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		I woke up to the sound of my buzzing phone. Nine o’clock. Another Friday. Another day between Thursday and Saturday. On another week between last week and next week—and that meant it was time for my English Composition class. My lack of motivation made it feel like I was having to lift my own dead body just to sit up in bed; one hundred and fifty pounds of zombified college freshman ready to suck down some caffeine, shove a microwaved breakfast sandwich down his throat, and march himself down to a class that wouldn’t matter with material he’d probably forget about when the exam was over with.

		College was cool on the first day.

		Two months in, college was starting to suck. And four more years of scrambling my brain awaited me. I supposed people enrolled in college just as much for the atmosphere as the academics, but I wasn’t doing well on that front either. Unlike my roommate, Desmond, who was on the football team. It seemed like every Friday night I got to hear all about his popularity when they won a game and celebrated in the room next door. We had a campus apartment, so at least there were walls between us. Still didn’t do much to muffle the loud partying that usually went on into the early morning hours.

		I whipped the covers off and prepared to find today’s motivation to keep trying at this college thing.

		Then I noticed the sizable tent pitched in my boxers.

		Whatever I’d dreamed about last night had given me an erect wake-up call. And its pounding intensity was demanding to be addressed. I glanced at my phone. I had a few minutes; no rush. So I reached inside my underwear to assess the issue. Upon wrapping my fingers around my painfully engorged shaft, I nearly drew blood from biting my bottom lip. My body squirmed like I’d just captured the head of a wild snake.

		Jesus Christ, I thought, my back arching as I succeeded with one, slow stroke of my cock. This was a level of sensitivity never before experienced! I flopped around like a drunk contortionist until I found myself pinned into the corner of the bed, my legs and head trapped in such a way that prevented me from moving around any more.

		I didn’t understand.

		Rubbing the surface of my dick had never felt like I was igniting a goddamn fire down there. Tremendous warmth baked in my shaft and balls. It wasn’t painful; it was just so extreme that my mind had trouble interpreting it, as if the pleasure was overloading me. My erection felt like it wanted to explode as I performed my usual business, and I went through stages of nearly swallowing my own tongue and clenching my jaw so as to not make a sound.

		The pressure below my dick was no less than volcanic.

		Somehow during the course of my unexpected morning masturbation, I wound up mostly upside-down, curled up like an armadillo. It didn’t take but a couple of minutes, my hand grinding along my hard-on until completion. I flooded my boxers with enough semen to make them feel like I’d worn them in the shower, my huge load turning them into a soggy sponge.

		Afterward, I lay there panting.

		“What the hell?” I said to myself.

		Even puberty hadn’t been this severe. Rationally, I blamed it on whatever dream I’d had last night that I couldn’t remember. Must’ve been an orgy with female celebrities, or something.

		Catching my breath, I returned to the procedure of getting ready for my classes. Obviously my boxers needed a change. I didn’t have time for a shower, though. I dressed, wolfed down my breakfast, then grabbed my backpack.

		While ready to leave, I was distracted by a sudden tightness in the front of my pants. Inexplicably, blood was rushing into my cock with such quickness that my already-raw junk and a tightly secure zipper made things agonizing.

		My legs started jerking forward automatically, pressing my second erection of the morning into my fly just to reap whatever limited pleasure there was to have.

		Before I could even make sense of this, I was clutching the damn dresser and humping my crotch against it.

		What the fuck? I kept thinking.

		I didn’t have time for proper semen disposal; instead, I creamed my fresh underwear after getting intimate with a piece of furniture for a few minutes. With being on the heels of a huge load just fifteen minutes ago, this one was fairly minimal. I didn’t have time to change, so I didn’t bother. All this action had caused my abdomen to cramp again, so I took my pain medication. I’d been getting cramps in my gut for the past month, and all these pelvic thrusts were aggravating it again.

		But surely it was out of my system now.

		I knew I was on a dry spell with chicks, but sheesh.

		In my English Composition class, I sat in the back like always. Boring environment. Boring lecturer. Boring material. There was no possible way I could get another erection over eloquent grammar.

		And yet.

		I survived thirty minutes.

		And then my dick was trying to rip itself free. This time, I engaged it in a battle of willpower, but soon my fingers were shaking as I typed notes on my laptop—and the notes themselves started to contain more mistakes as I hastily tried to keep up with Mr. Wilson’s brisk pace. My hips started to move, using the confines of my jeans as something to press my hard-on against, and then I couldn’t suffer it anymore. I cupped my hands around my junk tightly and initiated the usual pelvic thrusts. My head came down on my laptop, filling the document with long strings of text as I reached another orgasm.

		At this stage, my sperm factories were falling behind. It was a fairly dry release.

		But it still felt as intense as the first. It shouldn’t have. Like, that was illogical.

		By now, I was realizing that something was wrong, and I shouldn’t be out in public while I was dealing with the horniness of a hundred young men put together. Back at my apartment, I took a shower—during which I jerked off again—and locked myself in my room.

		I started to become fascinated with it. I opened a spreadsheet and logged a timeline of hard-ons. A pattern immediately became clear: within thirty to forty-five minutes, I would get another erection. And with that erection, I’d feel the need to nuke anything in sight with a semen bomb. Often it was my hand; sometimes it was my pillow, or the edge of the mattress, or just a fucking bundle of clothes out of my hamper.

		I was so perpetually horny that I became exhausted. And by the middle of the afternoon, my bedroom was immersed in the scents of sweat and jizz.

		I began to get worried.

		This wasn’t just some horny spell caused by a wet dream; this was some kind of medical issue. I had to beat off so frequently that I could barely function. I ate a sandwich for supper. The first half successfully made it into my belly. The second half was obliterated because I stuck my dick between the ham and fucked the shit out of it.

		Like, who did that? What healthy person stopped eating a sandwich in order to fuck it?

		Desmond had a game tonight. He didn’t get home until after eleven, and with him came several teammates. Of course they’d won. The Furies were in an easy division of primarily basketball schools. A team with someone who could throw the ball with any accuracy almost guaranteed an undefeated season.

		There was all the hooting and hollering I had come to expect—and the erection I didn’t.

		That night got weird. Even as a roommate, I barely saw Desmond. His teammates less so. But my mind went to a frightening place: a locker room, a bunch of jocks, dirty and sweaty after a game, in states of undress with their muscular butts and jockstraps on full display. With tears in my eyes, I humped my pillow again. I couldn’t even be sure if I was doing the fucking or the one being fucked, but I just craved the motion, the energy, the release of pressure in my loins—which was no longer caused by semen build-up but by something else in my worn-out muscles.

		I’d lost count of how many cumshots had stained my bed and my clothes.

		I fell asleep knowing I needed to get checked out.

		Fortunately, for a small campus, the university still had its own nurses. I jerked off before leaving in order to give me a window of time where I could function as a responsible adult. Inside the clinic, I was terrified while waiting. It’s gonna happen anytime now, I thought, sitting with my legs together and my knees trembling.

		My nipples were aching too. I kept rubbing them and wincing.

		Everything about my body was out of whack right now.

