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Day One: Conception

I still remember when I first heard about The Procedure.

They were discussing it on some talk show or other, one of the ones I used to stick on in the background while I was cooking for me and Jo. Jimmy Kimmel or James Corden. I wasn’t really listening – too busy trying to make sure the onions caramelized instead of burning – but I remember someone laughing and saying what man would want to go through that?

‘That’, of course, was The Procedure. The new initiative brought in by the government to combat (their words) “sexism in society.”

I’d heard it being tossed around on talk radio, or alluded to in conversations, but I’d never bothered to find out what it actually was.

See, I’m a work-from-home guy. A househusband, if you like. While Jo is out at her high-powered corporate job, I stay at home and keep things shipshape. My guy friends, Frank and Hal, laugh at me, but it’s really not so bad. I kinda like being the wife.

At least, I did.

Back when it was still a metaphor.

The downside is that I don’t get those watercooler moments to find out what’s going on in the world. So when Jimmy or James (or was it John Oliver?) started riffing, I kept a half-ear open, letting it sink in while I stirred the sauce.

And that was how I found out about it. About the new clinics that were opening across the country. The ones that could take a man and turn him into a girl. And not just any girl.

A pregnant girl.

As the studio audience laughed or cheered or whistled, a scientist tried to explain why this was gonna help us all. She talked a good game, but her points about equality or whatever were lost beneath the steady barrage of Jimmy/James/John’s jokes. At last, I mentally switched off, letting the words become background noise.

The host is right, I thought, what sort of man would want to go through that?

Little did I realize that the answer would be ‘me’.

*

I know what you’re thinking.

You’re thinking this is one of those stories where a powerful woman – my wife – forces a weak male to become something he doesn’t want to be. You’re thinking Jo got fed up with me and used The Procedure to turn me into a girl.

All the ingredients are there. The high-powered, beautiful wife (yeah, I have to say that, but trust me. If you saw Jo, with her flowing dark hair, slender legs and mischievous eyes, you’d find her beautiful, too). The stay-at-home husband.

But it wasn’t like that at all.

Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t a sissy. I didn’t want to wind up like this. I didn’t want to have boobies and this round baby face and this long blonde hair that’s always getting in the way.

But sometimes, we do crazy things in pursuit of our dreams.

And, ever since I was a kid, my dream had always been to have children.

You probably know a guy like me. Some men just fixate on being a dad. Of being able to toss a ball around in the yard with a little version of them. Of going to recitals and school nights and all the crazy, maddening shit that goes with it.

Well, that was me. From as far back as I can remember, I wanted to have kids more than anything else in the world.

I’d been upfront with Jo about this. And she’d agreed. She wanted kids, too. One day.

It was that one day part that was the real problem.

By the time we hit 35, we were having arguments like you wouldn’t believe. Corporate law is one hell of a competitive job. And Jo just straight-up swore she couldn’t take the time off.

“You don’t have to!” I said one evening, exasperated, “I’ll stay at home and do all the yucky diaper stuff. Seriously, I’ll even put it in writing. You can draw up a contract and shove it in my face every time he wakes up screaming in the night.”

It was late. We’d had some wine with dinner and, as usual, it made us both a little edgy.

“I’ll still have to take some time off,” Jo sighed. “She’s gonna need feeding and I’m gonna be the one hauling around two easy-access udders.”

She hoisted up her breasts for emphasis. 

“’Sides, have you got any idea how fucking difficult work is gonna be while I’m hauling around all that extra weight? Those pregnant women who run marathons and all that shit get in the news for a reason. It’s. Fucking. Hard.”

“Take a sabbatical, then,” I remember pleading, “just six months. They can’t possibly penalize you for…”

“They can do whatever they like,” Jo said. “I’m a lawyer, remember? Legally, they can screw expectant mothers if they want to. And that bastard Harper has been looking to undermine me for years.”

She sighed, then turned one of those sweet smiles of hers on me, the ones she gives me when she knows she’s being difficult.

“Ten years, OK? I won’t put it off forever, I promise. But you… we just need to wait.”

“Till what?”

“Till I’m more secure. Till that prick Harper has been hit by a bus.” She waved one hand. “Till it’s cool.”

“Couldn’t we at least talk about adoption…?”

“I told you, Evan, I’m just not comfortable having another couple’s kid in our house. Even if they do need help.”

At the look on my face, she smiled again, then got slowly to her feet. She came across the room, wrapped her arms round my waist and looked up at me with those dark eyes of hers.

“We’ll get there. I’m not just being a bitch for the sake of it. But give me time, yeah?”

She gently bit her lower lip.

“In the meantime, how about I take you upstairs and thank you properly for that awesome dinner?”

I couldn’t help it. I smiled back.

“It was pretty awesome, wasn’t it?”

Jo arched an eyebrow.

“Don’t get cocky,” but she was still smiling, “or I might change my mind.”

So we went upstairs and fucked, and Jo looked spectacular, like she always did. And she took the lead, like she always did.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about our conversation. About what I’d heard on that talk show.

Later, lying in the darkness of our room, I came to a decision. With a feeling like a man about to willingly step off a cliff, I gently raised my head.

“Honey,” I whispered. “You awake?”

“What?” Jo’s voice was crabby with lack of sleep.

“It’s just…” I swallowed. “I think there is a way we could have kids now. Like, this year.”

I hesitated, unsure if I should even say it.

“And you wouldn’t even have to get pregnant…”

*

So that’s how it happened. That’s how I came to be floating in darkness of the tank in the clinic, feeling tiny little pinpricks tingling across my skin as my body changed around me.

Despite what you may have heard, there wasn’t any pain. No drugging, nothing. Just soft blackness that I stared into – eternal, infinite – while I waited. Waited to be reborn. Waited to see what I had become.

Jo was waiting for me in the lobby. The night before, we’d fucked furiously, knowing it was our last chance for 9 whole months. The last chance I’d get to penetrate Jo with my dick, the last chance she’d get to run her hands across my flat, hairy chest while she whimpered.

Afterwards, we’d laid in the darkness of our room, Jo’s hands exploring my male body for the last time, me trying not to think what it’d be like when it was gone.

It seemed impossible. The idea that these muscular, hairy legs would change into two smooth, slender things. That my balls and fat dick would vanish. That my broad shoulders, my beard, my masculine face would all disappear.

I remember wondering if I’d still need glasses. If I’d still have the mole on my inside thigh, the one only I and Jo had ever seen. The government doctors said you simply became a female you, but I wasn’t sure if I believed them.

When we’d had our last kiss at the clinic, it had been like I was going off to war. The idea that we’d not see my face again for 9 whole months was crazy.

But, like a soldier being called up, I had to go. There was something much bigger than me at stake here. My family’s future.

Or, more precisely, my future family’s future.

As I was lying in the dark, thinking these thoughts, there was a sudden beep. A low light came on. Liquid began to drain from the tank.

“Mr. Cooper?” The nurse’s voice was muffled. “You’re almost done now. We’ll have you out as soon as we can get a mirror sorted.”

Why a mirror? I nearly said out loud, but something held me back. A fear of hearing my voice. A fear of hearing how it had changed.

But it was like the nurse had read my mind. I heard a sort of smile come into her voice, a hint of amusement that made it all seem so much more real.

“It’s time to meet the new you,” she said.

*

The girl’s expression was stunned. Maybe even scared. She looked intently at me with wide, innocent blue eyes that peered out from beneath blonde bangs. Her face was round, babyish, her cheeks soft, her lips plump, her nose a cute little button.

“Well?”

She was young, maybe a decade younger than I was. Early-to-mid-twenties. Her hair was shoulder length, vibrantly blonde. But my eyes were too busy tracing the rest of her figure to linger on her face for long.

The girl was completely, utterly naked.

“Mr. Cooper?”

My heart fluttering in my chest, I looked down at her young body, with its taut, springy flesh and youthful glow. At her narrow shoulders and slender arms. At her tight waist. At her wide hips and heavy, natural breasts, perfect for child bearing.

“Sir, we really need you to…”

“What?” I said at last, not taking my eyes off the girl before me. The girl who kept her eyes fixed on me. The young, naked and weirdly sexy girl who moved her lips in time with mine.

The nurse held out a clipboard.

“We need you to sign this, sir.”

She suddenly hesitated.

“Well. I guess I should say… we need you to sign this ma’am.”

A little whimper escaped my throat, soft and high-pitched. For a moment, the girl’s expression flickered with something like horror.

It’s too soon, I thought, not yet, I’m not ready…

But, at the same time the nurse was right.

Gently, I raised up one small, dainty hand, placed it flat against the glass. Watched as the young blonde girl did likewise, touching my soft palm with her cold, mirror one.

There was no doubt about it. I was her. She was my reflection.

This innocent, naked young girl stood before me was me.

“Let me take a look at that.” Jo stood up from her seat, took the clipboard from the nurse. With a start, I realized that in my new body I was at least six inches smaller than her.

“We’re not going to sign anything without looking over the small print first.”

“It’s nothing,” the nurse said, “just legal stuff. Officially changing his – I mean, her gender.”

The conversation seemed to be coming from far away. Despite the evidence before my eyes, I couldn’t believe that those female pronouns were referring to me.

“They – the government, officially change her name too, stuff like that.”

“What?!” I suddenly yelped. “My name? Into what?!”

The voice that came out was high-pitched, almost squeaky. It was young, too, younger and dumber than either of the two 30-something women in the room with me. I automatically grabbed a hand round my throat. In the corner of my vision, I saw the nurse give Jo a small smile.

My voice… Oh, God, what’s happened to my voice…?

Jo was still in corporate lawyer mode, flipping through the sheaf of pages she’d been handed. Like maybe thinking about law could save her from thinking about the utterly insane fact that her 35-year old husband was now a 22-year old girl.

“It automatically changes back, right? After the pregnancy. You’ll put her back to the same age and everything.”

Suddenly Jo frowned at my naked new form. It was the sort of examining look a prosecutor gives a stranger in court, and I found myself feeling weirdly guilty.

“Why is she so young? Everyone’s going to start calling me a cradle snatcher.”

The nurse gave a reassuring smile.

“It’s just biology. Babies are healthier coming from younger mothers, so we reduce our clients’ ages a bit to help with the pregnancy. And she has the right to change back afterward, once breastfeeding’s done.”

Once breastfeeding is done? I gave a little whimper and looked down at my curvy young girl-body. How long does that take?

I suddenly began to wish I’d read up more on the practicalities of having kids.

Am I gonna be in this body nine months, a year? Two years? Oh God, they can’t expect me to breastfeed a two year old, can they?

“Speaking of pregnancy…” at last the nurse turned to me, a smile on her face. “We just heard back from the lab. Your sperm sample mixed well with Mrs. Cooper’s implanted egg. So, I guess all I need to say is…”

She beamed at me, a warm look, like I was magic or something.

“Congratulations, Eve.” She breathed, using my new name. “You’re going to be a mother.”

I wordlessly looked down at my soft girl-belly. My long blonde hair fell past my eyes. Unconsciously, I hooked a strand over one tiny ear, then laid my palm flat against my stomach.

“I-I’m pregnant?” I whispered in my soft, alien voice.

In the corner of my eye, I saw the nurse nod.

“Yep. First time. Sometimes it takes a week or two for your new body accept it, but yours took the fertilized egg right away.”

She gently shook her head.

“It’s almost like you were destined to get pregnant, y’know?”

At her words, I suddenly felt something welling up in me. A rush of emotion that was overpowering, that reared up in me, bigger and stronger than anything I’d ever felt while a man.

“I-I think I’m gonna…” I just had time to squeak out. And then it was too late.

Completely naked, trapped in a girl’s body, with my wife and some stranger watching, I placed my soft face in my dainty hands, and began to cry.


First Trimester

I was still half-asleep when the first wave of nausea hit.

