
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    LIKE MOTHER, 
 
    LIKE SON 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Glenn Howell groaned, running his fingers through his jaw-length, brown hair.  He glanced into the car’s rearview mirror, catching a brief glimpse of his reflection.  His green eyes stared back at him from their place on either side of a perky, upturned nose.  He had, on more than one occasion, been called cute.  Too pretty to be a boy.  Androgynous.  And he’d grown a scruff of a beard to rid himself of those labels.  But to him, the patchy growth of facial hair only served to accentuate how much he looked like the woman sitting next to him.   
 
    As if the thought of his mother had alerted her in some way, Helen Cook cleared her throat, then said, “Are you going to sit here all day?  It’s a green light.”  
 
    Glenn rolled his eyes, then jerked his attention back to the road.  A horn honked behind him, and he accelerated through the intersection.  “When is your car going to be out of the shop?  I’m tired of ferrying you around.”  
 
    She gasped dramatically, placing her hand to her overlarge chest, saying, “I’m hurt that you don’t want to spend time with your poor, old mother.”  
 
    Old.  Glenn had to suppress a harsh snort of laughter.  The last thing anyone would ever call the woman was old.  At only thirty-four, and even younger looking than that, she was often mistaken for his girlfriend or slightly older sister.  But that was to be expected, given that she’d had him as a teenager.  What wasn’t to be expected, however, was the way she dressed.  The way she acted.  It was like she wanted every male eye – indeed, those belonging to women, as well – to track her every move.  He didn’t need to look at her to see that she looked, more than anything else, like everyone’s idea of a trophy wife.  Big, fake breasts.  Narrow waist.  The face of a model.  She was disgustingly beautiful, and she was dressed like she knew it.   
 
    “Please tell me it’ll be ready in the morning,” he stated.   
 
    “Nobody made you drive me,” she said.  “You could’ve just let me borrow your car.”  
 
    “The last time you drove my car, you wrecked it,” was Glenn’s reply.  “I’d rather drive you around for a couple of days than have to ask Allen to replace it.  He already holds this one over my head.”  
 
    “You know he doesn’t,” she said.  “He just wants you to be responsible.”  
 
    “I don’t care what he wants,” Glenn muttered, weaving through traffic.  The sooner they arrived at their destination, the sooner he could be rid of his mother.  “The only reason he’s even nice to me is because he thinks that’s what you want.”  
 
    “It is what I want,” she said.  “And he loves you like a son.”  
 
    This time, Glenn did laugh.  “He loves you,” the young man said.  “I’m just part of the package.”  
 
    “I wish you would cut him just a little slack,” she stated.  “He’s my husband.  And he’s trying.”  
 
    Glenn ignored her as he turned into a suburban neighborhood.  A few seconds later, he pulled into a driveway.  “We’re here,” he announced.   
 
    Helen pushed open the door, then stepped down from the lifted truck.  Her skirt rode up, revealing the tops of her stockings.  She looked back, saying, “Are you coming?  I’m sure your Aunt Abby would like to see you.”  
 
    Again, Glenn rolled his eyes.  “She’s not my aunt,” he said.  “She’s just some old lady you used to work with.  And besides, I was going to call Trisha.”  
 
    “Trisha can wait,” she said, her hands on her hips as she looked up at him.  “Don’t be rude.” 
 
    Glenn had been on his mother’s bad side enough that he could read the signs well enough to know that he was going inside, whether he wanted to or not.  So, he let out a sigh, then got out of the truck.  As he circled it, he was reminded, once again, of just how much he favored his mother.  They were of a height, and while he held a little more muscle on his frame, he couldn’t have weighed more than ten or fifteen more pounds than the woman.  Not for the first time, he vowed to get into the gym and remedy the lack of muscle.   
 
    He looked up at the quaint house.  It was painted pale yellow with white trim, and had an immaculately maintained, if small, lawn.  Rose bushes had been planted in front of the porch, giving making the place look like it belonged to a fastidious grandmother. 
 
    Helen stepped forward, her hips swaying with each step of her high-heeled shoes.  It came second-nature to her.  She wore her sexuality like a well-worn and comfortable cloak.  It was part of who she was, and while Glenn hated noticing it, he wasn’t blind.  He couldn’t help but see what was in front of his face.   
 
    He followed, and by the time he reached the porch, upon which sat a pair of wooden rocking chairs, she was ringing the doorbell.  A few moments later, the door opened to reveal a short, squat woman with one of the ugliest faces he’d ever seen.  It wasn’t just that she was old.  She was, but her lack of beauty went much further than that.  Aunt Abby had a long, hooked nose, a pudgy, lined face, and thin lips.  Her thinning black hair was streaked with white, and she’d tied it in a sloppy ponytail.  She smiled, revealing crooked, yellowed teeth.   
 
    “Oh, lovely,” she said, her voice sounding like it had come from a frog’s throat – the consequence of decades’ worth of smoking, no doubt.  “So good of you to stop by, Helen.  How long has it been?”  
 
    “A month, Aunt Abby,” Helen said, wrapping the shorter woman in a hug.  They were such a study in contrasts that each accentuated the other’s extreme appearance.  Abby was all the uglier next to Helen, and vice versa.  “How have you been?”  
 
    “Oh, you know me,” the stocky woman said, stepping back.  “I’m getting by.”  Her eyes alighted on Glenn.  “And who is this handsome, young gentleman?”  
 
    “Hey, Aunt Abby,” Glenn said. 
 
    “Little Glenn, all grown up,” she said, her pudgy hands on her hips as she beamed up at him.  “What are you, now?  Twenty?  Twenty-five?”  
 
    “Eighteen,” he said.  “I’m graduating high school this year.”  
 
    “A big year, then,” she said.  “Finally legal, eh?  Maybe I’ll eat you right up.”  
 
    “Abby!” Helen said, playfully slapping the woman’s shoulder.  “You are so bad!  You haven’t changed a bit.”  
 
    The woman snorted.  “A little fatter,” she said. “A little shorter, too, if you can believe it.  But I’m not dead yet.  Come on in.  I’ll get you both some tea.”  
 
    Glenn and his mother followed the short woman inside the house, and he wasn’t surprised to see that the decorations were just as quaint as he remembered.  The couches were dressed in plastic, the television looked like it was a half-century old, and there were cow figurines everywhere.  No doubt, the woman collected the creepy things.  However, in the corner of the living room, there was a curious statue that caught his eye.  It wasn’t big – maybe two feet tall.  Nor was the shape recognizable – just a sinuous, undulating column reaching for the sky.  But it was interesting.  In fact, it was so captivating that he couldn’t tear his attention from it until the old woman returned and set a dainty, porcelain cup in front of where he sat on one of the plastic-covered couches.   
 
    “That’s my special blend, sweetie,” she said with an exaggerated wink.  “Sure to put hair on your chest.  Or vice versa, if that’s your preference.”  
 
    Glenn muttered his thanks, and the old woman settled into an easy chair.  She sipped her own tea, and Glenn decided to taste his as well.  It was like syrup, but he choked it down.  He didn’t want to be rude, after all.   
 
    “So,” Abby asked. “How are things with my favorite family?”  
 
    So began the sort of inane discussion that happened between old friends who hadn’t seen one another for a bit.  It wasn’t deep enough to get much below the surface, but that wasn’t really the point.   
 
    “And this one’s always critical,” Helen said, gesturing to her son.  “He has no idea what it’s like for me.”  
 
    “Like you know what it’s like to be me,” he countered, thinking back to the number of times he’d had to endure his friends’ taunts about his “hot MILF” of a mother.  It was ridiculous that she had no idea how her manner affected him, that she never once dressed or acted like he thought a mom should.   
 
    “Trouble in paradise,” said Abby, her fingers in a steeple.  “I suppose neither of you truly know.  If only we could walk a mile or two in one another’s shoes, eh?  That would be quite the trick.”  
 
    “It’s not a big deal,” Glenn said, feeling a bit dizzy.  He shook his head, then glanced at the small statue.  It seemed like it was vibrating.  What in the world had been in that tea?  “I just…it’s not a big deal.”  
 
    “Right,” agreed Helen.  “It’s not…we’re fine, Abby.  I don’t mean to give you the wrong impression.”  
 
    Abby nodded.  “Of course, dear,” she said, reaching out to pat Helen’s stocking-clad knee.  “I understand perfectly.”  
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    Glenn lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling.  The rest of the visit with Aunt Abby had been occupied with much of the same.  However, he’d been surprised to note that, by the time they left, the sun had long since set.  He tried to call Trisha, his girlfriend, on the way home, but she hadn’t picked up.  Doubtless, she had been irritated that he hadn’t called her sooner.  She’d understand, though.  She always did. 
 
    But that wasn’t what was on his mind as he lay in the bed.  No – he’d felt jittery ever since drinking that tea – like his skin was abuzz with a thousand, tiny bees.  His heart was beating out of his chest, and he was breathing – and sweating – like he’d just gotten finished with a particularly taxing baseball practice.   
 
    He and his mother hadn’t really spoken much in the twenty-minute drive back to the house they shared with Helen’s husband, Allen.  Nor had Glenn paid much attention during dinner or when he’d been playing video games with his friends.  In fact, he felt like he was watching everything from afar.  It was, to say the least, a distressing feeling, and he’d decided to go to bed early.   
 
    But he didn’t sleep.  Not for a long, long while.  And when unconsciousness did finally overtake him, his dreams were curious.  Floating through the house, passing his mother, who was doing the same, but in reverse.  Looking down to see that he was naked.  Climbing into her bed.  And snuggling up close to Allen was the last part of the dream he remembered.   
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    Glenn awoke to the feeling of someone’s warm lips on his rock-hard penis.  “Mmm,” he moaned, his eyes still closed. “That feels good.”  
 
    His partner’s ministrations stopped for a second, then Allen’s familiar voice said, “You know how much I like to spoil you, babe.”  
 
    It took a few seconds for the situation to register in Glenn’s mind, but when it did, his eyes popped open.  He looked down to see his stepfather’s head bobby up and down as he gave Glenn a sloppy blowjob.  His mind recoiled, but there was something in the pit of his stomach that felt everything was exactly how it should be.   
 
    Glenn wanted to scream.  He wanted to jerk away.  He wanted to do anything but lay there, his legs spread as Allen sucked and licked and kissed his cock.  But he didn’t.  Instead, he just moaned, tangling his fingers in the man’s curly hair.  After only a couple of minutes, Glenn’s body tensed, and he came, shooting a hot, sticky load of cum down his stepfather’s suddenly eager throat.   
 
    Allen pulled away, wiping his mouth.  “You could do with a shave, babe,” he said.  “How about returning the favor?”  
 
    Glenn said, “What kind of wife would I be if I didn’t?” he heard himself ask.  Then, without hesitation, he threw the sheets to the side, turned over, and thrust his naked ass high into the air. Meanwhile, his mind was going a thousand-miles-per-hour as he tried to make sense of his circumstances, as he tried to figure out why he couldn’t control himself.  He didn’t find any answers, and when Allen unceremoniously thrust his own hard member deep into Glenn’s ass, the questions themselves abruptly faded away. 
 
    Pain erupted in his bottom, and Glenn felt like he was going to be ripped in two.  He wanted, more than anything, to cry, to beg Allen to stop.  But the words simply wouldn’t form on his tongue.  Instead, he actually begged the man to fuck him harder, to go faster.  He declared that he was “daddy’s little slut”.  And by the time the man came inside of him only a few minutes later, he felt like it.   
 
    Glenn collapsed onto the bed, a curious mixture of satisfaction and pain spreading through his body.  He hated himself, and not just because of what he’d just done.  No – his self-hatred was rooted in the fact that, towards the end, as the pain had begun to give way, he’d started to enjoy it.   
 
    He rolled over, breathing hard as Allen’s semen leaked out onto the sheets.  “Should’ve gotten a towel, first,” he muttered, his voice breathy and almost unrecognizable.   
 
    “Wasn’t thinking straight,” said Allen, lying next to him.  He draped his arm over Glenn’s torso, idly tracing the outline of the young man’s abdominal muscles.  “You know how I am in the morning.”  
 
    Glenn found himself quirking a crooked smile.  “I do,” he said.  “I’m not really complaining.  The day you don’t want a little morning sex is the day I start to worry.  But you’d better get ready.  You don’t want to be late for work.”  
 
    “They won’t start without me,” he said. Indeed, as the owner of his own dental practice, he didn’t have a boss.   
 
    “I have to go to work, too,” Glenn said.  Work?  He needed to go to school.  Not work.  But the words came out that way, anyway.  He had absolutely zero control over his actions, and it frustrated him. 
 
    “We have time to go again,” Allen said.  “I can be ready in a couple of minutes.”  
 
    Glenn sighed.  “As enticing as that is, I need to get ready,” she said. “Besides, we don’t want to be doing that when Glenn wakes up.  You know he is.”  
 
    “The little asshole knows better than to come in here unannounced,” Allen stated. 
 
    “Don’t call him that,” Glenn said, surreally referring to himself.  “He’s not an asshole.  He’s just confused.”  
 