		The nurse who saw me—she introduced herself as Vicky—was a woman about my mom’s age. I didn’t know if that was better or worse. Thirty minutes had passed since my last ejaculation. And if the trend continued, I was in for an embarrassing time. But I had to find out what was going on.

		I stood in her little exam room as she shut the door.

		“What’s going on, Cameron?” she asked. “On the appointment form, you wrote down you were having spontaneous sexual…” She donned a pair of eyeglasses and looked at her clipboard. “Issues. That’s it. Spontaneous sexual issues.”

		I nodded. I knew my face was redder than tomatoes, and I was sweating profusely, but this was turning into a serious problem that needed to be addressed. “I don’t know how to put this into, uh, more polite words, but—” I clenched my hands into balled fists as I felt blood surging back into my groin area. “I’m having uncontrollable erections.”

		Vicky nodded. “In the mornings?”

		I shook my head emphatically. “All the time. I started keeping a spreadsheet. They occur every thirty minutes or so—ah.” I fought to keep the inevitable from happening, but soon enough there was substantial proof of my ongoing symptoms. The front of my jeans outlined a bulge, and the way I was trembling and swaying on my feet indicated that it needed immediate relief. Vicky would probably think I was crazy. I was a guy. Guys got boners pretty often, especially in a college environment. But she had no idea what I was going through.

		“Do you mind taking your clothes off?” she asked.

		Well, she hadn’t laughed at me, so that was a positive start.

		I obeyed her request. The hard-on was only the first problem; the other was my ravenous sexual appetite and need to hump anything in the room. I stood with my arms on the exam table, my whole body shaking and my cock unleashing torrential amounts of pre-cum on the floor. I must’ve looked feverish. And also the lighting in the room highlighted another detail that had avoided my attention: my entire groin region was very red, like I had a rash, or some kind of infection. And either I was going a little crazy or totally crazy, because my dick actually looked somewhat smaller.

		The friction is rubbing it down, I thought. With all that was happening to me, it made more sense than it should have.

		Vicky knelt and inspected my crotch. “When did the testicular shrinkage begin?”

		“Testicular shrinkage?” I said, automatically reaching down there. I cupped underneath my shaft and discovered that my scrotum was not only smaller but loose. The balls inside felt no larger than peas! “Uh, I dunno. I didn’t even notice until now.” Just touching myself down there caused more pre-cum to squirt out.

		Vicky stood up. “I’ve heard of young men in college having reactions like this. I’m going to call an expert—if you would consent to seeing an expert, Cameron.”

		“Sure,” I said

		“Good. I’ll set up an appointment. I’ll notify you when she arrives.”

		Arrives? I thought. What kind of expert was this?

		After the conclusion of my appointment, I ran back to my apartment and did what was necessary.
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		I knocked. A woman’s voice welcomed me inside.

		Turner Hall was clear on the other side of campus from the dormitories, and it was where the upperclasspeople attended lectures in specialized fields of science. I’d never been. And it was quite a shock to walk into a room that resembled what some big-city therapist might use to dissect some troubled minds. The blinds were drawn, there were boxes cluttered around the furniture, and there was a bright pink travel-size suitcase.

		Dr. Eloise Hinkle was pushing at least seventy-five, with a full head of curly white hair and sharp-pointed spectacles like what women in the nineteen-fifties wore. I expected this woman to know about the Cold War, not whatever condition was causing me to have constant and uncontrollable boners. I came in nervously, hoping my next hard-on waited long enough for me to make a respectable impression without seeming like some psychotically horny freshman.

		“Mr. Cain,” she said. “Cameron Cain. I like alliterative names.”

		“You should thank my parents,” I said.

		She gestured to a chair in front of her desk. The lamp made the shadow cast by her spectacles look like evil eyebrows, but she was smiling otherwise. I dumped my butt into the comfy leather seat.

		“Do you know what protandry is, Mr. Cain?”

		I shrugged. “Never heard of it.”

		“It is perfectly illustrated in clownfish. When the breeding female dies, a male fish will undergo a sexual metamorphosis to replace her. He—or should I say she—is now tasked with repopulating. It is a fascinating way in which a species has evolved to face all threats to its propagation.”

		I sat there, tapping my fingers on the armrests. I figured I was probably five minutes away from having another erection. “Uh, cool,” I said, unsure of the point she was making. “I was told to come here for help with whatever’s wrong with me. If I want a biology lesson, I already have a professor who does that.”

		Dr. Hinkle brought her hands together on the desk. “Understanding biology is necessary to understand yourself, Mr. Cain. Tell me. When was the last time you had a girlfriend?”

		“Six months ago.” Really twelve months ago. Or maybe thirteen now. But I wanted to protect my male pride from this old, inquisitive woman.

		“You live in the dorms?”

		I nodded.

		“Surrounded by young men?”

		“That’s generally how it works in most colleges,” I said. “Everyone’s segregated.”

		She grabbed a sheet of paper from a stack and looked at it. “It says here that you visited the university clinic a month ago in regards to abdominal cramping. Is it still persisting?”

		“Yeah, I take pain meds whenever it flares up.”

		She dropped the paper and turned her chin up. Probably she was keeping me in focus through those low-riding spectacles on her nose, but it kind of looked like she had this uppity attitude. “I don’t believe a physical examination is necessary,” she stated. “Mr. Cain, all the evidence in front of me confirms that you are a clownfish.”

		I waited for a punch line. Then I just laughed. Right around that time was when my cock decided to turn this into a three-way meeting. I uncomfortably crossed my legs to keep my growing bulge hidden. “I’m a fish? Is that the official doctor’s diagnosis?”

		“If you were a simple animal, I would also call it protandry. In humans, however, I prefer the term androestrus. It means you are a man undergoing a change that will leave you with the ability to rear children. Another way to say it is second puberty.”

		I laughed some more and squirmed in my seat. My hard-on was calling my name. “I’m what? I’m changing sex? There’s gotta be a mistake, doctor. I just need a way to treat these erections.”

		“There is no treatment,” she said. “This is in your DNA. About one out of every ten men has it. Far fewer see it activated. It’s a gift from our cave-dwelling ancestors. When communities of primitive humans lacked women capable of breeding, one of those men would change sex in order for reproduction to continue. I often theorize that this is directly responsible for humanity making it as far as it has.”

		“That sounds like a load of crap,” I said. My breath was coming faster and my face was flushed. Squeezed between my thighs was a desperate beacon of need.

		“Do you need to masturbate?” she asked.

		“No,” I lied, with a snort.

		“Go ahead. Give your body what it needs.”

		Her consent suddenly made my urges uncontrollable. I straightened my legs and reached into my pants. Doing the deed in front of an old woman made me downright embarrassed, but she’d said I could! And so my hand went swiftly and tightly around my swollen shaft.

		Dr. Hinkle: “The nurse reported that your testicles have visibly shrunk.”

		I winced and nodded. Pleasure rolled across my mind, and I was shuddering from head to toe.

		“Have you shaved your facial hair recently?”

		To that question, I rubbed my chin. That’s strange, I thought. It didn’t take me but a day or two to develop stubble. What I felt now was completely smooth, as if I’d shaved it thirty minutes ago.

		“Have you seen anything different in your nipples?”

