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		When the doorbell bing-bonged, it echoed through the cathedral-sized house. Bing. Bong. Initially, the sound didn’t awaken any energy inside me. It wasn’t my house; it was my friend Zack’s. And my young, male interests were more devoted to the Twitch stream on his eighty-inch television. Not the stream particularly, but the female streamer’s cleavage and gigantic rack. I felt a line of drool slowly leaking out of my mouth.

		Bing. Bong.

		“Zack,” I murmured out. It was more like a grunt. “Someone’s at the door.”

		Bing. Bong.

		“Zack!”

		The doorbell continued to squawk. With my friend nowhere in sight, I reluctantly pushed off my stomach, feeling as lethargic as a hibernating bear in the middle of winter—though it was sunny and warm outside. I left a mess of potato chips, cookies, and the crumbs of both behind as I stumbled toward the front door, the legs of my overly long jeans dragging underneath me.

		Zack lived in a damn mansion. I didn’t know what his parents did. Often, they weren’t even around, leaving the two of us to spend the summer being lazy bums.

		Bing. Bong.

		I opened the huge door. It was more appropriately sized for a troll dungeon than a human-occupied house.

		Waiting outside was a young, stunning woman wearing a blue tube dress that accentuated all the best features of her body. My gaze took a long tour of her sexy figure before finishing at her face—and the weird patch of red, wrinkled skin she had just below her collarbone and above her bust. She scratched at it.

		I blinked. The sunlight stung my eyes. “Yeah?”

		“I’m sorry to bother you,” she said. “Is your father home? It’s kind of urgent.”

		My mouth hung open partially. I wondered if junk food could give a person a brain freeze, just like ice cream. She probably means Zack’s father, I thought, logically. “Uh…I mean, I can probably call him—”

		The woman stepped forward, putting herself in the doorway. “I can’t wait that long,” she said. “I need medicine.”

		“Medicine? Like Tylenol?” Did Tylenol help with rashes?

		While I contemplated getting Zack—maybe he recognized this lady and knew what medicine she was speaking of—she reached forward and squeezed my crotch. Naturally, my calorie-induced slumber ended almost immediately. I jumped back as she groped and massaged my junk, which resulted in my veins turning into a rush-hour freeway as blood pumped straight into my dick, swelling it outward against the increasingly tight denim. I swallowed hard. I’d just joined the club of beautiful women randomly grabbing my cock. I didn’t know how many other guys were in that club, but it felt pretty nice.

		“Listen…mister…”

		“Er, Carl,” I said, now so hard that I was wincing from both her hand and the seams of the denim pinching me.

		“I’m Nina.” She smiled. “Can you guess my age?”

		I studied her face. No lines, no wrinkles. She could’ve easily been one of my classmates at the community college, and my answer reflected that: “Nineteen? Twenty?”

		“I’m forty-three.”

		“Get outta here. Forty-three?”

		“It’s not a joke.”

		I didn’t know where this conversation was going. I didn’t know why she was cracking jokes about her age. But she was a babe, and I had a one-track mind. I stared at her titties while I fantasized about what was about to happen next.

		How long does it take Zack to shit? I thought.

		“Carl,” she said, sounding out my name as if it turned her on. “I just need some medicine. And I’ll give you the most amazing blowjob you’ve ever experienced. Have you ever gotten a blowjob before?”

		I shook my head.

		“Have you been with a girl?”

		“Of course,” I chuckled. “But, I mean, not one as attractive as you.”

		She pushed me aside. I didn’t resist. I watched her head toward the kitchen, her beautiful ass bouncing in that tight dress, the fabric ever so slightly slipping into her ass crack and making my dick nearly explode. I sniffed my armpits.

		My lack of deodorant was strongly apparent. But I’d watched a video online from some sex expert who claimed that women were genetically coded to be more attracted to a man’s natural body odor. It seemed he knew what he was talking about!

		I followed Nina into the kitchen, dizzy with desire and the food coma. She appeared to know where she was going, as she went through a door that led down to a wine cellar of sorts. With Zack’s folks being uber-rich, it wasn’t a typical wine cellar; it was like entering a vault, with automatic LED lights, motorized shelves, and an inventory computer system. Rich people are suck freaks with their money, I thought, but maybe the wine they had was just that good. I could sort of relate: I did keep my manga collection cleaner and more organized than anything else in my bedroom.

		Nina tapped some buttons on a little control panel that moved some shelves out of the way. Behind them, set into the wall, was a big metal safe with a monitor. The monitor displayed some information: REFRIGERATION AT 46°F and GREETINGS.

		What a polite little screen.

		Nina entered a code, opened the door. Inside the safe were rows and rows of little vials containing a glowing blue liquid.

		I found myself shaking my head. “Okay,” I said. “What’s going on? What is this stuff?” I’d heard that Zack’s father was a big dude in the medical industry, but my knowledge about the nature of his work didn’t extend beyond that. I’d just assumed he was a really good doctor—maybe someone who worked in plastic surgery and specialized in making women look young, since Zack’s mom also looked young, kind of like Nina here.

		“This is the medicine,” Nina explained, grabbing a vial.

		Okay. So, mission accomplished? “And you just swallow it?” I asked. “What’s it even for?”

		She gestured to the rash on her chest. “It’ll make this go away.”

		I nodded. “Cool.”

		But she didn’t swallow it. Instead, she held it out to me. “You have to take it, Carl.”

		“What? Me? How does that—”

		“You do want me to feel better, right?”

		“Well, sure—”

		“And you want the best blowjob ever?”

		She was trying to persuade my male desires, which really didn’t require much persuasion—I could’ve karate-chopped a stack of wood with my dick. It felt like a pulsing, pounding sledgehammer. And Nina was also gripping the back of my head and holding that vial close to my lips, like I was a baby refusing to eat his vegetables.

		“Does it…hurt?” I asked nervously.

		“It’s the opposite,” she said. “You’ll feel pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. And I’m still giving you that blowjob.”

		I probably should’ve been more concerned. But I was a young guy. My horniness won out nine times out of ten.

		She tilted the vial against my mouth, and I opened my lips slightly. It didn’t taste like anything. There was a slight chill in my mouth, and a somewhat thick consistency. It didn’t flow so much as ooze, and it oozed into the back of my throat. I swallowed, with my mind still trying to connect the dots: What were Zack’s parents hiding down here? How did this help Nina’s rash? The more my thoughts swirled, the more confused I was.

		The empty vial was placed back into the safe. Nina kept rubbing my crotch.

		A couple of minutes passed. Then I felt something happening. There was a hot surge through my groin. I was already erect, but the sensation was like I was getting erect again; I stifled a groan as my balls suddenly felt huge and bloated, like balloons on the verge of popping. I didn’t think they were physically larger, but there was a new, enhanced desperation throbbing inside of them, and both my dick and testicles felt intensely in need of relief.

		Nina’s smile widened. “See? It’s good, isn’t it?”

		“What did that stuff do to me?”

		“It made you into a cure.”

		A cure? What?