    Allen rolled out of bed, grunting, “If you say so.  Oh, and the dealership dropped your car off yesterday evening.  It’s all fixed.”   
 
    That gave Glenn plenty of opportunity to study the man.  He was tall, broad-shouldered, and his head was covered in salt-and-pepper hair.  He had a couple days’ worth of beard on his jaw, and he very clearly took care of himself.  As Glenn looked at himself, he felt his manhood twitch in arousal.  He tore his eyes away.   
 
    Glenn threw his legs over the bed, feeling a wet spot underneath him.  It was a grim reminder of what had just occurred, of how he’d been fucked by his own stepfather.  He pushed the shameful knowledge away as he rose, then went into the bathroom to clean himself up.  It felt so practiced, cleaning the man’s cum out of his well-fucked orifice, and it took far less time than he might have expected.  By the time he finished, Allen had already hopped into the shower.   
 
    Glenn grabbed a short, pink robe from the nearby peg, donned it, and scurried from the bedroom.  His bare feet slapped against the hardwood floor as he made his way to the kitchen, where he started making himself a cup of coffee.  It wasn’t until he started sipping it that he realized he hated the taste.  But he couldn’t stop drinking.   
 
    “Hey, mom,” came a familiar voice.  He turned to see his own mother, topless and wearing only a pair of boxers, yawning as she stretched.  “What’s up?”  
 
    Just then, Allen came into the room.  Having finished his shower, he wore a black pair of boxer briefs and a white undershirt.  He only spared a cursory glance toward his half-naked wife.  However, as he set the coffee maker to brew a cup for himself, he cupped Glenn’s rear through the robe.  He whispered into his ear, “Offer still stands.”  
 
    Glenn giggled, then pulled away.  “No time,” she said. 
 
    “Jesus, you two,” said Helen, rummaging through the refrigerator.  She found a bottle of apple juice, then drank some.  “Get a room, for God’s sake.”  
 
    Allen leveled a hard glare at his wife.  “Don’t you have school?” he asked. 
 
    Helen shrugged.  “In an hour or so,” she said.  “Don’t you have some teeth to yank out?”  
 
    Allen’s eyes didn’t soften, but he didn’t reply.  Instead, he waited on the machine to finish brewing his cup of coffee, then left the room.  Meanwhile, Glenn and Helen engaged in idle, role-reversed chit-chat until, at last, Allen left the house.  As soon as he did, Glenn burst out, “What the fuck is going on?”  
 
    It was the first bit of control he’d been able to corral, and it felt simultaneously good and horrifying. 
 
    “I…I don’t…I don’t know,” Helen said.  “I just…I just woke up in your bed.  And until Allen left, I was…it was like I didn’t have any control over what I was doing.  W-what the…what’s going on?”  
 
    “Can you put a freaking shirt on?” Glenn asked, trying not to stare at his mother’s exposed breasts. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “Sorry.”  
 
    Then, she disappeared down the hall.  A few moments later, she returned wearing one of Glenn’s tee-shirts.  It was stretched to its limit by her bosom.   
 
    “I…I just…I don’t…I don’t know how to say this, but…I…when I woke up, Allen was…sort of…he was…” 
 
    “He likes waking me up like that,” Helen said.  “God, I never wanted you to know that.”  
 
    “He…f-fucked me,” Glenn said, sitting down on one of the barstools.  He stared at the floor.  “And I let him.  I just…I just let him.  He thought I was you.”  
 
    “And he thought I was you,” Helen said.  “I…I don’t know what’s going on.  It’s like…it’s like we’ve switched places or something.”  
 
    The words slammed into Glenn’s mind like a ton of bricks.  Immediately, he knew – he just knew – they were true.  More, he also had some instinctual knowledge that, for the time being, everyone else in the world treat him just like they’d treated his mother.  To them, that’s who he was.  And she was him.  It should’ve been confusing.  It should’ve been alarming.  But it wasn’t.  Whatever had caused the shift in their identities made it so.   
 
    “I have to get ready for work,” Glenn said.  “And you have to go to school.”  
 
    “Do you need help?” she asked. 
 
    Glenn shook his head.  “I have a feeling I’m going to know exactly what to do,” he stated. 
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    Glenn stood in the center of his mother’s closet, perusing her wardrobe.  The clothes were all stylish enough.  Evening gowns.  Sundresses.  A few pantsuits.  Jeans and tops.  And a plethora and wide variety of shoes.  She had a collection of which most women would be jealous.  However, Glenn didn’t dawdle.  He knew, instinctively, exactly what to wear.  He chose a dark pencil skirt, a light pink blouse, and a pair of black pumps.  He exited the closet, then laid them on the bed next to a lacy, black lingerie set, complete with a thong, a garter belt, and thigh-high stockings.     
 
    Then, he went into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and began to shave.  First came his legs; he’d never been particularly hairy, but what was there was soon gone.  Then his underarms.  The few sprigs of hair on his chest.  His beard.  Everything.  By the time he stepped out of the shower, he smelled of his mother’s lavender soap, and his skin was soft and smooth.  Lotion came next.  And then he plucked his eyebrows in an imitation of Helen’s.  When he finished, the resemblance was striking.  He still looked masculine enough, but the eyebrows had done wonders for his femininity.  The gap was bridged by the expert application of his mother’s makeup.  After that, there was precious little masculinity remaining, save for his shaggy, chin-length hair.  Within a few minutes, he’d arranged that in a feminine style as well.   
 
    Glenn hardly thought about what he was doing.  He couldn’t change it, after all.  Each time he tried to wrest control from whatever compelled his actions, he failed miserably.  But then again, after having willing sex with his stepfather, he didn’t need much convincing.  He was, to put it mildly, trapped in his mother’s life.  And there was no escape.   
 
    After exiting the bathroom, he quickly went into the bedroom, where he started getting dressed.  First came the lacy, black thong.  He tucked himself away like he’d done it a thousand times before, leaving the front of his panties – no, his mother’s panties – completely flat.  After that, he donned the stockings, his fingers engaging in the task with expert precision.  When he settled them into place, he pulled the garter belt up and attached the suspenders to the stockings’ tops.  The bra was the final bit of lingerie he donned, and though he had nothing to fill it, it fit surprisingly well.   
 
    He grabbed the skirt, then stepped into it.  It was loose around the hips, but it otherwise fit like it’d been made for him.  The same could’ve been said for the blouse.  He left quite a few of the top buttons unbuttoned.  If he’d had breasts, he’d have displayed more than a little cleavage.  The idea was depressingly appealing to the part of his brain that was controlling his actions.  Finally, he stepped into the heels – just two inches – and studied himself in the mirror.   
 
    He was plainly a man in ill-fitting drag.  He had no feminine curves.  No breasts.  Outside of his face, he knew he looked nothing like his mother.  But it didn’t matter.  He knew what everyone else would see.  He knew how he felt.   
 
    After turning a few times in front of the mirror, Glenn left his mother’s room, the click of his heels following him down the hall and into the living room where he saw Helen. 
 
    “Fuck,” she said, her mouth dropping open.  She wore one of Glenn’s school uniforms.  White, collared shirt, dark slacks, a blue-and-green striped tie, and a blue sweater vest.  Her long hair was in a tight ponytail, and for once, she wore absolutely no makeup.  But she was still unmistakable as a woman.  “You look great.”  
 
    Glenn looked down.  “I look like a dude wearing his mom’s clothes,” he said.  “But it is what it is, right?  We don’t have a choice here.”  
 
    “No,” she agreed. “I guess not.  But Glenn…there are a lot of things you don’t know about –” 
 
    Glenn held up his hand.  “I don’t want to know,” he said. “With any luck, this will all be some kind of bad dream.  Or it’ll be over tomorrow.  I don’t know what’s going on or why, but it can’t last forever.  We just have to endure it, right?”  
 
    “Yeah,” she said.  “You’re right.”  
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    Helen felt ridiculous and uncomfortable.  It had been quite some time since she’d been out in public without even a hint of makeup on, let alone with such an unfashionable hairstyle.  And on top of that, she’d bound her breasts – her best feature, as far as she was concerned – beneath an ACE bandage she’d found in one of Glenn’s drawers.  It did little good; she was still plainly a woman.  But it wasn’t like she’d had much of a choice.  Just like the fact that she wore her son’s clothes, right down to his underwear and his socks, she’d been completely unable to resist her actions.   
 
    Neither had he, and each time she remembered how he had looked, it sent a shiver of discomfort up her spine.  Finding out that her own son had had sex with her husband was bad enough, but seeing him in her clothes?  Wearing her makeup?  And walking around in her heels?  It was unnerving, to say the least, and she wanted nothing more than to crawl back into bed, hoping and praying the world would be set straight.   
 
    But she was unable to keep herself from leaving the house, getting into his ridiculous truck, and driving to the expensive private school her son attended.  The monstrosity of a truck moved almost of its own accord, quickly weaving its way to the school and into Glenn’s assigned parking space.  She climbed out of the truck, then made her way inside.  Along the way to his locker, a few of Glenn’s friends greeted her just like she was him.   
 
    Somehow, she knew the combination.  It was the least strange thing to happen that morning, so she paid it little heed.  Not that she had much chance, because as soon as she had the thing open, she felt a pair of feminine hands snake around her waist.  A pair of lips brushed against her neck. 
 
    “Hey, sexy,” came Trisha Lewis’ voice.  “You don’t return my texts anymore?”  
 
    Helen turned to look at the girl, her own hands finding Trisha’s narrow waist.  The blonde was quite pretty, and in an all-American, girl-next-door sort of way.  She was short, with the body of a gymnast, a cute, button nose, and wide, blue eyes.  Helen immediately felt a bit of wetness down below, that only grew worse when she leaned in to kiss her son’s girlfriend.   
 
    “Break it up, you two,” came a masculine voice.  Helen broke off the kiss to see Trent Nix, her son’s best friend, grinning at her.  “If Mr. Paulson sees you two kissing, he’s going to go nuts.  You’ll be detention for a week.”  
 
    “Old bastard,” Helen murmured, her voice deeper than she ever remembered it being.  “He’s just mad ‘cause no chick would ever get with him.”  
 
    Trisha pulled away. “Be nice,” she said. “He’s just doing his job.”  
 
    “Whatever,” Helen said, snaking her arm around Trisha’s waist.  She grabbed a couple of books from her locker, then continued, “Let’s get to class.”  
 
    And so it went.  Helen fell into the role as Glenn without any difficulty whatsoever.  She instinctively knew exactly what to say and how to act, and nobody she ran across was even remotely aware that she wasn’t who she was pretending to be.  So, by the time she arrived at gym class, she thought she was used to the charade.   
 
    The locker room changed that. 
 
    When she went inside, and she was surrounded by all those semi-naked young men, she was understandably distraught.  She didn’t show it.  Her body and mind wouldn’t allow that.  But she couldn’t help but notice all those hard, muscular bodies.  Nor could she stop the panic from engulfing her mind as she stripped off her own uniform.  She stood there, heedless of the fact that she was naked but for a pair of boxers, in a room full of hormonal teenagers.  And they barely noticed her.   
 
    She quickly dressed in her gym clothes – like nothing was out of the ordinary at all – and left the locker room.  The class itself was a revelation.  She felt stronger.   Faster.  She knew how to get every ounce of ability out of her body.  Never was that more apparent than when she played basketball with her son’s classmates.  Despite the fact that she’d never really been athletic, she more than held her own.  It made her feel powerful.  It made her feel good about herself.  And it was over far more quickly than she would’ve liked, not least because she knew what came after gym class. 
 
    In spite of the fact that no one had even come close to seeing through the ruse so far, Helen’s heart was beating out of her chest as she stripped off her clothes.  Naked, she stepped into the communal shower.   
 
    And God, there was so many penises!  All soft.  Limp.  Soapy.  Some were big.  Some were small.  And though Helen had been around the block a fair few times, she’d never really seen their like.  Most of the time, as soon as she came in the room, men stood at attention.  It was a serious blow to her ego that they didn’t even notice her naked, curvaceous body, that none of them thought about bending her over and fucking her, right there in that shower.   
 
    But they didn’t, because they didn’t see her.  They saw Glenn.  And he was just another guy like them.  She had to keep reminding herself that.  She had to keep telling herself that she was a boy.   
 
    Once she was dressed and out of the locker room, she thought she was home free – at least until Trent reminded her that they had baseball practice that day.  So, after school, she reluctantly went back to the locker room, dressed in the appropriate clothes, and went to practice.  To her surprise, she didn’t mess it up too badly, either.  Or at least that what she thought until Coach Cross approached her, asking, “You okay, Howell?”  
 
    “Yeah, coach,” she said, her heart leaping into her throat. 
 
    “You sure?  Because you seem a little off today,” he said.  “Your arm feelin’ alright?”  
 
    “I’m fine,” Helen said.  Of course, the results told a very different story.  She could hardly throw the ball from second to first, and even then, it was with quite an arc.  To put it mildly, she threw like the girl she really was.  Apparently, whatever was driving her actions had its limitations, and they were well exposed on the baseball diamond.   
 