		“Ah,” I cried out, entering the orgasm stage. I jerked in the seat, the muscles in my groin contracting forcefully to expel the semen out of my balls, though lately there’d been no volume whatsoever. The reverberations of the orgasm lingered longest in my nipples. I rubbed them. And with that, the doctor had her answer.

		“None of that explains why I’m so horny,” I said quietly.

		“Sure it does. You’re undergoing puberty. And reproduction requires intercourse—even better if there’s a high desire for it. Your sex drive from here on out will be higher than ninety-nine percent of the population.”

		“So, I’m turning into a girl? Are you sure?”

		She nodded. “Mr. Cain, I’ve traveled the country and examined young men like you for two decades. It typically is triggered by pheromones. A male-dominated environment has only male pheromones. Your body senses this. There is a crisis of too much sperm and nowhere for that sperm to go. You, Mr. Cain, are giving that sperm a place to go.”

		I closed my eyes. It sounded completely ridiculous. First of all, I didn’t like men! I was a sworn and well-experienced lover of pussy. Although, a couple of days ago, I had caught myself imagining Desmond and his football buddies getting naked in the locker room. Maybe I was just envious because he had friends and I didn’t.

		Dr. Hinkle pulled out a laptop. “Now,” she said, “I’m going to contact this university’s administration and get your schedule changed. You are taking five classes this semester. That’s far too many for someone in your extraordinary situation. You will only be able to tolerate two classes at most, on Tuesdays and Thursdays. This more than doubles the time it will take to earn your degree, but I believe that young men like you are their healthiest in college. You are surrounded by a wealth of virile young bodies. It’s a Golden Corral, Mr. Cain, and you have quite the appetite now. I hope you understand what I mean by that.”

		At this point, the pile of outrageous claims from her mouth nearly reached the moon. None of this is possible, I kept telling myself. A clownfish? A fucking clownfish? Like Nemo?

		“We will meet once a week,” Dr. Hinkle went on. “Do you have a roommate?”

		“Yeah,” I said. “Desmond. He plays football.”

		“Does he have a girlfriend?”

		“I think so.” Kayleigh.

		“It is possible she keeps clothes there. You should start wearing her panties.”

		I’d been staring at the ceiling waiting to wake up from this bizarre dream. Now my head snapped down, and I looked this so-called doctor in the eye. “What? That’s…” I shook my head as my mind was confronted with images of my cock in lace and silk. “Is that your prescription?”

		“Indeed it is. Women’s underwear will help you transition.”

		“But I’m not transgender.”

		“I’m not saying you are, Mr. Cain. In fact, most young men who endure this process retain the usage of male pronouns. But you will soon feel a deep desire to attract a mate. College guys are simple creatures. Also, I will be leaving packages at your door. I hope to aid you through this process as much as possible, because I know how confused you must feel.”

		After our meeting was finished, I did feel confused. I also felt like I was being gaslit by a crazy old woman who was clearly mistaken about my overactive sex drive. Instead of a pill, she’d given me a nonsensical story about how I was going to change gender because some regressive gene in my body had determined I needed to make babies.

		That was so many levels of what the fuck that it made my head hurt.

		Second puberty? That wasn’t real!

		I made it back to my apartment with minutes to spare before my next horny episode. Desmond was out. We rarely saw each other, and I pegged him for the typical American jock: always hanging out with his friends, banging his girlfriend, and spreading his male superiority like he was casting off dandelion seeds. Our apartment had a small common area. I saw that his bedroom door was ajar, and there were no apish sounds coming from within.

		Wear her panties, I thought. What was Hinkle a doctor in, anyway?

		I crept to Desmond’s room and pushed the door open. No jock to be found—but there was a plethora of football-related decorations. The posters suggested a preference for the Denver Broncos. And as if Dr. Hinkle had seen the future through her crystal ball, there was a pair of white lace panties directly on the carpet in front of me, beneath a beam of sunlight. Truthfully, my eyes lingered more on the jockstrap hanging on the rim of Desmond’s hamper. The whole room smelled like dirty socks.

		I sighed.

		Then dropped my pants and underwear

		For the time being, I was in no danger of being aroused as I slipped the foreign, lacy garment up my legs—which I thought looked smoother—and over my dick—which I thought looked even smaller. The material fit snugly, adhering itself to the contour of my butt and pinching into my taint area. There was a full-length mirror. I took a nervous step over into its reflective range and saw myself.

		Honestly? I wasn’t that freaked out. Probably because I still kept glancing over at the damn jockstrap. Like, what was I afraid of? That it was going to jump out and attack me?

		I posed a little. My legs were so devoid of hair that, if you covered my upper body, I looked pretty girly—minus the little lacy bulge. And if I bent my waist just right, my ass would stick out like a girl’s. The reflection overall created this uncomfortable clash of my internal image of myself, which immediately scattered from my mind the moment I started to get hard again.

		Well, now they don’t fit so well, I thought, watching the lace stretch around my erection. To my mind, it was the same as every other pulse-pounding erection. To my eyes, it was about four inches long, maybe less. Any concerns over a possibly shrinking manhood and Dr. Hinkle’s diagnosis were ignored as I took care of business.

		Not long into masturbating while standing there in Desmond’s room, I heard the jock himself fumble with his key at the front door. In a panic, I grabbed my clothes and hurried my lace-clad butt back into my room. I made it without getting caught.

		Close call.

		I barely reflected on it before I was sprawled on my bed and shooting my tiny load into Kayleigh’s panties. Then I had a nap where I dreamed I was a fish trying to be caught. Only instead of the hooks having worms, they dangled jockstraps.

		Good God, what was going on with me?
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		That Friday, I was standing in my room doing something that was more common recently: staring at my reflection. My schedule had already been changed by Dr. Hinkle, so I didn’t have classes. I didn’t have to do anything. And in the absence of academic incentives, I was modeling another pair of Kayleigh’s panties. A red thong.

		The metamorphosis that the doctor had spoken of was now plainly visible. There was a part of me that refused to believe that I had something in common with a clownfish, but most of my skin was now silky smooth. I had a figure—nowhere near what a supermodel might flaunt, but enough to grab my attention. My waist was narrower, and my hips were the tiniest bit wider. Or maybe they just seemed wider because of my shrunken tummy area. My cock was a tiny nub in the thong, which concealed all of my junk other than my pubic hair. I wondered if I should shave it. Or at least trim it. That would make the thong look sexier on me.

		I spun around for a reverse angle.

		The sight of that fabric disappearing into my ass crack made me shiver. I pinched it between my fingers and pulled upward, and the wedgie sensation across my taint area made me shiver even more. I knew there was more happening to my groin than just the shrinkage of my manhood, but it felt like it was happening inside.

		I wondered how right Dr. Hinkle was.

		My excitement was replaced with dread.

		This cannot be happening, I thought. She has some kind of agenda. She’s secretly drugged me. Or brainwashed me!

		While these thoughts swirled inside my head, I heard a knock on the front door. I wasn’t sure if Desmond was in or not—and that side of the apartment remained quiet. So I squeezed my slightly fatter butt into a pair of my shorts, threw on a shirt, and went to see who was outside.