		The time for questions was over. Nina practically yanked me toward a nearby chair, pushed me down, and unzipped my jeans with a sound from her mouth that was like a predator’s hungry growl. When my dick sprang free, it was instant relief. My cramped manhood extended, all its blood-filled vessels finally being allowed to stretch. It tingled like I had never felt before, the head and shaft encompassed by a hot, pulsing energy. Nina gave it a few strokes, and I nearly fell into a moaning, drooling vegetative state from the heightened sensitivity, but she’d stated what she wanted most.

		And she delivered on her vow.

		Her lips enclosed around my much-engorged cockhead. I went tense all over, my male and unspectacularly average body experiencing the arresting effects of oral sex for the first time. Oh, Zack, you won’t believe this shit, I thought, watching Nina go down on my shaft. The inside of her mouth was so warm and wet, and I shuddered from head to toe as her suction pulled her cheeks inward against my manhood, the two sliding together.

		“Ahhh,” I sighed, my hands gripping the chair. I was almost pushing myself off the seat.

		Whatever that blue liquid did, it wasn’t visible on the outside, but I continued to feel a need for release beyond anything I’d ever felt before. My balls hurt so bad. Every time Nina drew her mouth down and sucked like a vacuum cleaner, the forces pulled on my nuts, and I winced and groaned. It was so fantastic that I wanted her to take her time, but she showed no hesitation; my teenage cock went in and out of her mouth, with her lips pistoning like there was no tomorrow, drool flying everywhere.

		The pressure got so bad. Tears formed in my eyes.

		It was like a full bladder, but at the base of my shaft. An urgency. Like the sheer amount of cum was going to rupture my scrotum and prostate if I didn’t finish soon.

		Fortunately, Nina was here to help!

		The orgasm caused me to buck hard. The muscles in my groin clenched, and a spear of pleasure rocketed through my cock. I felt it all: the churning warmth, the blast, the gush that was so thick and powerful that it probably came close to splitting my urethra. Nina gulped and gulped, and I shook and moaned as my entire crotch became one violent muscle spasm. It simultaneously felt like getting kicked in the nuts and sucked off by a tornado.

		When Nina removed her mouth, the cum was still spurting out. My shock compounded when she placed my cock against her cheek and rubbed the remaining cum all over her face, like it was lotion.

		During this, I saw the rash on her chest fading away, the red and wrinkled skin healing.

		What the fuck? I thought.

		“Oh, thank you, Carl,” she said. “I’m sorry about being so forceful. I just couldn’t wait any longer.” She licked more of my jizz off her fingertips.

		“Uh, sure,” I said. “And anytime you want to suck me off again…”

		“You’re very sweet.”

		And then that was it. She walked out. With my semen still on her face, like the creamy mess after being involved in a pie-throwing fight, she went up the stairs and left the house.

		I zipped up my pants, closed the safe, returned the shelves to where they were before, and left the wine cellar. When Zack finally returned, I pretended like nothing had happened.

		“Dude,” I said. “Does it really take that long to shit?”

		“Why are you so interested in my turds, man?”

		And with a shrug, we went back to being lazy bums.

		Nina never left my thoughts. And my cock was like superpowered for the rest of the day. I had to beat off three more times. Which wasn’t a downside. I liked beating off. I liked thinking about Nina showing up again and draining my balls.

		I stayed the night. It wasn’t uncommon for me to spend several days at Zack’s house.

		But this time was different. At an unknown late or early-morning hour, I was jostled awake and forcefully grabbed. I tried to scream, but there was already something inside my mouth. A bag went over my head, and all I saw from then on was darkness.
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		I didn’t know how many there were. They muscled me into a room, then slammed me down into a chair. When the ropes came next, my physique—built upon so much laziness—was too weak to resist. They might as well have been tying up a Raggedy Ann doll. My arms were bound, and then my whole body was bound to the chair. The texture of the rope was like sandpaper on my skin, and the lightest bit of struggling hurt.

		Oh God, they’re intruders, I thought, rationalizing the bag over my head, the aggression, and the lack of talking. Zack’s parents were rich. These people wanted money. A secret stash. Something. Or maybe even those drugs in the wine cellar. The black market was a thing! I remembered that!

		However, I wasn’t gagged.

		When the tying-me-up phase had finished, I said, “Hello? What do you want?” The bag over my eyes wasn’t completely opaque; the light in the room illuminated a hazy definition. I knew there was someone nearby. Their shape moved past. I flinched.

		They weren’t going to hurt me, were they?

		Not if I cooperated.

		“I’ll tell you whatever you want to know,” I said, trying to sound anything other than scared shitless. I didn’t think I succeeded.

		And my damn dick was still hard.

		“That’s correct,” said a voice. “You will tell me everything I need to know.” They were using a voice modulator, kind of like Kylo Ren. It was deep and intimidating.

		“Uh-huh,” I said, my voice cracking. “We’re on the same page, uh, sir.”

		“Carl…”

		Oh God, they knew my name too?

		“Tell me. Are you working undercover?”

		“Under—” I swallowed hard. “What? I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m not working for anyone. I’m too lazy to find a job.”

		“Or your laziness is a convincing disguise.”

		“No! Dude, seriously. I tried working at Burger King once. I lasted half a day before walking out. Capitalism sucks, man. Like having to work to just survive and feed myself? But my friend Zack is rich, so I just crash at his place, I mean, it’s pretty pathetic how lazy I am, but I don’t care, I’ll do anything to not work—”

		“Silence.”

		“Okay, sorry. But I am definitely not working undercover.”

		Sweat prickled the back of my neck. I wondered if I should be trying harder to escape, but those ropes were seriously irritating. On the other hand, maybe this was a life-or-death situation.

		I kept smelling hints of a fragrance. A cologne. It was familiar.

		“Are you cooperating with Nina?” the voice asked. “Is she the one working for a rival corporation? Did she mention anything about stealing the formula?”

		I shook my head. “You’re crazy, man. I don’t know anything about a formula.”

		“Why were you helping her?”

		“She was hot. And nice. And she gave me a blowjob. I mean, come on, when a blowjob’s up for grabs, you’ll pretty much do anything.”

		A hand clasped my throat. Not tight enough to block my airway, but enough for me to recognize a warning. My nose inhaled a large whiff of that cologne again. I know that cologne, I kept thinking. But where? Who?

		The voice: “Nina and you entered the wine cellar. Then you were seen drinking the serum. It is all on surveillance video.”

		“That was the requirement for the blowjob,” I struggled to say. “I don’t know what that serum is. I’m not even sure what it does. But I just wanted my dick sucked.”

		I took a lengthy sniff. Then I knew.

		Of course I should’ve known. I smelled it all the time around this house.

		“Um,” I said, shaking in my seat. “Ryder? Zack’s father? Is that you?”

		“My identity is not your concern.”

		“Dude, I know it’s you. Your cologne is rank. You got it for Christmas, and you keep wearing it because your wife likes it. I mean, that’s what Zack told me.”

		There was a sigh from my captor. Then the bag was removed from my head. After being momentarily blinded by light, I saw that my nose was accurate: Ryder was standing there, and wearing the tightest black shirt to show off his incredible musculature. I didn’t know what his workout routine was, but my God he could almost be Dwayne Johnson’s stand-in.

		My surroundings were a large food pantry.

		Heels came clacking from the left, and I saw Zack’s mom, Debra, enter the pantry doorway. She did not appear concerned that her son’s best friend was tied to a chair. Instead, she told her husband: “Honey, I have security talking to Nina right now. She says she couldn’t wait for her next appointment. She thought Carl was our son.”