    “I think you should probably go on home,” he said. “Make an appointment at the doctor.  I don’t think we should take any chances.”  
 
    Helen’s shoulders sagged. “Okay, coach,” she said.   
 
    After that, she left, but she didn’t go home.  Instead, she soon found her way to Trisha’s house.  It wasn’t like she’d meant to go.  In fact, she wanted nothing more than to go home and discover how much of a mess Glenn had made at work.  Her job wasn’t difficult, but there were plenty of subtleties he couldn’t easily understand.  She was certain that he’d make a fool of himself, regardless of whatever mystic force had forced them into living one another’s lives.  However, she wasn’t, as had been the case all day, in charge of her own actions.  She was little more than a passenger.   
 
    When she arrived at Trisha’s house – a medium-sized place in the suburbs – Helen confidently strode to the door.  She knocked, and a few seconds later, Trish answered.  The girl was wearing a pair of cotton, cheerleader-style red shorts and a grey sports bra.  Helen’s stomach tumbled with arousal at the girl’s tight, compact body, and the butterflies only got worse when Trisha kissed her, deeply and passionately.  Their tongues intertwined, and for a few seconds, Helen forgot that she wasn’t Glenn.  That awareness came rushing back the moment their lips broke apart, though, and it was a cold feeling indeed. 
 
    “My parents aren’t home,” Trisha said, leading Helen inside.  The younger girl grinned.  “We’ve got the house all to ourselves until ten.”  
 
    “Sounds fun,” Helen said, following Trisha to the couch.  The two sat down and immediately began making out.  Whatever questions Helen had about whether or not the guise of Glenn would hold were dispelled when Trisha’s hands roamed all over her body.  It wasn’t that she ignored Helen’s femininity.  It was like she just accepted it.  So, it shouldn’t have been a surprise when, after only a little while, Trisha’s hand crept under the waistband of Helen’s sweatpants.  Her fingers were inside of her before Helen could even process what was going on.   
 
    “Do you want my mouth?” she asked, working her fingers in and out of Helen’s wet pussy. 
 
    Helen could only nod.  So, Trisha knelt between Helen’s legs, dragged her sweatpants and boxers down, and buried her face in the older woman’s sex.  She licked like she’d done it a hundred times before, and before long, Helen was panting with excitement.  Within minutes, she felt the orgasm building, a tingling that became more insistent by the second until, at last, she exploded with it.   
 
    But it wasn’t like the orgasms she had experienced before.  It was shorter.  More intense.  Over in a brief few seconds.  But it left her feeling completely satisfied and clear-headed.   
 
    “I love you,” she said, looking down on the girl between her legs. 
 
    Trisha smiled.  “I love you, too,” she said.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Helen arrived home about an hour later to find Glenn waiting for her.  And he didn’t look happy.  “Where have you been?” he demanded.  He still wore his work clothes.  Or her work clothes, as it happened.  “We need to talk.”  
 
    “I was over at Trisha’s,” she admitted.  “And before you freak out, it’s not like I had a choice.”  
 
    “You do,” Glenn said. “I mean, it’s not easy, but as long as you try to do it in a way the other would, you can control some things.  Like, I convinced Allen to go get dinner so we could talk.”  
 
    Helen sighed.  “I didn’t know,” she said. “I was just…I don’t know…I was just skating along, I guess.  I never even tried to change anything.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” Glenn said.  “I did, too, at first.  But it’s fine.  Now we know.  Hopefully, everything will go back to normal tomorrow, and we’ll never have to think of any of this again.”  
 
    Helen asked, “How was work?”  
 
    “You could’ve told me,” he said, his voice small.  “I could’ve been prepared.”  
 
    “For what?” she asked. 
 
    “For your fucking boss,” he said.  “I gave my first blowjob today.  In his office.  He wanted to fuck me, too, but that’s when I realized I could veer off course.  I made some excuse about people hearing us.  I guess you’ve said the same to him before.”  
 
    Helen looked away, embarrassed. “I…I didn’t think…I hoped it wouldn’t come up,” she said.  “He’s not always like that.”  
 
    “Only sometimes,” she said.  “How long have you been sleeping with him?”  
 
    “It’s more complicated than that,” Helen answered, sitting on the couch.  She ran her hand through her hair, not unlike Glenn often did.  “You don’t know what I’ve had to go through to survive.”  
 
    “Yeah?” Glenn asked. “I’m getting the picture.”  
 
    “You have no right to judge me,” she said.  “I did what I had to do.  Do you know what it’s like to have a kid at sixteen?  To have the man you thought was the love of your life abandon you?  To be disowned by your family?  No?  Then keep your opinions to yourself.  I’ve used what tools I had available.”  
 
    Glenn sat next to her.  “But you like it,” he said softly.  “I know you do.  Because when I’m doing it, so do I.  I know you started fucking him to get raises.  But it’s more than that, now.  I wish I didn’t know.”  
 
    “Me too,” said Helen.  “But there’s no going back, is there?  You know, now.  You know exactly what I am.”  
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    Thankfully, Allen didn’t get home until Glenn was fast asleep.  He briefly awoke, but only to brush his lips against his stepfather’s before drifting back into unconsciousness.  And when he dreamed, he was his mother in truth.  He had breasts.  Curves.  He was a woman, fully and completely, and it was deliciously perfect.  So, when morning finally dawned, he felt the role more keenly than he had the day before.   
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation, his hand found Allen’s lean torso, where he traced his painted nails along the ridges of his abdominal muscles.  Allen wasn’t a bodybuilder, but he very clearly spent time in the gym.  So, Glenn – or at least the part of him that was Helen – enjoyed running his fingers down the man’s hairy stomach and to the coarse thicket over his penis.  Glenn reveled in the feel of it.  The manliness.  The way it made him feel like a woman.  His mind recoiled.  Or it tried to.  His own thoughts had begun to blend with Helen’s, and he could barely tell where one ended and the other began.   
 
    He wrapped his hand around Allen’s thick, limp manhood.  It wasn’t huge.  In fact, it was smaller than what his mother’s boss had been packing in his slacks. But it was familiar.  Comforting.  He massaged it for a brief moment before moving his hand up and down.  Allen responded with a sleepy moan, which brought a smile to Glenn’s lips.   
 
    Glenn dipped under the thick comforter, beneath the silky sheets, to come face-to-face with the object of his arousal.  Allen’s cock had already begun to grow, to harden.  Glenn bent down and licked it.  Kissed it.  Wrapped his lips around it.  Even as he bobbed his head up and down, instinct took over.  It felt like he’d sucked a hundred cocks.  A thousand.  He knew just how to fondle the man’s balls.  He knew when to lick, when to kiss.  When to suck.  It was terrible knowledge, but he put it to good use.   
 
    Allen awoke and stirred, but he remained silent, his hand finding the back of Glenn’s bobbing head.  The younger of the two took comfort in the feel of his lover’s fingers snaking through his thick hair.  He loved it.  And he hated it.  Or rather, he hated that he loved it.  In any case, the former won out, enveloping his mind in lust.  It took over.   
 
    After a couple of minutes fellating his stepfather, Glenn reached down and dragged his skimpy panties down his smooth, soft legs.  He threw the comforter and sheets aside, exposing himself, his lover.  Then, he turned around, straddled Allen, and guided the man’s wet cock into his eager ass.  He lowered himself slowly, relishing every second.  It barely hurt, and what little pain remained was quickly overwhelmed by arousal and pleasure.  It was like a million extra nerve endings had awakened in his ass, and they were all firing at once.  He let out a quivering moan.   
 
    Slowly, passionately, he rocked back and forth, the man’s cock slipping in and out of him, ecstasy erupting inside of him with each and every movement.  Glenn leaned forward, imagining the feeling of a pair of breasts tugging at his chest as he clutched the sheets in his hands.  He bounced, up and down, controlling the rhythm of their lovemaking like he’d been doing it all his life.  Soon, Glenn’s breath was coming in ragged pants, tiny, high-pitched and trembling moans escaping from between his plump limps.  Faster.  Deeper.  Up and down.  Over and over, the pleasure mounting all the time.   
 
    He felt the pressure building, pressing against his very soul.  It was nearly unbearable.  But he knew that if he just kept going, if he went a little faster, he’d breach the thin wall holding it back.  The bed creaked, over and over.  Allen grunted.  Still, Glenn kept going until, at last, he felt the bubble burst. 
 
    Ecstasy flooded his body and mind, and he let out a shout of pure pleasure.  His toes curled.  His fingernails dug into his palms.  His body quivered.  And a tidal wave of pleasure rolled through him, followed by another.  And another.  It pulsed with his quickened heartbeat, and it lasted a short eternity.   
 
    Then, it began to dissipate, and his mind cleared.  He realized that Allen was gripping his hips and thrusting upward.  And then, a few short seconds later, Allen came, shooting a jet of hot, sticky semen deep into his stepson’s well-fucked ass.  But rather than feel disgusted by it, Glenn was proud.  Satisfied.  Content.  And happy.  It was disgusting.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Glenn pushed his hair behind his ear, glancing in the rearview mirror.  It was a wig he’d bought the day before, but it was a close approximation of his mother’s hair.  And it made him feel less like a boy in a skirt, which wasn’t terribly important, but it helped his mindset.  He’d also bought a pair of breast forms and some body-shaping wear for the same reason.  The clothes he wore fit him much better now.  Not that anyone would care.  When other people looked at him, they saw Helen.  But it made him feel better.  Or worse, depending on which frame of mind he chose to focus on.   
 
    He still couldn’t get that morning’s events out of his mind.  The memory of his first female orgasm was still fresh enough that he could still practically feel it.  And what’s more, it had left him feeling so calm and confident that he could almost forget that he was a boy masquerading as his own mother.   
 
    So, he felt almost normal as he drove into work.  His mother worked at a construction company as a customer liaison.  Basically, she entertained clients and acted as an intermediary between the company and the customers.  It wasn’t a difficult job, and Glenn had quickly fallen into a rhythm the day before.  The only hiccup had come when his mother’s boss, Frank, had invited him into his office and unzipped his slacks.  Glenn had been on his knees and giving his very first blowjob in a matter of seconds.  And even though his mind rebelled at the idea, he knew good and well that it was exactly what his mother would’ve done.  The lone piece of good fortune in the entire encounter was that he’d discovered the ability to steer himself away from the worst of it when he’d managed to limit it to fellatio.   
 
    He shook his head, pulling his mother’s key out of her Volvo sedan’s ignition.  That he’d begun to regard sucking an old man’s dick as the lesser of two evils was a testament to how quickly his entire world had been deconstructed.  Never mind that he was wearing a black miniskirt, a lavender blouse, and enough lace on his lingerie to make a Victoria’s Secret counter girl blush.  Or that he’d, only that morning, ridden his own stepfather to a more-than-satisfying orgasm.  Or that he wanted to do it again.  No – his world had changed so drastically that he barely recognized it.   
 
    He opened the door and stepped out of the car, balancing on his high heels.  That he could walk so easily in them was yet another mysterious result of whatever had forced him into his mother’s role.  He grabbed his purse – or his mother’s purse, rather – and shut the door behind him.  When he started toward the two-story building that was Johnson Brothers Construction’s headquarters, his hips had a seductive sway to them.  He felt both happy and terrified of that reality, but he couldn’t do a thing about it.  So, he tried to force the knowledge from his mind.  He tried not to think like Glenn.  Rather, he wanted to think like Helen.  It was much easier that way.   
 
    After going through the door, he exchanged pleasant greetings with some of his mother’s coworkers.  He instinctively knew their names.  He also knew exactly what to say to them as he made his way to his mother’s office.  It was mentally exhausting, but as had been the case over the previous thirty-six hours, he had little control over his actions.  So, he resolved to simply go with it.   
 
    But that was easier thought than done, and feeling every male eye following his every move as he made his way through the office was more than a little disconcerting.  So was the fact that he instinctively adopted a flirtatious attitude with some of them when he spoke to them.  They’d make overtly sexual jokes, and so would he.  And he’d hint at something much more than words.  It was horrible and unprofessional, and it had forced Glenn to reevaluate everything about his mother.   
 
    Of course, he’d always know she was a beautiful woman.  No one could look at her and think otherwise, especially when she’d always gone to such lengths to display that beauty to anyone who cared to look.  But she was still his mother, and the thought of her being the office slut – or some analog of one – was incredibly disconcerting, made more so by the fact that he was now stuck in that role himself.   
 
    Still, he managed to make his way to her office without serious incident, and he went to work.  Most of Helen’s job consisted of sending emails and phone calls, and the work flowed out of him without much thought.  It wasn’t unlike having sex with Allen in that he felt like he’d been doing it for years.  He didn’t even have to think about it.  So the day went, one hour after another, until, finally, Frank appeared in his doorway.  He hadn’t knocked.  He just let himself in, shutting the door behind him.   
 