		There wasn’t anyone. There was a package on the floor. And it was addressed to me.

		I took it safely back into my room, locked the door, and opened it. My eyes were greeted with girls’ clothing: panties, tops, and even a pair of denim shorts. I pulled the first item out. It was a pink tank top with CUTE CHICK written on the front, with a picture of a baby chick. I rolled my eyes. Who did that crazy old woman think I was? A doll she could just dress up? The shorts were short. They’d show off my legs. And my legs did look pretty nice.

		I took everything out. Buried underneath was something else.

		A purple dildo.

		“You are being ridiculous if you think I want that,” I said aloud, ignoring how my voice had gone up half an octave since yesterday. Maybe I was just hearing things.

		To settle down, I rubbed my crotch. Self-pleasure had become my only method of relieving stress lately—mainly because I needed pleasure almost nonstop. And with my dick being so small, my method for masturbation had evolved into simply massaging my whole groin area. I didn’t even take off my clothes. Five minutes later, after some fast-paced hand action and humping the corner bedpost, my legs shuddered as I deposited a little bit of cum into my roommate’s girlfriend’s panties.

		I’m not becoming some slut, I told myself.

		A statement which quickly vaporized as I dragged my finger along my ass crack. Without that familiar hardness dominating my feelings of arousal, I was noticing other parts of my body more. I’d already gotten into the habit of pinching my nipples. But there was something about my butt that just seemed so inviting, like if I just stuck a finger in there, if I explored it in a way that a proudly heterosexual man like me had never explored it before…

		I shook my head and cursed myself.

		Feeling thirsty, I decided to find refreshment. I opened the door—and promptly bumped my chest into an extended index finger with a pink fingernail. It belonged to Kayleigh, and she looked pissed. My heart jumped into the stratosphere.

		“It’s you,” she said.

		“Me?” I chirped.

		“Stop playing innocent, you pervert. Several articles of my clothing have been misplaced, and this isn’t a big apartment to suddenly, like, lose my clothes. So, where are they?”

		I shook my head. “I don’t know—”

		She pinched my ear and yanked hard.

		“Ow!”

		That box of women’s clothing from Dr. Hinkle was still sitting on my bed. She saw it and pushed me out of the way, not giving a shit about my personal space. And then a fear I didn’t even have until a few minutes ago suddenly manifested: Kayleigh found the purple dildo. It dangled from her fingertips, as if she was afraid it might be covered in horrible germs. She looked back at me with her mouth open.

		What else was about to happen to me? Was a fucking meteor going to slam through the ceiling next? Honestly, I wouldn’t have minded that right about then.

		“Women’s clothing. A dildo. You really are some kind of pervert,” she said. And she sniffed. “And this room. It smells like cum.” She observed several crusty stains on the bedsheets. I hadn’t cleaned up yet. Also, I didn’t mind the scent. I was finding that certain body odors made me even hornier. “It smells like all you do is jerk off.”

		“I can explain,” I said. “I know it looks bad.”

		She laughed and crossed her arms. “What are you doing to my panties? Sniffing them? Or wearing them?”

		“Wearing them, because, I have this condition—”

		“My boyfriend is gonna kick your ass when he finds out.”

		“Just fucking listen,” I said, cringing from how my voice sounded girlier the louder it was. “I have a condition. It’s called androestrus. I’m like a clownfish. I’m suddenly changing sex because, I guess, I’ve been without a girlfriend too long, and I’m surrounded by men. A doctor told me I should wear your panties. It would help me feel better. I swear to all the gods that I’m not making any of that up.”

		Kayleigh laughed. “Look. Maybe you can convince some other girl of that bullcrap, but I’m a pre-med student. There’s no such thing as androestrus. I mean, I know what andro means and I know what estrus means, so, that’s kind of clever, but really? You’re spontaneously turning into a girl, or something? That’s the explanation I’m supposed to believe?”

		“Hardly anyone knows about it. This doctor is an expert who had to fly in, because it’s so rare that—”

		“You’re a panty-stealing pervert!” she insisted. “That’s all this is!”

		I supposed that was true too. But there were multiple factors playing into it!

		“And when my boyfriend returns, I’m telling him everything.”

		I fell to my knees in a desperation mode. It felt completely pathetic. But I did not want some football meathead to crack my skull open. I brought my hands together as if I was pleading to the Almighty Himself. “Don’t do that,” I begged. “I’m sorry for wearing your underwear. I’ll do anything. Anything.” When she tried to go past me, I pulled on her arm. “Everything I told you is real. I swear. It’s true about clownfish. Look it up.”

		I definitely wasn’t a man anymore if I was acting like this.

		Kayleigh looked down at me. My disgraceful actions were now giving her a kind of amused smile. “You’re really turning into a girl?” she said.

		I nodded.

		“You know, when the clownfish changes sex, it gets mated.”

		“I know,” I said.

		“So, you’ll start liking guys too?”

		I shrugged. “I’m still changing. It’s a process. But maybe.” The prospect both made my nipples hard and my body shudder. It was just as conflicted about that as my mind was.

		“Well,” she said, “if you’re going to start having sex with guys, you’ll probably need some experience with that dildo first. Show me what you can do. And then maybe I won’t tell Desmond who’s been stealing my underwear.”

		Oh fuck you, I thought.

		Could any woman in my life be normal?

		Though I supposed she had a solid reason to be behaving this way. No telling how much of my cum was soaked into her panties.

		I looked at the dildo on my bed. I had thought I’d be given time to contemplate it, not be forced to use it right away. Hanging my head shamefully, I crawled on all fours and retrieved it. Its phallic shape was very firm, but slightly flexible. I stared at the tip that vaguely resembled a glans and wondered how my previously boring life had come to this.

		Kayleigh shut the door. “Suck it,” she said. “Since you want to be a girl so badly. Girls have to know how to suck cock.”

		Bringing the dildo to my lips was like a dagger through the heart of my male pride. But I wrapped my mouth over it. Being fresh out of the box, it had a stale, rubbery taste that I didn’t find appetizing. However, having its girth between my lips did something weird to me. All at once, my entire body was buzzing with excitement. My nipples were hard, my crotch was glowing hot, and my toes were curling. I slid my lips along the shaft carefully, while trying to stretch my mouth out so that as little of it was in contact with the dildo as possible. But while pulling it out, I pinched my cheeks in and sucked.

		Perhaps my male identity took a blow right then. Like a chisel to a statue.

		But there was something inside the statue. Someone who had been dying to be free.

		Within a minute, Kayleigh didn’t matter anymore. I sucked with vigor, rolling my head into each forward and backward motion, slobbering all over that wonderfully hard cock. With one hand keeping that going, the other rubbed between my legs. The moans that echoed from my throat were barely recognizable.

		“I bet you want to fuck yourself too,” a distant voice said.

		The voice was full of good ideas.

		I turned onto my hands and knees again. I worked my shorts off, exposing the evidence of theft to my one-girl audience—but I didn’t care right now. My cock had dwindled to the point of being useless, but the person I was becoming wouldn’t have a cock. She’d have holes. For cocks. In an unstoppable horny trance, I twisted the thong aside and introduced my anus to this purple rod of joy. There was enough saliva on it that it barely met any resistance. Its hardness filled me, and I moaned deeply.

