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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.




HIS BIMBO SWAP 2

Lexi pulled the Ford Overcompensator into her designated parking spot, not far from the main entrance. PharmaPerk's headquarters included the administrative office, a modest laboratory, and the warehouse. For everyone else, it was just another damn Monday.

Checking herself in the rear-view mirror, she hoped that late-night trip to the pharmacy and makeup tutorials had made her face passable. At the very least, she'd have picked herself up at the the bar. The only thing she wished she had was a bra, finding Trixie's white button-up way too tight in the chest.

Knuckles rapped against the driver's-side window. Harris Dobyns, who used to recognize her as a superior from a different department when she was still Jack, stared in as enraptured as he was confused. “Where the Hell's Jack?”

What the fuck do I tell him? Lexi stared back at his strong yet perplexed features. I know Neil told me to say 'Jack quit,' but I'd at least tell people about it before it happened.

She rolled the window down a crack. “Excuse me,” pulled the door handle enough to release the latch, “I need to get out.”

Harris backed away, just enough to get the door open. “Seriously, where's Jack?”

“He left for another job.”

“And he left you his truck, too?”

Shit, I knew I wouldn't skate by that. Without thinking, Lexi pulled the first thing that came to her outo of the bag. “He took a new job where I came from, and I took his job here. Trust me, it's a lot easier to swap vehicles than drive cross-country in one weekend.”

Not much of a thinker, Harris took as step back as she got out. “I guess that makes sense.” His eyes never left her, though. “California, I'm guessing?”

Just go with it. I do look like a valley girl. “Yeah, Santa Monica.”

Harris grinned his congratulations for his buddy. “That old dog'll bag half the city in a year.”

She knew he was staring. Lexi crossed her arms to block his view. “Excuse me?”

It knocked him out of the breast-induced trance. Harris jerked upright and shuffled himself from between the vehicles. “Sorry.”

Lexi waited until she saw him go through the front door, shoulders down. Fucking asshole. And as Jack, she had at least found him entertaining.

She finally started through what little she had of the long aisle of the parking lot, trying to blend in with the constant trickle through the entrance. The first cat-call echoed from the back of the lane, “Got day-um!” The boys in the warehouse section of the lot liked what they saw.

Assholes.




“Bob, the shipment will be in Jacksonville on Wednesday, with delivery probably around ten.” Bob Cory had always been a neurotic jerk, but to a female logistics officer? What little faith he'd had in Jack's word turned to outright contempt.

He nearly screamed on the other end of the line? “How do I know you're not just bullshitting me, darlin'.”

“I've got the shipping manifest on my desk, right in front of me.” Lexi felt a migraine coming on. “'Expected date of delivery: July twenty-fifth, AM' is exactly what it says. If it's late, that's on the trucker, not me.”

“Jack wouldn't have let shit like this happen.”

I am Jack, you dense motherfucker! “It'll be taken care of, you have my word.”

“It better fuckin' be.” Click.

As little as she wanted to deal with him on her 'first' day, Lexi knew she'd have to call the warehouse manager. Gary Michelson was a handsy bastard, and everyone knew it. She pressed the button with his name next to it on her desk phone, the surface slick and shiny from so much use.

“Gary, this is Lexi from logistics.”

“So you're the new girl all my boys have been talking about this morning.”

Fuck. “I need to go over the cargo manifest on Friday's shipment to warehouse ten in Jacksonville. Bob's throwing a fit over nothing, again.” She knew she'd just slipped up.

“Jack told you about him before he left?”

“Yeah, we've,” Lexi searched for the word, pausing longer than she intended, “met.”

“That lucky bastard. I'll be right there.” With her office sharing a wall with the warehouse, it would only take him seconds to arrive.

Lexi buttoned her blouse back up, almost to the top. Although she didn't know what a bra felt like, Lexi imagined it was as bad as wearing too small of a cup. But she didn't want Gary thinking she was free for the taking.

With her skirt pulled down and legs crossed, she dug through the top drawer. The useless reading glasses Jack wore when he had to look smart for a client blurred her vision beyond a couple of feet as she put them on. If she could have wrapped herself in a blanket and put on a shower cap, she would have.

The door opened. Gary looked in and jerked his head back in astonishment. “I keep telling Neil we need an employee swimsuit calendar.”

“About the shipment...”

“What about it?” Gary sat down with a clip board in his hands. “Everything's in order, Ms. August.”

“Funny.” Lexi was ready to grab the solid steel excellence award off the shelf beside her, and then chuck it right between his eyes. “Have your men go over everything in that shipment. If anything's short or missing, I want it overnighted to Jacksonville.”

“I can do it, but it'll put us behind an hour or two.” Gary at least knew the Logistics Director's word was as good as law to him. But so was his nature. “Anything you can do to make it up to me?”

“Make sure it's done, and I won't have Neil ride your ass about it.” She tipped the glasses down her nose, seeing his handsome but rough features clearly. “Understand?”

“Woah, I wasn't asking for that much in return.” He put the clipboard down in the next chair as he stood up and leaned over the desk. His index finger hooked around the top button of Lexi's blouse. “I just wanted to see what Harris was talking about.”

Lexi slapped at his wrist, forcing Gary to pull his hand back. Three buttons shot across the room, opening a full view of her cleavage. She didn't know what to say.

Gary laughed as he stepped around her desk. “That's better. I like it when they're feisty.”

Strong, working man's hands wrapped around her shoulders. He's not.

But he was. As Gary's fingers slid down her chest, Lexi tried to think of how she'd get away. Gary was the kind of guy who could chuck hundreds of pounds into a trailer, in one throw. She knew she didn't stand a chance.

One hand squeezed her left breast through the fabric as his right kept creeping down. Stubble and hot breath met the side of her face. “I'll be damned, they're real.”

“Yeah, and they're mine,” Lexi grabbed the hand going for her skirt, “not yours.”

“Easy,” Gary kept it moving with little effort, “I just want a peek.”

Fuck it. Lexi gave up on stopping his hand. Balling her right fist and sending her arm down, she brought it back up in a flash. The uppercut knocked Gary's upper and lower teeth together.

“Why you little bitch!” He staggered back as Lexi kept staring forward. “You chipped my fucking tooth!”

Lexi reached for the award and stood up, batting against a palm. She turned, wondering if she should go ahead and take a swing at his temple. “I'd get to checking on that shipment, now.”

Gary spit the off-white fragment into his hand. “I can't believe you just fucking did that.”

“Tell the warehouse boys it'll happen to them too, if they try anything.” For the first time as herself, Lexi felt proud. “Have I made myself clear?”

The grip on the award loosened as Gary snatched her arm. The sound of metal bouncing off the floor made her jump. “I oughta shove that thing up your cunt, since it's not even yours.”

Lexi tensed her left leg, ready to neuter him via her knee.

Two knocks on the door startled both of them. She grinned and said, “Come in.”

Gary let go and then took a few steps away from her. Lexi crossed her arms to hide her now plunging neckline and turned toward the door. A beautiful brunette stayed in the doorway as it opened.

“Ms. Metz?”

She stared at Gary. “He was just leaving. Have a seat.”

The burly asshole stormed out, almost knocking down his interrupter. At the very least, Lexi had delivered a message, and possibly knocked him down a peg. She knew it was time for a camera the company didn't know about, as well.

The leggy brunette in a white lab coat closed the door behind her and locked it. “Or should I call you Mr. Harpeth? Your choice.”

The blood left Lexi's face. “How did you know?” Fuck that. “What I should really ask is, 'what do you know?'”

“The lab explosion early last year. I was there.”

Lexi knew what little the company had told everyone else. “But weren't you one of the girls who started just a few days after that?”

“Would you believe me if I told you my real name is Jeff Donovan?”

“At this point, I'll believe anything.” Lexi bent over to pick up the award, noticing the dent it left in the floor. “Thanks for knocking when you did.”

“For now, call me Andrea. When I heard a few guys in the hall talking about the new blonde who replaced the Director of Logistics, I suspected what might have happened.” She held a hand out.

Lexi accepted, both of them trying to squeeze and shake like men. “I guess you want to know how it happened to me.”

Both of them sat on opposite sides of the desk. “It's like you read my mind.”

“Well,” Lexi tried to think of what might have triggered the change, “I just woke up this way yesterday morning.”

“Feminol takes about twelve hours to take full effect, so what were you doing the day before?”

Feminol? “What's that?”

Andrea crossed her legs. Lexi was eying her down, and Andrea knew it. “Feminol is a pharmaceutical we were developing in secret for the male-to-female transgender market. To put it simply, it did this to us.”

The clear, sickly sweet water she had nearly drowned in wasn't water at all. “Just so you know, there's a huge pool of that stuff in the Lone Oak River.” The perfect-specimen female fish that swarmed the place finally made sense.

Andrea's eyelids opened so hard, they could have pried the lid off a new can of paint. “That chemical was supposed to be destroyed.”

“Sounds like Neil lied to you.” And now I know why he offered that hush money without hesitating. “He's already fucked me over in more ways than you can know since yesterday.”

“You didn't.” Andrea shook her head at Lexi's 'Yeah, I totally did' look. “He's the last person you should've gone to for help.”

“I didn't go to him. I went to his wife.” Lexi shifted her gaze to the side. “She's the one who threw me at him.”

“Does he know where it's leaked to?”

Lexi nodded her head. “Is that a problem?”

“If he gets a crew out there to clean it up, and the EPA doesn't find out, he'll get away with everything he's done.” Andrea looked away at the far wall. “Not to mention, other people might be affected.”

“You mean, like every place downstream.” Lexi wondered why the Feminol had stayed in one pocket at the bottom of the channel. “Won't it dilute over time? It had to be coming up from an underwater spring or something.”

“If you can find out where the stockpile's hiding, I can arrange a dye test to prove it.” Andrea shifted her gaze back to Lexi. “That is, if you're willing to dive back down there, and you can handle the consequences.”

“Such as?”

Another knock on Lexi's door. Andrea dug into one of the lab coat's deep pockets and chucked a business card on Lexi's desk. “Call me after work.”




Andrea's phone rang only once before she answered. “Are you out of the building?”

“Yeah.” Lexi was already driving home, knowing Eddy would meet her there within the hour. “What are those consequences you talked about?”

“Some of us are working on a compound to reverse the changes.” Andrea sighed, like she thought she might be fucking up by saying as much. “Neil can't ever find out about this.”

“Don't worry. I never had to slug Gary Michelson, until today.”

“Handsy asshole.”

“You still haven't told me everything about the pool on the river. Why wouldn't I go back to see what's going on?”

Andrea paused for a moment before she answered. “The DNA changes are unstable with the first exposure,” she stopped as if Lexi wouldn't understand basic terms, “but after a second exposure, they're set like concrete.”

“So if I go down there, I'm stuck like this, no matter what you come up with.”

“That's exactly right.”

Shit. “How many of the people at PharmaPerk are like us?”

“Twelve, counting you.”

“And everyone's kept their mouths shut so far?”

Andrea's started sounding more cautious with her choice of words. “So far, nothing's got out to the public.”

“So people know, but not anyone who can do anything about it.”

“Listen some of us have, or at least had families. There's only two marriages still intact in our whole bunch.”

A default divorce for abandonment would be easy to get for a wife, if the husband wasn't recognizable to a judge, I guess. “Sorry to hear that.”

“Enough about personal matters. I've got to run something by you, in-person. What time are you free?”

Lexi wasn't sure how much time she'd have to spend driving Eddy nuts with a massive shopping spree. Always willing to take illegal hush money, she'd already deposited the check Neil had handed her before lunch with her phone. Luckily, the bank accepted such a large amount with the app.

She thought about it, not willing to settle on any timeframe. “I'll text you when I'm back home. I've got plans for the evening.”

“Plans? Who would even recognize you, other than Neil, his wife, or myself?”

“When a friend's close enough, they'll even believe crazy shit like this after some convincing.”

Andrea remained careful. “I wouldn't go telling people that you're actually Jack Harpeth. I'm sure Neil's already paid you off, like the rest of us.”

“What's he gonna do? Call the cops to report a bribe-gone-wrong?”

“If we don't have the lab facilities or access to our test samples anymore, we're fucked. Understand?”

Yeah, fucked both ways. “I got it. The second I'm back home later, I'll let you know.”

Lexi stopped at a red light and hung up. She looked out the driver's-side window to see the encyclopedia's example of male-pattern-baldness checking her out below in his Corvette.

If that's what I'd turn into as a man, I'd rather turn MILFy as fuck, and then being a cougar has got to be more fun than being him. Lexi did what came naturally to her, even as a woman. She rolled down the window, leaned out so he could get a good look, and then flipped him off with both hands.

“Eat shit, bitch!” He sped off as the light turned green, gone in a velocity yellow flash.

It probably meant she'd hit the next light as it turned red, but damn if it wasn't worth it to her.




Eddy had looked like he was ready to drop for the past hour. Unfortunately for him, Lexi had discovered why women like her enjoyed shopping so much. Not only did she get to look at herself in the mirror all night, but it was all on some rich guy's dime.

They had already taken three trips to drop off what they had bought in his car, but closing time was coming up fast. As Lexi stepped out in only the fourth bathing suit she was happy with, a rose colored bikini that barely even existed, Eddy's face turned an even deeper shade of red.

“You can't wear that on the cruise.” From the waiting bench, he tossed back the black one-piece she'd tried on as a joke. “Come on, the mall's closing.”

“Oh, I'll wear the hell out of it.” She winked and added, “What are you gonna do? Kick the heavyweight champ's ass if he whistles at me?”

“I just don't want anything bad to happen to you. This whole situation's got me worried.”

Lexi stepped closer and tussled his hair. “You're less of a boyfriend and more of a doting big brother. You realize that, right?” And knowing you, you'll take it as a compliment.