It rose up suddenly, like it was appearing out of nowhere. One moment, I was lying in bed, trying desperately to ignore the long blonde hair trailing across my face, the feel of my heavy breasts resting against one another, trying to pretend I was still a man; the next, I was on my feet, racing for the bathroom like my pert new ass was on fire.

“OhmiGod, I’m gonna-!”

I got there just in time. I reached the bathroom, the nausea hit a crescendo, then I was leaning over the toilet, quietly gagging in that dainty way of mine, my eyes screwed shut, wishing I was dead.

As I knelt there in the gloom of morning, I heard a creak of bedsprings. Footsteps. Then strong, gentle hands, pulling my hair back, keeping it from dangling too close to my pouty red lips.

“Shhh… It’s OK, sweetie, it’s OK,” Jo whispered in my ear, her voice still wrapped in sleep. “I’m here for you, Eve.”

The sound of my wife, holding my hair and telling me everything was gonna be alright just served to make me feel even more miserable.

“Don’t call me that,” I squeaked out between little gags.

“What, sweetie?”

I shook my head, unable to talk as another wave of nausea rose up.

“Eve?”

I nodded. Jo sighed.

“Come on, baby, we’ve been over this.” She plucked a piece of paper off the toilet roll and handed it to me. “Legally, you’re a girl now. And the agreement states everyone in your life has to treat you like one.”

“Including me.”

The sickness had passed. I spat into the bowl one last time, then leaned back on my haunches.

I felt weak, and shivery and pale, like I’d caught some mild flu. The tiled floor was cold beneath my skin; I was dressed only in a tight white tank top that barely stretched across my big boobs and a pair of lacy panties, and the chill cut clear through me. 

“Don’t I know it,” I muttered, dabbing at my lips with the tissue.

The last few weeks since returning from the clinic had been some of the strangest of my life.

Naïve as I was, I’d expected them to just put me in the body of a pregnant woman. I’d been mentally prepared (or so I told myself) for stretch marks, for a swollen belly, for leaky tits, for feeling like I was carrying a bowling ball around in my stomach.

What I hadn’t been prepared for was them putting me in the body of a woman who wasn’t visibly pregnant. That day in the tank had been the day I first conceived.

That meant I’d spent the last 11 weeks looking to the rest of the world like the sort of pretty young blonde guys go nuts over.

You can probably imagine how that went.

In less than three months, it had been forcibly imprinted on me just what total jerks men can sometimes be.

Like, I’d sometimes pass a man in the street, then get this weird, prickly feeling on the nape of my neck, and turn round to see him watching me walk with a lecherous grin on his face.

Or I might be at the store and joking with the teenage boy working the till, only to realize with a sudden pink flush of embarrassment, that he was flirting with me.

And the weirdest thing would be that, for him, it wasn’t even weird. In my new body, I was 22. For the 18-year old kid trying to make me laugh, that meant I was easily within his sights.

Even when I saw Frank and Hal, the guy pals I told you about earlier, it was somehow wrong. The guys always used to rag me about being Jo’s wife, but now I literally was her wife they didn’t even mention it. They just kinda took turns trying to make me laugh and talking to me in this weird-ass, almost paternalistic way. Like I was incapable of knowing half the shit they did.

Like I was a dumb blonde who needed things explained to her all the time.

At first, I’d call them out on it, and they’d give a sort of embarrassed laugh. But, as time wore on, they stopped laughing.

By about the 3rd week, I’d stopped pointing out their mansplaining.

By the end of the first month, it was like we’d all slipped into these strange new roles.

Frank and Hal would talk down at me, and I’d politely listen to them, like I was this young girl in awe of these two handsome older men.

Little did I know it’d soon get even worse.

Last time we all met up at Frank’s BBQ, on about my 7th week as a girl, it was like I’d never even been male. Frank was half-cut, and spent the whole time making creepy dad-like jokes with me, like some sleazy guys do when they meet a girl 15 years younger than them. Hal was even worse. We barely spoke, but every time his wife Annie turned away, I’d see him sneaking glances at my boobs, this faint sort of smirk on his features.

At one point, after I went to the house to grab a cold Coke, bitching all the time that I wasn’t allowed a beer, I felt a presence behind me, and then suddenly Hal was wrapping his arm around my waist and trying to kiss the nape of my neck.

“Hal! What the fuck?!”

I pulled away, span to face him, my big new boobs rising in the bottom of my vision with every frightened breath I took.

“Why did you…?”

“C’mon, Evan.” He had this slightly-vacant look on his face, the look of a guy four sheets to the wind. “We both know we want it.”

“Hal…”

I tried to keep my voice firm, but honestly? I was fucking scared. In my new body, I was almost a foot smaller than Hal. He was stronger than me. Bigger. Faster.

And, worst of all, I knew that I couldn’t overexert myself. Not in my condition.

Not unless I wanted to lose my beautiful unborn baby.

“Hal, I’m going to go back out and forget this ever happened. And I think it’s probably best if you also…”

But it was no use. My “friend” was gone. Drunk.

“Don’t be a dick, Evan,” he complained. “If I was the one who’d been turned into a hot-ass girl…”

“You’d what?”

“I’d… y’know.” He suddenly gave me a shy, embarrassed grin. “Let you touch them.”

Then before I could even process what he was saying, Hal darted his hands out and gave my boobs a gentle squeeze.

“Oh dude… they’re so fucking big.” Hal giggled nervously, I was too shocked to even move. “Just like your aunt Jemma’s…”

It was awful. We stood there, frozen like that, for an endless moment; me with a look of terror on my pretty new face, as Hal grabbed and squeezed at these-these things protruding from my chest.

Looking back now, I wonder why I didn’t scream. Why I didn’t hit him or try and push him off. But I think the truth is that my girl-body was still so… so new that I didn’t feel like I could treat it like my property.

Every time I showered, I felt embarrassed, like I was rubbing my soapy hands over a stranger’s naked body and might be discovered at any moment. And I guess that’s what I was thinking when Hal touched me. That these big boobs weren’t mine. That I had no right to tell him to stop.

That, as a beautiful young girl, it wasn’t my place to talk back to older, horny guys.

“Christ, Evan,” Hal whispered, gently kissing my neck as I stood there in silent misery. “You’re so fucking hot…”

And then, the worst part of all.

“I always used to wish you’d been born a girl…”

At that point Annie came looking for us, Hal quickly let go of my tits and made a big noise about looking for a beer, and I ran back out into the yard, as far away from Hal as I could possibly get.

After that… well. I just kinda stopped seeing them. Cut off my supposed “friends” and took to hanging around the house, sometimes with Jo, more often on my own.

By the time we got to the end of my first trimester, I was feeling angrier and lonelier than I could ever remember feeling before.

“This sucks,” I groaned now, pulling my weak girl-body to its feet. I went over to the sink, grabbed my new pink toothbrush, started scrubbing the taste of vomit away.

Jo plonked down on the bathtub beside me, her blue dressing gown wrapped tight.

“It’s just morning sickness, babe.” At some point, she’d started using feminine pet names for me. “Most women get it, when they’re…”

“It’s not just mornings though, is it?” I snapped, my high-pitched, youthful voice sounding almost like that of a stroppy teenager. “I spend half the fucking day with my face in the toilet.”

Without turning my pretty little head, I could see Jo give me a helpless little shrug.

“That’s what pregnancy is, Evie. You puke, you feel fat, your boobs hurt, and then you have to pop a kid out your puss.”

She leaned back.

“It’s not meant to be fun.”

I gave a hollow laugh.

“How would you know?” I turned to my wife. “You don’t have a clue. I’m the one who’s pregnant, here, remember?”

“By your own choice.”

“That’s not the point.” I pouted. Ever since getting a gigantic estrogen injection from my new body, I’d found myself getting crabbier than I ever had as a man.

Is it the pregnancy? I remember wondering the first time I nearly bit Jo’s head off over something trivial, or being a woman, or just what it’s like being me being a woman?

“So what is the point?”

“The point is my wife should be… I dunno!” I crossed my arms over my big boobs, the ones that had made Hal act like such a sleazy jerk. “Giving me more support.”

Jo smiled slyly. Sat down, she was still at eye level with me, even though I was standing up. We’d measured my new body out of interest not long after The Procedure, and I’d been shocked to discover I’d gone from 6ft1 to slightly under 5ft3.

“I’m not the only wife here, am I?” She said. “Last time I checked, you were a wife too.”

I pulled a face at her.

“Don’t call me that!”

“Why not? That’s what you are. Wifey.”

She giggled suddenly.

“You’re doing your bitch face again,” she laughed, her eyes alive with mischief.

I glanced in the mirror. Eve looked back at me, her soft, pretty face all screwed up, her bottom lip slightly stuck out, her innocent eyes all clouded and stroppy.

Bitch-face was exactly the right name for it.

“You try being pregnant,” I muttered, looking back at my feet. “Then maybe you’d be acting like a bitch, too.”

“I’m sure I would.” Jo giggled.

She reached out, hooked one finger under my chin, made me look up at her. Our faces were only inches apart.

“But I’m glad I’m not. Know why?”

“Why?”

Jo lowered her eyelids, looked at my lips, a dreamy smile on her perfect features.

“Coz then I wouldn’t get to kiss that beautiful bitch face of yours.”

Then she leaned forward, I felt my pretty little head automatically tilt back, and then we were kissing.

It was a soft kiss, slow and sensual. My wife’s tongue swirled around the inside of my mouth, tickling the insides of my cheeks. She ran one hand gently through my hair, slipped another round my narrow waist, pulling me closer to her.

One of the big surprises of my transformation had been discovering that Jo had a secret lesbian side. We’d talked before about how we’d still kiss and cuddle and have sex and stuff after The Procedure, but I’d assumed Jo had agreed to it out of a sense of duty; because she’d known it would be me in there.

But there’d been no sense of going through the motions at all. Jo had happily taken the male-role in our encounters, initiating kisses, wrapping me in her arms, pulling me closer. It was almost like she saw my pretty new body as a… a bonus.

Much as I hated to admit it, she was right.

I really was the wife now.  

We kissed for what felt like forever, until Jo finally pulled back, a smile on her lips. She rested her forehead against mine, so our two noses were touching.

“Feeling better, Miss Bitch-face?” She whispered.

I gently nodded.

Already, all the tiny, weird signs of feminine arousal were spreading across my female body, making me feel both horny and uncomfortable, like I was experiencing things no man should ever feel.

I could feel my long, pink nipples hardening, their tips poking out and scratching at the cotton of my white top. Feel the faint dampness in my panties as my new crotch got wet. Feel the warmth as my breasts ever-so gently swelled, my whole body coming alive with sensation.

Jo glanced down at my nipples, at my obvious arousal. A naughty smile flit across her perfect features.

“Good little wife, good little Evie…” She slowly let her hands slip up my pert young body. “I think maybe my darling bitchy wife deserves a treat, something to take her mind off her poor sicky belly…”

Then, suddenly, her fingertips were closing gently round my nipples and I felt myself going dizzy with pleasure.

After a first week where I’d felt uncomfortable even getting undressed around Jo, we’d finally started to have sex again, so by now I was used to the insane pleasure my new body could get from having its boobs touched. Even so, it still came as a shock.

There was just something about the way Jo gently tweaked them, the way she was rubbing the ball of her thumb across their tips, that made me want to faint right into her arms.

“Is that good?” Jo breathed, watching my hardening nipples with a gleam in her eyes. “Is my darling pregnant wife enjoying herself?”

In response, I simply leaned my pretty head back and groaned out loud.

Waves of sleepy pleasure were rolling off my chest, making me feel woozy, my nausea now just a distant memory. At the same time, my brain was spinning with the strangeness of it all.

I was getting felt up, by my wife, as her wife.  

And it was fantastic.