		Kayleigh came closer. I thought she was studying me. She had plenty to study when I hiked my shirt up and started playing with my tiny boobies. When I was on all fours, they dangled slightly. My nipples were harder than my cock was, and I felt like I was passing over a hill now. You’ll be missed, I thought about my shrinking manhood. To my new nipples: Hello and welcome to the family!

		I rocked and continued to fuck myself. The position seemed unnatural at first, but my opinion quickly changed as I rammed that cock repeatedly into my rectum, feeling it spread me open. I imagined other cocks doing that. Real cocks. Filling me and fucking me and unleashing their seed all over me and inside me, and I hunched over and shook from my first anal orgasm.

		“Oh yes!” I squealed, letting out those girlish notes. “Yes!”

		Kayleigh stood beside me. She was staring at what were clearly tits—albeit in an early developmental stage. Then she was staring at my groin, where no scrotum existed and my penis was barely recognizable as such.

		“Oh my God,” she uttered. “Are you actually telling the truth?”

		I nodded. With my body still tingling and that purple dildo still halfway in my ass, I was a happy camper. I was shocked at how good it felt to be on all fours with my butt in the air.

		“This is actually really fascinating. Cameron, please tell me everything.”
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		“How did all of this make you feel?” Dr. Hinkle asked, her fingers temptingly hovering over her laptop keyboard while waiting for my response.

		“It’s a mixed mess,” I said. “I was embarrassed, shocked, aroused—you name it.”

		I was lying on the leather sofa, which gave it the air of an actual therapy session. Although I reckoned most patients weren’t rubbing their own crotches in plain view of their therapist. Part of it was the arousal, but I was also feeling the changes happening day by day. I could barely feel my dick anymore. My whole groin was warm and throbbing, even when I wasn’t in the mood to touch myself. And my abdomen ached. All the damn time.

		The keys clacked away.

		“How did you feel about pleasuring yourself with a dildo?” she asked.

		“I didn’t know I was capable of feeling pleasure that way.”

		“Were you imagining your roommate’s girlfriend while you pleasured yourself?”

		“No.”

		“Anyone in particular?”

		I swallowed. “Desmond, I guess. And men.” I whipped my hand away from my crotch. It all felt so disgusting, suddenly. Men like Desmond—dumb jocks—were annoying. But my mind couldn’t easily sweep them into that category. While I lay there, a series of masculine characteristics went through my head: muscles, bulges, deep husky voices. All these made my nipples painfully hard, and so I started rubbing those next, pinching them through my shirt. I didn’t see the need for a bra yet; I had little more than bee-stings, but their sensitivity more than made up for their size. I wondered how large they would get over time. “I can feel it happening, inside me.”

		“Your orientation is changing?”

		I nodded. “I like women, but when I was looking at Kayleigh, I was more thinking about how cute her bob hairstyle was. And obviously I like her panties too. I think she forgot to ask for them back after what happened.” I was silent for a moment. Then: “It’s gonna keep getting worse, isn’t it?”

		“Mr. Cain, I have observed what you’re going through at least a hundred times in other young men. You’ll start to see other women your age not as sexual partners but as competition, yet you will feel different than them. You will feel a heightened need to breed. Deep down, it is the most primal instinct in all of us, which we have suppressed with our modern society and vast array of comforts to distract us from the sexuality of the human body. You will not be distracted by those things. You will see men as they truly are: seed bearers.”

		Seed bearers?

		The old woman sure went straight to the fucking point.

		My abdomen cramped again. It was enough to make me wince—and also for my therapist to notice. “It’s worsened lately,” I said. “Comes and goes.”

		“Do you want to know what’s causing that?” Dr. Hinkle asked.

		“What?”

		“The creation of your womb. It started a month ago, even before an external transformation was discernible.”

		My mouth hung open slightly. My womb? I thought. I guessed I’d made peace with the fact that my boy bits were turning into girl bits, I was developing actual tits, my skin was getting softer, and I wouldn’t need to shave anymore. But a womb…

		My mind made the next leap quite easily: I would soon be able to get pregnant.

		“H-how long does that take?” I asked.

		“Around six months. It happens quicker in boys with androestrus than it does in girls, but it is still no short matter. You will have periods, but you will never have menopause. You will be able to carry children until you are my age. You will always look young for your age, you will have more muscle tone, and you will have an impenetrable immune system.”

		“You sure seem to know a lot about this.”

		“That’s because my mother was a young man like you once.”

		Damn, I thought.

		It was all so much to take in. Given how life-altering this was, I felt pretty calm. Dr. Hinkle didn’t ask any more questions, and I lay there staring at the ceiling and twiddling my thumbs, focusing on different details: the floss-like strip of underwear wedged between my ass, my aching and pulsing nipples, and the memory of my anus stretching to the limit. I could still feel that huge thing sliding in and out, the girth and the pressure. It made me squirm.

		I thought about cum. I imagined it webbed between my fingers, dripping down my throat, clogging my nostrils, drizzling over my body like chocolate over an ice cream sundae. I thought about how I’d been born from cum; I thought about cum gushing into my body and making me pregnant a million times over. Having children seemed like life’s purpose. Not academics. Not a career. But impaling myself on a cock and making the cum flow.

		“There’s so much cum,” I whispered.

		“Pardon?” Dr. Hinkle said.

		“I was just thinking about how many guys are in my dormitory. They’re all carrying cum. You could probably fill an entire bathtub, or something.” I shook my head free of those images. “I think I’m turning into a slut, doc.”

		“Promiscuous women are not the same thing,” she said. “They seek pleasure for themselves. You seek pleasure for a greater purpose.”

		“Humanity’s kind of doing all right now,” I told her. “Guys like me aren’t needed to be baby factories anymore. And babies are a big responsibility. I’ll have to control this somehow.”

		“What you do with this gift is up to you.”

		Gift, huh?

		That word lingered in my mind after our appointment was over. My sex change was a gift. My growing obsession with cum was a gift. My DNA had appointed me with a responsibility that was a little out of place in our modern society, but it was still happening nonetheless. I couldn’t stop thinking about guys. Every guy I passed on campus got a second look from me. I found myself liking the width of their shoulders, the way they walked, the way their pants bunched up around their groins. All the time, I felt like I was on the verge of pulling some random dude behind a tree, yanking his pants off, and blowing him.

		So many fine, young bearers of seed, I thought.

		Kayleigh texted me about meeting up again. As a pre-med student, she hadn’t been lying about being fascinated with my changes. She wanted up-to-date reports! So, ten minutes later, I was at her apartment. She was lucky enough to have her own place, meaning no possible intrusions from nosy roommates.

		I dropped my pants and underwear. She sat almost underneath me, her mouth gaping as she looked up at my groin.

		“There’s no way,” she said. “Cameron, you’re really developing a vagina.”

		“Everything I told you was true,” I said.

		“It still sounds like a bunch of crap.”

		She poked around my groin—which made me flinch and tremble several times. My penis had sort of begun to withdraw into a series of vertical folds. With my expert knowledge of female anatomy learned from unhealthy amounts of porn consumption, I recognized such folds. My empty scrotum had flattened and split down the middle, and now it was starting to resemble a vulva. And I assumed my penis was becoming my new clitoris. After all, it hadn’t really lost its sensitivity.