		Ryder rubbed his face. “But this still doesn’t get Carl off the hook. He was down in the wine cellar. He saw the safe with the vials. He could’ve reported its location to someone.”

		“You’re being paranoid. Look at Carl. Over the course of an entire day, he’ll cover less distance than a snail. You really think he’s some secret spy in all this?”

		“I reckon it’s unlikely.”

		“You should reckon that it’s impossible, because it is. Remove those silly ropes.”

		“We should find a better storage facility.”

		“What’s better than within our own home? Once again, your paranoia is making this more complicated than it should be.”

		Zack’s father came over and removed the ropes. He didn’t apologize. And Zack’s mom watched the whole thing. During the silence, I felt like I should ask some questions of my own.

		“So,” I said, drawing out the syllable for a couple of seconds while rubbing my now-freed wrists. “That was interesting. Um. What, exactly, is going on around here?”

		Debra looked at her husband. She said something, but not with her lips; it was the manipulation of her eyes. Ryder shrugged. Debra squinted more. Then she whispered into his ear. During this, my raging hard-on was causing me to take notice of Zack’s incredibly hot mom and the outfit she was wearing: a red V-neck knit top and a gray pencil skirt. She looked like a sexy principal, and I would’ve done some bad things to have her bend me over a desk and spank me with a ruler. Except, she also looked ridiculously young—younger than any principal. I had just assumed that, with the family wealth, she could afford the magic services of those plastic surgeons that Hollywood actors and actresses frequently sought.

		She scratched at some reddish skin on her left forearm. It looked like a rash.

		“Fine,” Ryder said, after the whispering. “But he better not become a problem.”

		“He won’t. I promise.”

		Ryder left. Debra remained. I wondered what time it was. It had to be like five in the morning, and I was still recovering from a very weird interrogation.

		She click-clacked over to where I was seated. “How’s your parents?” she asked, completely casual.

		“Mom’s still at the bank. Dad’s still a mechanic,” I said.

		“What are your aspirations?”

		“Uh. Finish community college. I guess.”

		“And beyond that? Any world-changing dreams?”

		“Not really.”

		“Hm.”

		She then knelt, and suddenly it was like I was watching a replay of Nina! Debra’s manicured fingers dealt with my boxer shorts, although they didn’t require much effort; I was already at the tent-pole stage, and I never buttoned up the front, meaning she could just reach in and free my erection quite easily. My mouth dropped as her hands took hold of my big, aching cock and began stroking it.

		Could the last twelve hours get any weirder?

		“Um—” I started, tensing up. I was still so sensitive, and my balls ached tremendously.

		“Just relax,” Debra told me. “You haven’t done anything wrong.”

		“Well, your husband seemed to think so.”

		“You heard us. He’s just overreacting. It’s a quality of alpha males. They’re very protective of their image. They can’t let any weakness slip through. Not like you, Carl. You’ve embraced weakness. But there’s nothing wrong with that.”

		Up and down her hand went, the rhythmic motions causing pre-cum to bubble forth. She didn’t grip me hard. She seemed to know that if she did, I would’ve been a bomb with a short fuse. I was quivering nonstop. My dick and I’d had our fair share of good times together—more with each other than with a chick—but this was an entirely new level of pleasure.

		“So, you don’t think I’m a spy, or whatever?”

		She shook her head.

		“I swallowed some of that stuff. Nina told me to.”

		Debra nodded. “And your manhood is different now.”

		“What’s going on?” I said. “Can anyone tell me that?”

		But answers would have to wait some more. My friend’s mom then proceeded to do what Nina had done and bring her mouth into the equation. Of course I didn’t complain. The blowjob was incredible, especially with how slow and deliberate she was, taking her time and dragging those luscious lips of hers along my thick, swollen shaft. My balls yearned for a relief that didn’t seem possible, and my head filled with images of geysers and volcanoes and supernovas.

		“Oh God,” I panted, my legs shaking so hard that the chair was rattling.

		My testicles tightened, tightened, tightened…

		It felt like a fist pushing its way up through my shaft—an amount of cum so huge that my dick had to expand around it—and the arrival of my orgasm sent it shooting into Debra’s throat. The contractions of my groin muscles never seemed to end. I shot a load, groaned, shot another, just absolutely filling her damn mouth with a river of semen.

		By the time I was drained, I’d nearly passed out.

		My friend’s mom showed me the cum in her mouth. It leaked down the sides of her chin in huge globs. Then she leaned toward me as if she meant to kiss me!

		“Whoa, wait a—” I started to say, and I was cut off as her jizz-covered lips sealed against mine. I tried to keep my mouth sealed, but her tongue pushed inside. And with it, she transferred some of the warm, salty-flavored release into me. I gagged, actually feeling how gooey and oozy it was. She tilted our heads—mine below hers—and spit it into me.

		Swallowing wasn’t my intention, but I was so grossed out by having my own cum in my mouth that I wanted the sensation to end immediately, and swallowing was the only way to do that. I took huge gulps. Jesus, how much cum had I made? And what the hell was wrong with Zack’s mom? Sure, to some people this was kinky, but…

		My body started to tingle.

		Debra backed away. “I can tell you what’s going on,” she said, wiping her lips. “But first, it’ll require me to show you something. Just be still, Carl. It won’t hurt.”

		Hurt? What?

		Parts of my body started to burn: my head, my nipples, and my groin. My vision went in and out of focus. There was a strange pressure in my chest, but anything I felt still paled in comparison to the flavor of my own cum in my mouth. And then my chest started to push out. I winced as my nipples, now inexplicably ten times more sensitive, were abruptly pressing outward, stabbing into my shirt. Another pressure—pushing inward instead of outward—centered on my waist. My hips, dick, and legs all tingled.

		“Huh?” I said, my voice jumping up an octave.

		Not long later, the front of my shirt was displaying the evidence of two breasts. My dick, once prominently hard, had disappeared back through the front of my boxers—and when I went exploring inside, I found only a nub that was rapidly shrinking. I froze. The bones in my hands and feet popped and shifted. And there was hair tickling my shoulders. Seconds earlier, it had been above my ears!

		Debra started to smile as my fingers probed something impossible between my legs: vertical folds of skin, and a slit-like feature down the center. My dick and balls were entirely gone.

		Much later, I noticed the rash on her arm had vanished. Just like Nina’s.

		“Welcome to the harem, Carl,” Debra said.
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		“Can we go back to the part where you said harem?” I said.

		The master bedroom was beyond massive; it was an entire living space on its own. I imagined many of the city’s apartments could fit inside it. My toes squished into the shag-style rug while I slipped a hand into my boxers and rubbed my ass. Damn, that’s kind of nice, I thought, feeling the smooth expanse of firm-but-pleasantly-yielding skin.

		I probably should’ve been more freaked out that Debra spitting my cum back into my mouth had evidently caused me to switch sex. But the whole situation seemed positive. I’d been an average-looking guy who had to navigate the social complexities of obtaining some pussy—and I was definitely less successful in that endeavor than the jocks and hunks of the world—but now there was a pussy right there between my legs!