“You’ve got my baby growing in you,” Jo leaned in close, whispering in my ear, her voice alive with humor. “Your belly’s going to get all big and heavy with my daughter, and your boobies are going to get all big and full of milk.”

She suddenly gave one of my nipples a hard little pinch that made me cry out.

“Hey, quit it!” I moaned, pulling back slightly. “That hurt!”

Jo smiled at me innocently.

“What. This?”

Then she pinched both my nipples, sending little bolts of pain shooting through my chest. I started to pull back with a squeal, but before I could fully react, Jo’s grip had loosened and she was playing gently with them again.

The warmth returned. Even as my pussy began to drip, I gave Jo a reproachful look.

“What? You think little Ellie’s gonna care about hurting mommy when she’s hungry?” She giggled again and started tweaking one of my nipples harder. “Suck, suck, suck. That’s what she’s gonna do, isn’t it? She’s going to come out your sweet little hole, and then you’re going to breastfeed her with these gorgeous titties of yours.”

I felt like I was going into a trance. I’d only been a girl for slightly-under 3 months, but already Jo knew how to work my female body like a pro.

With a shudder that could’ve been worry or could’ve been barely-concealed pleasure, I wondered what she’d be like by the time our baby was born.

“We’re not…” A little gasp cut me off for a second. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “I mean, we’re not having a girl.”

My soft voice grew firmer.

“He’s gonna be a little boy, my little boy, and we’re gonna call him Evan Jr.”

Jo gave a tinkling little laugh.

“Aww. Mommy wants a little boy to play with, does she?”

“Yeah.” Jo was working my tits harder now, and my breathing was ragged, like our jokey little argument was adding to my arousal. “He… he’s gonna play baseball, and… oh God… I’ll teach him to catch, and we’ll… oh fuck, Jo… We’ll…”

Then Jo was talking, and my words dried up altogether.

“You want him to take after daddy, huh?” She gave me an evil little grin. “Even though daddy’s gonna have to watch his baby boy doing this?”

In one fluid movement, she yanked up my white top so my heavy boobs dangled free and loose, leaned forward and, ignoring my weak little girl-cries, took one of my nipples in her mouth, biting, sucking, letting her tongue flick over the very tip.

It was unbearable. I couldn’t help it. I cried out, whimpering loudly so the sound bounced off the tiles and echoed round the bathroom.

I reached up and took Jo’s head in my two dainty hands, stroking her hair, holding her against my bosom. Closed my eyes, threw my head back and gasped.

It was wonderful. Impossible. My wife – my wife! – was sucking on my tits, deliberately nibbling around my areola, teasing me, tormenting me, like I was breastfeeding her.

With her free hand, Jo had reached down and started squeezing the mound between my legs, squashing my lacy panties up against my clit. I whimpered, squealed, helpless against this onslaught of pleasure.

Jo gently pulled back from my nipple, started kissing my bare breasts, fondling them with her free hand, her dark hair leaving trails across my cream white flesh.

“Jo…” I whimpered in my girl-voice, “oh God, Jo…”

“Our daughter’s going to suck on these sweet titties of yours,” I heard her breathe between kisses, “and you’re going to hold her and feel the milk flow out of you, and get all mushy with mommy love.”

She giggled, the sound muffled by my flesh, every inch of which was screaming out with desire.

“But first, let’s see where she’s going to come from.”

“Jo!”

But it was too late. Her fingertips still playfully tweaking at one of my nipples, Jo started kissing down, beneath my breasts, across my stomach, down my navel.

She lowered herself until she was kneeling on the cold tiled floor, then she squeezed my pussy and pulled me gently closer.

I looked down at her with woozy eyes, my ripe breasts hanging in the way, almost obscuring my wife from view. On the floor, Jo winked up at me.

“Now, be a good little mommy, and enjoy your treat.”

Then she pulled my panties down, leaned forward, and buried her face deep in my dripping wet cunt.

The sensation hit me like a slap to the face. I gave a little squeak and leaned back, worried for a second that I was going to go tumbling over. As I wobbled on my feet, I felt Jo’s tongue flick over my slit, teasing at my clit, making me gasp out loud.

Each little lick felt like being at the absolute climax of the greatest blowjob ever as a man. Each tiny flick of Jo’s tongue over my clit felt like I was on the brink of orgasm.

“Oh Jesus, Evie…” Jo whispered, leaning back for a moment, squeezing my mound with one hand. “Oh, you taste so good…”

I whimpered again, the helpless little whimper of a young girl embarrassed by what is happening to her, but also powerless to stop it.

“And those noises you make…” Jo’s tongue delicately danced over my clit, making me squeak and shiver, “God, they make me so wet…”

A firm edge entered her voice.

“Be louder, darling. Please, don’t hold back. I want to hear you squeal like a good girl…”

Then she was leaning forward again, parting her lips, and I was drifting back toward heaven.

Jo’s tongue lapped at my moist little pussy with expert precision, running up my slit, flicking back and forth over my plump lips, teasing at my clit. I gasped and whimpered and involuntarily bucked my hips, wanting to please Jo, wanting to be loud for her.

“Oh… oh Jo…” I heard myself gasp, my voice squeaky and feminine, “oh baby!”

My new cunt was soaking by now, my entire body wrapped up in soft pink clouds of pleasure. I leaned back against the sink, terrified my legs would simply give way and I’d collapse, swept away on a wave of bliss. My nipples were hard as bullets, pointing out from my heavy chest, as if displaying to the world how obviously aroused I’d become.

How obviously I, Evan Cooper, the big strong man, was enjoying having his pussy eaten.

I groaned and gasped loudly, high-pitched girl-sounds escaping my throat, drifting through the house. Each squeak, each moan, heightened my arousal, made me feel like I was falling into a trance.

Made me feel like I was disappearing into a soft, pink cloud from which I never, ever wanted to escape.

I was just thinking these thoughts, when I suddenly felt Jo’s fingertips, pressing firmly against my thighs.

“Honey…?” I just had time to whisper.

“Sit down.” It wasn’t a request. “Now.”

I obediently dropped down onto the edge of the bathtub, marveling at how submissive I was in my new body. How easily my physical transformation was letting both me and Jo express our hidden obedient and commanding sides.

“Spread your legs.”

I immediately spread my legs wide, kicking off my panties. I looked breathlessly down at Jo, who smiled from between my smooth, slender legs, her lips shiny and sticky with my girl juices.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” she murmured, leaning forward and kissing the inside of my thighs. “My beautiful wife, my pregnant wife…”

And then she lapped at my slit one last time, before sending her tongue darting right into my tight little hole.

It was like an explosion. Like all thoughts had been swept from my mind, leaving me incapable of doing anything but clutching the edge of the bathtub and screaming my pretty little head off.

Jo’s tongue darted inside me, flicking in and out, teasing at my hole. I could feel her inside me, lapping away, swallowing my juices, exploring my pussy, my birth canal, the entrance to my womb…

My orgasm hit me with the force of a tidal wave. One moment, I was pleading with Jo, the next I was gasping out loud, squealing nonsense as fireworks exploded beneath my skin. My vision went blurry, and I fell into an endless pit of nothingness.

I don’t know how long I stayed frozen like that, lost on an endless sea of pleasure, juices flowing from my cunt, splashing across Jo’s lips, trailing down her chin. I was aware of nothing but the pink fire in my clit, and a feeling of bliss stronger than anything I had ever felt as a man.

At long, long last, my orgasm peaked. I came floating gently back down to earth to find my wife still mischievously lapping away at my pussy, making little shivers pass through me.

“Jo…” I managed to get out in a breathless whisper, “Oh, baby…”

“Feeling better now, Evie?” Jo leaned back, delicately wiping my juices from her lips. She gave me an evil little look.

“Or should I say… mommy?”

I giggled, fluttered my long eyelashes at my beautiful, dominant wife. The hard edge of the bath was cold beneath my naked backside, but I didn’t care.

At that moment, I didn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.

“Have I told you how much I love it when you call me that?”

“Good. You’ll be hearing a lot more of it. Mommy.”

Jo gently kissed one of my knees. It tickled.

“Mom, mom, mommy, mommy, mom…” She murmured, her dark eyes twinkling up at me.

I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward, took my wife’s face in my hands, and kissed her, longer and harder than I’d ever kissed anyone before. I felt the acrid taste of my own pussy sting at my lips, but I didn’t care.

It was like I needed Jo to know how much I loved her. How perfect she was.

How impossibly happy I was to be carrying her baby.

“I’ve got a plan,” I whispered at last. I gently bit my lower lip, summoning a hungry look into my eyes.

“How about you take me back into the bedroom, we get that dildo out, and I work you for as long as you like.”

I giggled, luxuriating in the easy way I was flirting, flirting as a girl.

“I mean it. You’ve earned it.”

Jo shook her head in amazement.

“I hope this doesn’t sound bad, Evie. But sometimes…”

She paused.

“What?”

She grinned at me.

“Sometimes I almost prefer you as a girl.”

For a second, I didn’t know what to say. I mean, I’d always suspected Jo enjoyed my girl-body even more than she let on, but to say she preferred it…

I mean, that wasn’t what I wanted to hear.

Was it?

I shook the thought away, leaving that dark worry for another time. Smiled at my tall, wonderful, dominant wife.

“You’d better enjoy it while you can, then. Only 6 months left till I turn back, remember? Tick, tock.”

“In that case…” Jo got to her feet, stood over me, smiling down with a powerful smile. “Get that hot little ass of yours into the bedroom now, mommy.”

A glint came into her eye.

“I’m going to spank you until you’re so wet you’ll be begging me to lick you out again.”

A thrill passed through my girl-body, both shameful and exhilarating. I eagerly got to my feet.

“Yes ma’am, right away, ma’am.”

Twenty minutes later, my wife and I lay on our big double bed together, helpless wails spilling from between our lips as I worked the dildo deeper into Jo and she played with my pussy, our breasts bouncing up and down in time as we gasped and moaned and cried out with joy.

*

That evening, we lay curled up on sofa watching Netflix. Two happy girls, coiled in one another’s arms.

I had my fluffy pink dressing gown pulled tight around me, except for a little gap halfway up, over my belly. As we watched the chick flick together (ever since my transformation, I’d found myself oddly interested in weepy rom-coms and girl films), Jo let one hand gently trace little circles over my stomach, like she was protecting our baby.

The combined sensations of lying in my wife’s arms, of having my pregnant belly stroked, of feeling lost in Jo’s love was enough to make me feel warm and tingly all over. I watched the film without really watching it, a big, goofy smile on my face that I just couldn’t shift.

At last, when it had got to a dull bit, I opened my pretty little mouth.

“Jo?”

Jo sat up slightly, her blue dressing gown falling open a little.

“What’s up, mommy?”

“I just wanted to say…” I closed my eyes. “I can’t wait to have your baby.”

There was silence. Jo didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. I could feel her hand, pressing softly against my stomach, against the womb where our baby was now growing, the baby I’d sacrificed my male friends, my male life, even my male body for.

At long last, I felt my wife stirring. Two lips brushed against the top of my head, delicate, sensual.

“Evie,” I heard her whisper. “You’re gonna be one hell of a mom.”

I nodded, then frowned slightly.

“You mean…” I hesitated, not wanting to spoil this moment, “you mean dad, right? When I turn back.”

“Sure thing, sweetie.” Jo replied quickly, kissing the top of my head. “I just meant while you’re still breastfeeding and all that.”

There was something about her manner that made me feel kinda… uneasy. Like my wife was keeping something from me. But I didn’t want to push it. So, instead, I just lay back and let her keep stroking my belly, thinking about how good it’d be to finally have children.

I didn’t know it at the time, but that was probably my last chance. My last chance to say something. To get Jo to admit to her plan.

If I’d known then what I know now, there’s a chance that I might not have lost my male body forever.


Second Trimester

“Hey, lemme get that for you.”

“Uh, gee, thanks.”