“I feel like I need to be the daddy with a shotgun.”

Lexi rolled her eyes at him and stood with her hands on her hips, hips and ass jutted out to one side. “Every father with a twelve-gauge is just jealous he can't pop her cherry. Don't you know anything about farmers and their daughters?”

“I'm sure you know plenty about them.”

It wasn't a totally unknown situation in her past life, at least as a teenager. Husbands with shotguns had been the main concern up until the previous day. “Alright, let me pay for this and we'll head out.” Lexi looked back one last time and winked before she shut the door to the dressing stall. “Daddy.”




Eddy had gone ahead with the fourth load of bags, allowing Lexi to buy the swimsuits she really wanted in peace. Walking toward the closest exit to his car, she saw the metal gates already pulled shut against the sliding doors. Damn it!

The only two entrances she knew stayed open later were about equal distance from the parking spot, a good quarter mile in heels she was still getting used to walking in. Eddy had even taken her purse to save her the weight, leaving her with nothing but a handbag and a sack of four bikinis.

Lexi tried jogging for the next closest, almost tripping over her own shoes several times. Locked as well. “Well if this doesn't fuck all...”

She struggled to catch up with a younger couple heading for the same late-exit. She kept pace with them, barely, until they veered off into their own aisle of the lot. It was still at least three-hundred yards before she'd even see Eddy's car, unless she cut through the remaining vehicles themselves.

Making a path from light post to light post, Lexi's ass burned from the extra effort three inches of extra heel made her put out with each step. And the one kind of shoe she didn't bother buying, was all she wanted now: Anything with a flat sole. Even those damned oversized muck boots would have worked better.

This fucking sucks! She rounded the last corner of the mall itself, seeing Eddy's dark car before she stepped beside a red, spanking-new Navigator. The driver's-side door opened, cutting her off. As she turned to go back, a man dressed three pay grades below the thing's cost blocked her exit.

She turned again. The driver, sporting a pressed business shirt and loose tie, stepped out. “Easy, Mikey, she's not going far.”

“Listen, it's been a long-ass day. Just leave me alone.” Lexi knew it would do anything, but what else could she do? Beg for mercy and make it even better for them?

The voice behind her piped up. “Nice curves on this one. Like a fucking race track.”

Lexi turned back around, facing the skeezier looking one who had just talked. “Move, now.”

The smoother voice of the driver had a hint of laughter. “And she talks like she can tell us what to do. You one of those professional types, sweetheart? You're dressed like a real ball-buster.”

In a skirt, Lexi knew she was open game. The only moves she had left were all desperation could allow her. As the guy in a t-shirt and jeans stepped closer, she rammed the tip of her right shoe straight for home.

He collapsed in a pile of groaning scumbag as Lexi tried jumping over him, teetering for a few steps with a scant few inches of each shoe touching the ground. She braced herself against the tailgate of the Navigator, and attempted to run.

Not even two parking spaces away, arms wrapped around her waist and neck, an open hand blocking her mouth. As she felt herself lift off the ground, she knew there was no fighting his strength in the air. All she could do was kick and flail, hoping Eddy would see the commotion in time.

Are they kidnapping me, or just... Lexi couldn't handle the thought of it. She had to do something. Anything.

With her arms still free, she reached back and took off one heel. Slapping wildly behind her, she felt it connect with his skull a few times before his grip loosened. A few more cracks allowed her to slip loose.

Nothing but a thin mesh of nylon between her feet and a parking lot in horrible need of repair, she took the first steps of a full-sprint. That only got her several feet before a hard jerk on her hair sent her legs forward, as her head and shoulders stayed in place. Before she knew what was even happening, Lexi was on her back, staring up at the stars.

Four arms wrapped around her, one set around her chest, the other around her thighs. Lexi gave it her all, trying to break free, but their grips tightened like pythons with every movement. “All she could do was try to scream, “Edd—”

Another hand over her mouth, this one softer than the first. She felt one arm let go, only to hear a door on the Navigator open. No sooner than she was tossed into the second row seating, the door slammed shut in front of her.

Lexi reached for the handle behind her head. Locked. Both front doors opened at the same time. This is fucking it. They'll probably kill me after all this.

The entire vehicle rocked, and the sound of a head smashing against the window above her nearly made Lexi piss herself. The squelching drag of skin against automotive paint made her wince. And seconds later, another force rocked the entire SUV on the other side.

As the door handle popped next to her feet, Lexi was ready to kick, bite, or whatever it took to save herself. Her legs started flailing, trying to keep whoever it was at bay. Two hands grabbed her ankles, but this time, the grip wasn't painfully hard.

“Eddy!” Lexi scrambled to her knees as soon as she saw his face, hugging him halfway out of the door.

“Come on, they'll wake up at some point.” He smiled and eased back, pulling her all the way out, back to freedom. “I started driving over as soon as I saw you, but then you were gone for a minute. After that, you put up one hell of fight.”

Lexi barely made sense of anything he'd just said. All she cared about was that Eddy was there. It felt like a black hole had formed as he set her down and made her let go. Even if he was just picking up what she'd dropped, the world suddenly felt cold.

“Let's get you home.” His hand patted between her shoulder blades, guiding Lexi toward his running Kia econobox. Just that touch alone made her feel better than anything that had happened between her legs in the past couple of days.




And again, Eddy refused to stay the night. As Jack, she had damn well expected to get laid for even a tenth of that gallantry. For the first time, the real difference between what her old and current self thought of him became clear. He's not afraid of women. He really is just a nice guy.

The fact that she needed to be rescued pissed her to no end, completely focused toward herself. Lexi knew leaving the sidewalks hugging the mall was a mistake. But then again, the two bastards who tried having their way with her got what they deserved, too.

Lexi fumed as she tried on some of the outfits again. Everything looked like it was inviting a repeat of that episode, or Gary's advances. Lexi had proved she was capable of taking care of herself, but now she also realized wannabe-predators don't fight fair.

Her phone dinged with a text. Settling on the tiny track shorts and a body hugging shirt that made her look right out of a weeknight at a sorority, she checked the message. Andrea was at the front door.

No harm in her seeing me like this, I guess. Lexi's bare feet pattered against the wooden stairs, leading right down to the main entry. And sure enough, it was Andrea, modest in those black jeans and that white, short-sleeved blouse.

Lexi opened the door, just to get a stack of papers with a binder on top shoved against her breasts. “If you can understand any of this, read it.”

“Hi, I guess.” Lexi watched her blush.

“Sorry, but I just want to see if you can help us make any more progress.”

Lexi sat the papers on the table beside the open door. “I'll see what I can come up with,” she jerked her head to motion Andrea closer, “come one in.”

Andrea picked up the binder as Lexi turned for the living room. The edge in Andrea's voice from her apology was still there. “So how's life as a woman treating you?”

Other than having to fuck my boss the first night, and almost getting raped the second... “Fine, I guess.” And fucking work.

The smell of the couch's fresh leather hit at the same time as the cold against the back of Lexi's thighs. Andrea sat next to her, uncomfortably close. Lexi watched as she combed through the pages.

“Right here.” Andrea pointed to a drawing of a chemical formula, way too complicated for Lexi to try making any sense of. “This is Feminol.”

“That doesn't tell me anything.” Lexi did know something she had to find out, though. “How is it made?”

“When you add pure estrogen to a liquid base holding a five-carbon sugar, phosphate, and aerate it with nitrogen, it only takes a small dose of—”

Lexi put a finger over Andrea's lip before her eyes could glaze all the way over. “Never mind. Just tell me how it works, in a way even I'd understand it.”

Andrea gripped the finger in her hand, pulling Lexi's now open palm onto her thigh.“Well, a high enough dosage will alter the chromosomes of any life form exposed to it. Specifically, it turns Y chromosomes into X's.”

Lexi pulled her hand back. “And that produces the changes overnight? How?”

“If you didn't understand how we make it, do you really think you'll get how the cellular biology effects translate into physical transformation, and how we found a way to accelerate it?”

“Not really.”

“Twelve hours is all it takes for the change. Subjects usually get drowsy, which is good, because the pain would knock them out anyway.”

Lexi remembered every part of her old body aching that night. “So I was doomed to turn out like this, no matter what I did.”

“Would you really call it 'doomed' if you knew you'd turn into who you are now?” Andrea took Lexi's hand again, clasping it in both of her own. “It doesn't just turn you into a woman. It makes you the perfect version of your female self.”

“I can't get men to leave me the hell alone. None of them can even hide how they're trying to get my panties off.” That is, except for one.

Andrea squeezed a little tighter. “I hear you used to be the same kind of guy. Turnabout's a bitch, isn't it?”

Is she really coming onto me like a man? “Listen, you're hot and all, but I'm not interested.”

Andrea let go, the fakest pout Lexi had ever seen coming out on her lips. “It's alright, I get it. I used to be a man too, and it's not the easiest thing to get over.”

“It's not like it's a hang-up or anything. I just don't know if it's what I want right now.” Always a fool for even the most transparently sad-looking woman, even as one herself, Lexi stood up and held a hand down for Andrea. “Come on, you've gotta see the haul I bought tonight.”




With everything hung in the closet, Lexi realized the women's clothing took up as much space as the men's, already. The only bag left was the underwear, but she wasn't trying that on in front of Andrea. Still, she pulled the first bra and panty set out to show it off.

“I've got that exact pair.” Andrea laughed and tried not to blush, failing. “In fact, I'm wearing it right now.”

Lexi imagined what Andrea had to look like in the pink lace and black trim, and then how the two of them compared in it. “Great minds think alike, I guess.”

“So how did you afford all of this?” Andrea stepped forward, the smell of new clothing getting overwhelmed by Andrea's jasmine and tangerine perfume.

“I'm Director of Logistics, not broke.” Lexi knew she couldn't admit cashing the check without losing all of Andrea's trust.

“So what about shoes? If you haven't figured it out already, you'll need lots.”

The addiction made sense now, and Lexi was just as excited to show them off. She got back to the bed and the stack of a dozen or so boxes. The first one was the white pair of T-straps, still firm in her hands from never being walked in.

“Nice. Just watch out for how many inches you get on your heels. The guys at work go nuts staring if you don't.”

Lexi remembered she'd need to make a run for flats the next afternoon. “I kinda forgot to get anything modest.”

“Tell you what.” Andrea looked innocent as she said it, and Lexi really did know better, but the pride in pulling off the girl stuff was making her foolish. “I'll leave the room, and we'll both see how we look since we've got the same set.”

No harm in looking, since she'll be in the same getup. “Fine.” Lexi stepped over and pulled the bra and panties up by their hanger. “Give me like two minutes.” She wished she'd had as much experience hooking a bra as unhooking them.

Andrea walked right out and closed the door behind her. The sound of a zipper let Lexi know she wasn't pulling anything.

The graceful curve of her own waist and hips caught Lexi's eye in the wall of mirror. As her shorts and panties fell down her legs, she wondered how she'd compare to Andrea. If Feminol really was meant to turn men into perfect women, the match-up had to come down to a matter of personal taste.

Lace rubbed against her thighs as Lexi pulled the new panties up. The slightest amount of scratch was in the fabric, explaining why women didn't wear this kind of stuff every day. Plain cotton panties and a more comfortable kind of bra got added to the next day's list.

Still, Lexi knew she looked damn good. All three clasps finally hooked into place behind her back, after eight attempts. “Ready.”

And Andrea? She looked just as fine as she stepped back into the room. Compared to Lexi's blonde bombshell look, Andrea's dark and sultry image made the pink lace and black trim stand out in a different way.

Lexi watched as Andrea got next to her, both of them admiring how each of them looked in the mirror. Andrea spoke first. “If we took a picture and sent it to Neil, he'd crack.”

And I'd be out that money I've already spent a chunk of. “He's the last person I ever want to fuck again.”

Andrea turned to face her, the silver-green of her eyes standing out from her tanned skin and dark hair. “That's the fun part about looking like we do. Keeping ourselves just out of reach can make men do the craziest things.”

Lexi remembered getting that treatment in the past, and every bit of it was true. There was hardly anything she couldn't get, looking like this. “So you're suggesting I turn into a cock-tease?”

“Not at all.” Andrea grinned and shoved her hand down the front of Lexi's panties. “People figure out the game if you don't give them what they want, just enough to string them along.”

The hard edges of fingernails rubbed against Lexi's mound, just light enough not to hurt. To hell with it, I've already fucked a man in this body. What's the harm in fooling around with someone in the same position as myself?

“See?” Andrea moved her entire body closer. “It's not like we have to hold back with each other like that. You know you still like women.”

Lexi slid her own fingers past the waistband on Andrea’s stomach. We're really doing this. Lexi pressed her mouth against lips far too plump and soft to ever belong to a man.

The feeling of Andrea's tongue against her own made Lexi imagine where else it could go. The soft whimper she let out as fingers pressed against her clit took her by surprise. The slow ramp-up of her libido had just been circumvented, feeling the kind of body that rivaled her own.

Andrea walked forward, guiding Lexi back until the back of her legs hit the bed. Breaking her mouth away, Andrea whispered, “Here, let me show you what I'm talking about.”

Lexi eased onto the mattress and Andrea's hands guided her down. The slide of her panties down her legs sparked her desire more than any tease between her thighs. Lexi balled the sheets up in her fists already, knowing who and what were about to come.

“You got the same dosage we did. It's perfect.” 

The slightest touch of Andrea's skin forced Lexi's mouth open. The difference in feeling between the lace and Andrea herself against Lexi's inner thighs could have gotten her off alone, with enough time. I need mirrors on the ceiling now.

Her own long legs and the mess of brown hair between them were almost too much to watch. The easy roughness of taste buds shocked against Lexi's pearl. A sharp pulse of pleasure spread through her body.