		I told Kayleigh about my new womb too.

		“You’d think this would be a big deal,” she said. “Boys suddenly turning into girls? Did she say how many times it’s happened?”

		“She’s seen a lot, apparently.”

		“And you’re okay with this?”

		“I think that’s why I’m so horny all the time. It’s a distraction from, er, the body horror element, I guess.”

		Then she prodded me in such a way that caused me to tense up. Her jaw dropped again. When she held her finger out, I saw that it was shining at the tip.

		“You have a hole, Cameron,” she said, slightly in awe. “It’s not large, but it’s there. At the rate this is going, you’ll probably look completely female by the end of the week.”

		My poor cock. It had seen a premature ending. And now, from the look of it, I’d be spending more of my adult life with something to be penetrated. I was scared and excited. And of course it made me aroused. Because nature wanted me to want to be a girl, to have children, to be fucked relentlessly, and how else would it do that other than make me the horniest slut on campus? I needed to masturbate. I didn’t even ask Kayleigh for permission; I simply reclined myself on her mattress and put my hand to work, exploring my new folds and finding that little entrance.

		Kayleigh: “So, this woman changed your entire schedule? You’re gonna be attending college for eight years, constantly aroused?”

		“Yeah,” I moaned, my eyelids fluttering. Eight years of being surrounded by the hottest young studs with big cocks, whose testosterone would be telling them to fill me with cum. It sounded like heaven. And I’d have a functional womb. I could get pregnant. I’d always heard pregnant women were super horny. It made me eager just to try it out. “She said it’s healthy. If I’m always surrounded by cum—I mean, guys—it’ll keep me satisfied.” One of the stuffed animals on Kayleigh’s bed happened to be a clownfish. I cuddled it as I fingered myself.

		She laughed. “You’re so obsessed with cum.”

		“Yeah. It’s what creates life. It’s like the best substance on Earth. And you have a womb too. Don’t you ever stop and feel that power inside you?”

		“We aren’t the same,” she said. “I’m not sure I ever want kids.”

		“More for me,” I said.

		The world needs insatiably horny sluts, I thought. That could be me. I would be happy to take any man’s jizz. Any beefcake. Any nerd. Anyone with a hard cock. Because it wasn’t them; it was the cum itself. The more I rubbed myself, the more I felt like its servant. Come into me, I thought, as I imagined myself surrounded by twenty erections, like at the beginning of those bukkakes. You know you want to come into me. Enter my tight, wet nirvana, where you can grow into so much more.

		These thoughts felt insane.

		But they made me happy.

		Cum. It was like the best word ever invented.

		“Hey,” I said, in a daze of cock-centric imaginations. “Can I borrow your boyfriend? I’m gonna need a guy soon. And he’s my roommate.”

		Kayleigh laughed again. “As far as I’m concerned, you can have him. We’re splitting up anyway.”

		“Why?”

		“Because, underneath those pretty muscles, he’s just a dumb jock like the rest. He got me a sex toy for my birthday last month. Instead of something thoughtful, like a book from one of my favorite authors. So, if you want that piece of meat, go ahead.”

		“I think I love pieces of meat,” I said.

		I rolled over, humping the bed and playing with my wet little hole. I was glad Kayleigh understood my needs. My gaze happened upon some boxes nearby. One of them contained a cheerleading outfit. Kayleigh was on the squad—presumably that’s how she and Desmond had hooked up. But seeing as it was now in a box, I asked her if she was giving that up too.

		“If I stay on the team, that means I have to see him every weekend,” she said. “And I really don’t want to.”

		A cheerleader hooking up with a football player seemed so hot. Like soul mates. Cheerleaders were always happy for those big, strong men on the field, who were all sweaty and teeming with cum.

		An idea struck me.

		“Can I borrow it?” I said. “And do you have a wig?”

		

	
		 

		5

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Once again, my bedroom mirror was a window into a fantastic future. Kayleigh’s cheerleader uniform was a little tight. I was probably six inches taller, with wider shoulders—and from Dr. Hinkle’s knowledge of androestrus, my ongoing sex change wasn’t going to undo the effects of male puberty and make my skeleton smaller and daintier. Female puberty would work with what was already available. I wished my body was Kayleigh’s size, able to be lifted and thrown around and used however men wanted to use me. On the other hand, I thought my long legs and exposed midriff were sexy as hell. I definitely had a girl’s stomach. And while my hips had room to grow, I certainly didn’t look like a guy in women’s clothing.

		The red, shoulder-length wig had been in Kayleigh’s possession from her theater days. I loved how it framed my face, hiding nearly everything but my eyes and lips. One day I hoped my natural hair could look like this—and I trembled from imagining a big, strong jock pulling on my hair while he mounted me from behind.

		Just like how the animals do it, I thought.

		Deep down, were we not all animals? Was the desire to fuck not as strong as thirst? Hunger? Hell, I couldn’t go for an hour without masturbating. I could live without food for days.

		My loins burned. In the mirror, I saw my body as nothing but a flower: a prettiness that only served to help it get pollinated. Because that was the point of all life. Breathe, eat, and fuck. I’d been breathing a lot. I’d been eating too. But in the category of fucking, I was well behind. And it was time to catch up.

		At around ten-thirty, I heard a bunch of creatures stomp into the apartment. The whooping and hollering told me that the Furies had successfully beaten another foe. There were probably four or five men in there—my roommate included. I shook deeply, feeling the proximity of their cum. My nipples were hard, and my groin was warm. My condition had transformed me into a walking Geiger counter for semen. There were male pheromones in the air, and I was already moaning a little.

		He’s not going to recognize me, I told my reflection. We never saw each other. He lived in his football life, I lived in my lonely life. Which apparently was directly responsible for the changes I saw now.

		I wasn’t about to be lonely anymore.

		Smiling and reminding myself to not dive headfirst into their pants immediately, I opened my bedroom door and went to greet the feast.

		Desmond had brought three friends over. Right away, I was encompassed in a cloud of their sweat and musk. I smelled the damp turf of the football field, and I smelled their flesh, their manliness, their primate scents wafting off them as if they were each a candle burning. The gang had gathered in the kitchen to drink water and sodas. No beers; they were all underage. And I thought that was sweet that they weren’t being exceptionally rowdy or drunk. If a sober man wanted to bang me, then that was even hotter—because he genuinely liked what he saw.

		I came in basically unnoticed. No one had seen me leave my room, which meant not one of them suspected that I was Desmond’s roommate. I was almost bouncing on my toes from how happy I was to be in their presence.

		Desmond saw me first. And his perplexed expression sent everyone else’s eyes in my direction. Suddenly four jocks were staring at me. I’m not sure how I didn’t fall down into a quivering, moaning mess.

		Look at what testosterone has made, I thought. To my new mind, those four jocks were like gods. They needed worshipers and sacrifices.

		“Hey,” I said nervously. “That was a good game. You guys kicked butt out there.”

		“Did you follow us here?” the main god said, looking around. “I didn’t even see you come in.”