I smiled bashfully at the muscular young boy as he held the door open for me, his biceps taut and straining against his gym top.

“You didn’t need to do that.”

“No worries,” he gave me a sunny, confident smile, “I couldn’t leave you doing all that by yourself.”

His blue eyes dropped meaningfully to my belly.

“I’m happy to help, OK?”

It was my 27th week of pregnancy, over six months since I’d waved goodbye to Evan, stepped into a machine, and come out as beautiful Evie. In the weeks since, my body had undergone a series of changes even stranger, in their own way, than my initial transformation from man to woman.

Gone was the soft, toned belly I’d been gifted when I first became Eve. In its place was a bump – not a huge one, but a definite, visible bump. Nor was it just visible.

Trapped inside Eve’s pregnant body, I felt like I was carrying a football around inside me. My new belly felt like some pink, fleshy mountain sticking out of me; one that weighed on my back when I tried to lie flat, and made my back curve in weird ways when I was standing up.

When I walked now, I sometimes automatically found myself putting one hand over my midriff, like my body was trying to protect my unborn baby, or maybe just trying to give my back some much-needed support. When I looked down in the shower, the soap suds trickling gently down my navel, I felt like I was changing in some terrifying, irrecoverable way.

And it wasn’t just my womb that was getting bigger.

Over the past few weeks, I’d gone up a cup size with my bra. Eve had already had a fairly-impressive C-cup rack, but now they were massive.

Trying on new bras with Jo, I’d been shocked to realize I was now a DD cup, easily bigger than any woman I’d ever known. As I jiggled my big new breasts into a new (and, by the way, insanely expensive) bra, I’d found myself wishing the clinic had given me a flat, almost boy-like chest.

“It’s not just you,” Jo had said, reading their ‘what to expect’ pamphlet off her phone, “they say here they deliberately make sure every patient gets the best possible body for having children.”

“I guess that means big hips, big butts, and…” Her eyes trailed over my swollen chest, “even bigger boobs.”

I’d glared unhappily down at my breasts, thinking that I wouldn’t miss them even slightly after I changed back.

“But Double-D?” I’d whined. “Guys are gonna be creeping over me like crazy.”

At that, Jo had made a little snort of laughter.

“What?”

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” my wife had smiled, “but I don’t think guys are gonna give you much trouble for the next few months, even with boobs like that.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“Not while you’ve got that big ol’ belly and lovely pregnancy glow.”

Because, of course, the changes hadn’t just stopped with my tits and bump.

In the past few weeks, my pretty girl-face had started to glow. Like, almost physically. Looking in the mirror to do my makeup each morning, I’d see Evie looking back with a kind of… shine about her. As my cheeks got rounder, as my face got slightly-chubbier, I was starting to almost radiate health.

It was weird. Even when I was feeling like hell, or like I was just done carrying this kid around inside me, I’d have that strange glow. None of the pregnancy books I read could seem to agree on what caused it. It just kind of was, just like my giant tits, aching back and strange cravings just were.

And the oddest part was, I was glad of it. It made me look almost prettier than ever, but not in a sexy, hot girl kind of a way.

It made me look like a mommy.

Unfortunately, the changes hadn’t stopped at the purely physical.

“Well, thanks again,” I smiled bashfully up at the boy holding the door for me, feeling my eyes unconsciously flit across his broad shoulders, take in his strong arms. “I owe ya.”

“Come off it,” the kid smiled, a handsome, roguish smile that made my legs feel funny. “I’m just doing my good citizen thing.”

He glanced down at my shopping bag, the one containing the brand new dresses I’d just bought for when I was all giant and ready to pop.

“Want me to carry those for you? I mean, if you’re not going too far…”

“Thanks,” I gave him a smile, all too aware of the way his powerful body towered over me. “But I’m meeting my wi—”

Suddenly I shook my head, my blonde ponytail bobbing behind me.

“I’m meeting a friend. She’ll help me with my bags.”

“No husband around to help?” He frowned slightly. “Sorry, that sounded way old fashioned. I mean, there’s no…?”

“Nah, no father,” I said, quickly. “He went 6 months ago. But it’s cool. I can manage these.”

“Well, if you’re sure…”

The kid was looking at me again, with this questioning, open face that made tiny little pinpricks of heat rush over my body. I knew how I must look to him: like a pretty, soon-to-be mommy who needed a hand getting through the big, heavy glass doors in this mall. He was a nice kid, just trying to help.

But I couldn’t help it. I wanted him to look at me differently. Not as a mommy.

As a woman.

“Listen, what’s your name?” I asked abruptly in my soft voice.

“Trey,” he smiled back at me. “I work over at the gym.”

He nodded in the direction of the mall’s distant gym, sunlight filtering through his golden hair as he did so, making him look like some angel from a distant corner of heaven.

“Yours?”

“I’m Eve,” I gently bit my lower lip. “Hey, I’m thinking about taking some classes. Exercise, yoga maybe. Y’know, something to help with…”

I gestured my swollen belly, poking over the top of my jeans.

Trey laughed.

“Trust me, you don’t need it. You’re looking great already.”

He nodded at my bags one last time.

“Sure you don’t want…?”

“Nah, it’s cool.” I hoisted the bag up, “I’ve just seen my, uh, friend.”

Across the food court, Jo was waving at me, trying to indicate through a complex series of hand movements that she’d saved a table, but couldn’t come out to meet me else she’d lose it.

I waved back, smiled up at big, strong Trey.

“Thanks, Trey. Maybe see you at gym sometime?”

“You bet.” Trey smiled. To my surprise, he dropped me a wink, and then he was sauntering off through the mall, his shoulders back, his strong arms swinging gently at his sides, as cool and cocky and manly as you please.

I watched him for a minute, ashamed at the way my eyes greedily traced the outline of his toned and muscular figure. And then I was off, too, heading over to Jo.

“Sorry I’m late,” I sighed, gently lowering myself into a plastic chair, one hand clasped protectively over my womb, “picking dresses was a total nightmare. There was this one black one for like sixty dollars, and…”

“No problem.” Jo looked over my shoulder, at Trey’s retreating back. “Who’s your knight in shining armor?”

I made a face at her: hahaha.

“He works at the gym. Terrance or something,” I said, casually picking up the laminated menu, “he’s sweet, though. Got the door for me.”

“He’s young,” Jo murmured. “He can’t be more than, what, nineteen?”

“Little bit older. I guess he’s probably my age. Ish.”

“Mid-thirties? Honey, there’s no way…”

“I meant 22.”

Jo leaned back.

“Oh, right. Your mommy age.”

I sighed. It was sometimes such a drag the way Jo insisted on getting all technical about this stuff.

“My age.” I said. “Nowadays.”

I flipped over the menu.

“I think he may have even been a bit older than me. 23, maybe?”

“I’m surprised you can tell.” Jo glanced around the food court at all the teenagers. “They all look the same to me.”

She sighed.

“Anyone under 30. They all look like little kids.”

I glanced up at her.

“Even me?”

“You’re different,” she replied. “You’re…”

“Pregnant?”

“I was gonna say not really that age, but yeah, sure.” She scanned her own plastic menu. “I think I’m gonna go for the ice cream sundae.”

A pause. Followed by a mischievous smile.

“What about you, babe? Any weird cravings for chalk ice cream or goose liver trifle or…?”

I put my menu down.

“Just a green tea. I’m not really hungry.”

Jo frowned at me.

“You sure, Evie? You’re eating for two now.”

“I’m sure,” I said, summoning a sunny smile, even as I felt my mind wandering away from the table, across the mall. “I’ll eat later.”

Jo watched me for a long time, like she was trying to figure something out, something that had been bugging her. Then she finally shrugged and flagged down a waitress.

“One green tea and one of those delightful-looking sundaes, please. Oh, and bring an extra spoon for my wife, in case she changes her mind.”

The waitress said something back, but I wasn’t paying attention. Instead, I sat there, my hands clasped over my swollen belly, looking across the mall at the distant doorway to the gym, a sad look of longing etched across my youthful, glowing features.

*

That night, I stayed up after Jo went to bed.

We watched Netflix together, as usual, and then Jo started kissing me and telling me I should come to bed. But, rather than going with her, I made up some excuse about pregnancy cramps and how I’d probably feel better if I stayed up till they faded.

I sat downstairs on our sofa, bathed in the soft glow of the TV, listening out as Jo brushed her teeth and flushed the toilet and so on.

Then, at last, when her feet had padded over to the bedroom and the light had gone off in the hallway, I turned the TV down. With gentle fingers, I slipped my dressing gown open, so the cool air in the house caressed my swollen belly. Then I slipped one hand between my legs, closed my eyes and began to quietly masturbate.

I know what you’re thinking, I used to think it too. Until the moment I became one, I’d had no idea that pregnant women masturbated.

In my defense, I guess I just sort of saw them as asexual. Or, even worse, like there was something inherently wrong with the idea of combining sexual pleasure with a body about to create new life.

But the last few months had changed my opinion entirely.

As the second trimester progressed, as my new body changed, as my belly visibly swelled up, my breasts got larger, my vulva became weirdly prominent and my face started to glow, I discovered something unexpected.

Pregnant women are horny all the fucking time. 

I mean, I don’t know how it is for others, but for me… it was like I was constantly craving sexual release and almost nothing could satisfy me. Even when Jo had just finished licking me out, I still felt hungry for more.

There was only one exception. One time when my cravings faded enough for me to concentrate again.

And it was only when I was all alone like this that I could make it happen.

I opened my eyes again, my soft cheeks already flushed pink, my vision slightly blurry. Beneath my palm, I could feel my juices starting to soak through my panties. I gave one last listen for Jo. Then, when there was nothing, I got to my feet, crept over to the TV and fished out the box hidden behind it; the one I’d picked up at the mall two months ago and kept hidden away ever since.

The one I’d been playing with more and more these past few weeks.

“There you are…” I whispered out loud, barely aware of the small smile on my face.

Lying in the box was the biggest dildo I’d been able to find. It was bright pink, with a bulbous end and a narrow middle, and two little battery-powered rubber ears that flicked at your clit as you used it.

When I first started getting my intense sexual cravings, I’d tried to ignore how… female they were. Tried to just concentrate on masturbating and letting Jo lick me out and be satisfied with that.

But it had been like my new body was sending these deep-seating signals to me. Terrible, shameful signals, letting me know it wouldn’t be content with just clit-play.

It wanted things deep inside it.

And so, one day, I’d started listening. Started waiting up till Jo had gone to bed and then putting dick-shaped things inside my tight little hole.

At first it had been weird, but as time went on and my cravings grew stronger, it had become almost natural. I was a girl, with a nice little hole between her legs.

And that meant my female body was desperate to be penetrated.

I gently took the dildo out its box, feeling its weight in my hands. Feeling the familiar-yet-alien shape of it. It was about nine inches long, easily longer than my male mind could imagine fitting inside myself, no matter how horny my girl-body was feeling.

We’ll see about that… I thought.

The part of me that was still male was always quietly horrified by what I did alone at night. But the rest of me didn’t care what it thought.

With quiet, careful footsteps I padded back over to the sofa, my pink toy clasped in my hands. My pussy was still wet, my nipples still hard; my female body still primed and ready for pleasure.

I lay on my back, my swollen belly poking up into the air like a flesh-colored hill, rising above a flat landscape. With deft movements, I slipped down and kicked off my panties, then gently spread my legs as wide as they would go.

My vulva was engorged. Sensitive to the touch. As my fluffy pink dressing brushed against its flesh, I shivered. I closed my eyes again, the dildo wavering in one tiny hand.

For a moment, I was a mass of worry. The same worried thoughts that always circled my brain when I prepared to penetrate myself.

Worry that this was something no man should ever experience. Worry that I’d start gasping and wake Jo. Worry that I’d somehow damage my unborn baby, even though I’d read up online all about how penetration during pregnancy doesn’t hurt your kid.