    Glenn quirked a smile.  “Figured you wouldn’t be able to stay away,” he said.  Or rather, he purred.  He never even knew that kind of voice could originate in his own throat.  He stood, leaning forward so Frank, his mother’s boss, could see down his shirt.  It didn’t matter that he was wearing falsies.  All the man saw was a woman’s impressive cleavage.  His mouth spread into a lecherous grin.   
 
    “It was all I could do not to come in here as soon as I saw you come in the door,” the man said.  He was a little over fifty-years-old, and he looked every year of it.  Mostly bald, and with a sizable paunch, he’d once been a powerfully built man.  In fact, he could often be heard going on and on about his days as a college football linebacker.  But that was a long time ago, and he was well past his sell-by date.   
 
    “You’ve got an appointment in an hour,” Glenn said.  “You’re supposed to meet the representatives from that Chinese company for lunch.  As much as I want you, we don’t have time for this.”  
 
    Frank’s grin widened.  “I can spare a couple of minutes,” he said.   
 
    “You really know how to treat a girl,” was Glenn’s response.   
 
    “Just a quickie, doll,” the man said, already unzipping his pants. “You know I can’t think straight unless I get off.”  
 
    Glenn wanted to sigh in resignation.  There would be no dissuading the older man.  More, there was a big part of Glenn that didn’t really want to.  The part that was Helen loved the job security – and the feeling – of being Frank’s mistress.  That part liked being so desired.  So wanted.  So needed.  And that part took control.  Before Glenn knew what he was doing, he was bent over the desk, his skirt hiked up to his hips, and his panties down by his ankles as Frank plunged his thick, stubby cock into his ass.   
 
    The only consolation was that it was over in short order, and within a few minutes, Glenn found himself using the wet-naps his mother kept in her desk to clean up.  Frank, for his part, zipped up his pants, saying, “Thanks, babe.  I’m going to knock this one out of the park.  You’ll see.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Glenn turned this way and that, looking at himself in the locker room mirror.  He wore a pink sports bra and a black pair of yoga pants, as well as a pair of pink-trimmed sneakers.  And though he knew he didn’t have the figure of a real woman, he didn’t particularly hate the way he looked.  In fact, he thought his rear end was better than what most of the other women in the locker room possessed.   
 
    After work, he’d gone straight to the studio where his mother attended yoga classes.  Once there, he’d gone right into the locker room, toting a small gym bag, where he saw a bevy of half-naked women.  Some were middle-aged, others were nubile near-teens, and the rest fell in between.  Once, Glenn would’ve been struck dumb by the sight of so many near-naked women.  But as he’d changed, he had felt very little arousal.  Certainly, he noticed the ones with good bodies, but it was a calculating notice.  A comparative one.  And in some cases, a bit of jealousy invaded his mind.  If he hadn’t already resigned himself to the changes in his mind, he would’ve found it all very confusing.   
 
    But that was before he’d ridden his stepfather.  That was before he’d been used by his mother’s boss for a quick release.  That was before he’d begun to take pride in his feminine appearance.  So, as it stood, he simply took it as a matter of course.  Or maybe he was just trying to keep himself from going insane with the dichotomy of his masculine mind and his feminine actions.  In any case, Glenn hardly paid them any attention.   
 
    Satisfied he looked good, Glenn left the locker room and went into the studio, where a dozen other women were gathered around a man with a man-bun.  He was young – barely into his twenties, if Glenn was any judge – and he had blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a scruffy beard.  He was also in fantastic shape, and Glenn’s eyes immediately went to the bulge in the yoga instructor’s own tight pants.  It was sizable enough to send a tingle up Glenn’s spine.  Or maybe he felt it somewhere decidedly lower.   
 
    The class commenced soon after, and Glenn soon found himself contorting his body in a wide variety of poses, all the while, Leif, the yoga instructor, helped position his students.  When he got to Glenn, his hands lingered in very familiar places.  Glenn didn’t mind, though.  He reveled in the man’s touch.   
 
    The class was over well before Glenn wanted to leave, so he lingered behind.  It was well, because, once everyone else was gone, he was rewarded when Leif approached him, took him in his strong arms, and kissed him deeply.   
 
    When he broke his lips away from Glenn’s, he said, “When can we see each other again?”  
 
    “You’re seeing me now,” Glenn said, his hand creeping down to massage the man’s prodigious manhood.  It had already begun to stiffen.  “You have any more classes today?”  
 
    “One,” Leif said.  “In twenty minutes.”  
 
    Glenn felt a distinct sense of disappointment, and he pulled away.  With a teasing voice, he said, “Looks like you’re going to have to wait a little bit, then.  My husband expects me home for dinner.”  
 
    “Make some excuse,” Leif said, undeterred.  “We can go back to my place and –” 
 
    Glenn was tempted.  More than tempted, really.  He wanted Leif in a way he could scarcely quantify.  But he didn’t want Allen to know about his affair – or his mother’s affair.  Leif came second to maintaining the marriage.  That was how it had to be.   
 
    Glenn smiled.  “Sorry, sexy,” he said, giving the man’s cock a final squeeze.  “We’ll spend some time together this weekend.  Allen’s going out of town, so we can have all the fun we want.  Until then, though, I have to go.”  
 
    Leif groaned, but he understood.  He always did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Glenn sat on his old bed.  Still wearing his workout clothes, he’d found Helen lying on her stomach, doing precalculus homework.  As had been Glenn’s habit, she was shirtless and wearing a pair of old sweatpants.  Her magnificent breasts were on full display, but she seemed unconcerned.  No doubt, she was getting used to the way people perceived her as well.   
 
    “We need to talk,” he said. 
 
    Helen didn’t look up.  Instead, she said, “I’ve got to finish this first.  I’m sorry, but –” 
 
    “Allen will be home soon,” Glenn stated.  He’d come home straight from the workout, and he’d resolved to have a conversation with his mother.  He knew it would be uncomfortable, but there was nothing else for it.  It had to be done.  “We don’t have much time.”  
 
    Helen set down her pencil, then rolled onto her back.  “Fine,” she said. “What?”  
 
    “Is there any man in your life that you’re not fucking?” he demanded. “Allen.  Frank.  That yoga instructor.  How many men are you sleeping with, mom?”  
 
    She sighed.  “I’d hoped you wouldn’t have to deal with any of that,” she said.  “I’m not proud of it.  I want you to know that.  It’s just that I have…I don’t know…issues.”  
 
    “Obviously,” Glenn stated. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” the topless woman said.  “Would you think the same of me if I was a man?  I like sex.  It’s fun, and it helps me to stay ahead.  Frank’s an asshole, sure.  And a misogynist.  But he’s been good to me.  He gave me a job I wasn’t qualified for when I didn’t have anything.  I wouldn’t have been able to support us without the things I did for him.”  
 
    “You’re a prostitute,” Glenn stated. 
 
    “I’m a fucking survivor,” she said.  “You don’t really remember what it was like before I married Allen.  Even with my salary, we barely made ends meet.  And it was even worse when you were younger.  I did what I had to do.  I won’t apologize for it.”  
 
    “And Leif?” Glenn asked. 
 
    “I have needs,” she said.  “Habits.  It wasn’t serious.  I wasn’t going to let it go on for much longer.”  
 
    “And you don’t think you owe Allen some kind of loyalty?” was Glenn’s next question. 
 
    “Now, you’re on his side?” she asked. “You’ve hated him from the moment we started dating.  I didn’t think you’d take his side.”  
 
    “I’m not,” Glenn responded.  “I just think you shouldn’t be screwing every man you know.  That’s all.”  
 
    “Good to know,” Helen said.  “I’ll keep that in mind.  Now, can I please finish this homework?  It’s killing me.”  
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    Helen woke up horny.  The crotch of her boxer shorts was drenched with her wetness, and she couldn’t help thrusting her hand between her legs.  Before she knew it, she was fingering herself while thinking of Trisha’s lips, her tongue, the way she looked up at her when she was eating Helen’s pussy.  She came within moments, a short, sharp burst of pleasure that barely resembled the orgasms she’d had before she had taken on the role of her son.  But it was no less satisfying, and she rose feeling refreshed and ready to face the world.   
 
    The discussion she’d had the night before still echoed in her mind.  That Glenn would accuse her of being a prostitute wasn’t just infuriating.  It was disrespectful.  It wasn’t the sort of thing a young man said to his mother.  But then again, most young men hadn’t had to live their mothers’ lives.  They hadn’t been forced to do all the things Glenn had.  No doubt, he was nearing the end of his rope.  But worse, she understood his perspective.  She didn’t agree – not unless she lost herself in the part of her mind that had been governing her actions – but she understood well enough.   
 
    Pushing those thoughts from her mind, Helen stepped from her room, topless and without a single thought for modesty.  Idly, her hand crept down her pants as she yawned her way down the hall and into the kitchen.  Glenn was there, wearing his ridiculous false breasts and wig and a smart skirt suit that displayed what curves he’d manage to coax from his body quite well.  But worse, he was standing close to Allen, looking up into his eyes with more than a little adoration.  The two kissed.   
 
    Helen was disgusted, and not just because her own son had shared a passionate kiss with her husband.  No – it was reinforced by a son’s displeasure at seeing such a public display of affection from his mother and stepfather.  Worse, Helen had no idea where one ended, and the other began.  She ignored them, going to the pantry and retrieving a package of Pop Tarts.  Before, she’d have never dreamed of eating such garbage.  She’d worked long and hard on her body, and she refused to compromise it with that kind of junk food.  But Glenn didn’t have that problem; he ate whatever was put in front of him, and so, Helen did as well.   
 
    “Big test today?” Glenn asked, his voice sounding so feminine that it was hard to remember what he’d sounded like only a couple of days before. 
 
    Helen nodded. “First period,” she answered.  “I should be fine, though.”  
 
    “Fine isn’t good enough,” Allen said.  “You should aim higher.”  
 
    “Sure,” Helen said, annoyed that Allen would presume to giver her advice.  She wanted to point out that he wasn’t her father, and thus, had no right to interject into the conversation she was having with her mother.  Or son.  Or whatever.  It was confusing.  In any case, she corralled her displeasure, forcing it aside and saying, “Whatever.”  
 
    Allen’s jaw flexed as he ground his teeth in frustration.  Since he’d married Helen, he had tried so hard to be, if not a father, then a father figure for Glenn.  He’d failed because Glenn hated him.  It had worn him down to the point where he could barely even be civil toward his stepson.  Or, as it stood, to Helen.   
 
    To Glenn, Allen said, “I’ll see you this evening.  My plane doesn’t leave until late tonight.”  
 
    The two continued their conversation as Helen left the room.  She ignored them, going into the bathroom, where she quickly took a shower.  She even went through the motions of shaving her face.  However, she left the rest of her body hair completely natural.  It had only been a couple of days, but her legs, underarms, and groin had grown prickly.  It itched something fierce, but there was no way Glenn would’ve ever shaved his own body.  So, she couldn’t either.  Besides, there was something appealing about letting it grow.  About being hairy.  Once, she would’ve found it revolting.  But things had changed.   
 
    After the shower, Helen dressed in her typical, ill-fitting school uniform, said a perfunctory goodbye to Glenn, and left the house.  A handful of minutes later, she found herself pulling into the school’s parking lot.  And a while after that, once she’d found her friends and girlfriend, she embarked upon the school day.   
 
    The test in first period went well.  She knew she’d aced it, though she could hardly fathom how.  Growing up, mathematics had never been her subject.  But Glenn was good at it, apparently, and that ability had been transferred to her as well.  So, she was riding high as she walked down the hall to her second period class.   
 
    Trent fell in beside her. “We’re ditching and going to the lake,” he said. “You in?”  
 
    Helen didn’t hesitate.  “You know it,” she said.  “Let’s get out of here.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Helen waded into the lake, her toes squishing into the silt.  She was naked, as were all of her friends.  Trent.  Dennis.  Trisha.  Coley.  All of them with their naked, teenaged bodies on full, unabashed display.  And then there was Helen.  Without whatever had forced them to see Glenn’s body when they looked upon her, she would’ve gotten plenty of attention from the hormonal teenagers.  But as it was, they took her nudity as a matter of course.  Their glances lingered on the girls’ bodies, but on hers?  They noticed, but they didn’t look.  It was a sobering experience, but it was also freeing.   
 
    For most of her life, Helen had taken male attention for granted.  Men liked looking at her.  Barely a man saw her and didn’t immediately think about getting her alone and naked.  It had begun even before she’d hit puberty, and it had only gotten worse – or better, depending on the perspective – the more developed she had become.  And while she knew that one day, probably sooner rather than later, her looks would begin to fade, Helen had gotten so used to being admired that she took it for granted.  So, in the absence of that, especially from young men who’d, over the course of their friendship with Glenn, openly ogled her when they thought she wouldn’t notice, she hardly knew what to think.  Thankfully, Trisha was there to distract her.   
 
    Helen couldn’t tear her eyes from her son’s naked girlfriend.  She was perfect.  Not literally, obviously.  She was pretty enough, but she wasn’t a model.  Helen knew that.  But it didn’t seem to matter much.  Glenn was in love with the girl – that was absolutely clear – and in a way that only young people can be.  And so, Helen was too.  It was a refreshing feeling, optimistic in a life full of overt cynicism.   
 