		“That’s correct,” Debra said. “A harem.” She went into her closet. Like actually went into it, because it was an entirely other room. Then she came out carrying clothes. I saw a bra. Panties. It was early in the morning, and I was still tired, but I reckoned I wasn’t about to find sleep anytime soon. The sky outside was beginning to lighten. “I’ve gathered some clothing more appropriate for your new body. You can choose to wear your filthy male clothes, or you can dress like a decent woman.”

		I slowly walked over to the clothes she had set out on the bed. The panties were lace. Purple. And sheer. I was absolutely a panty pervert; I got so excited when I saw panties peeking out on girls’ waistlines. But rather than getting a boner…

		God, it was weird!

		My crotch responded with the usual throbbing and tingling, but nothing was swelling out against the front of my boxers. The effect was more internal. I felt the warmth spreading inside me, deepening. My new parts were damp and ticklish.

		Debra sat down beside the clothing pile. “My husband and I work in the field of alternative medicine,” she explained. “The vials you saw contain a highly advanced formula that completely eliminates the effects of aging. Wrinkles, joint pain, sag and flab, gray hair—all erased in a matter of seconds. But its power is limited when consumed directly. We’ve found that it’s ten times more potent when combined with semen. Thus, there’s a cycle. Men drink the formula, and women drink their semen. And just like that, the degeneration of aging has been cured as if it’s only a headache.”

		I was smiling. “That sounds ridiculous.”

		“You saw it in action. Nina’s chest was red and wrinkly. What happened after she performed oral sex on you?”

		It went away. I remembered that. And the same had happened to Debra’s arm. But I almost still refused to believe a word of what she was saying, because I had thought that aging was just something we as humans were stuck with. But there was a cure? And it involved swallowing cum? What the fuck?

		“Does Zack’s father drink the serum?”

		Debra nodded. “And many women have appointments with him every day, during which they receive their medicine.”

		“It’s literally eternal youth?”

		“It’s the appearance of youth. The human lifespan hasn’t been changed, but our clients will look and feel like college students until they die. Dozens of women come each day to suck his cock and turn back time. One dose lasts for a week before the rashes start.”

		“And you’re okay with this?”

		“Carl, I helped invent the damn thing.”

		“But when I drank the cum—”

		“It only works on women. If a genetic male consumes it, it makes them female.”

		“Is that, like, because it’s a work-in-progress technology, or is that intentional?”

		Debra squinted and smiled. “Put on some decent clothes,” she said. “And don’t mind my presence. It’s not like you have anything I don’t have.”

		I nervously dropped my boxers. The cool air across my altered privates gave me a shudder. Deep in my mind was a barely repressed panic; there should be something sticking out down there! My pubic hair was dense and unkempt. When I removed my baggy T-shirt, I was met with the sensation of my perky breasts rising and bouncing back down. My nipples were downright aching, and I was unsure if that was normal for female nipples or a residual pain from the transformation.

		I wanted to squeeze them. But Debra was right there. So, I acted more maturely.

		Slipping on the panties gave me goosebumps. And when the sheer lace nestled snugly against my crotch, it was strangely erotic. Again, I yearned for the familiar excitement of an erection, but my mode of arousal had changed along with pretty much everything else. The bra was a stretchy kind. It didn’t have hooks. I just had to slip it over my head, wrap it over my tits, and adjust.

		All that remained was a basic red dress.

		Debra watched patiently, with a permanent smirk. I didn’t know if she enjoyed that I was a chick now, or having to wear these clothes, or that I was newly knowledgeable of her family’s odd medical practice. I slipped the dress on like a shirt, and showed her that I did have the mindfulness of covering the bra straps with the dress straps.

		I kind of liked it. It was such a simple and comfortable garment, loose and airy. And it felt so naughty: only gravity was keeping my panties hidden.

		“So,” I said, still getting used to my new voice. “Is this permanent?”

		“The timeline is the same for you. Reversal happens after a week.”

		“And I’m just gonna chill and hang out until then?”

		“And waste your life, slowly degenerating at the cellular level while you watch television and eat unhealthy amounts of snack food? I’d rather you not. It’s a workday, Carl. And my husband and I want you to see the work we do.”

		That sounded exciting. And scary.

		I rode in the passenger seat of her black Mercedes. Our destination, as I saw when the buildings got taller and fancier, was downtown. We pulled into a parking spot with a sign: RESERVED FOR EXECUTIVE. The building was fairly nondescript, just a big block of windows like so many others around it. The official name of the clinic was: HEALING AND REJUVENATION ENHANCEMENT MEDICINE.

		Its acronym is HAREM? I thought. You gotta be fucking shitting me.

		From security and staff, Debra was treated like she owned the place. Everything downstairs looked like a normal office building, but the real business was upstairs. The two of us walked in on her husband receiving a blowjob from a woman in a business suit. From glances, she looked young, another twenty-something on her hands and knees with a ten-inch cock to feast on—but of course I realized I had no idea how old she was. Ryder was seated in a huge comfy chair with the windows behind him, almost like a big throne.

		Does Zack know what his parents do? I thought.

		Because this was so insane!

		Zack’s father and mother literally operated a harem, under the title HAREM. Women, addicted to having a youthful appearance, came and sucked Ryder’s cock for the drug that would reverse all the effects of aging. A hundred moral questions swirled through my mind.

		Debra blew her husband a kiss. He responded by pecking the air.

		We sat down off to the side on a couch, positioned to watch Ryder administering his radical treatment via oral sex. Debra leaned against me. And then her arm was around me, while her other hand was playing with the hem of my dress and rubbing my smooth thigh.

		We watched the sights and listened to the sounds of a blowjob.

		“I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “It’s misogynistic. A man taking advantage of women’s desires to be young and beautiful. They even get on their knees.”

		“You know, that’s one way to look at it, and my brain was slowly working toward that,” I said, unsure how I should feel. It seemed like I was watching something I shouldn’t see, but also the city was right there outside; we weren’t in some underground dungeon.

		“Humans will never be equal,” Debra explained. “Our society is founded on a balance between leaders and followers. My husband is a leader. An alpha male. Most leaders are men, because that’s been our nature since the days of living in caves. Men would hunt and protect. Women would bear and nurture children. But there are more layers to it. Some women are suited for leadership, and most men are actually not alpha males. You, Carl, are definitely not like my husband.”

		I watched the woman’s mouth go up and down on that huge, ten-inch erection, with balls like grapefruits. “I guess not.”

		Debra’s hand reached fully under my dress and rubbed across my panties. Though I was absent a cock, it was the usual reaction: I tensed up and trembled as her fingers stroked my new parts. My vulva. In response, there was a ticklish warmth deeper within me, sort of flowing and swirling all throughout my groin area. I had this instinct to try to touch that warmth. To reach it. Through means that were a little unnerving.

		She took my hand, and we left the main office. In a side room, there was a heart-shaped red bed. Jesus, is this a brothel? I asked myself. Debra laid me down, and then proceeded to skip all the modesty and just hike my dress up to my belly button. Her fingers pushed my panties aside and entered my new hole. For a moment it was frightening as hell, and my brain seemed to seize up in a state of panic.

		Then my body quivered and adjusted to the penetration.

		The wonderful, wet, tight penetration of those fingers.

		I rested my head back, and my eyes turned deep into their sockets.