“Fuck, don't stop.” Lexi's breasts lifted as she took a deep breath. Slim fingers and pink nails disappeared into Andrea's luxurious mane of brunette curls.

A single finger pressed inside her, curling up toward the cheat-button hiding just inside along her roof. Andrea's mouth drifted away just long enough for her to say, “You get worked up too easy, but some guys like that.”

It was exactly what she liked to see and hear as Jack. Nothing would have gotten him off faster than a romp with herself, as she was now. The idea of it made her cheeks flush with heat.

The flick of Andrea's tongue picked up right where it had left off. A second finger entered, curling in alternate timing with the first. Lexi's ankles straightened as her toes flexed.

With both eyes shut, Lexi tried to hold onto the feeling. Every perfect second was blown away by the next, until she couldn't keep from whimpering any longer. The light teasing ramped up to a cruelly merciful pace, stranding Lexi in the limbo of not quite being able to come just yet.

Lexi pulled Andrea's head into her hips. The hottest sexual encounter she'd ever had blew right past her second-best, and less than a minute before, she hadn't even been touched. If two fives make a ten, two tens make a twenty, and then some. Especially when you're one of them.

“That's it!” Lexi felt Andrea struggle to breath between her legs. “Holy fuck!”

Her mind fizzled out, overloading in an electric haze that had already taken over her body. As she drifted in and out of sentience, only the feeling ripping through every limb remained. Had she been able to process the thought, she would have understood then and there, exactly how deeply women appreciate a generous partner.

“Oh god, I'm coming!” Every muscle tensed and jerked at once. “Yes!”

Another wave of tongue and digit-work sent Lexi soaring past the cliff, hanging in mid-air as Andrea kept going. The slightest pause forced her descent, the bone-rattling tremors overtaking everything. And the continued work on Andrea's part? Lexi just couldn't process it anymore.

Like she had just mainlined every pleasure hormone in her body, Lexi tensed into a ball. The sudden explosion as Andrea finally stopped taught Lexi more about the female orgasm than a master-class taking hours to explain the science behind it. This kind of overload was impossible to force one's self to experience.

Oh my fucking... Shards of thought filtered back in, gradually forming a coherent mind. “Holy shit.”

Lexi realized her feet were on Andrea's shoulders, forcing her back. “See? We know so much more about our bodies than men ever could.”

“That was fucking incredible. Just... wow!” Lexi panted before she could continue. “I want exactly that, every time, from now on.”

Andrea stood up, her incredibly sculpted body blushing until it almost overtook the chai and caramel complexion of her skin. “You understand what I did there, don't you?”

The brief instant of hesitation that let her come, and then the unfathomable carrying on. It threw a hard climax into unknown territory. Lexi had no idea the human body was even capable of feeling or even handling that kind of blowout.

Lexi gradually pulled herself off the bed, falling into the floor. She looked up at Andrea, who was already putting herself where she had been. “It's not that hard, once you know what it feels like.”

“I can do you one better.” She reached for the box of toys under the bed, hearing the clatter of plastic and silicon as she sat it next to Andrea. With everything organized and sporting fresh batteries, it wouldn't be the desperate search she had gone through the day before.

“Well now.” Andrea reached in, taking hold of the purple rabbit. She admired the long, curving shaft, tipping her finger at the smaller ear. “I've got one of these at home.”

It was one Lexi was looking forward to trying on herself. She pulled the silver bullet vibe out of the neatly organized toybox in one hand, it's wired remote in the other. “When a girl left a toy behind, I knew she'd want another round later.”

“And I bet you didn't just save it for her.”

With almost everything dead as a dried out stump the day before, every single one had seen plenty of use. “You can't judge me for anything.”

“Who said I was?” Andrea pulled Lexi by the wrist, guiding the business-end of the bullet vibe beneath her panties and then against her own folds. “Come on, there's no point in waiting.”

Hell no, there's not. Lexi wrapped her thighs around Andrea's head, and then pulled the pink lace aside. The fruity musk bypassed her sense of smell, directly lighting her mind on fire.

The hard tip of the rabbit pressed against Lexi's entrance. It eased back and pressed again, making it just a little further in. With a determination to go right for the goal, Lexi relaxed herself, letting the third effort push the widest part of the shaft past her tightest spot.

A motor began shivering against her body as the second tip pressed against her clit. Fingers were nice, but it was engineered to hit all the right spots, even without the gentle passes in and out of her.

Her fingers almost went numb as she cranked the bullet halfway up. The gentle curves of Andrea's mound tensed as Lexi waved the bulb up and down her slit. The idea of sticking her former dick between those walls was now eclipsed by what she was actually doing.

But is this what I actually want? Fun as another girl was, something gnawed at Lexi's heart. Andrea could have kept her plenty entertained as a man, but the overbearing pleasure alone wasn't enough. She already knew how irrational the thought was.

“Yeah, turn it up a little.” Andrea's voice was already getting higher. As Lexi cranked the knob a little more and dove two fingers inside, her new friend moaned with encouragement.

Filled, nub-a-buzzing, and getting taken care of with expert hands, Lexi knew it physically felt better than sex with Neil. But both times lacked any emotional connection. The unyielding plastic filled with C-cell batteries could never provide that, even if it was driving her cunt mad.

Lexi pulled her fingers out just long enough to crank the remote up to full-blast. Andrea mewled out as Lexi pushed both digits back in, letting a third join the fun. The glistening pink of Andrea's pussy burned with an additional degree every few seconds.

The tension just under the surface of Andrea's body flexed the inside of Andrea's cunt. Walls crushed against Lexi's fingers as she forced the fourth in.

“Shit, just like that.” Her voice trailed off into a constant, droning hum. Whether she was actually close or not, Lexi knew she had Andrea's mind and body on repeat, guiding her fingers to keep her locked in the trance.

The rabbit pressed hard against Lexi's clit and g-spot. Her lower lip tucked between her teeth. One look up at the mirror showed her a familiar expression she'd seen in many women before. Except this time, framed in the gorgeous legs of another woman.

Wetness sloshed around her knuckles as Lexi worked Andrea to her limit. It only made the vibe filling her own cunt press harder. Lexi's waist heaved and tensed as it began jerking back and forth again.

The unspoken agreement between them was undeniable. Lexi put her entire arm into it, jerking Andrea's hips with each stroke. Fuck, I'm about to come!

Without warning, Lexi gave it one more surge, and then pulled her fingers out. She put the vibe back on Andrea's clit, driving her past the same limit she'd felt earlier. As soon as the ear-ringing scream burst out, Lexi felt her own orgasm seep around the edges of her mind.

Lexi held onto Andrea's ankles for dear life. They were too much for her to hold down, but they gave her just enough of a hold to keep steady. She waited, hoping Andrea would come to enough of her senses to let her release everything that had built up inside.

Andrea lifted her upper body, still shaky as she did so. She pushed Lexi off of her, standing as she kept the rabbit pressed into Lexi's body. “Wanna feel something even better?”

All Lexi knew was, she had to come, now. She tried shaking her head, realizing Andrea didn't see it as she bent down past the edge of the mattress. When she came back up with Lexi's discarded panties, Lexi's head was already tossing side to side, mainly from the heartless attack on her most sensitive parts.

Each wrist went in a leg hole. Andrea twisted the pair in her hand, holding Lexi just enough to keep her from breaking free. “That's it, just a little while longer.”

Please let me fucking come! Lexi's mind flashed back to the parking lot, feeling just as helpless as she was when she was tossed into the middle row of the Navigator. Except this time, no one was there to save her.

Like the first hit of something new, the raw force building in Lexi's middle became something worthy of clenching her jaw like that. Blissful torture came to mind, but this was something beyond even that. Nerves threatened to fray under the load, sizzling and sparking off like overloaded wires.

“Almost there.”

Oh fuck, please! She tried opening her eyes, having nowhere near the willpower to even crack them. Fluorescent swirls of color danced behind her eyelids as her breath seethed through her teeth.

“Now, that's a good girl.”

The panties drew tighter around her wrists. One more hard push of the vibe stepped her that much further over the line, already well out of sight from behind. The same sense of calm when she had almost drowned fell over the closest imitations she still had of thoughts.

Lexi thought she heard Andrea say, “There.” Her entire body clenched at once, the vibrations between her legs replaced by something more.

Trying to hold on, Lexi felt her remaining strength dwarf in comparison to the on-rushing orgasm. The sheerest pleasure she'd felt in her life washed over her. And then nothing.




The feeling of warm flannel against her nude body pulled Lexi out of sleep, or something close to it. “You're finally up.”

Lexi stared up at Andrea's face. What the hell happened? Fragments of her last moment before conking out were there, but past that, Lexi didn't even know how long she'd been out.

Andrea scooted closer, her face right in Lexi's. “I knew you couldn't handle it yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Here, let's see if you're ready again.” Andrea tugged at the one layer of cover over Lexi. “You enjoyed it, too much.”

Realizing her bra wasn't on anymore, even though she didn't remember taking it off, Lexi jerked the flannel over her shoulders. Crawling back against the headboard, the sudden insecurity reminded her of a classroom underwear dream. “I don't know what the hell you did, but that's enough.”

“Easy.” Andrea backed off and sat cross-legged, bare muff on full display. “I only did what you asked me to.”

“And my bra? How did it come off?”

“You can't blame me for wanting to look.” Andrea smiled and looked at both of them in the mirror. “You've got so much shame in your new body, even though you love being in it. I can't figure that out.”

If they were both still men, Lexi would have slugged Jeff right in the jaw. But for now anyway, Jeff was still Andrea. “Listen, I just want to be a man again. Can you help me or not?”

Andrea's smile sent a chill down Lexi's spine. “Trust me, if I didn't need your help, I wouldn't have even talked to you. We've both got something to gain.”

“So why should I trust you?” Lexi tucked that last bit of shoulder under the sheet. “I already know you'll take liberties when I'm passed out.”

“And you wouldn't have? Your reputation as Jack Harpeth isn't exactly a secret.”

“Fuck you.”

“I get it.” Andrea reached for a set of underwear and laid them beside Lexi. “Go on, get dressed. We've both got things to do tomorrow.”




Up until Andrea was walking out the front door, she hadn't tried anything else. Lexi was ready to slam the door behind her when Andrea placed a business card against the door frame. After scribbling several words, she handed it to Lexi.

“These are the components we need, and the amounts it'll take to test the first batch.”

Dihydrotestosterone, dutasteride, anastrozole? Lexi had no idea what any of the compounds meant. “How much suspicion would calling all this in rouse up?”

“Spread it out over a few weeks, and nobody should notice. I'll have a different girl drop by the procurement request every couple of days.”

By that point, Lexi would be on a boat somewhere in the Caribbean, on the wrestling booze cruise of her and Eddy's dreams. “The good news is, I'll be at least a thousand miles away before the last shipment comes in.”

“Vacation time? I'm amazed Neil let you keep it, so soon after 'starting' the job.”

“He already owed me, and I know not to shit where I eat.” Indeed, she had made sure she wouldn't lose the cost of the tickets before leaving work that day. Neil was oddly compliant, for once.

“Something's up, then.” Andrea pinched her chin between two fingers. “Any idea why he'd do that, other than what he told you?”

“No idea.” Lexi didn't care, either. “Even I don't get to know everything that happens with the company.”

Andrea stared down Lexi's body one more time, looking right past the shirt and her shorts. “Obviously.”

“Well,” Lexi didn't want to sound rude, but she didn't mind telling Andrea the truth, “I'd rather be alone right now.”

“I just want you to know,” Andrea stopped mid-turn, “even when we do find a cure, I'm staying this way.”

“Why?”

Andrea finished turning away and walked, low heels clattering against the concrete walkway. She stopped halfway down the small front yard and said, “When you look like this, why would you ever go back?”

Lexi watched that heart-shaped ass disappear into the night. As the sound of a motor starting filled the still air, she slammed the door and knocked the deadbolt shut. Everything about the day came rushing back all at once.

Far from the first time that day, Lexi realized she could only trust one person completely, but Eddy was the only person who refused to go wild over her.




HIS BIMBO SWAP 3

Fifteen minutes until five, and this girl still wouldn't shut up. Jennifer, the tight-bodied redhead from accounting, had no idea she was talking to the same person she was talking shit about. “And you know what was worst about Jack? He always 'had plans' when you wanted to do something other than fuck.”

I'd see if she wants to mess around before Eddy gets to my place, but that's exactly what I'd have done back then. “He sounds like a real pig. I bet you're glad he's gone.”

“Kinda. He was fun, but that's all he was.” Jennifer got up to leave before she added, “He wasn't as bad as some of the guys here, but you always knew what he was really after.”

I get it. I'm a horse's ass. “Better get your stuff sorted out. We're outta here in fifteen.”

“Yeah, have a good weekend.”

Lexi had nine days off instead of two ahead, but she figured it was best to keep that on a need-to-know basis. She'd talked Neil into telling everyone it was for a business trip. Of course, at the small expense of a reluctant handjob.

She stared at the wall clock, knowing it was just slowing it down, however clocks managed that time-expansion trick. Not ten seconds after Jennifer had closed the door, she heard someone else knock.

“Yeah?”

The door eased open, but this time, Andrea stood in the frame, sporting a clean lab coat and brunette curls as always. “Excited to get outta here for a week?”

“I hope it's either quick, or you've got amazing news.”

Andrea shot one side of her mouth upward as she took a seat. “Both, love.”

Lexi caught herself before she rolled her eyes. “Then get on with it.”

“You pulled it off. Everything we need is in storage, and off the books.”

The hassle had eaten a few afternoons, but Lexi had been at the job long enough to know the semi-legit channels that wouldn't keep records for long. “It'd better be worth it.”