    The girl stepped close, draping her arms around Helen’s neck.  Their breasts came together.  Helen’s groin announced her arousal as the two kissed, and passionately. 
 
    “Jesus, you two,” came Trent’s unwelcome voice.  “Get a room or something.”  
 
    “Fuck you, Trent,” Helen said, pulling away to see the other boy, naked and with the water up to his waste, grinning like an idiot.  His girlfriend, Coley, a thin brunette who barely had any bosom at all, was next to him.  She was clearly uncomfortable, having forced her arms to her side so as to keep from crossing them over her chest.  Helen sympathized, but she couldn’t help but look.  Even tiny boobs were still boobs, and thus, they exacerbated her arousal.   
 
    “I got stole some weed from my brother’s stash,” the other young man said.  Helen could just make out the blurry image of his manhood beneath the water.  It was impressive.  In fact, if she’d been in her right mind, Helen would’ve shouldered Coley out of the way and stolen Trent away from her.  They’d have had sex on the thin strip of beach nearby. 
 
    But she wasn’t.   
 
    “That’s all you had to say,” Helen stated, grinning.  She grabbed Trisha’s plump ass, squeezing.  “Let’s go get high.”  
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    Helen eased open the door, wincing as it creaked loudly.  She stepped inside with the exaggerated carefulness of the inebriated.  After easing the door closed, she only took a couple of steps before Glenn’s feminine voice stopped her in her tracks. 
 
    “Where have you been?” he asked, flipping the switch on a lamp.  Helen shielded her eyes.  “It’s past midnight.  Why weren’t you answering your phone?  I was worried sick!”  
 
    “God,” Helen groaned.  “You sound like you actually believe you’re my mom.  I was out with my friends.”  
 
    “My friends!” Glenn spat.  He should’ve looked ridiculous, wearing the satin nighty that barely extended past his bottom.  But he didn’t.  He wore it like it was the most natural thing in the world.  “And you missed baseball practice.  Your coach called me, and I had to make up an excuse.  I said you had a doctor’s appointment.  Where have you been?”  
 
    Helen, in her less-than-sober state, struggled to sort the day out in her mind.  She remembered skinny dipping in the lake.  She remembered smoking weed and drinking on the beach.  She remembered laughing and having a fantastic time with her friends.  And she remembered the evening she’d shared with Trisha.  Her cheeks reddened.   
 
    The night had been the best of her life, and she had little difficulty admitting it, at least to herself.  Trisha had proved to be a very generous lover.  The two had licked and fingered one another to multiple orgasms.  Helen didn’t bother trying to make sense of the fact that they’d made love like a pair of comfortable lesbians.  It had happened, and that was enough.  No – she wanted to do it again.  And again.  She wanted to do it every day for the rest of her life.   
 
    Or maybe that was the various mind-altering substances coursing through her veins talking.   
 
    “You can’t be this irresponsible,” Glenn said.   
 
    “I know,” Helen stated.  “I…I couldn’t help it.  We skipped school and went to the lake.  And Trisha’s parents were out of town…” 
 
    “Oh,” Glenn said.  “I see.” 
 
    “You’ve been safe, haven’t you?” Helen asked, suddenly seeing a way to flip it on her son-turned-mother.  “When you two are together, I mean.  You use condoms, right?”  
 
    Glenn looked away.  “Most of the time,” he said.  “We’re careful, though.”  
 
    “And the drugs?” Helen asked.  “You’ve done that before, too.  And the drinking.”  
 
    “It’s just weed,” Glenn said.  “It’s practically legal here.”  
 
    “Practically,” Helen said.  “But not quite.” 
 
    “You’re the one who did it,” Glenn said. “I should be scolding you, not the other way around.”  
 
    “I only did what you’d do,” Helen pointed out.  “Same as you’ve done what I would.  That’s how it works.”  
 
    Glenn hung his head, the hair of his ridiculous wig falling around his face.  When he looked up, there was wetness streaking the makeup on his cheeks. “Let’s just forget all of this happened, okay?” he said.  “I think we’ve both made plenty of mistakes.  Maybe we should just…I don’t know…trust one another a little more.  There’s no telling how long this is all going to last, so let’s just agree to be more understanding about the other’s mistakes.  I don’t want to keep having this conversation every night.”  
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Helen said, not believing her luck.  She didn’t want to discuss her exploits in her son’s life, and he didn’t seem to want to talk about what he’d done in hers.  That seemed a good deal, as far as she was concerned.  “I’m going to bed.”  
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    Glenn awoke in his own bed.  More, he wore his own clothes, and for the first time in three days, he felt like himself.  He sat up, looking around, and instinctively, he knew that whatever had forced him to live his mother’s life had faded away.  He was back to normal, and it felt fantastic.  Even with only a night’s worth of sleep separating him from the ordeal, it felt like a dream.  Or a nightmare.  He couldn’t quite decide.   
 
    However, as he sat up, the familiar comforter falling away to reveal his still hairless chest, there was a pang of regret, of loss.  It was confusing and more than a little annoying.  There should’ve been a celebration in his mind – and there was – but it was muted by that sense of wrongness.  He hardly felt like he belonged in his own bed, in his own life.   
 
    Thinking that the feeling would soon fade, he swung his smooth legs off the bed and stood.  He glanced into the mirror above his dresser, noticing the lack of makeup that made him feel naked.  His eyebrows still held the graceful arch, which lent his face a feminine cast.  But he was himself again.  Finally.  Hopefully, for good.   
 
    Glenn padded out of the room, the gentle slap of his feet on the hardwood floors sounding loud in his ears.  He found his mother making a cup of coffee in the kitchen.  Clearly, she was dealing with much the same disorientation as him; her hair was mussed, and she clutched her robe around her tightly.  But there was something off about her posture, the way she was standing.  It carried with it a fair bit of masculinity, where, normally, it was wholly feminine.   
 
    Suddenly, he noticed that his own hips moved far more than they should’ve with each step, a mimicry of his mother’s gait.  Or rather, of the walk he’d adopted in his time living her life.  It was troubling, and he took great pains to silence that womanly walk.  He was only mildly successful.   
 
    “It’s over, isn’t it?” he asked, standing near the bar.  He leaned against it, his palms resting on its edge.  “We’re back to normal.”  
 
    “It seems so,” was Helen’s response.  “It feels like it was a dream, doesn’t it?”  
 
    He nodded.  “I was thinking the same thing,” he admitted.  “It all…I don’t know…it felt almost normal, towards the end.  I think I had kind of accepted that it would never go back.  I wasn’t even sure if I wanted it to.  But now…” 
 
    “I know,” she said.  “I can’t believe some of the things I did.”  
 
    “We did,” Glenn pointed out.  “Do you have any idea what caused it?”  
 
    “Does it matter?” Helen asked.  “It’s finished, isn’t it?  We’re back to normal.  Besides, how would you even go about investigating the cause?  It’s not like we could look it up online or anything.  I tried, that first night, and there was nothing.  Magic isn’t supposed to exist.”  
 
    “So you think it was magic?” Glenn asked.   
 
    “What else would it have been?” she asked.  “Mass hysteria?  Everyone was affected.  Nobody knew you were pretending to be me.  I was walking around shirtless, and none of your friends looked twice at me.  It was insane.”  
 
    “Magic isn’t real,” Glenn maintained.   
 
    “Apparently, it is,” Helen stated.  “But it’s over, now.  We can go back to living our lives.”  
 
    “But weren’t we supposed to learn a lesson or something?  Isn’t that how these things work?” Glenn asked. “That’s the way it is in the movies.  You don’t go back until you learn something.  I didn’t learn anything.”  
 
    But that wasn’t necessarily true.  He’d learned about makeup.  Clothes.  He had learned how to please a man.  And he’d learned that his mother wasn’t even remotely faithful to her husband.  All of it was still in his mind, too, and it didn’t seem likely to fade away.  He knew that, should the opportunity present itself, he could still suck cock like a professional.  And what’s more, he was reasonably certain that he’d enjoy it at least as much as he had while living his mother’s life.   
 
    “How am I supposed to know?” Helen asked, a faraway look on her face.  “This is all uncharted territory for me.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Glenn stated.  “I guess we just go back to normal, right?  Just pretend this never happened?”  
 
    “That’s probably best,” she answered, nodding. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Glenn walked through the hall, glancing around at his classmates, at the lockers lining the walls.  He felt out of place.  He felt wrong, and in every way possible.  It was all he could do to keep a seductive sway from his hips, much less speak with his masculine tone.  If he wasn’t paying attention, he’d find himself sashaying down the hall like a runway model.  And even when he focused, his voice sometimes slipped into a much higher, far more feminine pitch.  His mannerisms were similarly difficult to control as well, and he was certain that, to anyone who cared to notice, he’d look like some sort of gay queen.   
 
    It didn’t help that, when he’d gotten dressed, he’d been unable to keep himself from shaving his legs and underarms.  Nor had he been able to resist the pull of sneaking into his mother’s room and donning a pair of silky panties.  They were a comfort that helped him get over the fact that he couldn’t very well put on the makeup he very much wanted to apply. 
 
    But that wasn’t the worst of it.  No – the worst was that, everywhere he looked, he saw his young, fit friends.  It was almost inevitable that, no matter how hard he tried to keep his eyes trained on something innocuous, he’d soon find his gaze drifting ever lower and settling on the bulges in his classmates’ slacks.  More than once, he’d found himself fantasizing about getting on his knees and worshipping one cock or another.  Or being the centerpiece of a locker room gangbang.   
 
    It was disgusting.  And wrong.  But his revulsion didn’t seem to matter.  Whatever remnant of his mother was left in his mind asserted itself with vicious efficiency, and it dominated his every thought, which made his trek through the halls a walking nightmare.  Or dream.  He couldn’t quite decide.   
 
    Those thoughts plagued him throughout the day, but things didn’t really come to a head until he found himself in the locker room after gym class.  Surrounded by sweaty, naked young men, his eyes were bulging out of their sockets.  Everywhere he looked were cocks.  Big and small, he didn’t care.  He licked his lips, his heart beating out of his chest, and he felt the inevitable physical reaction of his arousal asserting itself.   
 
    He fled.   
 
    Some of his friends called out to him, but he ignored them.  He couldn’t let them see his growing erection.  They couldn’t know how turned on he was.  And they certainly couldn’t know that he wanted them all to bend him over and fuck him until he was screaming for more.   
 
    Glenn was in his truck and driving home before he could think straight.  And when he could, he hated the thoughts running through his brain.  He banged his hand on the steering wheel, screaming, “What the fuck is wrong with me?”  
 
    He didn’t have an answer.   
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    Helen kissed her husband, who, after a night away on business, had returned home.  And like was always the case when they’d been apart, he was extraordinarily horny.  But to Helen, it felt like something was missing.  In fact, it had felt that way for the entire day.  At work.  At the yoga studio.  And now, in bed with Allen.  Everything about her life felt wrong.  More, each time she encountered a man she’d slept with, she couldn’t fathom why she had ever found them appealing.  Allen, who had been her idea of a perfect man.  He was handsome and strong, and he’d provided for her in a way most men couldn’t.  Frank, who, while not physically appealing, had always had a certain spark that got her engine going.  Or Leif, who was young and fit and made her feel alive.  Not anymore.  Not after living Glenn’s life.   
 
    His hand crept down to her naked groin, feeling the four-day growth of pubic hair.  He remarked, “Going au natural?”  
 
    Helen answered, “Maybe.  I don’t know.  It’s not a deal breaker, is it?”  
 
    Once, she’d have never considered letting any of her body hair grow out.  It had been something of an obsession, and more than once, she’d considered having it permanently removed.  However, she had emerged from the experience as Glenn with a fresh, new perspective.  Suddenly, body hair didn’t seem so bad.  In fact, it felt natural in a way that she couldn’t quite explain, and she had no plans to shave anything.  Not her legs.  Not her underarms.  And certainly not her bikini area.  She wasn’t even certain she wanted to continue plucking her eyebrows.   
 
    “I love you no matter what,” he said.  It was the right answer, and one Helen should’ve appreciated.  But it just made her feel sick. 
 
    “I love you, too,” she said, forcing her hands over his hairy body, over his muscles.  Suddenly, she craved something softer to the touch.  Something supple. Young.  She wanted Trisha.   
 
    But she couldn’t have her.  Not anymore.  So, she endured her husband’s attentions as best she could.  It wasn’t easy.  Nor was she able to return his attention with the kind of fervor she wanted.  But she still took it.  And when they were finally finished, Allen seemed well-satisfied, even if she wasn’t.   
 
    The next morning, she had sex with Allen again, and rather than things getting better, they actually seemed worse.  She couldn’t help but see all the ways he wasn’t what she wanted.  She couldn’t help but feel a sense of revulsion when she took his manhood in her mouth, when she got on all fours and allowed him to mount her.  It was all she could do not to vomit.   
 