Then an image rose up in my mind. Of a handsome guy with blond hair, a winning smile and broad shoulders, holding a door open for me. Of blue eyes and a deep voice, and a calm, caring manner. Of bulging biceps and…

..and that was it. With a feeling like a girl surrendering to forces beyond her control, I lowered my brand new toy, bit my lower lip, and let the dildo slip deep inside my cunt.

From the moment it entered me, I could feel the walls of my pussy stretching to accommodate it. Feel a concentrated throb of pleasure around the lips of my moist little hole, a warm, dizzying feeling that threatened to sweep me away.

Only a few months before, masturbating had meant clasping my cock in one hand and jerking my wrist back and forth. The feeling was so unlike what I was experiencing now as to be almost incomparable.

Well, except for one thing: the overwhelming pleasure I was now feeling wash over me.

A little squeak escaped my throat. I bit down harder on my pouty lower lip, trying to stop myself from waking Jo, terrified she’d hear my helpless gasps and figure out what was going on.

All was silence upstairs. With soft movements, I let the dildo sink further into me, into my womb. It went in with surprising ease, sliding in until the two rubber ears rested against the nub of my clit.

Praying to a God I didn’t believe in that I wouldn’t be too loud this time, I turned the vibrate function on. A faint buzzing filled the room, like an electric toothbrush. At the same moment, a jolt of pleasure traveled up my body, making me inhale sharply.

My swollen boobs were tender, alive with a feeling that was somewhere between pleasure and pain. With my free hand I gently touched one, squeezing its flesh, thinking about the milk now brewing in there, the milk I would one day feed to my darling baby.

And then, with a feeling of abandonment, I let go of reality and let my secret, shameful thoughts wash me away.

*

I’m in the gym, getting changed before a workout session. My belly is bigger than ever; a huge thing that projects in front of me, just waiting to pop. My breasts are fat and full of milk, their nipples ready to feed at a moment’s notice.

As I pull my top off over my head, I feel movement behind me. A kind of masculine presence.

And then, suddenly, he is there.

You’re in the wrong locker room, he says, his deep voice firm. This is the men’s.

I’m sorry! I reply, crossing my arms over my naked breasts in embarrassment. I… I must’ve got confused. You see…

I swallow daintily.

I used to be a man. Until I got turned into a pregnant girl.

I look nervously into his sky blue eyes, searching for understanding, terrified I’ll just see anger or, worse, mocking laughter.

But, to my relief, he smiles. A roguish smile that takes my breath away.

Mistakes happen, I guess…

I laugh nervously.

I guess they do. I bend over to pick up my discarded top. I’m so sorry, I guess I’d better get to the ladies’…

There’s no hurry. Without moving, he’s suddenly stood much closer to me.

No, not just closer. He’s towering over me. Looking down on my soft and naked female body with a strength of desire I’ve never seen on anyone’s face before.

You know… he breathes, I’ve always liked pregnant women. I’ve always wanted to…

To what? I look nervously up from where I crouch before him on the floor, uncomfortably aware of his raw power, of how helpless and vulnerable I am right now.

He smiles, only this time it’s different. Cockier. Hungry.

To fuck someone like you.

The pause that comes next is enough to make me dizzy. I know I should protest, cry out, try to push past him. I should tell him about my wife, about how I may be a girl, but I’m not into men…

But it’s like I’m in a trance, unable to say any of these things. Unable to do anything but kneel before my new master, as naked and obedient as a slave from ancient times.

So here’s the deal. You’re going to let me fuck you, and then I promise not to tell everyone you came into the men’s locker room.

Deal?

I should say no. I should resist. But I’m powerless to do so. I gently nod my pretty little head.

Good girl, he whispers. Good mommy.

His voice hardens.

Now. Take what’s coming to you.

And then suddenly the scene shifts, and I’m lying on my back, my legs spread wide as he towers naked over me. Only now he’s on top of me, too, kissing my neck, sucking at my tits, his big dick pounding into my pussy as he bites my nipples and drinks my milk and fucks me like the whore I am.

I’ll make you pregnant again, he growls in my ear, I’ll fill you with come and make you my pregnant little slave. You’ll give birth and raise my children and spend your whole life carrying my babies around.

No! I squeak. Please, no!

But it’s all an act. His words are like a fire in my veins, making me hotter, making me wetter, making me so glad I was turned into a girl.

You don’t have a choice, he laughs, even as he keeps fucking me, keeps violating my tender hole. You’re just a girl. And I’m a big strong man.

Now, he suddenly snarls, say my name! Say it!

I have no choice. Tears streaming down my soft cheeks, I buck my hips in time with each thrust of his magnificent cock, whimpering his name over and over and over again, inviting him – begging him – to fertilize my womb for all eternity.

Oh Trey… Oh TREY!

*

“Trey!”

I came with a sudden, high-pitched gasp, the fantasy in my head freezing then shattering into a zillion pieces, obliterated by my orgasm.

As the vibrator buzzed away, I writhed on the sofa, my pretty face screwed up, my mouth dangling open, trying to stop myself from screaming. Trying to stop myself from waking Jo.

I came for what felt like forever. Then, finally, the feeling ebbed. I turned off the vibrator. Slipped the dildo out my dripping wet cunt. Yanked my panties up like a little girl caught doing something naughty and ran across the room to hide my little toy back away in its box.

As I was doing so, the shame of my fantasy came rushing back to me. The dark, kinky thoughts I’d let guide me to climax. The thoughts I could never let anyone know I’d had for as long as I lived.

The thoughts of being violated by another man.

It’s just the pregnancy, I remember thinking to myself dazedly, you’ve got a girl body and its girl-hormones are going wild, making you think like some screwed-up, horny chick all the time… You’ll be fine when you’ve given birth and gotten back into your male body.

But the words were far from comforting. As I turned off the light and gently made my way up the stairs, towards where Jo was sleeping, I couldn’t help but replay what Trey had said to me in my fantasy. About carrying his babies. About always being pregnant.

As I gently slipped into bed beside my wife, I felt a little lurch inside of me. A weird little internal thump as my baby kicked the inside of my womb, as if he was trying to tell me something.

As if he was agreeing with my subconscious that Trey’s offer sounded wonderful.

“It’s just a dream,” I whispered to the two of us, absent-mindedly stroking my swollen belly as I did so, “just as fantasy. It’s not real. None of it is real…”

My baby didn’t respond. I felt like he was trying to send out a signal to me, to ask an important question.

Then why don’t you make it real?

*

A couple of mornings later, I bought a gym pass online and started attending their classes for expecting mothers.

The very first day I went, Trey opened the door for me with a smile, and told me how awesome it was to see me.


Third Trimester

“Christ, you look incredible.”

I turned to face the hotel room mirror, looked at my naked body. I gently shook my head.

“I look like a whale.”

I waddled over to the bed, gently eased myself onto the edge. I had to clasp both hands across my heavy belly as I did so, easing myself down. The nub of my belly button brushed against my palm from where it had popped outwards a couple of weeks ago.

“A big, fat, pregnant whale,” I continued, brushing my long blonde hair back behind one ear, trying to ignore how heavy I felt. “I can’t wait to pop him outta there.”

There was movement behind me, then lips brushing gently at my back, between my shoulder blades.

“Maybe so, but right now you look so beautiful.”

“I don’t feel it.” I was in a complaining mood again. The last few weeks had been full of moments like this, moments when I just couldn’t stand the thought of being pregnant for another second.

“I’ve got stretch marks, my back hurts all the fucking time, I’m getting fat and my boobs…”

I jiggled my chest to make a point, then wished I hadn’t. Those babies were sorer than ever.

“…won’t stop leaking. There’s nothing sexy about leaky tits.”

A note of humor entered Trey’s deep voice.

“I wouldn’t say that…”

There was movement on the hotel bed, my naked lover shifted around me, his big cock dangling, and then he was leaning in, taking one of my nipples between his teeth…

…and gently sucking my milk, drinking from my tits. Feeding on me as he knew I liked him to.

“Trey… c’mon, not now…”

But I didn’t make any effort to push him back. The moment Trey had started feasting, I’d felt those weird parts of my female mind activate again, endorphins whizzing through my brain, making me feel all warm and soft and… and…

…and in love.

“Oh, Christ,” my muscular lover whispered as he stopped sucking for a moment, “Evie, you taste so good…”

I closed my eyes, clasped his head in my hands. Gently ran my fingers through his short, golden hair. Each little nip of his teeth sent sparks through me, made me want to moan.

“I love it when you do this…” I whispered.

Ever since Trey and I had started our affair, my life had become a succession of moments like this. Locked away in hotel rooms, touching my lover’s gorgeous dick, moaning softly as he penetrated me or sucked on my milk-heavy tits.

And each time, the initial rush of guilt would dissolve into a blur of practicalities. Which positions could my big, heavy body handle? How much milk could I afford to have Trey drink?

And then, those issues would slip away, too. And all that would be left would be this soft, wonderful pleasure.

Looking back now, I think this was my body’s way of telling me I was ready to be a mother. That it couldn’t wait to have my baby – my baby – in its arms, suckling at my breasts.

But, at the time, I wasn’t thinking such things. Wasn’t trying to think about the deeper thoughts or analyze the strangeness of my situation at all.

I just knew that when I was having these moments alone with Trey, I felt like the happiest girl in the world.

At long last, Trey leaned back with a gasp. I smiled at him through hazy, sleepy eyes, my body subconsciously making me stroke his cheeks, hold him in my arms. We fell back on the bed together, until we were somewhere between hugging and clinging to one another like two lost souls, cast adrift on an ocean of bliss.

“Did you see the way the desk girl looked at me?” I giggled, rubbing my tender belly. “Like she was thinking, gurl, you should be in a hospital, you know?”

Trey nodded.

“She probably thought I was a terrible husband, bringing my pregnant wife out for a fuck when she should be at home.”

A pause.

“Do you think she thought it was mine?”

“The baby?” I looked down at my vast stomach, past my heavily-swollen breasts. “Sure. I mean, she must’ve. That a problem?”

“Not at all. It’s just…”

Trey hesitated. In the dim light of the room, I could only see the outline of his head, resting against my breast. I waited for him to go on.

“I was just sorta thinking…” he said, slowly. “That maybe that wouldn’t be so bad.”

He gently touched my belly, the belly in which mine and Jo’s child was now growing.

“With someone like you, Eve… I’d be happy to have a new family.”

A feeling rose up in me. A swirling mixture of guilt and happiness and terror.

“Don’t say that…” I whispered. “Please. This is just a… a thing. It can’t last forever.”

There was silence. Trey sighed.

“No, I guess not.”

But he didn’t move his hand, and I didn’t make him.

Instead, we lay there, girl and boy, man and woman, each thinking our own sad, unhappy thoughts about how fucked-up this all was.

*

“Where the hell have you been?”

“Great to see you, too,” I muttered, closing the door and leaning against the counter. Nine months pregnant, I could barely walk across a room without feeling like I was running out of breath.

“Help me sit down, would you?”

Jo gave an exasperated sigh. But she came over, gently looped one arm round my waist, took my dainty hand in hers, and carefully led me over to the sofa.

“You know how worried I was about you?” She snapped as we walked. “So worried I nearly started driving around town, looking for a helpless woman giving birth on the sidewalk. For fucks’ sakes Evie, you could’ve called.”

“I know,” I muttered, keeping my eyes down, not wanting to look into my wife’s furious face, inches from my own. “I just lost track of time.”

“My ass you did. Here.”

With expert care, Jo lowered me down onto the sofa. Just feeling the tremendous weight of my swollen belly ease off was like stepping into paradise. I leaned back, automatically laced my hands over my bump.

“I just got chatting to some of the other moms, Jo. Breathing techniques and stuff. I gotta learn this shit, OK?”