		Good, I thought. He saw it as completely preposterous that I might be his male roommate. Clearly I was a girl. “I came for the party,” I said.

		Desmond laughed. “Didn’t plan on a party. Usually, we just come back to my place and have some drinks. Then take showers. But, uh…” His gaze lingered on my legs before snapping back up. The muscles in my groin clenched fiercely. “I suppose we could have a party.”

		I still missed getting erections. It was hard to bury that familiarity of sudden, intense arousal trying to tear free of my clothes. What was underneath my skirt instead was the epicenter of a pulsing, glowing warmth. It made my knees want to buckle. I looked at all of the football players—their groins more than their faces. My observant eyes noticed some growth happening. And the smell in the room altered slightly: a higher concentration of pheromones to sweat. It was like a new instinct of mine.

		When there was danger around, flee.

		When there were cocks around, do everything in my power to make them expel their seed into my body.

		My skin was buzzing as I walked toward Desmond. “What if I’m the party?” I said.

		One of the other guys whispered, “Oh shit.”

		Near my roommate, I became a total slave to the power of man. I wrapped my arms around his bulging muscles. His aroma was just incredible. I moved my nose from his armpit to along his collarbone, vacuuming up his scent. I imagined the testosterone was an aroma itself, and with a new sixth sense I had I could see it emanating from his pores. His masculinity was a full-course dish of many aromas. I thought I could even smell his cum—or if not the cum itself, the pheromones of his manly need.

		And who was I now but a slut for manly need?

		He was looking at me funny.

		Other girls probably didn’t spend a full minute sniffing his body. Which was why other girls weren’t what this hulking, football-playing deity needed.

		On some level, I felt intoxicated. My pupils were dilated. My head was swimming.

		Close to a man, my experience of reality was completely different.

		“I haven’t seen you around,” he said.

		“I’m new,” I said. “And…I like men.”

		The other guys chuckled. Yeah, I’d stated the obvious.

		“How much do you like men?” Desmond said. His brown eyes cut right into my soul.

		“Like, a lot.”

		I didn’t even kiss him. I just knelt.

		Because what was the point of trading saliva? That served no purpose in procreation. All that mattered was cocks. And cum. The only thing that mattered to my body was cum. It literally had the power to change who I was. It changed history. Every important figure I’d learned about in my history classes had been born from cum. George Washington? Cum. Martin Luther King Jr.? Cum. World leaders were born inside testicles, inside men.

		How could you not worship them?

		Desmond unzipped. He had clearly not showered after the game, and his musk fanned my internal flames. I hadn’t shaken so badly since when I was in grade school and Mom would take me to the dentist. This wasn’t from nervousness, though. This was from human transcendence.

		He pulled his cock out. I jolted away from it slightly. His huge member flopped down, but its softness was temporary; as I sat there entranced by seeing someone else’s manhood, it erected toward me, all the wrinkles across the shaft smoothing out as it became hard. Soon enough, I was staring at seven inches of godly perfection.

		It’s gorgeous, I thought, my mouth hanging open.

		I moved closer and filled it.

		The biggest difference from the dildo was the warmth. And the throbbing! In between my lips, all those blood vessels were pumping rapidly and intensely with Desmond’s blood. I moved my face down on him, feeling his huge cock slide along my tongue and toward my throat. It caused my jaw to ache to have so much meat in my mouth, but I didn’t care. I had a purpose. I sucked him off as I had sucked on that dildo. At first, I worried I wouldn’t be good enough—I didn’t have practice with real men and real dicks. But I’d failed to see the other perspective: I was a former guy myself. I knew all the tricks. I knew dicks pretty goddamn well.

		“That’s it, baby,” Desmond complimented me.

		I was so happy to suck cock. I could’ve stayed where I was for all of eternity, glued to the ground as a nameless hole for men to use whenever they needed to shoot their loads. It wasn’t a demeaning position; I was helping them achieve pleasure and relieve their stress. But I was so much more than a mouth now, and the warmth in my loins constantly reminded me of that.

		I impaled my face down on him, slobbering everywhere. Pre-cum oozed down my throat. I fought my eyes from rolling back.

		This is it, I thought. My new heaven.

		Desmond about had to rip me off—but it was done for good intentions. While I’d been busy with my oral service, his teammates had, accordingly, created a buffet line.

		Dr. Hinkle had been right. I was in a Golden Fucking Corral.

		Like a kid in an arcade, I had to try them all. These jocks were all monuments of masculinity, humans of peak endurance and fitness, and all their cocks were appropriately massive. To me, they were more important than who they were attached to. I kissed them and licked them and sucked them, giving them each the affection they deserved. And while going around the room, I rubbed between my legs.

		I wasn’t wearing panties. My new pussy was soaking wet. As an evolved specimen, I was wetter than any girl I’d ever been with—and I didn’t think that was a knock on my former attractiveness. Because I wasn’t a girl, really. The guys here saw me as a chick because I presented myself that way, but really I was something more. And as I repeatedly pushed my fingers into myself—marveling at that wet, spacious tunnel that had fully replaced my manhood—I knew what I needed most.

		I wasn’t capable of getting pregnant.

		But I dreamed that I could. I dreamed that I could have all their babies. I’d be their cave mother. Their cave wife. It was my duty.

		After blowing four hard, tasty cocks, I was so desperate for more that I ripped my uniform open. My little titties bounced free, capped with achingly swollen nipples. Pre-cum and drool dripped down my chin and neck. I pushed my hand through it and slathered it across my face and hair, moaning as I cleansed myself in their cock-fluids.

		I saw myself as a tiny, naked girl on a flower.

		The cocks above me were the size of jumbo jets.

		Oh God.

		Desmond lifted me under my shoulders. Being pulled off the ground by a man made me squeal in pleasure immediately. When he placed me on the row of stools near our island countertop, I went completely limp.

		He was going to do it.

		It was actually going to happen.

		“I don’t even know your name,” he laughed while grabbing my legs and undoing my skirt.

		“I’ll tell you after you and your friends shower me in cum.”

		His buddies cheered. Two of them high-fived.

		God, men were great. And it was proof that modern society was misguided. They had to go to colleges to learn things, to spend four years—or longer—putting useless information into their brains. But to fuck someone like me, to spread their seed, they didn’t have to learn anything at all. They already knew what to do with their dicks, and they knew what pussies like mine needed.

		Desmond, hot on the heels of splitting up with his girlfriend, found a new sleeve for his hard-on in me. After making mouth-to-cock love for four different guys, I had a pretty sharp mental expectation for what his erection would feel like inside me. Regardless, that huge rod breaking my new cherry took my breath away. My back arched, and I let out a long, guttural moan that none of them had probably ever heard out of a woman’s mouth.

		I thought it was the last of my manliness leaving me. A dead soul departing this horny female body.

		Maybe it partly was.

		I loved that they all watched. Men were pack animals. And back in the cave-dwelling days, I could easily imagine all the men fucking someone like me, increasing the likelihood of pregnancy. I liked to think they were doing that now, waiting their turns, waiting to see who could send their cum shooting the farthest inside me and who could make my belly swell. Instead, they probably assumed I was on the pill. No one had asked. And most girls wouldn’t risk an unwanted pregnancy during college.