    But she persevered.  Her marriage depended on it.  Allen wasn’t with her because of her intellect or her sense of humor.  She was under no illusions.  She knew that she was a trophy wife.  A living piece of arm candy.  A sex toy by another name.  Love didn’t really come into it, not on a personal level.  Sure, he loved being with her, but that would only last so long as she continued to please him, as long as she maintained her looks.  As soon as any of that failed, she would be out the door, replaced by a newer model.  And no matter how revolted she was by him, now, she wasn’t prepared to go back to supporting herself.  Not after she’d finally hit the jackpot and gotten the life she’d always wanted.   
 
    So, she acted the part, all the while wishing it was all over, all the while thinking of how much better it would all be if she could be with someone like Trisha.   
 
    Those feelings weren’t limited to sex, either.  Later that day, when she was at work, she found herself daydreaming about baseball, about the day she’d spent with her – no, Glenn’s friends at the lake.  Smoking and drinking, all without a care in the world.  It was the kind of life she craved.  By contrast, going to work and being forced to flirt with all her coworkers was a dull, lifeless existence.  Of course, Frank made it worse.  He had certain expectations, and if she suddenly didn’t deliver, she’d be out of a job.   
 
    So, she did what she had always done.  She survived, hoping that, eventually, her mind would revert to the way it had once been.  That would’ve made everything so much easier, and she often found herself staring off into space and wishing she could just be the person she’d once been.  It was during one of these daydreams that she heard the familiar voice of Monica, the only other woman who worked in the office.   
 
    “Deep in thought?” the woman asked.  Helen turned to her, and for the first time ever, really saw her.  She wasn’t beautiful.  But she was pretty.  Shoulder-length, red hair, glittering green eyes, and a smattering of freckles made her look far younger than she probably was, and she had a great body.  Not fat, but not too thin, either, and with a nice sized bosom.  Immediately, Helen wondered what she’d look like naked.  Or how those green eyes would look, peering up at her from between her legs.   
 
    Helen felt flushed.  “Something like that,” she said.  “You look nice today.”  
 
    The other woman beamed.  “Really?  Thanks,” she said.  “Just had my hair done.”  
 
    “It suits you,” Helen said. “And you’ve got a great body.”  
 
    It sounded stupid, even in Helen’s mind.  But the words had tumbled out, almost of her own accord.  Monica didn’t seem to mind.  In fact, she seemed incredibly pleased.   
 
    “Thank you,” she said, biting her lip.  “You look good, too.  But you always do.  I’d love to know your secrets.”  
 
    Helen leaned back, opening her legs a bit.  “I’m an open book,” she said. “Especially for you.”  
 
    Monica’s eyes drifted down to the tiny gap between Helen’s legs.  She could no doubt see the tops of Helen’s stockings.  More, she’d obviously picked up on Helen’s not-so-subtle innuendo, because color immediately spread across her cheeks.  She gave Helen a nervous smile, saying, “Hmm.  I…um…I guess I should get back to work.  I just…um…Mr. Harrison said I should…ah…I don’t know.  I suddenly forget why I even came in here.”  
 
    Helen didn’t back down. “Well, my door’s always open,” she said, leaning forward.  “Come back anytime.”  
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    Glenn stood in his mother’s closet, staring at her wardrobe.  He’d been unable to think of much aside from dressing in “proper” clothes in the week since he’d been back living his own life.  He couldn’t look at a girl and not wonder how he’d look in her clothes.  Even when he’d tried to watch porn, he’d imagined himself in the woman’s role.  And finally, when the opportunity presented itself in the form of his mother and Allen spending a weekend away, Glenn had decided to stop thinking and start doing.   
 
    His body was freshly shaved.  His makeup had been applied with expert precision.  The breast forms he’d bought tugged at his chest, held in place by an adhesive spray.  And his manhood was tucked safely away, confined by a generous application of surgical tape.  But as he studied the closet full of clothing, he was faced with a crisis of indecision.   
 
    He was completely committed to dressing up.  He couldn’t have stopped, even if he wanted.  However, with so many choices, he didn’t know what to wear.  A slinky, black cocktail dress with an exposed back?  A sundress?  A pair of daisy dukes and a halter top?  Tight jeans and a tee-shirt?  Or did he want to put on one of the costumes he wasn’t supposed to know about?  The ones his mother and Allen used when roleplaying?  There was a schoolgirl outfit.  A cheerleading uniform.  A latex number that looked like it belonged in a BDSM dungeon.  The choices were nearly endless.   
 
    But then, he had a very naughty idea, and everything clicked into place.  It didn’t take him long to find the appropriate lingerie.  All white and as high-class as anything his mother owned, she’d worn it on her wedding night.  It took him a few moments to don the strapless, white bustier with a matching, lace thong; settling everything into its proper place was a bit of a chore, but after a few minutes, he managed.  Next came the matching, thigh-high stockings, which he attached via a series of garters. 
 
    Then, he went upstairs and into the spare bedroom they used for storage, and he quickly found his quarry.  The strapless wedding dress was gorgeous.  All white, with voluminous, diaphanous skirts and a lace-trimmed bodice, just looking at it made Glenn feel like a princess.  He couldn’t get it on quickly enough, but as it hadn’t been designed with ease-of-use in mind, it took him quite some time to get dressed.  When he did, though, it was everything he’d hoped it would be.   
 
    It didn’t fit perfectly.  None of his mother’s close did; they were all far too loose in the hips, but with the breast forms in place, the wedding dress fit well enough that he hardly noticed his lack of womanly curves.   
 
    For hours, he pranced around the house, heedless of the natural sway of his hips, ignoring the instinctively feminine mannerisms and the high-pitched voice that had become his new normal.  He felt comfortable.  He felt right. 
 
    And God, he felt horny. 
 
    His penis, confined by the tape, barely factored into his arousal.  He didn’t want to yank on that thing.  No – he wanted to be fucked.  He wanted to be penetrated.  He wanted to be treated like a woman.   
 
    But that wasn’t possible.  So, he did the next best thing.   
 
    After a few hours of pretending he was his mother on her wedding day, complete with watching the ceremony on the DVD they’d commissioned, Glenn found his way back to his mother’s room.  He didn’t need to search; he knew exactly where to find her favorite sex toy.  In a small box beneath her bed, the toy was a simple, lifelike vibrator with a suction cup at its base.  Glenn didn’t hesitate to affix it to his mother’s headboard, slather the thing in lubricant, hike up his skirts, and back into it.  Before he could even think twice about what he was doing, Glenn was rocking back and forth, impaling himself on the sex toy.   
 
    And it was amazing.  It was everything he’d wanted it to be.  For the first time since he’d woken up in his own bed, he felt like the world was right again.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    For the rest of the weekend, Glenn did much of the same, and for the duration, he felt like he was reliving what he’d quickly begun to think of as the best three-day stretch of his entire life.  As Helen, he’d felt free in a way he had never quite experienced.  More, the idea of being so desirable, knowing that every man he met wanted him – it was intoxicating, and it made him feel powerful.  Wearing her clothes and pretending to be her, even without whatever magical force had changed everyone else’s perception, gave him a little of that back.   
 
    So, it was with a great sense of regret that he saw the hour of his mother and Allen’s return approaching.  He’d resolved not to dress up on that last day, just to be safe, but, predictably, that resolution fell by the wayside when they day dawned.  He had no idea when he’d get the chance again, so he decided to push things a little.  He chose to wear more casual clothes – just a pair of his mother’s denim shorts and a tee-shirt.  Combined with his wig and the tastefully applied makeup, he felt that he looked almost as feminine as if he’d worn a dress.  Besides, he didn’t just want to wear formal clothes.  He wanted to feel like a real woman, and that meant donning more casual attire, especially when he didn’t dare leave the house.   
 
    He was in the middle of streaming the latest season of The Bachelor – his mother’s favorite show that he suddenly found very interesting – when there was a knock at the door.  He was so engrossed in his role that he didn’t even think twice before rising from the couch and going to answer it.  It wasn’t until he swung the door open and saw the mailman standing there with a package that his heart jumped into his throat.   
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Chase,” he said.  Glenn vaguely recognized him as the man who’d been delivering their mail since they’d moved in years before.  “Registered letter.  Can you sign right here?”  
 
    Glenn was struck dumb.  He might feel like a woman.  He might even look like one from a distance.  However, there was no way that anyone would ever mistake him for his mother, especially not up close.  Especially not a man who should’ve known his mother by sight.   
 
    “Something wrong?” the postman asked, still holding the electronic clipboard out.  “You look like you saw a ghost.”  
 
    Glenn didn’t know what to say.  He couldn’t even begin to understand why the man thought he was Helen.  But he wasn’t going to argue.  He just smiled, saying, “Sorry.  Just a little out of it today, Henry.”  He took the clipboard, signed his name, and took the letter.  “Thanks.” 
 
    “You have a good day, ma’am,” Henry the postman said.  And then Glenn noticed his eyes.  There was a familiar glint of appreciation there.  Lust.  He tried to hide it, but Henry was unable to stop himself from staring at Glenn’s chest.  Or his legs.  Glenn’s stomach turned somersaults as he closed the door.   
 
    When it was shut, he turned, leaning against the door and sinking down to the floor.  What the hell was going on?  Was it back?  Was he going to go back to living his mother’s life, now?  Or was this something different? 
 
    He had no answers, but, with the postman’s lustful gaze in mind, he quickly went back upstairs, pulled out the sex toy, and imagined a scenario where he’d invited the man inside.   
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    Helen had just gotten back from her miniature vacation with her husband.  They had rented a condo at the beach, and they’d spent the entire weekend acting like they were trying to reenact their honeymoon.  On the surface, it was enjoyable enough.  Helen said all the right things.  She acted the right way.  But it wasn’t what she wanted.  In fact, the entire trip had been an exercise in frustration.  If it weren’t for the security Allen provided, it would have cemented the need for a split in her mind.   
 
    When she’d returned, she had noticed that some of the clothes in her closet had been rearranged. More, the box where she kept her favorite toy was peeking out from under her bed.  Obviously, Glenn was having trouble readjusting to his own life, just like she was having issues with her own.  There was certainly a part of her that wanted to go to him, to talk, to figure out how to get past those problems.  But she couldn’t.  And in any case, Helen wasn’t certain that it would do any good.   
 
    So, as she looked in the mirror after just getting out of the shower, she was in a strange mood.  Her body hair had continued to grow out, to soften from the prickly new growth into something more permanent and comfortable.  But it wasn’t enough.  She ran her hand through her wet hair, realizing what the problem was.   
 
    She wanted to cut it.  Suddenly, with that realization firm in her mind, every time her hair tickled her shoulders, every time she had to push it out of her eyes, and each time she wasted half an hour arranging it in whatever style was socially acceptable was the height of annoyance.  She didn’t just want a haircut.  She needed one.  So, without further thought, she made an appointment at a local barbershop and, during her lunch break the next day, she got almost all of her hair hacked off.   
 
    It wasn’t a feminine style, either.  Just long enough to part, it very much resembled her son’s hairstyle.  That wasn’t an accident.  Nor was her choice of outfits that day.  For the first time since she’d started working in a professional environment, she’d chosen to wear slacks.  More, underneath, she had worn simple, cotton panties.  They still felt confining, but they didn’t feel nearly so wrong as the silk and lace she normally wore.  Her blouse was stark white, and beneath that was a sports bra.  It was the least feminine outfit she owned, and it made her feel at least marginally decent.   
 
    The effect was nearly immediate.  As soon as she arrived back at work, she felt every eye on her.  The men didn’t precisely look at her in disgust – she was still a beautiful woman, regardless of what she wore or how she cut her hair – but she noticed a marked decrease in the signs of attraction.  Their gazes didn’t linger quite as long.  They didn’t flirt quite as diligently.  And their smiles weren’t quite as genuine.  Any other time, it might’ve made Helen feel self-conscious, but in her current frame of mind, she felt vindicated.  And that sense was reinforced when Monica came into her office and started flirting with her.   
 
    “You and I should hang out after work,” Helen said, leaning back in her desk chair.  She propped one ankle on her knee.  “Get a drink.  Have some fun.  What do you say?  You want to go out with me?”  
 
    “As friends?” asked Monica. 
 
    Helen shrugged her shoulders.  “As whatever you want,” she said.  “How about this?  I’m going to be at Montlimar’s for dinner around seven.  I hope you’ll join me, but if not…no pressure.  And after?  Who knows what’ll happen?”  
 
    Monica lips expanded into a genuine smile.  “I’ll be there,” she said.   
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    Helen was far from monogamous.  Not since she had gotten pregnant by her very first boyfriend had she ever committed herself to just one person.  Not fully.  Certainly, she’d had a string of boyfriends – and one husband – who’d thought they were the only man in her life, but it was a lie.  She justified it by telling herself that they probably weren’t faithful, either.  Josh, the father of her child, hadn’t been.  Nor had a half-dozen other men she’d been with.  And she was certain that, were she to dig deep enough, she would find out that Allen was sleeping with a pretty, young dental assistant or something.  But as she sat across from Monica, she couldn’t even begin to convince herself that it wasn’t different.  It was, completely, and in a new and exciting way.   
 