		“My husband and I see the world as it truly is. A minority are leaders—alphas. The rest are programmed to serve the alphas. And true equality comes from everyone accepting their roles, Carl. There is no place in this world for lazy people in the middle. Either you sit with your cock out, or you get on your knees and suck that cock and enjoy being young, hot, and making your master happy. Which are you?”

		“I…” I said, my voice quivering as those fingers pumped into my slit. I’m going insane. That’s what I wanted to say.

		“And that includes men too. Men giving up their manliness, growing tits, wearing cute dresses, and knowing when to put their knees on the floor. Like me. And when to suck and swallow from the fountain of youth, Carl. Is that you?”

		I writhed nonstop, the penetration consuming my thoughts and warping Debra’s speech into something almost nonsensical. I grabbed my titties fiercely, squeezing them hard as my nipples yearned to be pinched. Sexy chirping sounds started to come out of my throat, and I let them; they became moans as I panted, and then I was squealing as those damn fingers pumped and slammed into my wet tunnel, filling me and touching that warmth inside me.

		Suddenly my body started shaking, and a flood of pleasure exploded from the core of my abdomen. My back arched, and I shouted a resounding, “Yes! Holy fuck, yes! Mmmm!”

		In less than a day, I had swallowed my own cum, been turned into a girl, and fingered to climax by my best friend’s hot mom. Oh, and there was this thing called HAREM. Good God.

		The orgasm left me complacent and satisfied. Every inch of my skin tingled. Then my vision filled with Debra, who stroked my hair.

		“Carl,” she said. “I want you to be like those other girls, coming to suck my husband’s cock, wanting to be young and beautiful. I want you to prove to him that even men like you can drink his medicine and know their place in this world. Because the power dynamic is so hot.” And she kissed me on the lips and shoved her tongue into my mouth for the second time today.
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		A week later, I was in the Hollywood Hills. The financial success of HAREM meant that Zack’s parents could afford to rent a private jet. I had the impression that I could’ve declined to go along—in this instance, to a mansion with a backyard infinity pool that overlooked Los Angeles. But no matter how much Debra pressured me, no matter the clothes she put me into, no matter how goddamn weird it all was, I didn’t say no. And so I found myself in a bikini with about fifty other ladies. Plus Ryder. The alpha and his hungry herd.

		The night was gorgeous. The skyline was stunning. There was music, drinks. There were men in Speedos walking around with wine and food plates.

		I lounged next to Debra, on the fringe of the excitement and taking it all in.

		“Well?” she said, wearing a sexy red bikini of her own. She was in her forties, but our bodies looked identically young. Naturally, she was touching me and being very flirty. “What do you think?”

		“Uh…” I said, drinking Diet Coke out of a pineapple-styled cup. “It almost feels like royalty.”

		“When people accept their roles, whether lord or servant, everything fits into place. Everything just works. And we all get along. And one isn’t inferior to the other. My husband can’t receive pleasure without all those hungry little mouths, and they can’t stay young without the anti-aging nectar that his body produces. It’s like dropping Alka-Seltzer into a bottle of soda and shaking it up. Have you ever done that?”

		I shook my head.

		“Cum for days, Carl.”

		Ryder had the far end of the swimming pool to himself. One by one, the ladies came to suck him off. I couldn’t believe he had the stamina. But check out that cock, I told myself. And even without that huge thing, he was still a good-looking man. Watching him, it made Debra’s theories seem truer. I’d never thought of myself as attractive. I was usually skinny, I didn’t have much masculine definition to my face, and body hair was something my body just didn’t grow much of. And now when I looked down, I didn’t have to worry about my lack of body hair—because I had tits. Real, creamy, perky tits fitting perfectly in my bikini top.

		Although today they looked a little flabbier.

		There was also a rash on my stomach. I kept scratching at it.

		More sex was happening here than at college parties. Debra felt comfortable enough to masturbate while watching her husband receive blowjob after blowjob, and I was so turned on that I couldn’t help but join her. Having a pussy was getting to be less weird as the days passed. When I tugged my swimwear aside, I expected those damp folds; when I pushed my finger toward my body, I expected to feel the tight, slick entrance of my vagina. Amazingly, the music and moaning and the atmosphere lulled me, and I fingered myself right out in the open.

		One of those male waiters walked by, sporting a huge hard-on in his Speedo. He smiled at me. I smiled back. Debra and I both squeezed our titties, moaning softly.

		This does feel better than the life I had, I thought.

		In my male life, could I have suddenly started jerking off in front of other people? Hell no. I wasn’t manly, but that was okay. It was great. Instead of a cock that hardly saw any action, I had a pussy. And from what I’d seen in the mirror, it wouldn’t have been a challenge to find someone to fuck me. It actually made me hornier, imagining a huge cock satisfying that sensation of emptiness between my legs.

		Not that I was gay…

		But I’d be gay for that.

		My head started to spin. I felt drained. Hungry. And that damn rash was really bothering me.

		Debra pulled my hand away when I’d started to scratch it. “Darling, you need your weekly dose. Go see my husband. Let the alpha male provide you.”

		“And…?”

		She nodded. “Taste the fountain of youth.”

		I’d been told that I would change back to my original—male—form if I didn’t have my medicine. There was an allure to that. It meant I wouldn’t have to have a penis inside my mouth. But I liked my pussy. I liked my tits. I loved playing with both, and being horny as hell from sunrise to sunset, and having orgasms that didn’t kill my mood for more sex.

		Seeing all these women and knowing they were just as aroused, and beautiful, and confident in their bodies, it started to give me a sense of fitting in. I had a body just like theirs; I could be like them. And that was more motivating than whether I should be male or female.

		I got up and entered the water. It was so amazing. There were lights all around the bottom that changed color. It was like some private, backyard-sized resort. And when the bottom of the pool gave way to glass—and revealed the fifty-foot drop underneath—my stomach did a brutal turn.

		But it was okay. The man who I was approaching wasn’t scared, and the infinity pool made it seem like he was levitating. Of course he was. He was an alpha male. Basically a god. He rested against the rim, his cock like a tank cannon.

		“I’m still sorry about the other night,” he said. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I was truly worried about nefarious plans.”

		“It’s okay,” I said, not meeting his eyes. Only his pulsating member.

		“In the case of you, I see that my wife was correct. You have become a fine young client.”

		In humans, there are only alphas and those who serve alphas, I remembered. No one wants to be in the middle. The middle encourages lethargy and aimlessness.

		“Go on, Carly—if I may call you that. It does look like you need a dose of the good stuff.”

		I nervously waded over, shivering despite how warm and pleasant the water was. When I was near his massive erection, I had no idea what to do. First, I began stroking him, feeling the thickness of it. There were mere men, and there was this guy, with a goddamn elephant dick. The music pounded my ears, and everyone was so happy and dancing and drinking; it seemed impossible that anyone could not be having a good time, and so my mind refused to have any negative feelings for what I was about to do.

		I leaned in and wrapped my lips around his cockhead. Immediately, there was a spurt of pre-cum. He stroked my hair. I can’t be an alpha, but that’s okay, I thought. And while I was sort of in a harem now, I wasn’t seen as a lesser person because of it. Ryder and his cock wanted to help me. He wanted to keep me young and beautiful—and fuckable. And anyone, guy or girl, who was young dreamed of being fuckable, right?