“With the shipment in, we'll have enough antidote to go around by the time you get back.”

Just a few weeks prior, Lexi would have been pumping a fist in the air and shouting with joy. But after getting an understanding of the kind of person she’d been as Jack, from her new point of view, the news wasn't all roses and ponies.

“You're not as excited as I figured you'd be.” Andrea leaned forward a little. “Having second thoughts about reverting?”

“No,” at least she didn't think so, “I just know it'll make an even bigger mess of things.”

“That's Neil's problem, not ours.” Andrea patted the edge of the desk. “What the hell would he even have the balls to pull?”

“Can our asses and send a pack of bloodthirsty lawyers our way. It's not like any judge would believe us.”

“We've got more proof than you think. We're only missing one part of the whole puzzle.”

Lexi wasn't sure she wanted to know, since Andrea had been cloak and dagger unless she needed something. “Do I even want to hear it?”

“We do need samples from the Lone Oak River, if we want to hold Neil accountable.”

And she was the only person who knew exactly where the Feminol was pooled up. “I can take someone there, but I'm not getting stuck like this.”

Andrea got back up. “I'll see if we've got any volunteers, but only one of the others who wanted to stay this way is committing to it.”

“Let me think about it until I get back.” Lexi frowned a little. “But I'm not going down there, so I guess you know who it has to be.”

Andrea had her fingers around the handle. “I'll talk to Melanie.” Who used to go by Zack Fairchild.

Lexi relaxed and leaned back in her chair as Andrea shut the door behind her. Pushy fucking bitch.




Standing in her driveway, Lexi got down to planning as the sun started setting. “It's a nine hour drive to Charleston, so long as we don't hit any accidents or traffic. You think twelve hours is enough time to play it safe?”

“The boat isn't leaving until Sunday morning. I think we're good.” Eddy had agreed to sleep over to get an early start, under the specific condition that Lexi didn't try pulling anything. As if they wouldn't be sleeping in the same room for the next seven nights anyway.

Lexi knew Eddy hadn't made such a long haul in his life. “Nothing wears you out more than driving all day.” Back when she was Jack, twenty hours straight on the road a few times had taught her the massive pain in the ass a long drive can be. “We'll both crash the hell out as soon as we get a hotel room.”

“Split the trip into quarters and switch off for each one. It can't be that bad if we're taking your truck.”

The laughable mileage on the F-350 meant an extra Benjamin in gas, but compared to Eddy's Kia, the truck's seats were like La-Z-Boys. Plus, a working air conditioner is kind of required to handle the three hundred miles of South Carolina in early August. “Yeah, I'll pay for the extra gas. Boob sweat is ten times worse than boxer sweat.”

“I wouldn't know anything about that.” Eddy slung his one suitcase into the back of the crew cab and shut the door. “Anything to listen to you want me to download?”

“So long as there's something besides wrestling podcasts,” Lexi knew it was all Eddy listened to, “I'm fine with whatever.”

“Audiobooks, music, what?”

Lexi was just about to answer when she heard another door shut at the end of the driveway. She walked to the corner of the house and poked her head around. Oh shit!

Her uncle's sprinter van was parked on the curb, but he wasn't here to fix the plumbing. Lexi's dad lumbered down the blacktop, liking what little he'd seen so far. “Hey, is Jack around?”

Fuck. Fucking FUCK! It wasn't anything for her to have gone months without talking to either of her parents, and since they got divorced last year, Jim Harpeth had been helping his brother out to get by. Lexi's forearms started shaking as she tried to think of anything to get rid of him.

Eddy walked right past her, dropping Lexi's blood pressure about a hundred points. “He won't be back for a few hours. It's been a while, Jim.”

“How the hell you been, Eddy?” Jim motioned his head in Lexi's direction. “My boy still man-whoring like always, or is she with you?”

“She's,” Eddy paused for a second, “an old friend of mine.”

“Gotcha.” Jim walked right past Eddy, halfway down the drive. “Larry's angle-grinder shat out on us, so I'm here to borrow Jack's. Any idea where it's at?”

Lexi knew it was the perfect excuse to get out of his way, and she knew exactly where she'd put it a few months back. She ran to the power tool cabinet and flung the doors open. Hanging on the left side, was the corded Craftsman she kept as a loaner.

She turned around to see Jim and Eddy crossing into the garage. The feeling of her own father's eyes stripping her like lye on paint turned her stomach. She held out the grinder, hoping he'd just take it and leave.

“This pretty, and she knows tools?” Jim's massive, callused hands wrapped around the shaft and the handle. His breath reeked of Marlboro Reds, like it always had as far back as she could remember. “Eddy, marry this girl if Jack ain't got to her first.”

“She's a friend, and that's it.” Eddy looked at Lexi, his eyebrows up. “I hate to rush you, but we've gotta go pick up some food.”

Shit, he's a quick thinker. Lexi's shoulders relaxed as her father turned around, but only after eying her over one last time. This, right here, is the creepiest damn feeling I've ever had.

“A'right. Let Jack know I'll bring it back in a few days.” Jim gave Eddy a hard slap between the shoulder blades. “Hell, he probably won't even know it's gone, but tell him anyway.”

“Will do.” Eddy walked toward the driveway, getting Lexi's dad to follow along. “Take care, Jim.”

That was too Jerry Springer for my liking. Fucking gross.

Lexi's spine quivered at the thought of what Jim probably had going through his head. Her father had always been an even worse horn-dog than she ever was.

Hell, this is the second time Eddy's saved my ass.




Long legs still aching from the drive, Lexi stood in the boarding line with Eddy. The frumpy, middle-aged woman checking ID's and tickets had barely glanced at anyone's documents. When Lexi was next in line, the woman in the yellow vest gave her a reeking stink-eye and then mooed out, “Next.”

Lexi handed her new passport and the ticket over. For the first time since Lexi and Eddy got in line, forty-five minutes ago, she actually looked something over.

“Ma'am, your name isn't on this ticket.”

But that was my name when I bought it. “Jack couldn't make it, so he passed it on to me.”

Eddy tried to intervene. “My ticket matches my name, and I can vouch for her. They were ordered at the same time.”

The security temp huffed the sparse, puffed up bangs from over her eyes. “The verification desk is over there.” She pointed at the one spot that looked like it had full-time, competent employees working it. “They'll make sure your paperwork is in order.”

Fuck. Every form of ID Lexi had was a fake that Neil had someone whip up. The discrepancies were small, but Lexi did find a few miniscule flaws in her passport. People who check these things and actually get paid enough give half a damn would call out the fraud in a heartbeat.

“I know she's good to go.” Someone in the next line over flashed a different looking ticket, VIP emblazoned in thick, blocky letters. “I've known her for years.”

Lexi eyed the guy in aviator sunglasses and a wide-brimmed hat. As he tipped the frame of his glasses down, she noticed Eddy had frozen in place before she looked back at the guy. Shit, that's Texas-fuckin'-Torpedo.

“I see.” The woman knew her temp job was in question, that very second. “Move along to boarding, ma'am. You're clear.”




The gradient of red to gold turned solid orange as Lexi worked her way down that first Mai Tai. Buzzed enough to feel great, Lexi knew those few ounces of rum were working on her new body far faster than they would have on her original one. And with a drink pass clearing her for twelve a day, she could keep the feeling up until the cruise was over.

Eddy kept both hands on his can of beer, still sitting on the coaster. After a few more tables, the narrow walkway around the pool coursed with other passengers making their first run at the buffets, the casino, or just their rooms. “I can't believe he did that for you.”

“When you look like this, some things just come easier.” She was wearing nothing but a red bikini top, cut-off jean shorts, and flip-flops. “There's a reason this is the most I'll have on all week.”

“You're gonna try and fuck a wrestler, aren't you?”

It wasn't on her to-do list, but the idea had crossed her mind. “If it happens, it happens.” She saw Eddy looking at her and shaking his head like a disappointed father-figure. “I'm just here to stay drunk and entertained, like I planned on when I bought our tickets.”

Eddy finally took his first sip of Miller High Life. He sat it back down and said, “Don't look now, but I think you've got company.”

Lexi peered over at the direction Eddy was pointing toward. “Huh. I guess you get to meet your hero again.” She looked back at Eddy.

“I like watching him in the ring. I know you don't pay attention to the blogs and the fan forums, but he's a real asshole in-person.”

“Well at least act happy to see him. He's been alright to me so far.”

Right before Torpedo could get within hearing range, Eddy threw out, “I'm sure you can guess why.”

I guess I owe him, but not that much. “Don't worry about it.” Lexi stirred the ice at the bottom of the highball with her straw. “He's not my type, if you get what I'm saying.”

Eddy groaned. “Still picking up women, right?”

“Only one since this happened to me, and she started it.” Lexi sat the glass down as Torpedo pulled a chair out and sat down. “Hey,” she stuck a hand out, “again.”

Texas took it and barely squeezed. If Lexi were more attracted to guys, she'd have been on his chiseled, bare-chested self in a heartbeat. “Don't think too much of earlier.” He threw a hand out toward Eddy, actually making eye contact with him.

“It's an honor, champ.” Eddy had to be in hog-heaven, shaking hands with his idol, who actually focused on him instead of Lexi's rack. “That was one hell of a powerbomb you pulled off.”

“If I don't impress, I'm not doing my job.” Tex looked around until his head locked toward one of the pool deck entrances. He waved in that direction.

Parting a small crowd of fans, who hadn't realized they were stuck on the same boat as everyone else the rest of the week, Kid Canine and Steve Steer emerged from a mass of napkins held out for autographs. Lexi stared as she realized the were at least a foot taller than they looked on the screen. Christ, these people are giants.

“You probably know they're not as friendly as I am, but I can keep them under control.” Tex pulled an empty chair from next table over, but he was making sure he stayed right next to Lexi. “So, you two together, or what?”

Eddy didn't hesitate, like he was ashamed the accusation even flew. “Old friends.”

“There's nothing old about either of you,” now he was focused on Lexi, “and I bet you're glad you've got someone who isn't out for what every other guy wants.”

He's trying to charm the shorts right off of me. She knew the game, having played it hundreds of times. And it worked well enough to make her unable to speak.

“She thinks it's a game to drive me insane,” Eddy paused as Steer and Canine pulled their chairs out, “but I'm probably the only straight guy who's immune to it.”

“What, the flu?” Steer was just as brash in person as he was on the microphone.

“Guys, these are some fans you'll actually like.” He pointed to Eddy first. “You are...”

“Eddy, been watching wrestling since I was three.”

Tex didn't bother pointing at Lexi. Steer and Canine were already eye-fucking her, you see. “And his good friend is...”

“Lexi. I'm a little more of a casual fan than Eddy.”

Canine didn't show any shame in staring right at her chest. “You know who we are, right? That's all that matters.”

Kind of a conceited asshole, aren't you? Texas Torpedo was the clean-cut, blonde babyface who had partnered with a tag team that usually promoted itself as heels. Steve Steer was a wall of a man with barely any fat at all, with a goatee and eyebrows being the only hair on his head. Kid Canine looked like you'd smell him before you saw him when he was in the ring. But the long, chestnut hair actually made the guy handsome as hell when it didn't look like it was soaked in bearing grease.

“So,” Eddy couldn't help showing a little of his inner fanboy, “what's it feel like, holding the titles?”

Tex answered first. “It's a dream come true, and it's on me to honor it by living up to what it stands for.”

Canine almost cut him short. “I'm just glad my kids brag about me to all their friends. That's something special.” Completely out of character.

Steer kept a little of his stage persona, but softened a little. “Mom thought I was dumb for going to wrestling school instead of playing football in college. It shut her up good when I bought her a house last week.”

“You know,” Tex stood up and motioned for Lexi to join him, “you're the type who'd get a tryout in a heartbeat. I can call one of our talent agents and vouch for you.”

Lexi looked at Eddy, knowing he'd be jealous as hell of her for getting a shot at his lifelong fantasy, just because of her looks. Oddly, he nodded his head and smiled. She looked back at Tex and stood.

“Yeah, the talent has the gym locked down for only us to use between six and eight every morning. Swing by, and I'll get both of you in tomorrow.” He made a twirling motion with his index finger.

Lexi spun around on one foot, summoning every ounce of femininity she'd picked up so far. Her face was redder than the ship's smokestacks after she heard Canine whistle.

Steer blurted out, “Oh hell yeah, gain just enough muscle to pull off the moves and not hurt your figure, and you'd be a natural.”

Me, a female wrestler. If she'd gone back in time and told ten-year-old Jack Harpeth that was a possible career path, he'd have laughed in her face. But the women in wrestling today actually have to be decent at the wrestling itself, as well as on the microphone. The days of being glorified eye candy, who did little more than imitate the sounds of rough sex during phoned-in matches, had been over for years.

“She's never had any training.” Eddy sounded insulted at the idea of someone so new heading right to the big leagues. “Sure, she knows the names of a few moves, but actually doing them?”

Tex leaned back and rested the back of his head in his palms. “A year or so of hard training, and another year or two in developmental will get her good enough. Not everyone on the roster has been wrestling for a decade.”

Lexi felt like she was the rope in a tug-of-war. “Eddy, just take the chance to work out with them. If I'm not cut out for it, so what?”

“Fine.” Eddy finally cracked something like a smile. “I couldn't pass that up, anyway.”




Lexi already felt like the bikini bottom would slice her right up the middle, and they weren't even in the gym yet. The tiny athletic shorts and tank top she'd brought for sleeping were good enough, but who knew she'd need actual workout clothes? Much less comfortable panties or a sports bra?

Eddy pulled on the handle, just to get foiled by the magnetic lock. His room card didn't do anything either. All eight wrestlers promised to show for the cruise lifted and sweated on the other side of the glass.