		With Desmond staking his hard, throbbing claim to my wet snatch, his teammates offered their cocks for my mouth again. It was the hottest thing ever to see them come toward me. Ten minutes ago I’d been a stranger; now I was a reliable cocksucker, a slut. I didn’t need them to be my friends. They didn’t have to take me out to dinner. I was a service greedily offered, and there was no better place for it than college. I felt sorry for them, doing their homework and listening to boring lectures while their primal needs went unfulfilled. I pictured myself putting a notice on our dormitory’s cork-board: NEED COCK SUCKED? CALL THIS NUMBER! And a hundred men would come every day, knocking on my door. There was protein in cum. I wondered if I could survive just by eating it and nothing else.

		My face became a mess of pre-cum and drool. Then Desmond took a break; one of the other guys subbed in. Cock after cock, they all came and had their turns.

		Nothing was better than being fucked. They’d grab me with their big, strong hands. Then they’d grunt and huff as they drove their cocks deep into my body. My legs pretty much stayed in the air the whole time.

		I satisfied them for at least an hour—and then Desmond was the one back inside me. He had the biggest cock out of all of them. The alpha, I thought. The warmth in my chest made it feel like destiny.

		I squeezed my titties as I rocked back and forth, slammed by his inexhaustible thrusts. I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to have a cock. I had a pussy now. And it loved being filled.

		“Come on,” I cooed, watching them all jerk off. “Paint my body. Cover me. You boys—oh—earned it tonight. Take your trophy.”

		Desmond penetrated me so forcefully that I nearly screamed, while his teammates surrounded me and groaned in climactic pleasure.

		Not so long ago, bliss had been a good video game. Now bliss was three football players— embodiments of peak manliness and testosterone-filled warriors—shooting their cum all over my naked body. And then there was the fourth emptying his balls inside of my pussy. I felt every spasm, every hot pulse aiming for my womb. I writhed and squealed, my voice breaking higher than ever as my own orgasm exploded throughout my female, cum-filled body.

		The other boys left sometime after midnight. I lost track of the time until around dawn, when I found myself sleeping on top of Desmond on our common room’s couch. For a while I simply lay there, admiring his muscular body, enjoying the smell of his sweat and the cute sound of his light snoring. I had a headache that rivaled the hangover I’d gotten at my high school graduation party.

		Then I was bored and unable to fall back asleep.

		So I fetched my roommate’s dick out of his boxers. My gentle touch must’ve reminded it of recent pleasures, because it quickly swelled in my hand. When it became an appetizing girth, I wrapped my lips over it and licked his glans like it was my favorite brand of lollipop.

		He roused a few minutes later. And the beautiful beast underneath me flinched away slightly when he saw what I was doing.

		“Cameron?” he said, with wide eyes.

		I touched my scalp. The wig was gone. Evidently I must’ve lost it while tossing and turning during the night, because I saw it on the floor.

		“Y-you…have a pussy,” he said.

		“Mmhmm,” I said, giving his shaft a good, long cleansing.

		“Dude, I don’t know what’s going on.”

		I pulled my mouth off his dick with a wet pop. “So,” I said, “I have this condition. I’ll tell you all about it. But first I gotta finish sucking you off.” When I resumed, he was happy to let me.

		Guys really were the best.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		After a seemingly long winter, it was finally warm enough to wear my Daisy Dukes. They barely fit my ass. I had to struggle and squirm on the bed just to get the button snapped. But the result in the mirror was worth it. Guys were worth it. And on the days when I didn’t have class—most of them—I focused on looking good and showing off skin. I particularly loved to walk around campus and just wave at them. If I got their juices flowing, then I was making a difference! And that’s who I saw myself as: a cum-flowing, cock-sucking difference-maker. Universities all over the country wished they had boys like me increasing the frequency of hard-ons in their male populations. Frequent hard-ons were important for men’s health. I truly believed that.

		Today was my weekly meeting with Dr. Hinkle. After my transformation, I woke up every day feeling like a Disney princess—like I could hold my hand out and magically have a dozen butterflies land on it. I greeted my therapist with a hug. I just hugged everyone now. Even random dudes in my classes who I needed lecture notes from because I’d been too busy picturing myself crawling under the desks and sucking them all off to pay attention.

		“You’re looking more like a proper college girl,” Dr. Hinkle remarked.

		I thrust my chest out. I was wearing a cropped T-shirt with FRAT BRAT across the front. “Thanks!” I swept a hand through my hair, which was almost hanging to my shoulders now. Maybe I was still a little tall and had wide shoulders, but the way I dressed—and my ass in these shorts—stopped anyone from thinking I was a guy at the beginning of last semester.

		“Your skin is glowing. You must be having a lot of sex.”

		“Oh, you know it!”

		Meeting with Dr. Hinkle was still important, because I had to present as a functional adult. Sex was integral to my well-being, but this wasn’t ancient times anymore; she wanted me to have a life and possibly a career beyond my collegiate experience with countless bodily fluids. She gave me guidance. She taught me how to control my urges. Did I still suck dick every day? Obviously. But with a little self-control, I could choose when to suck dick.

		Having a single boyfriend was impossible. I was a communal resource, like a public water fountain. Nature had designed me to serve lots of people.

		“Is everything still going well with Desmond?” she asked.

		“Oh yeah. Once he understood my needs, he’s very open to me having to sleep with most of his friends.” I just couldn’t stop smiling. “I have a question for you.”

		“Go ahead,” she said.

		“Is everyone happy after their changes? I mean, I look around me now, and it’s like I’m in an amusement park. There’s so many rides, if you catch my drift. Men are just…” I shivered. “Awesome.”

		“That’s the final effect of androestrus,” she explained. “A feeling of constant euphoria. It means your changes are complete.”

		Complete? I thought, with two trembling hands resting against my abdomen.

		Dr. Hinkle was going away for a month—to investigate more cases, I presumed. When I left, I walked across campus imagining that the tweeting birds were singing my name.

		I saw Desmond. I sprinted across the grass and jumped into his arms, then proceeded to cover his face in twenty kisses before he’d had enough.

		Complete, I thought again. My whole body was vibrating.

		“Whoa, hey,” he laughed. “I was only gone for an hour.”

		“I can’t help it,” I said. “I just want to give you kisses for everything you do.”

		“Even attending math class?”

		“Even math class.”

		I locked hands around his neck while he continued to hold me. I looked into his eyes and saw majestic things.

		“I have an idea,” I said. “It involves your cock and my pussy.”

		“Never heard that one before,” he joked.

		“You wanna do me before lunch? I always like eating in bed after orgasms.”

		I had no intention of telling him about my new fertility. He’d find out—but not until I was three or four months along and starting to show. A hunk like him and a slut like me would surely pop out some cute rascals. I felt sad knowing he’d probably be upset.

		It wasn’t my fault. I was a clownfish. I was a young man designated to turn female and have babies, and that urge was in my bones and blood. And if he didn’t knock me up, I’d find someone else who could. It would probably happen by accident.

		I was Mother Nature’s miracle.

		Desmond? He was just cum.

		 

		


		 

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