		My head moved, lips gliding around his shaft, his immense tip pressing down on my tongue. Tentatively, I grabbed Ryder’s knees, giving myself a couple of points of leverage, and just worked him back and forth. I knew the experience from the other side, so I had a pretty good idea of what I needed to do.

		Just simple motions.

		Dicks were pretty sensitive, after all.

		Dozens of women had gone before me, but it didn’t matter. It only took a few minutes of my time, and suddenly there was an eruption in my mouth: warm semen splashed into my throat. I swallowed it down. The taste wasn’t as harsh as the time before. Ryder clearly had a better diet. Gulp, gulp, gulp I went, each sample tastier than the one previous. By the end, I couldn’t believe myself as I actually polished him clean with my tongue.

		The rash on my belly disappeared. My tits grew out, and then my loose bikini top was stretched tight and barely containing them.

		“Thanks,” I said, after lifting my head off.

		“If you need any additional appointments, don’t be afraid to tell me or my wife,” he said. “You’re a friend of my son, Carly. I’ll always be accommodating.”

		Carly.

		Yeah. Okay. It was starting to feel appropriate.

		Debra got me a job at the HAREM clinic. Honestly, I was overjoyed. It gave me something to do. And with my cute body and the clothes that she lent me—a pencil skirt, a blouse, and heels—I felt like my sense of purpose was growing. Not just in the tax-paying, income-earning world, but in the large equation of life itself.

		I was basically a secretary who kept track of HAREM appointments. I had my own desk outside Ryder’s office on the top floor. And the benefits were fantastic, especially for someone without any worthwhile experience in the job market. I got great healthcare and company stocks.

		“Good Afternoon, Mrs. Reynolds. This is Carly at the HAREM clinic. I’m just reminding you of your appointment at three-thirty tomorrow afternoon. We hope to see you then, and we hope you leave here beautiful and young!” I hung up the phone, then stared at my hands, wondering if I should grow my nails out. Possibly I should also invest in some jewelry. My girly hands did look kind of bare without bracelets and rings.

		The boss’s door opened. Out came Nina, looking like a fresh movie starlet. I didn’t know if it was the lighting in this place, but I swore all the women were glowing when their appointments ended. I’d been away from my desk when she’d arrived, so this was the official reunion between us.

		She stopped and pointed. “Hey! I know you! I thought you were Ryder’s son. And you totally look better as a girl. I think a lot of guys would have fun being like us.”

		“Maybe I’ll inspire some,” I laughed.

		“I hate to say it, but my husband would be one. He’s lackluster in bed. It’s a miracle he put two kids inside me. And now he’s getting flabby, and his hair is receding.”

		Not an alpha male, I thought.

		“But if he had a nice ass, and tits, and long blonde hair, he’d be down on his knees sucking dick in no time. And then I’d have someone to go shopping with.”

		She was wearing the same tube dress. Now I could relate. With the body I had, I was starting to put thought into my appearance. But my orientation hadn’t changed. I was still staring into her cleavage like the young horny animal I was.

		She stared into mine.

		It was the most obvious nonverbal communication I’d ever participated in.

		Nina glanced at her watch. “I have to pick up my kids in an hour. Shall we find a room and eat each other’s pussy?”

		“You like girls?” I said, my loins throbbing and nipples aching.

		“Honey, there’s a point when it becomes irrelevant. We’re both hot and young. Looking like a twenty-year-old has given me a chance to do the things I never did when I was actually twenty. And that’s advice I’m passing on to you. Life’s too short to not get freaky. Right?”

		I nodded.

		Minutes later, we were in the room with the heart-shaped mattress, naked, and sixty-nining each other. The tongue was a new experience. I came so many times with her sucking and licking my clit nonstop. Of course I returned the favor. I had thought I was a huge pervert before, and she was so sexy and smelled so fucking good that I wanted to drag my tongue into every crevice, but she was the same way, doing everything short of chewing on me.

		When we were lying there afterward, I felt both satisfied and lost. I had never been great at being a man, but the concept was slipping away from me entirely. Was that good? Was that bad? If I went back to being a man, would I even know what the hell to do? How to act? Or would I be uncomfortable because I wasn’t wearing skimpy panties all the time?

		I wanted to know for sure.

		Because maybe this was all crazy.
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		While Zack was away on one of his decade-long shits, I masturbated on the sofa. Ten days had passed since my last feeding. I’d told Debra I wanted some time off to mull things over. She was very understanding. None of the women who sought HAREM’s revitalizing treatment was a slave; they could pause and continue their regimen as desired. But as I rubbed my dick—now back and fully erect—my desires were strange.

		My body felt wrong. Confusing. When I’d had a pussy between my legs, everything had been fantastic. I’d experienced all these new urges to look pretty, be flirty, and open my mind to the possibility of sucking cock and fucking women and men in all kinds of new ways. And while I enjoyed a leisurely and familiar tug on my manhood, it made me miss what I’d had so briefly—and could have again, at any time, if I put my mouth around my best friend’s father’s huge cock and drank his semen.

		It was like a portal to a new world. A better world.

		I jerked off to tempt myself away from it, but I didn’t think it was working.

		I was born a guy, I kept telling myself. I’m clearly not an alpha male, but that doesn’t mean I should give up my penis and be some slut. I didn’t have to be a leader. I didn’t have to serve leaders. I could just exist. Plainly and forgettably. There was nothing wrong with that.

		Or I could wear tight, sexy panties…

		I could get back to learning how to apply makeup…

		I could have sex as much as I wanted, with guys and girls…

		My mind spun and spun.

		Zack finally returned. I’d heard him coming a long way away and withdrawn my hand from my pants beforehand.

		“Jesus,” I said. “You were dropping off the whole family again, huh?”

		“Sure,” Zack said, flopping down next to me.

		We watched the Twitch stream on his family’s eighty-inch television. We snacked on food. We drank soda. My eyes started to blur, and drool started to leak out of my mouth. I’d reached my mind-numb, vegetative state, where I was doing nothing by blasting my eyes with bright colors and gradually decomposing on the spot.

		Zack, there’s something you need to know about your parents, I thought, imagining a conversation where I dumped everything into his lap. Trying to predict his reaction amused me. A harem? What the fuck are you talking about, Carl?

		I blinked a few times. My consciousness seemed to slip. There was literally no point for it to exist; it was just absorbing useless information and helping me guide one potato chip after another into my mouth.

		My head nodded and snapped back up.

		When I glanced over at Zack, I saw something very unexpected: his dick was out, and he was sitting there jerking off. My eyes sort of glazed over, and I just watched his hand going through the rhythm, the skin over his erection stretching and squishing under the pounding friction.

		He was huge!

		He had to be ten inches long.

		Like his…

		Zack, grinning, looked over at me. “So,” he said. “You’ve had a crazy adventure recently, huh?”

		I slapped myself across the face. No, I wasn’t dreaming; he was still there, with his monstrous cock wrapped inside his fingers. He then released it, and I watched it bob back and forth as it throbbed. There was so much pre-cum spread across the shaft that it was glistening.

		I sat up straight. “Wait. You know your family’s running a harem?” I said.