Finally, Tex finished with his bench presses. From the looks of how many plates he had on the barbell, he had been practicing to push a car off of himself. He jogged over like it had been nothing at all.

The lock popped loose after he punched something into a keypad on the other side. The second they were in, he said, “Good, you showed up after all.”

The hard clank of iron plates stopped almost at once. Lexi felt every eye in the room fall on her. She knew the bikini top did next to nothing to keep her breasts modest under her top.

Tex pointed to the squat rack. “It's not something you'd use much starting out, but leg strength is something you’ll use with your body type, more than anything else.”

Eddy was already headed toward the dumbell rack. Lexi turned her attention back to the squat station. “You might wanna take some plates off for me.” The hundred pound manhole covers each weighed more than that damn kayak had.

“What's your limit?” She walked right behind Tex, past Jimmie Rae Fane and Mo Hayduke.

Lexi wondered, but decided to ask for advice. “I'm all of one-twenty, dripping wet.” Her cheeks burnt when she realized how it sounded.

Tex shook his head and grinned as he pulled plates off and hung them back on their pegs. “Sixty sounds like a safe place to start, but you'll need to handle at least four times that before they let you out of training.”

She thought back to when she'd watched Tex suplex Silverback Sampson, and had to know what he could handle. “So what's your highest?”

“I can work my way past nine hundred once or twice, but it takes weeks from where I'm normally at to build up to it.” He put a thirty plate on each end, lugging them like they were no heavier than pieces of paper. “Go ahead, I'll spot you.”

Lexi bent at the knees, dropping until she felt the bar rest on her shoulders. Here it goes, I guess. She gave it an overhand grip on each side and pushed with her legs.

Amazingly, it didn't feel nearly as heavy as she expected. She bent back down until she felt the weight go away. “Higher.”

A few more chinks of plates, and Tex said, “Ninety. Don't push yourself too hard.”

Lexi took a deep breath and held an even tighter grip. It was just enough weight to wear her out after a few reps, but she felt she could handle even more. She set the bar back down on it's hooks. “One-twenty.”

“Easy. You haven't even warmed up yet.” Tex put one hand on her left shoulder from behind. “Come on, let's get everything else fired up before we actually test you.”




The rest of the cruise felt like a booze-soaked, entertaining dream. Winding things down for the last night felt like a good idea, for Eddy, at least. He had the first leg of the drive back home, after all.

“You sure you wanna turn in this early? It's barely even dark.” Lexi stood right in front of their room's door, talking at Eddy in the far twin bed. “You've got the drink pass, so you might as well use all of it.”

Eddy threw himself under the covers and rested his head on the pillows. “I said you could have what's left of mine. Just don't do anything stupid.”

“I think I've been well-behaved this trip. You've gotta give me that much credit.” And she actually had been. Lexi had even backed off of showing herself in front of Eddy.

“I guess so. Just make sure the hangover doesn't stick around too long in the morning. I'm not taking either of your shifts.” He reached over and turned his bedside light off. “Try not to wake me up when you get back.”

You're no damn fun, but that's you being you, I guess. Lexi held both passenger cards in one hand, her phone in the other. Now that the ship was only a couple miles off-shore, there was enough signal to check her messages and email again. “See you in the morning.”

Since she'd behaved herself the entire week, why not act a fool the last night? That tiny, red party dress wasn't going to show itself off. And even a week of working out, guided by people who do it to earn their living, had made her admire her own body that much more.




“So you don't have any crazy stories from the road, at all?” Lexi had bumped into Tex on her way to another one of several nightclubs on the ship, but she'd decided to go with him to Easy Pomelo. The laid back, lounge-type atmosphere wasn't her thing, but it had a bar.

“Some, but management would have my ass if they got out.” He slammed back the last of his bourbon and waved across the room for another round. “There was this one time when I worked for a regional promotion, but that night went way too far.”

“Well, go on.” For the first time, she'd wondered if she needed to shave her legs, forgetting that she just didn't grow hair on them, and in a lot of other places since the change. “You can't mention it and not tell the story.”

Tex drew his lips into a twisted smile. “Even the little promotion I worked for in the Dallas area had ring rats, and me and a few of the other boys decided to play a prank.”

“What the hell is a ring rat?”

“It's what the boys in the gym would have been calling you, if you came on to any of us.” Tex pulled a ten out of his pocket and traded it for another square glass of amber and ice. “But the girls who hung out in the high school gymnasiums and National Guard armories could make the concession guys go 'woof.'”

“Yeah?”

“Well, this one guy had a beast of a woman as his ringside manager. She'd beat the hell out of the men, sometimes for real. Everyone was afraid of her, but she's the biggest sweetheart you'll ever meet, when she's not pissed.”

Lexi sipped on her Blue Hawaii, no longer noticing it had the customary amount of rum, with just as much vodka to ramp things up. She was already four down, and she was hoping to kill four more after this one.

“We got all the ring rats to think this guy wanted to have an orgy in his hotel room that night, and sure enough, four of them showed up.” Tex took a light sip. “So we have his manager hole up in the next room over, with one of those joining doors connected to his.”

“So was he in there, just sitting on the bed, or what?”

“Oh no, he volunteered to be hog-tied, buck-assed naked on the bathroom floor. We waited until we heard the girls toss him on the bed.”

Lexi wondered where it was headed, but she had an idea. Except, usually this was one you pulled on some old, dirty lecher. It was different enough to keep her hooked.

“Well, we gave it about five more minutes, because the guy didn't even want these girls to touch him. As soon as we heard him moaning, I told her to get in there.”

“I bet they left four lines of piss headed right out the door.”

Tex laughed a little to himself. “Even better. One of the girls was sucking his dick, and she scared her so bad when she kicked the door down and started roaring, the skank damn near bit his cock off. People still call him 'Stiches' to this day.”

Oh, shit. “You still work with him?”

“Yeah, he moved up with me, but I can't say who he is. Big name in the business.” 

Lexi knew wrestlers gave each other ten types of hell outside of the ring, but this was way worse than the ribbing she'd always heard about. “You guys don't fuck around when you're pranking each other, do you?”

“When you're on the road, you've gotta entertain yourself. Otherwise you'll go apeshit.”

Lexi had pulled a few pranks in that vein when she was in college, as Jack, but nothing that ever got a buddy sent to the emergency room. “I guess so, but Jesus. Do the women pull that kind of stuff on each other?”

“Nowhere near as badly, but they have their own fun.” Tex sat his glass down and straightened up. “Speaking of which, you still think you wanna try out?”

“So long as they don't make me go by Blonde Ambition or something like that, I don't see why not.” Lexi tipped the hurricane glass to sip out what little was left at the bottom. “It'll be hard to get away from work again, though.”

“No guarantees, but there's something about you that makes me think you're tougher than you look. Like you've got a little bit of man in you.”

If you only knew. “I'm no tom-boy, that's for sure.”

“Yeah, it's not that. It's little things about the way you carry yourself.” Tex lifted his glass and up-ended it, killing the last of his whiskey before he slammed the glass back down. “Like you've got a little bit of swagger going on behind that swimsuit-model look.”

Is that even a compliment? “Thanks, but I've always had it, I guess.”

“And that's exactly what they want in female wrestlers. That's why I even brought it up.”

“So you weren't just trying to get in my pants.” Lexi still thought he might be, but she didn't think it was his ultimate goal anymore. “I'm sure your wife would be proud.”

“What wife?” Tex looked sad for maybe a split-second. “My ex couldn't handle me being gone all the time, so she left three years ago, right before I started making real money.”

That's pretty sad. “I bet she kicks herself every day.”

He stood up, for what Lexi guessed would be a trip to the bathroom. “It's better this way. I'm just glad it happened before we had kids.”

Lexi stayed in her chair, not sure if she was at the point of being unsteady on her feet or not. “I never really thought about settling down, myself. There's work, and I'm still having fun when I'm not there.”

Tex stood in the same place. “That shipping job? How is it fun?”

He's right. My life is pretty boring. Lexi thought better of it, but then she shut her better senses up. “You know what? Fuck it, it's my last night before I have to drive back there.”

“You mean...”

Lexi wobbled a little on her heels as she got up. “Yeah. You know.” Eddy's gonna be sooo pissed in the morning.

“I'll walk you back to your room. Come on.”

The fuck?




Every corridor looked the same for the guest quarters, but Lexi hadn't noticed the extra dings of the elevator chime. Or that it had traveled up, instead of down. For all she knew, this was the way back to her room.

Tex tapped something onto the screen of his phone, getting a reply not long after. He let out a quick chuckle as Lexi leaned against his arm. One of the same beefy pythons that had bench-pressed several times her own weight, all week.

As she passed what looked like her room, right across from the first broom closet after the elevator, Lexi tried to stop walking. “Wait, this is it.”

“No it's not.” Tex kept walking as she stayed wrapped around his arm. “You're not even on the right deck.”

“Sneaky asshole.” She didn't care. The combination of hormones and pent-up thoughts mixed with not even enough fun juice to slur her speech. All told, she felt damn good.

Tex slowed down as they got to the end. The rooms had started spacing further apart, but here, only two ate up the entire bow-end of the deck. The cruise line wanted the biggest VIP's happy enough, and Room 706 was more than ample. “You still alright with this?”

Lexi took hold of Tex's hand, sliding the key card into the reader herself. “Does that answer it?”

“I could have pulled this off the whole week, couldn't I?” Tex pulled the handle down and eased himself against the door. Compared to the usual cheap room, the place was a damn penthouse.

“Don't think I'm that easy. I can always change my mind.”

Lexi stepped inside, the full scale of the place hitting her even harder. At least a dozen standard rooms would have fit in the place. The only part that didn't scream luxury was the laminate trying its damnedest to imitate hardwood, but it was a cruise ship.

Tex closed the door behind the two of them. “You're here, so I guess that threat to back down was a load of horseshit.”

“If it is, it is.” Lexi took her first steps toward the king-sized bed. “But what'll you do about it?”




A massive hand closed around her upper arm before she could get too far away. “So, how do you like it?”

“Whatever's on the house.” Wait, he'd probably break me in half. “Just don't go too far.”

Tex's answer didn't need words. Throwing her up on one shoulder, he gave her a light tap on the ass. “Define 'too far.'”

Already on fire between her legs, Lexi couldn't come up with anything she'd turn down. Just the couple of weeks since she'd had her boss inside her felt like an insufferable eternity. “Just start off gentle, it's been a while.” Phone still in hand, she tapped to Eddy’s contact info. No, he’d throw a fit.

Tex grunted his acknowledgment as Lexi watched his ass from behind his back. “Just to warn you, I'm pretty gifted.”

As she fell onto the bed, flat on her back, Lexi figured out what he'd meant. She stared up, his massive frame towering over her. “Well, don't just brag about it. Show me.”

He grinned like a madman as he pulled down the zipper of his jeans. Whipping the thing out, already stiff as an oak, Tex look back at her like he expected a gasp. “Think you can handle it?”

Dear lord. Thinking back to the cock she used to be the proud owner of, this thing dwarfed it. “You weren't joking a bit.”

“No.” Tex almost looked ashamed. “A few women turned me down because of it.”

She locked eyes on the head, plump and ready for action. “Go really easy, alright?” It lunged forward, inches from her lips as she rolled onto her stomach and crawled to the edge of the mattress.

“Yes ma'am.”

Lexi couldn't stop herself from grabbing hold. If she had packed a big stick in the past, the dick wrapped in her fingers was a fucking trunk. This is gonna fucking kill me. But she knew it would be worth it.

Jutting her head forward, she opened wide to keep her teeth out of the equation. Lexi felt Tex's pulse when her tongue met with the tip, impressed at the calm, athletic pace, given the circumstances.

Her lips took in just over half of the shaft before she felt the head punch against the back of her throat. She tried easing it in a little more, feeling that gag reflex well up. He's hung like a damn horse. Jesus.

“You alright?”

Lexi tried nodding her head, forgetting she had something the length and girth of a paper towel tube lodged in her mouth. How she'd take it down there entered her mind, but now she knew why the chants in favor of Texas Torpedo were so high-pitched. The stuffing rumors Eddy had joked about were as false as the “may cure” claims printed on the label of an herbal supplement.

Almost ashamed at how little of him she could take, Lexi eased back, teasing his mushroom-tip with her tongue as she pulled away. She looked at it like a puzzle, wondering how she'd please the whole thing. It's a third leg on this guy.

“I told you, it’s a lot to handle.” Tex eased himself back. Something about the look in his face let her know he thought it was hilarious.

Ambling into a sitting position, Lexi leaned back on her hands. “So, how do you even lug that thing around?”

He wasn’t bothering to answer. A gigantic hand slid between her thighs as Tex put one knee on the bed. A finger hooked around her panties and tugged.

“Well, how do you even wear these?” He stared at the black string that had been wedged between Lexi’s cheeks. “Between your panties and those high-assed heels, I don’t see how you walk.”

I know, right? “It takes a little while to get used to them.”

Tex drew them back like a rubber band and fired, sending the pair flying over the bed. He had his hand back between her legs in seconds. But this time, nothing blocked his way.

Lexi gasped as she felt that massive finger tease along her slit, from opening to pearl. She was tempted to rip the dress right off of herself. No, he’s gotta work for it.

The shock of a fingertip flicking at her clit forced a grin to her face. She knew even two fingers from this guy would have her walking funny for a week. Her own hand gripped hard against her phone, knowing she was in for so much more than she was already getting.

“Wet as the fucking ocean down there.” Tex liked what he felt, just as much as what he saw. “Might as well speed things up while we’re alone.”

The hem of her skirt hiked up, exposing everything below her waist. Tex dropped to his knees, bending forward over the edge of the bed. His mouth homed right in, the tip of his tongue taking over where his finger had left off.