“So chat and text, huh? You’re a woman now, we’re meant to be good at multitasking.”

“And you’re meant to be good at empathy,” I snapped. “I shouldn’t be driving myself at nine months.”

I didn’t add: but I’m glad you’re not, coz then me and Trey really would be screwed.

“It’s work, babe. I can’t start taking time out mid-week yet. Maybe when the baby’s here I can skip the odd afternoon…”

I gave a hollow laugh.

“Wow, a whole afternoon? I’m a lucky girl.”

For a moment, we simply glared daggers at each other. Wife and wife, caught up in the middle of another stupid argument.

Then Jo gave a small sigh. She lowered herself down onto the sofa beside me, gently shook her head.

“Can we just try to have one evening when we don’t fight, huh? I know I’m tired and your hormones are giving you hell, but can’t we be friends. For a few hours?”

What’s the point? I felt like saying, we’ll just end up arguing again.

But I kept my mouth shut. I was drained enough already, without a stupid fight. I gave a jerky little nod of my head.

“Great…” Jo flopped back, let out a long exhale. She rolled her head to one side, gave me a small smile. Reached out, gently stroked my cheek.

“I’ve missed you, darling. For the last three months, it’s been like we’re, I dunno… drifting, maybe?”

“Has it?” I didn’t turn to face my wife. “I didn’t really notice.”

“No?”

Jo paused, watching me. Then suddenly she was pulling herself up, crawling across the sofa, and then she was placing tender little kisses on my cheeks, on my nose, my forehead.

“You do look cute when you’re mad,” she whispered. “Especially now, when you’re all big and sexy like that…”

“Thanks,” I muttered.

“I mean it,” Jo kissed around my earlobe, her breath warm and damp against my skin. “You’re gorgeous, Evie. You really are. I can’t believe it’s been so long since we last fucked…”

She kissed me again, on the lips this time. I let her, parting my lips gently, letting my eyes briefly close.

Jo pulled back, smiled, looked deep into my eyes.

“How about it, mommy?” She whispered. “We go upstairs right now and I’ll use this tongue of mine to show you what a good girl you’ve been for putting up with me…”

“Maybe another night,” I leaned back, avoided her gaze. “I’m tired after yoga, and I’m feeling all fat and bloated.”

I paused.

“Another time.”

For a moment, Jo remained where she was, as if unable to comprehend my answer. Then she leaned back across to her side of the sofa, fixed me with a frown.

“What’s gotten into you? We haven’t fucked for two months, every time I want so much as a cuddle, you come out with some shit about feeling fat or tired or…”

“I do feel fat and tired,” I snapped. “You try being pregnant. Maybe you won’t feel like sex much, either.”

I couldn’t add the real reason. The fact that I no longer liked kissing Jo. The fact that the idea of having sex with another woman now faintly repulsed me.

The fact that I now furiously wished I had a husband instead of a wife. A big, strong man who would look after me and care for me and my baby and make an excellent father.

Someone like Trey.

Jo was giving me her lawyerly look now, her dark eyes narrowed, like she was trying to read my mind.

“There’s something going on, Evie, I can tell. You don’t wanna tell me? Fine.”

She got to her feet, crossed her arms and glared down at me.

“But I’m gonna find out what’s causing this. And, trust me, I’m gonna make sure whatever it is doesn’t get even the faintest chance to screw up our family.”

Then she was off, stalking upstairs, not even looking back to say goodnight.

After the bedroom door slammed, I sat there for a while, an incredible mixture of guilt and anger flowing through me. I bunched my dainty hands into little fists, my long nails digging into my palms until they hurt.

Whose fault is this? I wanted to scream. Who made me become a woman? Who didn’t want to carry our babies herself?

Who did this to us, huh?

For a moment, I thought about getting the dildo out again, and angrily masturbating all this blackness away. But my pussy was kinda sore after seeing Trey earlier and, besides, I really was feeling tired.

Search all you want, Jo, I thought, bitterly, switching on the TV, you aren’t gonna figure out what fucked up this marriage.

If only I’d known then how wrong I’d turn out to be.

*

The next week was sheer hell.

I was now fast approaching my due date, and my body was having an awful time of it.

Whenever I moved, I felt like I was lugging around an impossible weight with me, one that made me sluggish and heavy and slow. I was getting so big that just stopping myself from bumping into stuff was becoming a full time job.

The rest of my body, too was going weird. My boobs were almost constantly dribbling a little liquid out, meaning I was stuffing tissue paper in my big new bra to try and absorb the damp.

My back was aching. My legs were constantly tired. I needed to pee about every five minutes.

Even my clothes were weird. By this stage, I’d given up any hope of fitting into normal clothes and moved onto these stupid, flowing dresses.

Every time I put them on, I felt like I was dressing in spiders’ webs and air. The edges fluttered around me in the breeze, making my legs all cold, and I kept having to make sure they didn’t blow upwards in a gust when I was outside. Combined with my big belly and new sexual orientation it made me feel so unlike a man that it was hard to believe I’d ever been male.

But all this was just background noise to my biggest problem of all.

What the hell was I gonna do with Trey and Jo?

Ever since our argument, Jo had been watching me like a hawk. Whenever we were chatting, she’d go into lawyer mode, trying to catch me out. When I was at the gym, attending my ‘yoga for expectant mothers’ class, she might suddenly turn up, all smiles and laughter, but with eyes that were shrewd and calculating.

By Thursday, I was starting to feel like an animal being hunted.

“I don’t know how much longer I can take this,” I whispered to Trey one afternoon, in a corner of the gym. “She’s relentless.”

“She’s a lawyer,” my muscular lover shrugged. “That’s kinda her thing.”

He was playing around with one of the treadmills, pretending to be adjusting it for my benefit. In his tight gym top, he was almost heart-stoppingly handsome.

“And she’s right, we are up to something.”

I made a face at him, sticking out my tongue. Without even looking in the big picture mirrors, I instinctively knew I looked annoyingly cute.

“What are you, taking her side?”

“’Course not. I’m desperate to see you. Being stuck doing this is like hell.”

He pressed a switch, stepped back.

“There.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, “God, I miss you so much.”

“So, let’s meet then.”

A customer walked past, Trey raised his voice.

“OK, ma’am, that should be set to gentle stroll now, not too taxing.”

He lowered it again.

“Text me when you can get free, OK?” A gentleness came into his eyes. “I need to be with you.”

Then Trey’s supervisor was shouting something, and I was stood alone again, my body on fire with lust, feeling like a caged animal.

I intended to meet Trey that very evening, but Jo surprised me by coming home early and offering to drive me. So we just wound up staying in. Then on Friday she announced she was taking the morning off to spend some time with me.

By the time Friday afternoon rolled round, I just didn’t care anymore.

I waited till Jo had left for work, then immediately grabbed my phone and sent a hurried text to Trey.

PLEASE, it read, LET’S JUST MEET NOW. ANYWHERE. SOON AS POSSIBLE.

Despite my urgency, I had to wait ages till he replied. I knew it was unfair, expecting him to drop everything at work, but I was on edge by the time I finally heard back.

THE HOTEL. Was all his text said. 6.

“Fucking finally,” I muttered, picking my keys up. “I thought I was gonna pop before you replied.”

But, despite my outward frustration, deep down I was happy. I was going to be with my man again, back where I felt comfortable. Away from demanding, watchful Jo.

At least, that’s what I thought.

*

It was dark by the time I reached the hotel, the winter sun long since faded from the sky. The elevator was out of order, so I had to climb the stairs, worrying the whole time that I was overexerting myself and gonna hurt my baby.

Eventually, though, I reached the second floor, out of breath and sweaty. I leaned for a moment against the wall, drinking in gulps of air, hating my heavy belly, hating just how pregnant I felt.

Then, finally, I went and rapped gently against the door.

“Come in.”

At the sound of Trey’s deep voice, I pushed the door open. The room was dark, so all I could make out was his faint, masculine outline on the bed.

“Trey?” I whispered. “Baby, are you…?”

“Shh. Close the door. Don’t turn on the light.”

I did as I was told, padding over to stand uneasily before the edge of the bed.

“Sorry I’m late,” I wasn’t sure why I was whispering. “I kept thinking Jo was following me or something. I guess I’m getting paranoid.”

There was laughter in the darkness, low and deep.

“You don’t need to worry about Jo following you, mommy.”

I blinked. Trey never called me mommy.

But then he was unfurling his masculine frame, his strong shadow standing up, drifting round the bed toward me, and my thoughts were replaced by tingly anticipation.

“In fact,” Trey whispered as he stepped up to me, “you never have to worry about Jo following you around again.”

All I wanted was to fall into this strong boy’s arms, to start kissing him and let him suck the sweet milk from my tits while I gasped with pleasure.

But something about his words made me hesitate. I glanced shyly up at his powerful frame, confusion threatening to overwhelm me.

“What do you mean by that?” A wave of worry suddenly washed over me.

Oh God, did he do something to Jo…?

“Trey… is there something you’re not…?”

“You’ll never have to worry about Jo following you again…” my male lover said, gently wrapping one arm round my waist, leaning down towards me. “Because…”

Then suddenly his face was close enough for me to see in all this gloom. Close enough for me to see the piercing gaze, the intelligence, the mocking smile plastered there.

“Because I’m already here!”

A cry escaped my lips. I tried to back away, to wrestle out of the strong arms holding me, but I was powerless to escape.

“What do you mean? You can’t… where’s Jo?!”

Before me, my lover let out a laugh.

“It’s me, Evie,” he breathed, his eyes shining. “Don’t you get it? It’s me in here.”

His grin grew wider.

“Jo.”

It felt like the whole world was rushing away from me. I desperately tried to cling onto something, something that felt like sanity.

“Trey…? What… I mean, how…?”

Suddenly, I let out a shriek.

“It doesn’t make sense!”

Trey, or Jo, or whoever he was, let out a harsh laugh. He pulled himself up to his full height, smiling down at me with a crazy twinkle in his eye.

“Too bad. It’s really me.” His voice was alive with amusement. “I realized your new body was changing you, making you into a good little straight girl, so I bribed the clinic to use their machine on me and make me into a man.”

“But why?!” My mind was whirling. “Why not just wait till I turned back?”

“Because you never were going to turn back, Evie,” Jo whispered from inside Trey’s hunky body.

She gave a nervous chuckle.

“Remember that nurse? She told me how they keep all their male patients’ bodies on file, so they can change them back at a later date. She was just making chat, but I stored that piece of info, and then, about five months ago, I realized something, Evie.”

She glanced shyly at me.

“I didn’t want you to change back.”

I gently shook my pretty little head, wanting to look away from those shining eyes, but unable to make my body obey me.

“You mean…?”

“I paid them to delete your file,” Trey’s voice carried Jo’s words to me. “They were gonna tell you it was an accident and then offer you compensation –  you’d be freaked out, but I knew you were getting used to being Evie. I knew that, deep down, you’d be secretly pleased. That we’d be able to go on living as a lesbian couple.”

Her eyes suddenly narrowed.

“Only then you met…” she gestured her new body with faint disgust, “this guy.”

“Damnit, Evie, you should have said something.” Jo shook her newly-male head. “The nurse warned me you might start thinking like a straight girl, they could’ve done something. But you kept it a secret and the moment passed and I was screwed. Our family was screwed. I’d got rid of your male body, and now I was gonna be stuck with a wife who hated the thought of being a lesbian.”

“And then I had an idea.”

Her cocky smile returned.

“Why not just ditch my body, and become the thing you wanted me to be? All I’d have to do was get Trey’s body into the clinic’s systems and it’d be easy. I could step into the tank and come out as…”

“…well, as this.”

In dazed horror, I looked down at Trey’s hyper-masculine body. At the six pack and bulging biceps and swinging cock that had given me so much pleasure. At the body that no longer housed Trey, but instead housed…

“Jo?”