		“Well, it is a family business,” Zack replied. “I found what was in that wine cellar way before you. And now that I’m nineteen, I can start learning the practice. I mean, Mom and Dad can only have so many clients, right?”

		“So, when you’re off taking those really long shits—”

		“I’m taking another dose of the serum and beating off so I don’t start having erections around you. But it’s gotten to the point where I can’t stop now. And you know what’s really going on anyway.” He shrugged. “Why bother with the secrets anymore, right?”

		I needed a moment to reassemble my mind. It was all so damn weird. And the feeling of being at a crossroads in my life only intensified while I made repeated glances at my best friend’s cock. I snuck a few more potato chips into my mouth just to pretend I was still a normally functional human having no identity crisis.

		“Do you have your own harem?” I asked him.

		“Not yet. But the increasing demand will probably necessitate it. Dad wants to open multiple branches around the world.” Zack smiled. “I thought you might even join us. But it looks like you prefer being on the other end.”

		I felt like I turned redder than a stoplight. “I’ve been having a lot of questions lately. I wanted to be a man again just to see which I preferred.”

		“And?”

		There was no need to answer that question. My gaze was regarding the solution, sitting right there. Zack had always been better with girls. And look at him, I thought. He had the same chiseled jawline as his father. He had muscle tone without even working out. He could get blowjobs in movie theaters and Burger King restrooms. And while hearing of his success with the ladies, I’d always been jealous.

		That was the problem.

		I was trying too hard to be like him. An alpha. When I should’ve been like those chicks who were lucky enough to suck on his cock.

		“I’ve tried to be a guy again, but I don’t think I want that,” I said.

		Rather than laugh, Zack just nodded. “That’s cool,” he said. “And you don’t have to be.” He grabbed the base of his cock and wagged it back and forth. “You can be a hot chick, and all you have to do is give me a blowjob.”

		Sounds like an incredible deal, I thought.

		The resistance came from letting go of who I had believed I was—not from crawling over there and doubting my heterosexuality with the decreasing distance between my mouth and Zack’s hard-on. Orientation didn’t matter. It was a prison for the mind, along with ideas of conforming to some masculine ideals. And all those lies never seemed as clear as right now.

		I wasn’t an alpha male, but that was okay.

		Serving an alpha male was more fun anyway.

		I slipped Zack’s cock into my mouth, ignoring that we were two guys—for only a short while longer. I twisted my head around and swirled my tongue, slathering his massive erection with all my drool and sucking that perfect thing like there was no tomorrow. Well, for my manhood, there wasn’t, and that was the whole idea. I licked up his pre-cum and polished that beautiful dick now that time was of the essence, because I just couldn’t handle being a man and having a dick of my own.

		I wanted a pussy. I wanted to moan and flirt and grab my tits. I wanted this alpha male to fuck the shit out of me.

		And then, salvation from this hideous, masculine shell: a warm spurt of cum ejected into my mouth, and I gobbled it down, as if it were the universe’s most delicious drink. Zack had plenty. His balls and groin clenched violently and repeatedly, flooding my tongue and throat with more of his plentiful semen, and I swallowed more than I needed.

		My whole body tingled. Hair fell into my eyes. A jiggling, hanging weight pressed against the front of my T-shirt. And inside my pants, I felt my hardness be replaced with a prevailing and irritating emptiness.

		I let out a moan that was unmistakably girly as I released my mouth from Zack’s cock.

		This is better, I thought, aware of the size of my ass and the dampness collecting in my underwear—which I would be swapping out for skimpy panties as soon as my horniness was taken care of, but that could be a long while yet.

		“Dude, you’re hot,” Zack said, still panting after his long orgasm.

		“I know,” I said. “I mean, thanks.”

		My next breath sounded like a sigh of relief.

		I could’ve gone on living my life being completely invisible. But why? Why not be a hot chick? Why not have hips that were perfect for straddling my best friend as we made out? Why not have a voice that could moan and cause every man within earshot to jizz in their pants? It was a serious debate in my head, because I didn’t have any solid justification for not wanting all that.

		The straddling I did.

		And the moaning too.

		I’d never kissed a guy, but it was just so natural. I pressed myself against Zack, with his erection sliding against my ass crack. And as our lips met and our tongues explored each other’s mouths, I rubbed and caressed all his manly muscles. It was all more exciting for me than being with a girl. He had size. He had vigor. And he had the strength to whip me over and almost rip off my clothes.

		Again, I was reminded of the few times I’d been with a girl, and being the one to take charge in the sexual routine. I’d never had confidence in myself.

		Because my true place was here. Underneath a hunk. Underneath an alpha.

		We kissed and grinded for a time. His cock pressed against me, but never into me. It didn’t matter; feeling that massive thing throbbing against my hip or my tummy was enough to get my heart pumping, my nipples aching, and my male underwear soaking. I kissed his neck and shoulders. I tasted him. I inhaled him. And I finally understood that, while we had shared many hobbies, Zack and I weren’t equal.

		Yet I was completely okay with that.

		He yanked my shirt off. I thrust my chest up, and his mouth provided me with the licking and sucking that made my nipples want to pop. I just moaned and smiled, wondering if I had dozed off and this was a dream. It felt too real. And even if it was all happening in my head, I had a good idea of what I was going to immediately do when I woke up.

		“Oh, fuck yeah,” I squealed. “It’s about time I become one of your fuck-toys, like all those other girls. It’s a damn honor.”

		“That was before I even knew about the serum stuff,” Zack said.

		“Well, you’ll have to call them up again. Everyone wants to be young and beautiful forever, right? And whoever they’re with now won’t be like you. They’ll be waiting in line. Like me. Wanting to suck you off. Oh fuck, it’s so hot thinking about how hot you are.”

		I reached into my pants. My pussy was unbelievably soaked. So much juice clung to my hand as I massaged my outer folds, wondering how I could have even considered that having a penis might be better. I rubbed my clit, causing tingles to shoot across my body. And the void feeling right underneath it began to grow and consume my mind.

		Surprisingly, I found myself taking my time. I supposed it had to do with the experience being new, and Zack was more than just a penis. It felt like my brain was rewiring itself; I was getting wetter and wetter looking at his musculature after he removed his shirt. When I grabbed his firm ass, I squirmed as if having a mini-orgasm.

		Men were hot. Like, holy shit. Girls were hot too. But men. With their big arms and chest muscles, and their musk. And their aggressive need to fuck. It made me want to let my pussy be a twenty-four-hour dick hotel.

		After our clothes were in a pile next to the sofa, we lay together. I stroked his dick repeatedly, feeling the girth of his shaft and the incredible dimensions of his scrotum. His testicles felt like tennis balls. I could just imagine this alpha male hurting down there, his cum building and building and needing to come out. It must have tormented him.

		That was why I existed.

		“So, we know what happens when I give you a blowjob,” I said, with my smooth skin, perky titties, and wet snatch presented as evidence. “What happens if you fuck me?”

		“Nothing,” Zack said. “Except, you know…”

		“Yeah?”

		“The pleasure.”

		I was shivering. I saw this as the true test. The point of no return. If I couldn’t handle a man being inside me, then maybe I was wrong. But also I’d sucked a couple of cocks by now, and that was pretty fun.