Lexi fell back as her arms gave out. She stared up at the vaulted ceiling, no longer concerned about the luxury of the room. The best service aboard the entire fucking ship was taking place right between her thighs.

She wanted more. Whimpering and rolling her shoulders, Lexi wondered if it was her deprivation that was setting her off so quick. Rubbing a quick one into herself in the shower wasn’t cutting it anymore.

A beating knock on the door shocked her out of it. Tex stopped and then stood up. “I guess we were too late.”

“I thought it was just gonna be us.” Lexi pulled her dress back down. “Come on, this isn’t what I signed up for.”

The reassuring look on Tex’s face almost put her at ease. “I’ll take care of it.” He marched to the door.

Lexi watched as Tex tried pushing someone back. But even when you’re that powerful, something even bigger can always win out. As Tex fell backwards, Lexi found out that it was two somethings.

Steve Steer and Kid Canine stepped around their stable-mate on the floor. “You can’t promise something and then turn back on it at the last second, man.” Steer sounded just like he did when he’d shit-talk on the microphone.

Lexi tapped against the screen of her phone. Room 706 SOS scrolled out before she sent the text. I hope I’m not just getting his ass kicked.

“Well, come on Tex. Don’t make us have to take turns here.” Steer stood halfway between Lexi and Tex as he looked back. “We’ve been waiting on this all week.”

“She’s doesn’t want you two here!” Tex tried to break free of the arm lock Canine had him in. “Get the fuck out!”

“Come on, guy!” Steer was already stepping closer. “You can’t tell me she’s not rearing and ready to go.”

Lexi scooted back on the mattress as he got to the edge. She knew it wasn’t a look of taking something that wasn’t his in his eyes. Steer felt entitled to it.

“So,” he bent down a little, “you gonna make this fun, or am I gonna have to fight for it?”

“Piss off!” Lexi almost fell off when she hit the opposite edge of the bed. “I never agreed to anything.”

As she got back on her feet, Steer walked around the bed. She was trapped in the corner as Canine forced Tex closer. For all she knew, taking off back over the bed would just make the situation even worse.

Steer took a step closer. “Now listen, darlin,” another step, “you and I both know what’s gonna happen, so just get on your knees or on your back and—” 

The impact on the top of her foot stung like hell, but nowhere near as bad as what Steer had to be feeling. Lexi scrambled over the mattress as he keeled over. Tex nodded toward the door as she started running as best as she could.

Lexi was just feet away from the cracked door when she felt a sudden jerk, and then about half of her hair feeling like it was about to get ripped off her head. Her feet kept going, throwing her onto her ass as a shoe went flying. She sat there, dazed, until the tension picked up again.

Canine was pulling her along the floor with one hand, the other still trapping Tex in the submission hold. “You alright, bud?” The immediate concern for his friend would have been touching, if it wasn’t while he was dragging her by the head.

“Little bitch got me good.” Steer breathed heavily. “Right in my fuckin’ balls.”

The tension on her hair eased a little. Lexi climbed back onto her feet, barely getting her fingers around Canine’s wrist. As she tried prying his hand open, it just made him pull again.

She jerked forward, feeling herself collide with Steer. Canine let go of her hair, just for the man whose nuts she’d just punted into his stomach to grab her by the arms.

“Now you’re gonna make em’ feel all better.” He held her up, lifting both feet off the ground. “Ain’t that right?”

Lexi shot her left knee forward, just to have it deflected when Steer lifted a thigh. She pooled every drop of saliva she could onto her tongue, and then spat it in his face. “You don’t just act like an asshole, do you?”

Steer didn’t seem fazed at all. “We’re gonna fuck you like raw meat until the crew makes us leave.”

Prick. Lexi tried breaking her arms free, but it was as useful as trying to push a mountain. She tried drawing up enough spit to send another round at him, when she heard a sickening kronk.

Steer’s eyes shot open as Lexi felt herself shake, and then drop. Two hands kept her from falling all the way again. Meanwhile, Tex was already on top of Steer, punches flying.

She looked over to see Canine prone on the floor, the lamp from next to the entry lying beside his head. “You’re alright.” Her text to Eddy had made it through.

Tex slung his arm back for the knockout blow. The crack with the impact made Lexi wince. As Eddy sat her on the floor, she knew Steer wouldn’t be leaving this ship on his feet.




“I can’t believe you don’t want to file charges.” Tex sat with Lexi and Eddy on the pool deck again, taking in their last drinks before disembarking. “I’d totally back you up if you did.”

The wrestling promotion had already released Steer and Canine, but the news hadn’t broken yet. And the company lawyer aboard the ship? Lexi felt like he was willing to kiss her ass to keep her from suing from the moment Tex backed up her story.

“I don’t want all of this getting slung out into the public. I’ve got enough to worry about, already.” For all she knew at first, Eddy would have ended up getting charged. Luckily, it was all wrapped up and all involved agreed to keep their mouths shut. Lexi still wasn’t signing another non-disclosure agreement, though.

“It sucks for what we had going on in the ring, but they don’t deserve a second chance with me.” Tex threw back what was left of his beer and slammed it down. “And you’ve got a damn good friend there.”

Eddy blushed in his seat. Lexi set her last Mai Tai down and said, “That’s the second time he’s pulled my ass out of a fire. Not that he’d ever take credit for it.”

As the barely perceptible motion of the ship stopped, every head on the deck looked around. “I guess this means it’s time to head out.” Tex stood up and put a hand out to Eddy. “Keep taking good care of her. She’s one hell of a woman.”

Eddy returned the handshake and then stared at Lexi. “Yeah, and a lot to handle.”

Is he fucking mad at me?

Tex shot his hand toward Lexi. As she put her hand in his, Tex told her, “Next time a show’s close, send me a message. We get a few ring-side tickets to give out every now and then.”

Out of the corner of her eye, she didn’t notice Eddy creaming his pants at the offer. Oh yeah, he’s pissed. “We’ll take you up on it,” she pulled her hand back, “and thanks for breaking his jaw.”

With a nod and a grin, Tex bent over and picked up his bags like they were nothing. “By the way, since I don't owe him anything anymore, Steer is Stiches.” As he started walking away, a few fans ran up to him for last-minute autographs.

If Eddy says a word the whole drive home, I’ll be shocked.




Driving back into something resembling civilization, Andrea’s call finally stopped breaking up. “Melanie says she’d volunteer, but she can’t swim.”

You’ve gotta be shitting me. “So that leaves me.” Lexi knew that she’d be stuck in her current body, but someone had to dive back down there, and soon. “If we get all of this rain they’re talking about for the day after tomorrow, all that leaked Feminol might get washed away.”

“It’s up to you, and I mean that in both ways. I can’t force you to do it.”

Eddy roused from his nap in the passenger seat. He whispered where Lexi couldn’t hear it, but she could read his lips. “Who’s that?”

Lexi cradled the phone between her ear and shoulder before she held up her index finger. “You know I don’t want to, but Neil’s gotta pay for what he’s done.” And I’ve gotta be the sacrificial-fucking-lamb, if it’s ever gonna happen.

“Listen, I know you’re driving, so call me back when you get home. There’s a certain way we need to go about this, or the samples mean nothing.”

“Right. I’ll call you then.” Lexi hit the red icon and looked over at Eddy. “Serious question.”

She knew he was still fussy over the whole incident the night before, but he’d calmed down quite a bit. “No, you don’t need a boob job. They’re fine.”

“No,” Lexi put her eyes back on the straight stretch of interstate, “what do you think’ll happen if I end up stuck like this, for good?”

“So the people in the lab got the antidote to work?”

“Jenna’s back to being William again, so yeah, they did.”

“Then why ask that? Don’t you want to be Jack again?”

Despite everything she’d been through as a she, Lexi knew being who she was had its perks. “I want to kick Neil’s ass, but there’s a better way to hurt him.”

“They want you diving back down there, don’t they?”

She’d explained enough of the situation to Eddy, but they both thought that one of the lab girls who wanted to stay that way would have stepped forward. “The only one who wants to,” she rubbed the bridge of her nose with her thumb and index finger, “can’t fucking swim.”

“Jesus, that’s bad luck.” Eddy looked at the clock on the dash and then pointed at an exit sign. “Pull over somewhere at the next offramp. It’s my turn.”

“So,” Lexi almost didn’t want to ask it, “what does it mean if I’m not sure?”

“I’d call bullshit if you claimed you haven’t taken advantage of it, but it’s your call.” Eddy scooted himself upright. “I mean, we’re still best buds.”

Yeah, you’re the only person who hasn’t treated me any differently. “That means a lot.” Lexi merged onto the ramp. “Anyway, I’ve got a bastard of a decision to make, don’t I?”




Lexi held the vial of amber liquid in front of her face. So this is what all the fuss is over. Eddy had just pulled into her driveway as Andrea started walking back to her car.

“So judging by how you had me help load those two kayaks, you’re going through with it.”

“Maybe. I’ve still got some thinking to do.”

“Well,” Andrea opened her car door as Eddy’s Kia stopped, “you’d better do it fast. We only get one shot at this.”

“I know.” She waved Andrea goodbye and turned back to her truck. The shade of the garage was tolerable, but the heat radiating from the blacktop was unbearable in those tiny shorts.

Eddy joined her as Lexi sat the vial on the lowered gate of the truck and then tightened the last ratchet strap. “They think I’m sick as a dog, but I guess you’re staying this way.”

“If I do, I do.” Lexi tucked the excess webbing under to keep it from slapping around in the wind. “Everything’s loaded, so we’d better head on.”

Eight AM already, and it would take a giant chunk of the day to reach the pool, especially now that Lexi couldn’t paddle like she used to as Jack. Nine miles is a long way to float, especially when the river is low. Not that it would be the next day.

As Eddy started walking away, Lexi grabbed the back of his shirt. “Hold up, one more thing.” Before he could turn all the way around, Lexi was already arming the question. “If I shatter that vial in the floor, would you think about it?”

“You’re outta my league. It’d never happen anyway.”

Her lips scrunched up to one side of her face. Pinching the glass tube between her thumb and index finger, she held it in front of Eddy. “Either I take this antidote, or I take your virginity.”

“Quit fucking around. Do you want to be Jack again, or not?”

If I’m Jack again, you’re stuck jacking off forever. “I’m not joking. Who else would kick a wrestler’s ass for me, without hesitating?”

Eddy crossed his arms. “I clocked him over the head with a lamp, from behind. It’s not like I won a fist-fight with him.”

“Or knock out two guys in a parking lot? That was an ass-kicking.”

“I’d have done it for any woman.”

“Exactly.” Lexi took one step closer. “I could go back to being the guy I used to be, or stay like this and have the kind of guy I’d want any theoretical daughter of mine to fall for.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying.” Eddy matched her step forward with a step back. “I can’t let you give up your chance, just to make me feel better about myself.”

He doesn’t fucking get it. “Know what?” Lexi held the vial up high. “Forget it.” Her arm came down, causing a pathetic crunch that made Eddy jump like a gunshot.

Eddy was in the process of diving down, trying to save Lexi’s one shot at turning back. “What did you just fucking do?”

Lexi stopped him about halfway down. “Exactly what I wanted. The whole time, you never thought of yourself. That’s how I decided.”

His body went slack against her hands. He took a moment before rosing up, a clear eight inches over the top of her head. “You’re a damn idiot, you know that?”

“Well, what did you expect from a dumb, blonde bimbo?” Lexi smiled and turned toward the driver’s-side door. “At least you don’t have to worry about things being weird between us, right?”

She grabbed the door handle and pulled, but it didn’t budge. She looked up to see Eddy’s hand planted against the window. 

Lexi wondered which one of them had the bigger lump in their throat. She turned around, her back pressing against the door. Eddy already had his other hand against the glass.

“You’ve always been too damn impulsive, you know that?”

Lexi hopped up on her toes and gave him a peck on the cheek. “You’re one to talk right now.” The scratchiness of his stubble lingered on her lips as they stared in silence thick enough to suffocate in.

Eddy broke away right as Lexi felt ready to explode. “Come on, we’ve got stuff to do.”




Eddy backpaddled in the giant fishing kayak. “So this is the spot?”

Lexi didn’t have to work nearly as hard to stop the lime green eight-footer. “Yep, way down there.”

“So what’s the plan?”

“Hit the bank first. I’m wore out.” Lexi started paddling back to the same gravel bar where her life turned upside-down. Either way, she couldn’t just dive down there with a jar. Andrea had laid out the entire plan.

As Eddy jerked the massive piece of molded polyethylene ashore, Lexi pulled the sheer, longsleeved shirt over her head. Farmer’s tanlines are a fetish nobody has, especially in women. And now that Lexi had decided, she had to keep herself better. SPF-50 only does so much when you’re inches from the water.

Lexi stepped over and pulled the tote of jars loose from the elastic strapping. “They need three samples, so I’ll be down there a while.”

“Why so many?” Eddy walked around, the true form of rest for anyone who’d just spent a few hours sitting in a kayak. “Wouldn’t one big jug do the same thing?”

“That’s what I thought, but those were Andrea’s instructions. The lab girls are fussy as hell about stuff like that.”

“Best not to question their reasons, I guess.”

“They pulled off that antidote, and if we’ve got this far, no point in fucking it up now.” Lexi put a layer of gravel under the sample jars and replaced them. Untying the anchor, she tied the rope back around the handle on the tote’s lid.

“So you’re dropping it with you, so you don’t have to swim down three times. Smart.”

Lexi tried talking toward Eddy, who kept moving around. “I had to get this damn boat off the bottom, so it shouldn’t be too bad.”

“If you tug on the rope twice, I can pull you up.”

Lexi shook her head, hoping Eddy saw it. “Do you know how long it takes to pull a fifteen pound anchor up? I’d drown before you got me halfway back.”