    For her part, Monica seemed thrilled to be there.  She was pretty and personable, and she really seemed to enjoy Helen’s company.  That was gratifying.   
 
    The other woman couldn’t have been dressed any differently than Helen.  Where Helen had bought a pair of slacks and a no-nonsense blouse for the occasion, Monica wore a slinky, black dress that put her figure on perfect display.  As soon as Helen saw her, thoughts of running her lips and tongue all over the redhead’s body erupted in her mind.  She wanted nothing more than to fuck the girl, right then and there in that expensive restaurant.  But the niceties needed to be observed.  She had to put in the time.  So, they talked.  They laughed.  They drank plenty of wine.  And when the dinner was over and Helen invited Monica to a hotel room she’d booked, the woman agreed without a moment’s hesitation.   
 
    Throughout dinner and on the trip to the hotel, they managed to keep things fairly family friendly.  They held hands, but the public displays of affection were otherwise limited.  However, when they finally made it to the elevator, the dam broke and the two locked lips, letting their tongues wrestle as their hands explored the other’s respective body.  So, by the time they made it to the room, they were well primed for the main event.   
 
    But Helen had a surprise.  She’d decided to try something new.  To that end, she grabbed a package from where she’d left it on the bed and opened it.  Inside was a leather harness and a long, thick, and realistic dildo.   
 
    “Give me a second to get ready,” she said, grinning at the other woman.   
 
    Monica returned the smile with one of her own, and as she mounted the bed, she spread her legs seductively.  She responded, “I’ll be waiting.”  
 
    Helen considered putting it on, there and then, right in front of her would-be lover.  But she was embarrassed.  And while she’d put it on and taken it off numerous times in preparation for the romantic rendezvous, she wasn’t so well-practiced that she wanted an audience.  So, she disappeared into the bathroom, stripped off her pseudo-androgynous clothing, and stepped into the harness.  After affixing the dildo and buckling the harness, she looked into the mirror.  Gripping the base of the thing, it was easy to imagine it was real, that it was part of her.  She’d dreamed about it often enough.  If only the rest of her body didn’t spoil the image, she thought.   
 
    But she couldn’t change that.  She was what she was, right?  She had to make the best of the situation.  And with a ready, willing, and beautiful woman lying on the bed only a handful of feet away, that would be easy to do.  After taking a deep breath, she squared her shoulders and pushed through the door and into the next room.  The sight that greeted her took her breath away. 
 
    Monica had discarded her clothes, leaving only bare, milky white skin on display. Her breasts were full, tipped with deliciously pink nipples, and she was young enough that there wasn’t a hint of sag to them.  More, though, her hips were wide, hips narrow, and her legs slim.  She was as perfect as Helen could’ve hoped, and she practically trembled with arousal.  She could almost feel the phantom sensation of a growing erection.   
 
    “All for me?” asked Monica, crawling forward on all fours.  Helen stepped closer, and Monica took the dildo in her mouth.  And while Helen couldn’t feel it – she was sure she couldn’t, regardless of what her mind might want her to believe – the sight of the woman’s head bobbing back and forth was almost enough to elicit an orgasm, all on its own.   
 
    But it wouldn’t be enough.  Helen hadn’t donned the thing so she could pretend to get a blowjob.  No – she wanted to fuck Monica.  She wanted to hear the girl scream.  She wanted to feel the slap of her flesh against the redhead’s.  She wanted to grip her hips and set her legs to shaking.   
 
    And that’s what she did.  Twice.  And by the time the two were finished coupling, they were both exhausted and panting.   
 
    “You fuck better than any man I’ve ever been with,” Monica breathed, a smile in her voice.  “I think I’m in love.”  
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    Glenn couldn’t help himself.  In the month since he’d regained control of his life, he had spent at least two days of each week dressed in his mother’s clothes.  Indeed, he couldn’t even remember what it felt like to wear the boxer shorts he’d once favored.  More days than not, he wore the laciest, skimpiest underwear he could find.  And on the others, he still wore panties, just a little more conservative in their cut and material.   
 
    It was playing hell with his life, too.  He’d quit the baseball team.  He had forged a doctor’s note to get out of gym.  And he’d all but broken up with Trisha.  He wasn’t interested in being Glenn anymore.  He wanted, more than anything he’d ever wanted in his life, to be Helen again, if only for one more day.  For one more hour.  The idea had infected his every thought, and he could scarcely imagine a world where he never wore women’s clothes again.   
 
    But he was also ashamed.  Each night, as he lay in bed, he’d vow to put a stop to it.  He’d tell himself that he would be a man, that he would regain what he’d lost.  And eventually, he would get over his weird obsession.  In the dark, staring at his ceiling, it seemed practically inevitable.  However, the lie was exposed each morning when he would start counting down the minutes until he could dress up again.   
 
    He had also begun to post photos online.  He omitted his face, but he put the rest of his body – usually clothed in revealing dresses or lingerie – on full display.  And when he did, he got plenty of responses from more than willing men.  They didn’t see a boy in a dress or panties.  They saw a woman.  They saw his mother.   
 
    It was during one of those impromptu photo sessions that the real Helen walked in on him.  He wore a set of red lingerie like he’d been born to it.  He’d been on a strict diet that mimicked Helen’s, so he’d lost a little weight.  So, as he posed this way or that, holding his phone aloft and taking photos of his reflection, he knew he looked more like a girl than usual.   
 
    But that was kind of the point.   
 
    “What the hell?” Helen asked. 
 
    Glenn turned to her, still surprised at her new look.  It had been a few weeks, but he wasn’t used to her short hair.  Nor was he accustomed to her new aversion to dresses.  He also knew that most of her lingerie remained untouched, another change.  Now, standing in the doorway, she wore loose-fitting blue jeans and a hoodie that made a passable attempt at hiding her bosom.   
 
    “Don’t you knock?!” exclaimed Glenn, throwing his hand over his chest.  “Jesus Christ!”  
 
    Helen stepped inside, shutting the door behind her.  “We need to talk,” she said.  “So put something on, okay?  I don’t want to look at you like that.”  
 
    Glenn glared at her, then quickly found a pair of sweatpants and a tee-shirt.  He sullenly yanked them on, then sat on the bed.  “What do you want?” he demanded. 
 
    Helen adjusted her groin in a needless mimicry of a man, then sat beside her son.  “It’s not over,” she said.  “I think it’s insane for us to just ignore the fact that things haven’t gone back to normal.”  
 
    “What gave it away?” Glenn asked. 
 
    “Your little encounter with Allen a couple of days ago,” she said.  “Did you plan it?”  
 
    Glenn hung his head.  “No,” he said.  “He just…he just got home early.”  
 
    That much was true.  Allen had taken a half day, and he’d gotten home without Glenn’s knowledge.  So, Glenn hadn’t had the opportunity to change out of his mother’s clothes.  He’d been mortified until he had realized that Allen was just as clueless as he had been when he’d woken up next to Glenn during those first three days.  He saw Helen, not Glenn in a dress.  And he’d reacted accordingly. 
 
    “You fucked my husband,” Helen said. 
 
    Glenn shrugged, indignant.  “Not for the first time,” he said.  “And he liked it.”  
 
    “He didn’t know it was you,” she reasoned.  “Else it never would’ve happened.  The magic’s still there, isn’t it?” 
 
    Glenn nodded, and Helen asked how he’d found out.  He told her about the mailman’s reaction.  There had been a couple more encounters that Glenn didn’t want to mention, but after Allen’s reaction, there didn’t seem to be any doubt.   
 
    “So, what do we do?” asked Helen.   
 
    “I don’t know,” was Glenn’s response.  “I don’t know anything anymore.  I mean, a month ago, I was a normal guy, and here I am wearing lingerie and posting pictures online for horny guys to jack off to.  I have, like, a thousand dick pics in my inbox and even more that want to meet me.  I’ve had sex with my own stepfather, and what’s worse, I want to do it again.  And again.  I love it.  I…I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”  
 
    Suddenly, he was crying.  Tears flowed down his cheeks, smearing his makeup as he tried to make sense of whatever was happening to him.  He was convinced that nobody could ever understand.  He knew that he was a freak.  He belonged in a mental institution.   
 
    “I…I think we should trade off,” Helen said.  “One day, you’ll be me, and I’ll be you, and then we’ll go back to normal the next.  Maybe this is just something we need to get out of our systems.  Maybe this will help.”  
 
    “Y-you want…you want to do that?” Glenn asked.  It was more than he could’ve hoped for.  His heart soared at the notion of going back to living his mother’s life.  Wearing all those pretty clothes, getting all that glorious attention, having sex with all those men – it was exactly what he wanted, even if it was only half the time.  “Or are you just saying it because you want to help me?”  
 
    “Does it matter?” she asked. 
 
    “It does,” he responded.   
 
    “I want it, too,” she stated.  “I haven’t been able to think of much else over the past few weeks.  I even…God, why is this so hard to admit?  You’re going to find out eventually anyway.  I even went out with a woman from work.  I bought a strap-on and…well…you know.”  
 
    “Jesus, mom,” Glenn said.  “You don’t know how to keep it in your pants, do you?”  
 
    She shrugged.  “I’ve never seen much reason,” she stated.  “So, do you want to do it?”  
 
    “I do,” he said.  “Can we start today?”  
 
    She grinned.  “Of course,” she said.  “Give me your phone.  I want to call Trisha.”  
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    Glenn smiled as he affixed the skin-colored patch to his arm.  He knew it was his imagination, but he could almost feel his breasts getting bigger, his hips growing wider.  He had been on hormones for over a month, and the most they’d done was make his nipples a little more sensitive.  However, that little bit of effect was enough to make him feel more like a woman.   
 
    The every-other-day idea had quickly become something closer to two-out-of-three days living his mother’s life.  In fact, Glenn had begun to think of those days as his real life.  The days where he was forced to pretend he was himself were the ruse.  And they were torture.   
 
    “What do those things do, anyway?” asked Allen, stepping up behind him.  He wrapped his arms around his stepson’s waist, kissing his neck.  Having just shared an intimate shower, they were both naked, and judging by the erection pressing against Glenn’s back, Allen was more than ready to continue their amorous activities.   
 
    Glenn popped a few pills into his mouth, then said, “Girl stuff.  You wouldn’t understand.”  
 
    It was better than telling the man that he was taking a cocktail of hormones that would eventually give him the body he already pretended to have.  And while Glenn knew that he’d never be as voluptuous as his mother, he’d already begun to do research into various surgical procedures that would marry the image he presented to the world and the one he saw looking back at him in the mirror each day.  But that was in the future.  Probably.  Once he got past the notion that it would all eventually pass, that he’d some day wake up and wonder why in the world he’d ever enjoyed wearing panties and skirts and having sex with men.   
 
    Like that was going to happen, he thought, reaching back to grip Allen’s cock.  It was gloriously rock-hard, and while they’d just had sex – and he’d experienced no drought in that area; he had three lovers who wanted seemingly wanted a piece of him all the time – Glenn’s libido had only been marginally lessened.  He liked having sex.   
 
    So he did, standing right there in front of his bathroom vanity.  It didn’t last long, and he didn’t experience a real orgasm, but that didn’t seem to matter.  He enjoyed it anyway, and not just because of the physical sensations.  The idea that a man like Allen – any man, really – wanted him was a drug all its own.  And getting him to cum was an affirmation of Glenn’s own desirability.  The moment men didn’t want to fuck him was the moment Glenn would begin to hate himself.   
 
    After their coupling, Allen quickly dressed while Glenn cleaned himself up, then followed suit.  He chose an off-white dress that was low-cut enough to show off the tops of his breast forms and short enough to threaten to display the tops of his stockings.  It hugged his body like a second skin, save for in the hips, where it was still maddeningly loose.  He had been working out, and his body had begun to respond.  But his rear wasn’t quite round enough, and his hips were nowhere near the width he wanted.  But he would get there.  One way or another.   
 
    Once Glenn got to work, he reveled in the attention he got from his coworkers.  Monica was especially clingy, and despite the fact that Glenn had little interest in her, he maintained the relationship for Helen’s sake.  She liked the girl, and so, he had a responsibility to maintain the status quo.  Even if each time she kissed him it made him want to vomit; he had nothing against lesbians, but he just wasn’t one of them.  He was a straight woman, and that was that.   
 
    But he got through it okay, often putting her off until the other Helen could pick up the slack.  Glenn had a feeling that his mother was doing the same with her encounters with the various men in her life, which, if he was honest, he very much appreciated.  It meant that, on most of his days, he got to enjoy the attentions of Allen, Frank, and Leif, sometimes all three in a single day.  And it was amazing.   
 
    Meanwhile, Glenn knew that his mother was doing all sorts of things in his life.  She enjoyed everything he once had, from hanging out with his friends to playing baseball to spending all sorts of quality time with Trisha.  Their relationship – or his, if he wanted to look at it that way – was stronger than it ever had been.  But he didn’t care.  It hardly even seemed like his life, anymore.  In fact, he was positive that, soon, he’d transition into full-time womanhood.   
 