		It was funny. I’d known Zack for most of my life, and never had the prospect of intercourse involved the two of us. But now it was all I thought about.

		He was so dreamy-looking. A picture of him on my bedroom wall wouldn’t have been out of place. I’d probably kneel to it every day. Christians had their crucifixes. I had my blazing-hot, big-dick Zack.

		His fingers rubbed me down there. My pussy felt like it was gaping.

		“If I start my own harem, would you be my first girl?” he asked.

		I smiled. “Depends.”

		“On?”

		“If you do a good job fucking me.”

		He made several adjustments to his position, and I further felt trapped and dwarfed by his larger, taller, and more muscular body. The difference made me feel extra submissive. He was the one in control, not me. He was the one with the cure to fix my ailment: an irritatingly empty pussy, in this case. He wrapped his arms underneath me, and I gasped softly as I was lifted slightly off the sofa. Down between us, I felt his hard-on stab my groin. It seemed so massive, like I was meant to impale myself on this fucking missile, but then the flesh down there spread open, and that tremendous log of throbbing cock slipped inside.

		For a few dramatic seconds, my whole body stopped and became an audience. It literally felt like that. My heart stopped so it could experience the huge penetration. My lungs stopped. The blood in my veins sat still and reveled in the thickness of his manhood pushing into my vagina, the interior stretching around that big, swollen staff.

		And then I gasped when he was roughly halfway inside me, and my body resumed normal operation.

		Does it really feel like this to girls? I wondered.

		A cock was just an extension of a man. But with a cock inside me, my whole body was his receptacle.

		My eyelids fluttered. I couldn’t be sure he wasn’t bending my pelvis with that thing. “Oh God,” I said. “Whoa. I think you’re poking my organs.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“No, it feels amazing.”

		Zack commenced his thrusts. I tried to remain calm. My mind was in a million pieces. But already the euphoria was washing over me, and I loved how his dick made me so full and content, and I just wanted this alpha male to do whatever he needed. Every time he entered me, it was another shot of pleasure. I started moaning, and I didn’t stop. I grabbed his bulging arms, and I inhaled his sweaty musk, and I focused on being a good partner for him, and it seemed more natural and easier for me than being the one on top.

		Shit, Debra was so right.

		The men who weren’t alphas should be turning into girls and getting fucked by alphas. They were living lies. They should spread their legs, and take all those inches into their tight pussies! And serve the real men with their bodies and pleasure!

		Oh fuck.

		We remained in the missionary position the whole time. But after my acclimation to this side of intercourse, I pulled Zack closer and embraced him. Now I felt his whole body jerking into each thrust, his shoulders and back muscles all tensing and relaxing as he pounded into me. For an incredible few minutes, I was a part of him, and he was a part of me, and our bodies reached orgasm simultaneously.

		A huge shot of cum filled my pussy, and my inner walls were sensitive enough to feel the subsequent blasts—then the bubble growing deep inside my abdomen. Dear God, it felt like he was depositing an entire baby inside me. I shook and convulsed from my own climax, my whole body rippling with warmth and tingles. The product of his huge balls gave me a stomach ache, and my belly even started to distend slightly. Then the continued muscle contractions in his groin were spurting the cum out of my pussy, forming a wet patch underneath us.

		I was tired. I was still horny. But my mind was made up.

		As I kissed my alpha male, I knew I couldn’t go back. If I went back, I wouldn’t have a pussy for him to fuck, and that was just awful to think about.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Bing. Bong.

		I hurried over to the big, dungeon-sized door. Outside I found Nina waiting. But this wasn’t like the first time I’d met her. We held hands, and instead of hellos, we brought our lips together and kissed, our tongues beginning a wet, feisty mingle that lasted for a full minute.

		“Carly, it’s good to see you again,” she said. “And at your master’s house? You naughty girl.”

		“It’s hard to leave him for even a minute,” I said. “In case I get the sudden urge to get fucked on the sofa. Or fucked on the kitchen countertop. Or fucked in the jacuzzi. Or fucked on the washing machine.” My pussy tingled. I’d been trying to clean up the cum I was dripping all over the house, but there was so damn much. And after so many days of continuous sex, I was still finding new sticky spots. “What brings you here?”

		“I’m switching providers,” Nina said. “Ryder needs to make room for new clients. And I heard Zack is just beginning his practice.”

		My heart ached a little, knowing I wouldn’t have my best friend all to myself anymore. But Nina was becoming a new friend. And she was going to love Zack’s cock. It was so tasty, and his cum was so delicious.

		Speaking of cum, Nina scratched at the rash on her chest. And there were lines under her eyes. Not quite crow’s feet, but what would become crow’s feet if she didn’t take her medicine.

		She needed cum.

		“There’s one rule in this harem,” I said. My current nude appearance was the hint. “You have to take all your clothes off.”

		“Done!” She happily stripped down there in the doorway, left her clothing in a pile, and walked in. Zack appeared with an empty vial.

		He wasn’t like his father yet. He didn’t have a throne room. Hell, we’d played video games this morning. Well, he’d played, and I’d licked an entirely different joystick.

		“I have your first appointment,” I announced, still in my secretary mode even when I wasn’t at the office.

		“He’s hot,” Nina whispered into my ear.

		“I know,” I said back into her ear.

		It was difficult to rank my life based on happy moments. When I’d opened a Christmas present and found a PlayStation 4 inside, that had been pretty unforgettable. And graduating high school. And getting my driver’s license. I didn’t have much of a highlight reel, but everyone had moments they cherished.

		But recently, my highlight reel was getting longer and longer. And fast.

		Because I understood who I was now. I wasn’t in the middle. I wasn’t a lazy loser with nothing to live for. I was a servant to alpha males. Every day, I had the most mind-blowing sex. I wore skimpy clothing—or none at all. And I felt alive like never before.

		After Nina’s blowjob, the two of us rolled around, trading the cum from one mouth to the other and spilling it on ourselves. This is life, I thought. Being young, happy, carefree, and hot as hell. And in Zack’s harem, I’d be hot as hell for the next sixty years, sucking his cock and being fucked until my last breath. And there would be so many other girls in my life enjoying the same thing. Like Nina. I might even get tired of all the sex I was going to have.

		I hoped to God I wasn’t.

		 

		


		 

		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.

		cover.jpeg
GENDER SWAP « DRUG-INDUCED TF « SECRET LIFE « SER'VIHG ALPHAS

THERES A REW DRV TAT AN HEEP \‘\
JO0 FOUNE ARD SEXY FOREVER... )
»

-

JOINING A o

AREM

AN EROTIC GENDER-BENDING STORY FROM

OREGOR DANIELS





OEBPS/Images/image-ADDIDJ01.jpg
GENDER SWAP « DRUG-INDUCED TF « SECRET LIFE « SER'VIHG ALPHAS

THERES A REW DRV TAT AN HEEP \‘\
JO0 FOUNE ARD SEXY FOREVER... )
»

-

JOINING A o

AREM

AN EROTIC GENDER-BENDING STORY FROM

OREGOR DANIELS





OEBPS/Images/image-77V61KP9.png
JOINING A

HAREM






OEBPS/Images/image-3QXKXWMU.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-NG212AE2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-S3MSAFDF.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-I1C6D6G7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-HK8ZMS08.jpg