“But if something goes wrong, what then?”

A hint of Jack leaked through. “You either swim your happy ass down there, or head home and call the dive team.”

“Alright, shit.”

Lexi snugged the headlamp over her scalp, realizing she had to look ridiculous in water shoes, a blue bikini, and a headlamp. I’d better not die dressed like this.

As she stood back up and turned around, she caught Eddy checking her out from behind. He tried to hide it, glancing sideways and faking calm.

“Of all the things you’ve seen me in, this is what makes you crack?”

“Well, now that you’re staying this way,” Eddy started walking away, “I don’t know.”

Lexi balled her fists and chased after him. She slammed both into his back. “We’ve still got shit to do,” she gave him another pounding, “so get the fuck over yourself!”

Eddy turned around, making Lexi think she might have just messed up. In just a few weeks, he’d dropped three men, one being a professional ass-kicker. But the calm in his face looked supernatural.

“It is what it is, I guess.” He patted Lexi on the arm. “No getting past it, around it, or even under it. After this, Jack Harpeth is dead.”

Finally. “Well, let’s get to it. We can rest and eat after we get done.”

“Right. It’s not like I’m going down there.”

As they got back to the edge of the water, Lexi couldn’t help giving him a little more hell. “Turning into a hot chick would cure that awkwardness, really damn fast. You should think about it.”

Eddy groaned and started pushing the larger kayak back in the water. About the time it was floating on its own, he grabbed the tether rope and said, “You think you’re more different from your old self than you really are.”

Lexi didn’t know how to take it. She wanted to yell, “You have no idea what I’ve been through in the past several weeks!” But she knew he did, more than anyone else, even the dwindling number of girls in the lab.

“Come on, weren’t you just hitting me to get this started?” Eddy waded out and plopped himself in the folding seat. Pushing off with the paddle, he added, “Grab on, unless you wanna swim out there.”

He’s not joking. As Eddy veered off of the bank, Lexi jumped for the stern and took hold of the carrying handle. The cool water compared to the ninety-plus temperature of the air felt great after the initial shock.

“How far out?” Eddy stopped paddling, letting the kayak’s forward momentum do the work. He’d figured out that much on his first paddle trip, and the still pool wasn’t changing the direction in any meaningful way.

Lexi ducked her head. “Start backpaddling, now.” She saw the same vine from before, noticing the flowers months out of season.

A few strokes had the whole rig of human and kayak stationary. Eddy looked back and asked,  “This good?”

“Drop the anchor rope until it gets slack in it. I’ll follow it down and get the samples.”

Lexi watched as the box dropped in the water. It took three times longer than the anchor, but the rope finally got a little play in it.

“It’s down.”

Pulling herself along the hull, Lexi stopped when she was right below Eddy. As she took hold of the anchor line, she couldn’t help saying, “The air from the jars will come up, so don’t think I’m drowning.”

“Gotcha.” The look on his face didn’t match his voice.

This is it. Lexi’s heart beat in her chest as she thought about what she was committing to. It’s been too late to turn back for hours now.

After a final breath she hoped wouldn’t be her last, Lexi’s head slipped under the surface. The piss-warm river clouded her view as she turned on the headlamp, continuing for about fifteen feet down. Finally, crystal waters hosting an orgy of fish opened up, the light casting a beam all the way to the bottom.

As she reached the jars, the pressure on her ear drums was intolerable. Lexi pulled the lid off the tote, the air from inside gliding past her face. Taking hold of the first jar, her fingers went numb in the icy Feminol.

One by one, she opened and then resealed each jar. Her lungs felt ready to burst as she emptied the rocks from the bottom of the container and placed each sample jar back inside. Every cell in her body screamed for oxygen as she clamped the lid back on and tugged the rope three times.

The box went up in a jerky motion. Lexi pushed off the bottom with her feet, casting a plume of silt that rose with her. By the time she was at the border between river and chemical dump, she had already passed the tote, her mouth full of the same sickly sweet taste as before.

The urge to exhale flared in her mind, but she knew the surface was just feet above her. The greenish hue of the water flooded back with the warmth. Right as her lung capacity hit the point of failure, her head broke the surface right next to the kayak.

“Did you get ‘em?”

Lexi hadn’t even opened her eyes yet, gasping as she rested her arms and shoulders on the hull. All she could manage was a quick nod. They’d better be fucking thankful.

She waited until she heard plastic on plastic before she took a look around. Eddy had the tote between his legs, still tied to the anchor line. Pulling herself further back the hull, she felt the water’s flow against her change direction as Eddy started paddling back to shore.

Her water shoes touched the bottom right before she heard and felt the kayak run aground. The aftertaste of Feminol gagged her as she clambered to the bank. Something was wrong, but she couldn’t place what it was.

“You look sick as a dog.” Eddy pulled a folding camp chair out from the cargo in the stern. “Come on, rest a little.”

Lexi shook her head and crawled into the hull of the kayak, lying down on her side over gear and the ridges in the plastic. It hurt like hell, but had to feel better than collapsing onto gravel. “I’m… not sure what this is.”

“Hey,” Eddy scrambled over, scattering loose parts of the bank, “wake up, we don’t have time for a nap.”

Visions of things Lexi never knew she could have wanted paraded against closed eyelids. It was the vision of a dream, without the deep sleep. There’s no way I’d want any of this, is there?

“Lexi!” The jerking on her shoulders felt like nothing. “Come on, I’m not joking!”

He’s still here. Good.




Lexi came to, staring up as treetops barely moved against orange and pink clouds. As marvelous as the sight was, it didn’t even register, compared to what she’d spent the past several hours experiencing. Among the chaos, confusion, and danger, her life truly had landed in the place it should have.

Sitting up and scooting back into the fishing kayak’s seat, she noticed Eddy was towing her boat with the smaller spare, about ten feet of rope ahead. Lexi took the paddle out of its holding clips and dug one side into the water. It was still more work than she remembered as a man, but just a week in the gym had made it tolerable.

Eddy turned around, almost flipping the tiny sit-inside kayak. “Glad you’re up. I was gonna rush you to the hospital if you were still out,” he looked ahead for a second, “assuming I ever got to the damn ramp.”

The stretch of river was very familiar to her. “Not even a quarter mile to the bridge. After that, you’ll see the ramp.”

“Good, I didn’t know how in the hell I’d keep paddling after dark.”

Low-hanging branches, underwater snags, and a host of other things are a slight danger during the day. And any one of them could turn deadly, fast, at night. “You wouldn’t. Too risky.”

The road noises of town filtered back through the sound of paddling. The mild burn on her skin reminded her that she’d have been bloody-red as a beet if she hadn’t used sunscreen. Other than passing out and making Eddy paddle for two, the plan had gone off remarkably well.

“So,” Eddy gave a hard paddle to build up momentum so he could talk, “what’s the next step?”

“I give the samples to Andrea, and then I keep my mouth shut for a while. Life as normal, I guess.”

“Or as normal as you can get out of all this.”

It made her think of the incredibly detailed dream that had lasted hours, every detail still fresh in her mind. “You know, normal’s pretty damn boring.” She paddled to catch up, a bit of a task with the larger, slower boat. “Weird and normal kinda lost their meaning to me, though.”

“You’re still you, though.” Eddy gave one more couple of paddles to straighten his movement. “Hell, I’d almost claim this whole ordeal’s made you a better person.”

A better person? “Why would you say that?”

The first lightpost for the riverside park peeked from between massive sycamore trees. “Jack Harpeth would have been out chasing skirt, oblivious to everything you’ve had to learn for yourself.” As Eddy finished his sentence, the concrete trunk holding up the road bridge loomed high above them.

“I still could,” the dream’s echoes still filled her mind, “but I’ve got other things I want now.”

“A storybook life with kids and a husband, complete with the white, picket fence.” The sneer on Eddy’s face barely hid his laughter.

Lexi’s face turned even redder than it already was from the sun. “That actually sounds really nice.” The modest home and domestic life weren’t a part of her dream, but that giant house of hers had a few extra cast members running around.

The sudden silence and blank expression on Eddy’s face made Lexi want to scream. Without saying another word, he paddled hard enough to pull Lexi along, no matter how much she tried to match his pace. Something in Eddy’s mind had finally snapped, but she was afraid to know exactly what had broken.




Lexi had already pulled the truck into the garage, leaving the kayaks and the rest of the gear for in the morning. Eddy had followed her after she dropped him off at his car back at the launch site, but he had turned where she expected. Now, all she cared about was finally eating something.

Hands jittering, she fought to spread peanut butter on a slice of bread without tearing it. On her third attempt, she got a result that wouldn’t get all over the bathrobe she’d put on. A lazy glob of jelly on top was good enough to toss the second slice on.

He got really odd all of a sudden. Lexi started toward the living room. Like he finally decided something.

Lexi picked up the remote with one hand, the sandwich still in the other. As she crossed her legs and took the first bite, she remembered how pointless it was to try finding anything decent on TV most nights. But even golf would take her mind somewhere else.

Settling on some mindless home improvement show, Lexi wondered if the house would end up with ship lap, subway tile, or an open-concept. Knowing how every house ended up looking the same, she figured all three. But at least her thoughts were on something other than how fast the images from that dream were fading. 




A two out of three on her guess, with the open floor plan and a subway tile accent in the shower. Lexi had drawn a bath right after, soaking for a good twenty minutes. The dream was gone, but Lexi still felt like she wanted what she had just forgotten. If only she knew what it was.

It was probably stupid anyway. The comforting heat had turned to a disappointing lukewarm. Back to my boring life for a while.

Stepping out of the tub and flipping the drain open, Lexi wrapped a massive, white beach blanket around herself. A quick run with another smaller towel had her hair dry enough. Even if it wasn’t even ten yet, her mind and body were spent.

The terry cloth around her body was enough cover. She crashed onto the bed, fully planning on sleeping exactly as she was. It’s all been so fucked up, I’m ready for something closer to normal.

As she started thinking about the work ahead for the week and drifting off, the feeling of a blanket settling over her jerked her out of it.

“Oh shit, I didn’t mean to wake you up.” Eddy stood over the bed, mortified. “I just wanted to check on you, and you looked like you might be cold, so I got—”

“It’s alright.” She hated when he’d dig for excuses and start rambling like that. “I’m fine, and I know you wouldn’t try anything.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re fine.” He took a step back. “I’ll head out, then.”

Lexi reached out, not caring as the blanket and towel fell from her breasts. Holding Eddy by a belt loop with one finger, she asked, “Will you hold up for one goddamn minute?”

Eddy’s focus stayed above her shoulders as he turned around, somehow. “I don’t want you thinking I’m out for anything, that’s all.”

“If you were, you’d be looking down another foot. Sit the fuck down.” She jerked at the loop, forcing his ass onto the edge of the bed. “Now start talking.”

“About what?”

“Anything! You’ve been weird ever since we got to the ramp.”

Eddy lied back as Lexi covered herself back up. He sighed and scrunched his lips for a moment. Finally, he broke the silence. “If you’re not changing back, and you really are a different person now…”

“You can’t figure out how to process it, can you?” Lexi crawled up to her knees, sitting next to Eddy’s chest. “I bet you thought I’d turn back into Jack, any day now.”

“Hell, who knew this could happen? It’s like I’m living in the strangest possible timeline for my life.”

Between this, having a reality TV star as President, and people smoking bubblegum flavored, electronic cigarettes? He’s right, the world’s a goofy fucking place. “I get it.”

“But I don’t think you get why it bothers me. My best friend’s gone forever, by his choice.”

“You miss how shitty I used to be?” Lexi bent down, her face right above Eddy’s. “Because I don’t. I’m glad I finally realized who I was, and had a chance to change it.”

Eddy closed his eyes, like he didn’t want that direct of a conversation. “It was your choice, so I’ve gotta be happy for you either way.”

Happy either way? “Would you have picked differently, if I’d have let you make the decision?”

“I don’t know.”

“Let me tell you exactly what you’d do.” Lexi climbed over his body, straddling his waist with her legs while keeping covered up. “You’d have waffled on it until the very end, asking what I want. And then, you’d pick whatever was most comfortable for you.”

“I guess I gave that away when I dove for the antidote after you smashed it.”

“Yeah, you did.” Lexi inched back, seeing if Eddy would react to it. “But instead, you left the choice entirely in my court.”

He finally put his hands on her thighs, trying to grip so she’d stop scooting toward his hips. “What else was I supposed to do?”

“It’s exactly what you should have done. I don’t know why you’re still beating the hell out of yourself over it.”

Eddy let out a giant huff of air and pulled himself up on his elbows. “So what should I do now?”

“That is entirely up to you.” Lexi started sliding back again, now that Eddy’s hands were off of her legs. When she got back far enough to feel it, she grinned and said, “You’re hard as a fucking rock right now.”

“And you wouldn’t be?” His cheeks flushed red as Lexi’s truck. “Unlike your old self, I never really got to do anything like this.”

Driving the knife in a little deeper, Lexi asked, “Do anything,” she ground her hips against his, “like what?”

“You know what I mean.”

God, he’s so damn awkward. Lexi swished her hair out of her face with a jerk of her neck. She tried reading his face, figuring Eddy was set for a case of blue balls that’d make taking it slow over speed bumps feel like a matter of life and death.

Eddy didn’t say a word as Lexi slid even further back. The size of the bulge rose her eyebrows. Given his bruiser of a frame, it was no shocker that he was hung like a bull elephant.

Her ass on his knees, Lexi dropped her feet to the floor. Her legs spread and went straight as she bent at the hips. As soon as she had her hands on the zipper of the jeans he’d changed into, she expected him to stop her.

But he didn’t. Lexi took a quick look at his face again. With his eyes slammed shut, Eddy was letting her direct the show.