“Yeah, mommy?” Jo whispered in her deep new voice.

“The… the clinic. How…?” I swallowed, my mouth suddenly felt horribly dry. “How did you manage to get Trey into the system?”

My voice suddenly rose in pitch, becoming hysterical.

“How did they have a copy of him? What did you do?”

In response, the smile vanished from Jo’s newly-male face. She gave me hard, sober look.

“I did what I had to do, Evie.” She said. “He was ruining our marriage. He’d taken my wife. So.”

She shrugged.

“I had him punished.”

“P-punished?”

Trey’s stolen head nodded.

“It took all my savings. But ninety K was enough to sway the nurse. So, I invited your lover to the clinic to talk. And we put him in the machine.”

“And we turned him into something… more fitting.”

I closed my eyes, unable to believe what I was hearing. The darkness of the room swirled around me, threatening to engulf me in its madness. I didn’t want to ask the next bit. I didn’t want to find out.

But I didn’t have a choice.

“What…” I whispered, desperately trying to keep my voice steady. “What did you turn him into?”

“A girl, of course.” Jo’s male voice was alive with amusement. “The clinic can only swap genders, not turn people into-into animals or anything.”

“But, they can set the age. And I decided to set it far enough back to teach that bastard a real lesson.”

Suddenly, Jo stepped back from me, turned Trey’s head toward the bathroom door.

“Sugar?” She yelled in her newly-deep voice. “You can come out now. There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”

Like a woman moving through treacle, I turned to the distant door. Watched in horror as the handle started to turn.

Watched as it swung open, light streamed into the room, and then a figure stepped in. A figure with pigtails growing out of either side of her head. A tiny figure dressed in a little pink tutu. A tiny figure with a teddy bear clutched to her side and a look of terrified misery on her adorable young features.

“Tara,” Jo’s voice sparked with savage laughter, “I want you to meet mommy. Mommy, I want you to meet your eldest daughter.”

The adorable little poppet in the bathroom doorway looked up at me with big, blue eyes that were shiny with tears. She was barely five years old, with freckled cheeks, a big gap between her front teeth, and a soft little face that the female part of me just wanted to shower with kisses.

Instead, I stared at her, unconsciously raising my dainty hands to my pouty lips. I shook my head, unable to believe it, unable to say the word, the word that would make it all seem so horribly real.

“Trey?” I whispered, finally.

The poppet slowly nodded her head.

And that was it.

As we stood there in our horrible little tableaux, like a monstrous new Adam’s family, I felt a strange little popping inside myself. Then, suddenly, I became aware of a wetness between my legs, a dampness around my crotch that had nothing to do with arousal.

Oh God no! I mentally begged. Oh please not now!

“Evie?” Jo’s masculine voice rumbled deep beside me. “What’s wrong, babe? Are you…?”

“Mommy?” The poppet before me looked up with concern in her big, blue eyes. “Mommy, what’s happening?”

“Everyone be calm,” I whispered. “Just be calm and listen to me very carefully. I think…”

I took a deep breath.

“I think my water’s just broken.”


Epilogue: The New Mommy

“Ouch!”

I winced, looked down at the top of Ellie’s tiny head, with its downy golden hair. I squeezed her a little tighter.

“Careful, OK? Mommy’s all sore.”

But my beautiful baby girl wasn’t listening. She just continued to suckle at my breast, drawing my milk into her tiny body. Greedy. Helpless.

And oh-so unbelievably perfect.

As Ellie kept feeding, I allowed myself a little smile. Already, those post-pregnancy hormones were flooding my brain again, making me feel so warm and fuzzy having my little darling in my arms.

“Alright then, go ahead. I guess you deserve it.”

It was six months since that awful night. Six months since the madness in that hotel, followed by the madness in that hospital. All that pain. All that screaming.

All that blood.

Before I went in to have Ellie, I’d never realized just how much women were expected to put up with while giving birth. Contractions don’t feel just like some ordinary thing your body does.

They feel like this big, out of control nightmare that’s pressing down on you, like you’re a leaky dam and an endless flood is about to come bursting out.

There was other stuff, too. The way I had to lie there with my legs spread wide open. The way all these strangers were suddenly not just allowed but expected to stare at my hooch. The way someone slipped a finger up my anus at one difficult point, for reasons I’m still not totally clear on.

And man, did it ever hurt. I mean, really hurt. As I lay in that hospital room, screaming in my high-pitched voice, my body streaked with sweat, I couldn’t believe just how much pain my body was capable of feeling.

But, at the same time, it’s not the pain I see when I look back on that night. And not just because someone stuck a freakin’ great morphine drip in my arm.

It’s the warmth of holding my baby in my arms for the first time. Of clutching little Ellie – so tiny and wrinkled and impossible – to my chest and being unable to stop myself from crying.

It’s Jo leaning down beside me in her new body, her eyes also shining and whispering we did it. And then Oh God, Evie, I’m so proud of you…

It’s kissing my new husband and realizing that I don’t care that he did all those awful things. That I don’t care what body I’m trapped in.

It’s realizing that I just love Jo, that I’ve always loved her, and I’ll keep loving her no matter what body either of us is wearing.

Yeah. There’s nothing quite like having a baby to make you realize some important home truths.

Speaking of which…

“Mommy. Mommy, look at me!”

I looked up at Tara with a smile on my face as she came running into the room in her new costume, the one Jo had got her that made her look like Princess Elsa from Frozen.

“Shh, honey,” I whispered in my soft voice, “don’t disturb your sister. But go ahead. Quietly.”

Tara nodded, an adorable look of concentration on her freckled face. She thrust one leg forward, put her arms out into a pose…

…and then she was dancing and singing, just like she’d seen on the TV.

I watched as she plowed through Let it Go with the blind, beautiful enthusiasm only a child can muster. When she was done, I gave a tiny cheer, since I had my hands way too full to clap.

“That was beautiful, sugar,” I beamed. “You’re such a clever little girl.”

My daughter smiled back at me with a look of devotion that gladdened my heart. It seemed weird now to think I’d ever not had this adorable bundle of energy running around in my life.

At that moment, I finally decided we’d made the right decision. It had hurt like hell at the time, and Tara had screamed her head off. But if we hadn’t done it, she’d be miserable now.

Yep, bribing the clinic one final time to erase Trey’s memory and make him think he’d always been a 5-year old girl had been the right move in the end.

Now he was happier than he’d ever been.

Just as I was thinking this, there were footsteps, and then a man’s deep voice, flowing into the room.

“There you are,” Jo smiled as she walked in, sweeping Tara up into her big strong arms. She turned and fixed one gorgeous, masculine smile on me.

“My three beautiful girls.”

I smiled back at her. In her arms, Tara’s eyes lit up.

“Am I the beautifullest, daddy?” She squealed.

“You sure are, darling,” Jo said, kissing the top of her head. “You and mommy both.”

“And Ellie,” I said, “don’t forget Ellie.”

Tara rolled her eyes.

“But mo-om, she’s too tiny.”

Jo laughed at her.

“But she’s still gorgeous, Tara. Just like you.”

Then she was holding Tara up in her big, strong arms and nuzzling her belly, and Tara was laughing her little head off.

“Shh!” I whispered. “Ellie, remember?”

Jo shot me a bashful smile. She lowered Tara to the ground, then crouched down in front of her.

“You go off an play now, OK, darling? I’ll be along in a minute, I’ve just gotta talk to mommy.”

“Whatever,” Tara sighed. It was her favorite new word.

Then she was running out the door again, belting out the lyrics from Frozen as she vanished into the depths of the house.

When we were sure she was gone, Jo sat down on the floor, spread her legs.

“Ah… that’s better. You know, I never used to get manspreading as a girl, but now I’m stuck like this I feel like it’s…”

“I’m still kinda pissed at you, y’know?” I interrupted. “For the record.”

Jo shrugged.

“Look, you were cheating on me, I got mad…” She opened her arms wide. “Baby, what would you have done?”

“Whatever I did, it wouldn’t have involved turning a grown man into a little girl and stealing his old body.” I said. “But, yes. I guess I do understand.”

A giggle suddenly rose up in me.

“Besides, I kinda like you in that body…”

Jo looked down at herself, a handsome smile on her square-jawed face.

“Yeah, I mean, I do too. It’s… fun, being a guy, isn’t it? All this muscle, all this testosterone…”

“A beautiful wife,” I reminded her, jokingly.

My new husband waved a hand at me.

“Sure, I guess,” she smiled.

There was a pause. The room was silent apart from Ellie’s faint little feeding noises.

“Do you…” I said at last, “do you think we did the right thing?”

“The right thing?” Jo raised her eyebrows. “No, I don’t. I think we should’ve just waited till I was ready to get pregnant. Look at us: I’m working in a gym for peanuts, we’ve got two kids to take care of, and you’re still stuck as a girl.”

I waited for her to go on. I knew she wouldn’t just leave it like that.

“But, if your question is Do you think we can make this dumb mess work?” Jo continued in her deep voice, “then I guess the answer is… well. Yes.”

She smiled at me again.

“I mean, I think we’ve got a pretty awesome family, haven’t we?”

“Mommy.”

I couldn’t help it. Whenever she called me mommy, I just started grinning.

“I guess we do. I’ve got my little girls,” I smiled down at Ellie, “and my big, strong husband. That feels like a win to me.”

“Me too,” Jo whispered. “Me too.”

There was nothing more to say. We sat there in silence for a moment, enjoying our new family, soaking up the strangeness of our bizarre new lives.

Then, abruptly, Jo got to her feet.

“Guess I’d better go check on Tara,” she said, “don’t want her going through your makeup bag again.”

And with that, she was crossing the room, back out into our family home, back out into life.

She reached the door and stopped. Turned. Gave me a winning, roguish smile.

“Oh, and for the record, I’m glad you’re still Evie. I wouldn’t want to spend my life with anyone else.”

And then she was gone.

For a long time, I just sat there, nursing baby Ellie, smiling to myself, thinking about how queer and wonderful the world was.

Only a year or so earlier, I’d been a stay at home dad in his mid-thirties, arguing endlessly with his wife about whether or not to have kids.

Now, here I was. A beautiful, 23-year old mommy, with two wonderful daughters to her name, and a husband whose dick I just couldn’t get enough of.

Deep down, I already knew which life I preferred.

Ellie stirred in my arms, began to whine.

“Shh…” I whispered in your ear. “Shh… it’s OK, baby, it’s OK…”

A thought suddenly struck me. A smile spread across my pretty face, radiant and pure. I hugged my baby tighter.

“Mommy’s here.”

The End

*

Like what you’ve read? Subscribe to my blog to get information on HOT new releases and FREE TG short stories delivered straight to your inbox!
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Free short story: From Man to Mommy

They’d been married for less than a year when Adam began pestering Katie to have kids.

“C’mon…” he moaned, following Katie round the kitchen as she prepared their dinner, “I don’t wanna wait. I’m getting too old already!”

They’d met just after Katie finished university, when she was only 22. By that point, Adam had already been a working grown-up for ten long years.

Now, he was 35 and didn’t like his younger wife to forget about it.

“I always said I’d have kids by 36. That was a deal-breaker. I told you when we started going out…”

“I know. I know you did.” Katie sighed, trying to make sure she didn’t overcook either the sauce or the pasta while Adam kept going on. Why had she chosen to make a ragu tonight, of all things?

“But I’m not ready, y’know?” She said as she took the pan off the heat. “I still want to see the world. Do some travelling. Remember I told you I wanted to live in Asia before we had kids? Where’s our pad in Bangkok, huh?”

“That’s different,” Adam rolled his eyes. “We can live in Asia whenever…”

“With kids? Do you have any idea how much English-language schools cost out there?”

“Well, whatever. I’ve been abroad already. Trust me. It’s not worth it.”

Katie had to bite down on her tongue. This always came up when the conversation turned to her travel plans.

