care to come with?”

Eddy rolled his eyes. “I haven't been shopping with a woman since high school, and that was with my mom.”

“I don't want to look this slutty all the time.” It was a lie, and she knew it. “You should see what Trixie gave me to wear to work tomorrow.”

“I can imagine.” He had met Trixie a few times before. “Neil approved it too, I'm sure.”

The culture at Pharmaperk was ripe for blowing up into a scandal, but somehow, everyone had kept silent. Lexi knew it'd make her work day an obstacle course of hands, just like her old ones. But money was money. “If you go, I'll make it worth your time.”

“No sex stuff.” Eddy was painfully adamant about it. “I still can't think of you that way.”

“Fine.” Lexi put an arm around his shoulders and started walking toward the door. “But you are gonna judge the swimsuits for the cruise.”

A girl as fine as herself showing off for men in their physical prime? Yes, ma'am.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

* * *

The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.

Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.

That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.

Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”

The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”

“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”

Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”

Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.

Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”

* * *

That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”

She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.

Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”

“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.

Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”

Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”

“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.”

“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”

That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”

“I do?”

“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”

“So you think I'm that great, huh?”

What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”

“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”

“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”

Elena's blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”

Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”

“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”

The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”

Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.

I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.

* * *

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

* * *

“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”

“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”

“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”

After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”

“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”

“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”

“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”

“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”

“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”

“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”

“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”

“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”

“You'll like what you see.”

Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.

“I guess Elena's with you.”

I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”

“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”

“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”

“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”

“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.

“You didn't.”

I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”

“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”

“You're still on my side, though.”
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