“You know, it works out a lot better if you act like you’re excited.” As Jack, she’d never looked nervous when a girl had gotten this far. “You’re kinda killing the mood.”

“Can you blame me? I’m twenty-eight, and I’m just now getting this far with a girl.”

A girl. He finally sees me this way. Lexi popped the button and ripped the zipper down as she smiled at him.

Expecting some kind of cartoony pattern on his boxers, Lexi was pleasantly surprised at the solid black boxer briefs. Digging for the access hole, Lexi gave up in short order. Instead, she jerked both layers down his thighs until they were at his ankles.

As Eddy kicked the shoes and pants away, Lexi finally got a full view of the thing. Almost as big as Tex, but just enough less that it wasn’t frightening. “You know, you could have just mentioned your size to every woman you’ve met.”

Eddy looked back at her like she’d just swore up and down that the noon sky had always been orange. “So is that how you did it? Being a creep like that?”

“Not every time, but it works on certain women. Probably not your type, though.” Lexi bent it down with a fingertip, giggling as it shot back as soon as she released it. “And don’t ask if I’m your type. It’s a little late for that.”

Rolling his eyes, Eddy leaned the rest of the way back and put his hands behind his head. Lexi knew they wouldn’t stay there for long. She’d been on the receiving end enough times to know exactly what would blow his mind.

Untucking the excess towel that kept the whole thing in place, she let it drop to the floor. Easing onto her knees, Lexi scooted herself forward between his thighs. That straight, male aversion to anything phallic had been stripped away, finally.

Cradling the shaft between her breasts, Lexi squeezed them together and bounced just enough to make him feel it. It felt hot, solid, and ready against her plush mounds.

Eddy’s neck tensed up as she kept his cock between her tits. It drew even tighter as her lips met with the tip. Just the end of her tongue barely tapping at it threatened to blow his mind like an M-80.

Her chin tucked against her chest, Lexi eased down for the first quarter of his length. Eddy’s cock and her own breasts smothering her face, she let her tits go. One hand went for the base of his shaft, the other right for his sack.

Easing down the rest of the way, Lexi’s lips met her hand as she reached the limit of how much of him she could take. And just as she figured, Eddy’s hands wrapped around the sides of her head. There was just something about getting good head that kept every man from keeping his hands away.

Rising back up, Lexi made sure her tongue pressed hard against the bottom. Fingers tangled in her hair as she backed her face away, giving her wrist a twisting motion as her hand took over. “I know you liked that, but there’s so much more we can do.”

Letting go of his sack, Lexi felt between her legs. Even before she made sure, Lexi knew she was beyond ready. Her cunt ached for more as her fingertip slid out of herself.

Crawling back onto the bed, and Eddy’s body, Lexi pinned his cock flat against his stomach with her cunt. “You’re getting everything so fast, because you look like you’re about to blow already.”

She planted her hands on his chest, noticing how his chest was harder than she’d have figured. He wasn’t chunky, or even pudgy, but Eddy had always carried himself like he weighed a hundred pounds more than he actually did. As she pulled his t-shirt up and felt again, she knew fixing his posture would make him a new man.

“Eddy, you look a lot better than you give yourself credit for.” She eased forward and then back again, watching his breathing match the timing of her dry hump. “After we get off work tomorrow, I’m taking you shopping.”

A haircut, a little pride in himself, and clothes that aren’t a size too big and fit for laundry day. She knew she could get his exterior to match how good he was on the inside. But for now, it was enough just to get that shirt off of him like everything else.

“Now,” she pulled his hand back onto her thighs, “if there’s anything you want me to keep doing, just let me know with your hands.” Lexi figured he’d get the gist of it, since it was the most natural act a person can pick up on their own.

She slid forward one more time, just a little further than before. The slick head of his dick popped right in. Lexi gave him a moment to say goodbye to that monkey Eddy had carried on his back for far too many years: Virginity.

With the tip just inside, Lexi eased herself back. Grinding against her g-spot, it slid further inside her until she had it upright again. Letting out a breath she didn’t even realize she was holding, Lexi took in the last bit of him.

“See?” Lexi started bobbing herself front to back, “It’s pretty nice, isn’t it?”

His lips parted in a grin she never remembered seeing on his face before. As he started to talk, Lexi put one finger over his mouth.

“You’ll get your chance later.” She amped up the motion of her waist and hips as she leaned forward. “Shut up and enjoy the ride.”

Eddy was in no position to argue, and she knew that he knew it. Turning her wrists toward themselves, Lexi put more weight on his chest and ground herself hard and fast. A pink heat spread across her face, down to her breasts, and finally, between her legs.

Rearing back, Lexi shot one hand down below. Am I about to come, already? The shock of her fingertips against her clit was answer enough.

Her head rocked forward as she heaved her breasts up with the other arm. She opened her eyes long enough to notice Eddy watching her, spellbound by what he was seeing and feeling for the first time. His eyes held her hostage in that borderland between the fun part of fucking, and desperation for an orgasm.

Lexi’s teeth almost chattered as she asked, “Do you want to see me come?”

Eddy’s hands pushed against her thighs, urging to her to go at it even harder. 

Something was off. Lexi knew she had no business getting anywhere near a climax so soon. But as fast as she realized it, the hard work she was putting into her clit had become too intense to keep up. Her entire body rocked forward.

“Oh my fucking GOD!” Lexi buried her face in his neck, holding on for dear life as her walls seized against his cock. She tried to get more words out, unsure of even how to form them. It all came out in a wailing moan that would seduce, rather than wake, the dead out of the ground.

As complete thoughts started breaking through the haze, Lexi realized she was covered in goosebumps, riding out the tail end of a climax that shouldn’t have happened. And for Eddy to have a girl come on his dick in under a minute on his first time? It had to be some kind of state record, if not a world record.

Lexi pushed herself off of him and rolled onto her back. The exit of his shaft was like getting tazed, ripping all sense out of her limbs. As she tried catching her breath, Eddy was already sitting up next to her.

He reached down to clear a lock of damp hair from her face. “You don’t have to fake it just for me.”

She shook her head, lips still trembling. “That,” Lexi felt like a puddle of a woman, “wasn’t supposed to happen so fast.” The heat radiating from her skin warmed the air around her as she panted.

“You’re that over the top, huh?” Eddy’s body draped over her own. “I didn’t know you could flex down there.”

“That’s because I came, for real, but I don’t know how it snuck up on me like that.”

Eddy had his tip primed and knocking for reentry. With her permission thrown right in his face, Lexi knew he’d finally stop being so damn courteous, almost. “If it’s too much, just tell me to stop.”

Lexi clapped both hands against his ass and pulled him into her. Her head jerked back and her mouth opened. She fought to keep her senses about long enough to whisper, “I want it again.”

The buzzing mess of hormones and static began clouding the edges of her mind, blurring her vision into a tunnel. For whatever reason, sex had just gone from an outright blast, to something Lexi would have to invent words and even new emotions to describe.

“That’s it, harder!” Her legs clamped around his thighs, gradually moving over her own hands, ending up on the small of his back. “Fuck, it feels too good!”

A hot point emerged in her hips, creeping and spreading up her stomach. Her solar plexus burned as Eddy delivered a brutal thrust. Both legs contracted, hard. She was locked onto his body hard enough, a pry bar between them would snap in half.

The unfathomable release washed over her. Every cell in her body felt like they could sing, if they weren’t so busy making her quiver and shake. A fragment of a thought managed to break through. Again, not finished.

It stayed in the center of her mind, haunting like a spirit as the the rest of the world came back into focus. Lexi knew her body was trying its damnedest to get Eddy off, whether she wanted it to throw so much at doing so or not.

The second dose of Feminol. It had done more than just make her a woman, and an irresistible one at that. The second exposure had taken her beyond bimbo, into the realm of something new.

And it wasn’t just her body that couldn’t wait for him to finish. Drawing it out as long as possible was certainly a want in her mind, but Lexi knew that she needed him to climax. Something more primal and basic than instinct told her, “He’s the one.”

Completely foreign and never a compulsion she’d had, either as herself or Jack, Lexi felt required to let Eddy claim her for himself. The realization made her eyes blur with tears, during the few seconds she could keep them open. The relentless assault from a horse of a man letting out years of sexual frustration forced her hands off of his shoulders.

Her face drew up like she was in agony as Lexi balled the sheets in her clenched hands. Her limbs tightened up until she felt like they might snap. I’ve gotta fucking come!

Eddy wasn’t letting it happen, slamming away as the steam of his breath condensed on Lexi’s neck. His fingers gripped against Lexi’s shoulders from beneath her. He had all the leverage in the world, and plenty of strength to exploit it, even as her body tried its damnedest to hold him still.

Her mind was shot, but the body knows what it wants. After the fact, she wouldn’t recall begging, “Please fucking come inside me, now!” The scratch in her throat from the screaming and pleading didn’t even register, in the face of everything else she was experiencing.

With her world gone mad, only the feeling of every inch of Eddy filling her remained, and it was still too much to handle. Heat, tension, and raw desire for one thing filled every last ounce of her tight body. Lexi’s jaw clenched as she fell into seething between her teeth, nodding her head and looking up at Eddy without knowing she was doing it.

Lexi’s sense of herself and of the rest of her body flooded back at once. Fierce breaths filled her lungs, despite the weight of Eddy collapsing onto her breasts. Her arms and legs tensed, almost painfully so, drawing him even tighter into herself.

A visceral feeling feeling flooded into her like the dam holding it back had just burst. The titanic wave of climax merged with the dreamlike feeling of euphoria. Like hormonal heaven, Lexi’s body rewarded her with an overdose of every pleasure-compound her brain could take.




“Hey, you alright?”

Lexi felt like she’d been ridden a hundred hard miles and then hung up wet. Muscles stung with the slightest movement. Even breathing took work.

Her head and shoulders bobbed as she felt hands shake her. “Yo, Lexi, wake up!”

Opening her eyes, she saw the relief in Eddy’s face. The total exhaustion wound down quickly, making it tolerable within seconds. “Did I pass out?”

“Yeah, for like ten seconds after I pulled out.”

A cold chill went down her spine, but it didn’t erase the warmth down below. “Don’t tell me you did…”

“You were fucking begging me to.” Eddy looked away. “I couldn’t stop myself.”

“I can’t believe you fucking pulled out!” It felt like a slap in the face. “Good god, Eddy!”

He looked back at Lexi, his head cocked like a Labrador. “I didn’t. I figured you’d be mad I came inside you, once you got your brains back.”

Upon hearing what he’d done, Lexi couldn’t hold back the light orgasm that welled up out of nowhere. Her knees knocked together and her torso shook. But the smile on her face was from pure intention.

“Now, I know that’s not normal.”

The tail-end echoed through her body. Lexi was blushing all over, but definitely not from shame. “It feels like I just got what I’ve been missing my entire life, but I never knew I needed it.”

“That was my first time. I couldn’t have been anywhere near as good as you’re making me out to be.”

The sex itself was standard, and over far sooner than she’d planned, but that wasn’t the point. “Eddy, it’s not the sex that drove me mad.” She propped herself up on her elbows and spread her legs wide. “It’s—”

A more violent climax took hold. Every muscle screamed with fatigue, but every nerve begged for more. And the warm fuzzy feeling that was comfort incarnate? It wasn’t in her stomach. It was a bit lower.

“You mean my cum did this to you?” Lexi barely made out the words, almost frothing at the mouth by that point. “God, I’ll help you clean up.”

But I want more of it. As Eddy left the room, Lexi scooted to the headboard and wrapped her arms around her knees as she sat up. You can’t take back what you just gifted to me.

So like a dragon with its hoard of treasure, Lexi always wanted more, and guarded what she had with a vicious tenacity. Eddy became generous with it over time, and Lexi would gradually gain control over her libido again. But the hair trigger that only Eddy could provide, would never lose the power it had when it would come in contact with her body.




Lexi grinned in the vanity’s mirror. What she’d just done would settle the score for good, even after Neil’s payoff to every victim of Feminol, assured that none of them would have to work again. Not that Lexi considered herself a victim by any stretch. She was simply the recipient of great benefits, from the shitty actions of another person.

Andrea, now Jeff Donovan again, had trusted the third Feminol sample to Lexi. She had matched it with an equal amount of the antidote. “After we bleed what we can out of him, I think you know what to do with them,” was all the instructions she had to give Lexi.

Still knowing how to sneak into Neil and Trixie’s home, one jar went in his bourbon, and the other in her vermouth. Each liquor would mask the flavor of it’s respective addition, almost perfectly. Being ingested directly, heavy drinkers like those two would get the kind of dose that couldn’t be reversed.

Lexi remembered the pair of latex gloves she’d crammed in the back pocket of her ass-hugging skinny jeans. Of course, even a blonde like her knew better than to leave prints. Tossing them into the waste bin, she remembered the real reason she had come to the bathroom.

The weird combination of nausea and happiness out of nowhere had only started days before. It hadn’t affected her ability to climax, but something was telling her to make Eddy slow it down. A woman’s intuition still alien as translating Japanese to Latin, Lexi figured it was just a thing her now-permanent body just did. Either that, or convincing Eddy to move in with her had just kept her body at maximum readiness all the time.

Holding the plastic casing up to eye level, she had to do a double-take. She’d bought the test, partly on a whim, but mostly out of paranoia over a long-shot she couldn’t shake. Feminol wasn’t supposed to grant fertility after a gender swap, but nobody else had volunteered for a second dose. But as clear as the Feminol itself, the result couldn’t be denied.

Oh my god. Her entire body felt like it was about to erupt in a bloom of flowers, kittens, and sunshine. I’m fucking pregnant.
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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.”

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD



OEBPS/Images/calibre_cover.jpg
THE COMPLETEFSERIES

JEN EASTWOOD