Three months. He spends three freakin’ months in Prague and he thinks he’s Alex Chacón…

“It’s just something I’ve always wanted to do, OK? Even if it’s just for a year. My publishing house has a vacancy coming up in their Thai office. Maybe we could do that? Then we can come back, talk about having kids…”

“A year?!” Adam’s eyes went wide. “I’ll be 36… even if I knock you up the minute we step off the plane, I’ll be 37 before you give birth…”

He folded his arms, fixed his wife with a unyielding stare.

“Sorry. We can’t do that. I’d rather get divorced than wait that long.”

He frowned at the stove.

“The ragu’s burning.”

Fuck!

Katie span round, but it was too late.

She’d been so absorbed in her argument that she’d turned the pan up, to full, instead of down. And now their dinner was all black and nasty.

Behind her, Adam gently shook his head.

“You gotta be careful, babe,” he said, sagely, “if you burn the dinner talking to me, what are you gonna be like when we have kids, huh?”

It took all of Katie’s self-control not to pour the ruined ragu over her husband’s big, dumb head.

*

That night, Katie sat up on her iPad, flicking through a message board as Adam lay snoring beside her.

She’d had an awful evening. After the mess with the ragu, she’d shouted something at Adam about this being the last time she wanted to hear about having fucking kids.

At that, Adam had taken her in his arms, sternly but gently.

“You don’t mean that,” he’d said, firmly. “You want kids as much as I do. You just need… time to think is all.”

Then he’d smiled and put a hand on her belly.

“Imagine,” he’d whispered, “imagine how awesome it’d feel to have a little Adam or Katie growing in here…”

And Katie had tried to tell him how she didn’t want to look like a beached whale. Didn’t want to deal with vomiting every morning. Didn’t want her hormones bouncing around like crazy, her boobs leaking, and her bladder messed up for nine whole months.

What about my career?! She’d wanted to shout, publishing is fucking brutal. If I get pregnant now, I’m out for good!

But Adam had just shh’d her, then gently led her upstairs and clumsily tried to seduce her.

Now he lay drooling beside her while Katie tried to work off steam on the internet.

MY HUSBAND’S SUCH AN ASSHOLE SOMETIMES, she typed into the anonymous message board, HE KEEPS TRYING TO FORCE ME TO HAVE KIDS.

FORCE?!! Came the first reply. OMG CALL THE POLICE! THAT’S ILLEGAL.

Katie sighed.

NOT LIKE THAT, she answered, I’M NOT IN CHAINS OR ANYTHING. WELL, METAPHORICAL ONES.

I JUST WISH HE KNEW WHAT IT WAS LIKE.

She sat there in silence for a moment, casually glancing over the boards stats. There were 56 people viewing. Surely one of them would offer some sympathy?

10 minutes later, no-one had replied. With a sigh, Katie went to switch her tablet off…

…when a private message landed with a plonk.

Katie frowned at the username. MissWitch99? Who could that be?

For a second, she hesitated. It was late, and Miss Witch was probably just some bored and lonely divorcee looking to rant about her ex. He should probably just turn her tablet off and go to bed…

Instead, she clicked open.

HEY THERE, the message began, WE’VE NEVER MET, BUT I’VE HEARD STORIES LIKE YOURS HUNDREDS OF TIMES. I THINK YOU’LL FIND I’VE GOT THE PERFECT SOLUTION…

As Katie read the rest of the message, the blue light of the screen reflected in her glasses, she began to smile.

Suddenly, it looked like she was going to Thailand after all.

*

The next morning, Adam woke up with an unhappy groan. He buried his head under the covers and tried not to heave, his stomach doing backflips.

Why the hell was he feeling so nauseous? Had he and Katie shared a bottle of wine the night before? He hadn’t got drunk, had he…?

Lying in bed, his eyes closed, Adam frowned. No, that wasn’t it. They’d had an argument instead. Something about having kids. Something about…

Then Adam’s stomach lurched and his eyes flew open. He threw back the covers, one dainty hand clasped over his lips and sprinted to their en-suite bathroom as fast as his slender legs would carry him.

He almost didn’t make it. Just as he bent forward his stomach kicked again, and then he was vomiting, gagging delicately into the bowl while trying to keep his long blond hair from getting any sick on it.

The feeling quickly passed. Dazedly, his mind spinning, Adam gingerly got to his feet, grabbed his pink toothbrush and started scrubbing.

He spat the taste of vomit out, delicately shaking his pretty little head…

…and stopped.

And frowned.

Then frowned some more.

Dainty hands… long blond hair… slender legs… pretty little head… what the…?

Then he glanced in the mirror and nearly screamed.

Gone was big, strong Adam with his square jaw, fatherly eyes, greying stubble and big, broad shoulders.

In his place was a girl.

To keep reading this free TG short story, follow this link to Lisa’s blog. No registration, no fees, no tricks.


Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from my other tale of gender transformation and male pregnancy…

Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife

“How do you like that?”

Will couldn’t help it. A gasp broke out his mouth, loud and high-pitched and feminine. He looked up into those familiar green eyes and was horrified by how attractive he found them.

“I love it,” he whispered, tears of humiliation rolling down his cheeks. Ever since his transformation, he’d been unable to lie to her.

“I love it when you fuck me like a little slut.”

Claire grinned down at him, enjoying his helplessness. She leaned forward and planted a strong kiss on Will’s dainty lips, her stubble scratching at his soft cheeks.

“I know you do,” she whispered. “Just like I know you’ll love it when I do this.”

Will let out a girly scream. One of Claire’s strong fingers was digging into his asshole, forcing its way inside his smooth, naked bum.

He tried to twist away, but his wife held him in place with her strong hands, enjoying the way he wriggled.

“Don’t play coy,” her deep voice vibrated through every inch of Will, making his nipples go hard as bullets. “I know you enjoy it. I know you love having something in your cute little ass, just like I know you love being called a slut.”

No! Will wanted to scream, No I don’t. How could I enjoy this? You’re a sick woman, Claire!

Instead he bit his bottom lip, looked up at his big strong wife with his doe-like eyes and nodded in shame.

There was no way he could hide his desires from Claire. His new, secret desires his wife had forced on him, along with his new body. His shameful, dirty, secrets.

Claire knew all of them.

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” Claire whispered in his ear. “I’m gonna fuck you like a whore and get you pregnant. And you’re going to thank me, aren’t you, whore?”

Weakly, Will nodded his pretty new head. Strands of long, blonde hair fell across his eyes, plastered to his face. He looked at the all-too familiar man fucking his pussy and wondered how he’d let his happen.

Only that morning, he’d been William Stern, advertising executive. A rich, alpha male with strong muscles, a big dick and a pretty blonde trophy wife.

Now, everything had changed. He was the pretty blonde wife. And Claire, Claire was…

“Swapping bodies with you might be the best thing I’ve ever done,” Claire snarled into his ear. “You’re so strong.”

She grinned savagely.

“I can’t wait to pin you down and fuck that gorgeous ass of yours.”

“Claire…” Will begged, weakly. “Claire, please…”

“Quiet!” Claire snapped angrily. “From now on, I’m William Stern. And you’re…”

Her grin widened.

“You’re my trophy wife Claire.”

Will closed his eyes. Madness threatened to wash over him.

He was trapped in Claire’s beautiful, young body. Worse, he was trapped with her desires. He had her sexuality, her desire to get pregnant, her attraction to her handsome husband.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

Claire stiffened, and suddenly Will could feel his new pussy being flooded with come. Without meaning to, he clutched his wife closer and moaned loudly in his newly female voice, encouraging her to pump as much sperm into his womb as possible.

Stop! He sobbed helplessly inside himself. Please stop. I don’t want to be pregnant!

But deep down, he knew that wasn’t true.

Deep down, a dark and secret part of him wanted exactly that.

And thanks to Claire’s wish, there was now no chance left that he wasn’t.

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Enjoy tales of men forced to become heavily pregnant women? Check out my other novel-length tale of gender-swap pregnancy…

The Pregnancy Curse

“That was incredible,” Bruce finished in his soft, high-pitched voice.

A warm smile spread across his pretty features. He could still feel Harrison’s dick, deep inside him, keeping his pussy nice and stretched.

Soon he’d have to gently move his haunches forwards, leaving his friend’s dick dangling and his pussy empty of everything but sperm. For now, though, Bruce was intent to simply crouch here, his perfect ass on display for Harrison to see, his roomie’s rock-hard dick poking into his womb.

“Y’know,” he heard Harrison say playfully, “you’ve got such a perfect little ass…”

As he spoke, he began gently kneading Bruce’s behind with his fingers, squeezing the flesh, making Bruce sigh and whimper.

Harrison didn’t know it, but playing with his ass like that was making Bruce’s pussy stretch wider than ever.

“…I’m beginning to think I never want to see you as a man again.”

“Good,” Bruce sighed. “I never want to be a man again. I want to be…”

He swallowed, delicately.

“I want to be your wife,” he confessed. “Your pregnant wife.”

“Speaking of which,” Harrison said. “Do you reckon…?”

“I dunno. There’s a lot of sperm in there,” Bruce said, gently clenching his pussy against Harrison’s dick, silently marveling at all the stuff his new body could do. “I guess we just wait and…”

He suddenly broke off, a look of concern on his beautiful features.

“What’s wrong?”

“Oh God…” Bruce whispered. “I think… Oh fuck, oh Christ! I’m gonna-!”

He didn’t need to finish.

Already, the two male friends could see Bruce’s new breasts starting to swell up, the nipples becoming sore and wet with watery milk.

Already, they could see his face becoming softer, his cheeks taking on a rosy glow.

Already, they could see his stomach swelling, as Bruce’s womb grew to accommodate the baby now growing there.

With a cry, Bruce pulled himself off Harrison’s dick. He collapsed on his side on the bed and watched in shock as his belly and boobs swelled up and up and up, until his stomach hung from his frame, like someone had inserted a beach ball beneath the skin.

There was an audible little pop and Bruce’s belly-button suddenly popped out, a little one-inch nub of flesh, protruding from his skin.

That’s the closest I’ll ever get to having a cock again… Bruce thought dazedly.

Five seconds after it started, the witches’ final spell stopped. In shock, Bruce stared down at his newly-changed body; at its stretch marks. At its heavy belly. At its breasts, all swollen and sore with milk.

Gently, he reached one long-nailed hand up and let it rest on his stomach. To his shock he felt something inside him give a little kick.

Wordlessly, he looked up at Harrison, tears shining in his beautiful eyes.

“The baby,” he whispered.

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Also by Lisa Change

*

She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

When rude, middle-aged Dan publicly insults a breastfeeding young mother he gets the shock of his life. The woman is a witch and uses her powers to turn Dan into a fertile young bimbo!


Trapped as trailer trash Tiffany, Dan must put up with a low class husband and his body’s insatiable cravings. Because the one thing Tiffany wants most in the world is to get heavily pregnant. And the witch’s spell means a single drop of sperm will turn Dan from a red blooded male into a pregnant young mommy… permanently. Will Dan be able to ignore his body’s new desires, or will he find the idea of being a pregnant woman with swollen breasts, a heavy belly, and a macho husband too tempting to resist?  

Buy now


She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Racist, middle-aged Jon takes great delight in being the alpha male. But when his wife Sophie discovers he’s knocked up their Guatemalan maid, she uses a magic lamp to exact a delightfully kinky revenge. 


Turned into sexy, fertile young Josephine, Jon is now the perfect housewife. Even worse, he’s got a demanding new husband! With her second wish, Sophie has turned herself into a strong, handsome black man with an enormous penis. She’s going to make Jon go down on her, obey her like the perfect little wife he is, and let her pump him full of sperm. Because Sophie’s revenge won’t be over until Jon is heavily pregnant. And she’s still got one wish left to make it happen… 

Buy now
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Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.
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If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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