    One positive side effect of playing his mother’s role was that the shame of it had all but faded.  Still, there were twinges of doubt, nestled in the strangest places.  He ignored them, and he was sure that his mother did the same.   
 
    After work, Glenn maintained his normal routine, going to the yoga studio and attending Leif’s class.  He’d gotten extremely flexible, and he was able to move in ways he never thought he’d be able to.  Afterwards, Leif put that flexibility to good use, fucking him in all sorts of wonderfully inventive positions.   
 
    And then he went home, dreading the next day when he’d have to resume his own life.  Not for the first time, he wished he never had to go back.   
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    Helen strolled through the locker room, heedless of her nudity.  After doing so for almost two months, she was well used to being naked in front of the young men she had come to see as her peers.  And while she still didn’t really look the part – not to herself, at least – she had come to think of Glenn’s life as more hers than his.  After all, she spent more time in it, and she certainly enjoyed it more.  Worst of all, though, she’d had to spend countless hours trying to explain away her son’s femininity.  The only solace was that he was probably doing much the same in her life.   
 
    As she dressed, she couldn’t help but notice the thick dusting of body hair she’d cultivated since first becoming Glenn.  She wore it like a badge of honor, like a symbol of her masculinity.  There were others, of course.  Ever since she’d covertly started taking testosterone, her body had subtly changed.  Her muscles, helped by lifting weights with her friends, had hardened.  Her breasts had shrunk more than a cup size.  And she’d begun to grow hair in places no woman ever should.  Her voice had deepened considerably, as well.  Even her voice had changed.  In short, she was becoming, slowly but surely, the sort of man she wanted so desperately to be.   
 
    The same could be said for Glenn, but instead of masculinity, his goal was to be as feminine as possible.  He tried to hide it, but she saw the evidence of his efforts.  His own breasts had begun to grow, and though they barely qualified for the label, they were developing.  So were his hips.  His ass.  The softness of his skin.  Everything about him was changing, and as far as Helen was concerned, it was for the better.   
 
    At one point, those thoughts had frightened her.  What kind of mother was she, anyway?  What kind of person could condone such drastic changes, especially when they’d clearly been prompted by some outside force?  It would’ve been one thing if Glenn had turned out transgender.  She would’ve accepted him without a second thought.  But this?  She knew she should’ve been out searching for some sort of magical cure.  She knew she should’ve sought the cause of their situation the moment it had presented itself.   
 
    But she hadn’t.  What’s more, she didn’t even want to.  Neither did he, and so, they had taken their strange fascination with living the other’s lives in stride.  She should’ve been ashamed, and she knew it.   
 
    After shrugging on her school uniform, Helen’s mind drifted to the coming weeks.  Soon, she – or Glenn, she supposed – would be graduating.  She’d have to start making plans for the future, and so would he.  If Glenn chose to go to college, could they still maintain the schedule they’d developed?  Would she still be able to live his life?   
 
    Or would she have to go back to her own?   
 
    The very notion of living as her old self was nauseating.  Wearing those clothes?  Gross.  Sleeping with men?  Disgusting.  Acting like she liked it?  Even worse.  She had changed.  She had moved on from everything she had once loved, and the idea of going back was unthinkable.  But what choice did she have?  Quit her job?  Divorce her husband?  Endure various surgeries to right nature’s wrongs?  Without the magic, she’d be exposed for what she was – a pretender.  No matter how much hair she grew, no matter how deep her voice got, and no matter how much she worked out, she was still plainly a woman, and she was reminded of that fact every single time she looked into a mirror.  She would be a freak.   
 
    Shaking her head, Helen pushed those thoughts from her mind and joined her friends for the rest of the school day.  When she was with them, it was better.  She could fall into her role as Glenn, and she wouldn’t have to think about what the future might hold.  The same could be said for when she worked out after school.  Or that night, when she and Trisha made love in the backseat of her truck.   
 
    But when she got home, when she realized that, as soon as morning dawned, she’d have to resume her charade as a woman, Helen wept.  She lay there in her son’s bed – no, it was more hers than his, now – she cried as she hadn’t cried in years, and she wished with all her might that she could switch places with her son in truth.   
 
    It was a pretty fantasy, but the next morning, she was still in the same body.  She still had to go back to the room she shared with Allen, don those hateful women’s clothes, and start living the life she’d once cherished so completely.   
 
    It was a living hell, made more so by the heaven that awaited on the other side of the fence.  She knew what she was missing, as Glenn lived the life she wanted.  She knew, and she hated it.  The only consolation was that he didn’t seem happy about it either.   
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    Glenn rode Leif’s hard cock, savoring every single inch of it as it slid in and out of his ass.  Once, the very idea of having sex with a man would’ve been appalling.  Before he’d assumed his mother’s life, he had never thought of men in a sexual context.  He just wasn’t attracted to them.  But now?  Now, he could think of little else.   
 
    And after the two had finished fucking in the small office off the main room of the yoga studio, Glenn felt a deep sense of shame.  It hit him like that sometimes.  Maybe it was after sex.  Or sometimes, it was when he caught sight of his femininely developing body in the mirror.  Or when he was watching television programs he’d once scoffed at.  Or any number of other, smaller things that made him confront the fact that he hardly even recognized himself anymore.  In the three months since he’d begun taking hormones, his body had changed drastically.  He wasn’t a finished product – not by any means – but he didn’t look wholly masculine anymore, either.  He was a work in progress, and he desperately wanted – and hated that he wanted it – to finish his transformation.  However, what little remained of his masculine pride and identity prevented him from taking that final step.  So far.  His resolve was shaky, though, and he knew it would only take the slightest breeze to send that particular wall toppling down.   
 
    It didn’t help that, on the few days when he’d resume his old life, he felt completely out of place.  He’d stopped trying to subvert his femininity.  It was a wasted effort, in any case.  He couldn’t stop himself from walking, talking, and acting like a woman.  Nor did he really want to, regardless of how it reflected on him – or more appropriately, his mother, who’d taken charge of most of his life.  Still, it didn’t feel good when his former friends would make fun of his smooth legs or swaying hips.  It wasn’t fun when they’d ask if he was sick, implying that his high-pitched tone was a temporary result of some illness.  Nor did he like the looks they gave him when his masculine mask slipped aside.  But it was unavoidable, wasn’t it?  For now, he couldn’t abandon that part of his life.  So, he endured, all the while dreaming of the day he could embrace his femininity on a full-time basis.   
 
    Glenn left the yoga studio, still riding high off of the encounter with Leif.  The man was insatiable, and he knew exactly which buttons to push.  Glenn liked that, about him.  All his lovers were different.  They all brought something different to the table.  With Leif, it was the stamina and exuberance of youth.  With Allen, it was the familiar comfort of his strong presence, his love.  With Frank, it was the knowledge that he could hardly go a single day without Glenn’s – or Helen’s, really – attention.  Glenn loved them all, after a fashion, and in such a variety of ways.   
 
    He arrived home to find Helen, wearing sweats and a tank top, her breasts straining against the tight top, waiting on the couch.  She looked good.  All short hair and defined muscles.  If it weren’t for her too-pretty face, still-large breasts, or wide hips, she might’ve made a passable young man.  As it was, she looked like a woman who’d just started her transition to manhood – an apt comparison, as it were.   
 
    “We need to talk,” she said. 
 
    Glenn sighed.  “What is it now?” he asked, setting his bag down and taking a place on the couch opposite his mother.  “Allen’s going to be back any minute.”  
 
    “He called and said he’s going to be working late,” Helen said.  “We’ve got plenty of time.”  
 
    “Fine,” Glenn stated.  “What do you want to talk about?  If you want more time, just say so.  I’m fine with it.”  
 
    “I want all of it,” she said. 
 
    “W-what?” asked Glenn, swallowing hard.  “Are you serious?”  
 
    “I am,” she stated.  “I don’t want to keep doing this whole piecemeal thing.  I hate every second I’m Helen.  I want to be…I…I just…I need to be Glenn, okay?  I know it’s crazy.  I know you’re probably going to think I’m some kind of deviant, but this feels like the life I was meant to have.  Can you understand that?”  
 
    Her eyes were wide, her face pleading.  She’d been driven to the end of her rope.  She was desperate.  Glenn could well understand that state of mind, because he was only a hair from it himself.   
 
    “I can,” he said.  “I…I feel the same way.” 
 
    ‘You do?” she asked.  “Y-you want…you want to be…me?”  
 
    “Why is that so hard to believe?” Glenn asked, suddenly annoyed.  “Haven’t you been paying attention?  I’ve been on freaking hormones for three months, now.  Even if I can’t be Helen, I fully intend to transition this summer.  You say you need to be me?  Well, I need to be you, too.  And I’ve already started making arrangements to make everything permanent.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” was her next question. 
 
    “I mean that I’ve already had a consultation with a surgeon,” Glenn revealed.  In normal times, he’d have had to live as a woman for a year or more to get any surgeon to agree to do what he wanted to do.  But as long as he went as Helen, those restrictions didn’t seem to apply.  He didn’t know the rules.  He didn’t know what they thought, and he’d never asked.  All he knew was that, as long as he could pay for it, he could have the series of surgeries that would give him the body he’d always wanted.  “I just need to pay for it.  I think if we frame it right, Allen will do it, too.”  
 
    “But everyone already sees a woman when they look at you,” Helen said. 
 
    “I don’t,” Glenn responded.  “And right now, that matters.  So, I’m getting the surgeries, one way or another.  I don’t need your permission.  Allen will do what I want him to do.  He’ll pay for everything.”  
 
    “And then what?” Helen asked.  “We just take over each other’s lives?”  
 
    “What do you think we’ve been doing for the last few months?” Glenn asked.  “This is just making it permanent.”  
 
    “And that’s what you want?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s what we both want,” Glenn said.  “I think it’s what we both need.”  
 
    “Then it’s settled,” Helen stated.  “From now on, you’re me.  And I’m you.  You’re not Glenn.  I am.  And you’re Helen.  For good.”  
 
    Glenn – no, the new Helen – thought for a long moment before saying, “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”  
 
    And it was.  He – no, she – thought that, if she just committed fully to womanhood, the last bit of masculinity inside her would wither and die.  She’d be free to be the woman she knew she was, the woman she needed to be.  And when she got those surgeries, the journey would be complete.  
 
    It would be perfect. 
 
    “What about you?” the new Helen asked. 
 
    Her former mother responded, “I’ve got some ideas, too.”  
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    Glenn lay on the gurney, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm as the I.V. pumped some cocktail of calming drugs into his system.  He was still lucid, though.  He could still feel a sense of excitement coursing through his veins right alongside the drugs.  In a few minutes, he would be wheeled back into the operating room, he would be put to sleep, and when he awoke, he’d have the body he’d been dreaming about for months.   
 
    The surgeries were fairly simple, really.  He was having his breasts removed, a procedure that also involved removing and tightening the skin where they’d been.  In addition, the doctor would remove some of the fat around his hips and rear, giving him a poor masculine shape.  So, once he healed, the only evidence of his former gender would be between his legs and a couple of easily ignored scars on his chest.   
 
    It would be great.   
 
    He glanced over at Helen, who lay on a similar bed with what had to be a reflection of his own expression on her face.  The surgeries she was set to endure were far more invasive, but when it was all said and done, she would be a complete woman.  There would be no traces of the young man she’d once been.  In fact, if the doctor’s renderings were accurate, she would look like a younger version of the woman Glenn had been. 
 
    Glenn was happy for his son-turned-mother.  She seemed content for the first time in a long, long while.  So was he, if he bothered to think of it in those terms.  It had been almost two more months since they’d decided to make the switch permanent.  Graduation had come and gone, and they both acted their parts admirably well.  Glenn had partied with his friends.  Helen had scolded him when he came home drunk.  She had assumed the motherly role with confidence and clarity, and she took it very seriously.  And Glenn had more than begun to think of her in such terms.   
 
    More, though, he’d left almost all of his femininity behind.  He could scarcely remember what it was like to be a woman, and when he did think about it, the whole of his life – all thirty-five years of it – felt like a hazy dream, half-remembered and quickly fading.  He wasn’t that person anymore, and after the surgery, he never would be again.   
 
    And that’s exactly how he liked it.  No doubt, Helen felt the same way, but in reverse.   
 
    A short time later, a nurse appeared and wheeled Helen away.  The mother and son exchanged a few words of encouragement and a quick smile before Glenn was left alone with his own drugged thoughts.   
 
    How much of what he was feeling was the effect of whatever magical force had begun it all?  And how much originated in his own mind?  He didn’t know.  He barely cared.  That’s why he’d never tried to figure out the source of the magic.  That’s why he had never once thought back to the sinuous sculpture in Aunt Abby’s quaint home.  But as he lay there in a drug-induced stupor, it suddenly seemed very important.  He could remember it practically humming with power.   
 
    But it didn’t matter.  It was in a past he wanted to forget.  So, it was a relief when the nurse came back for him.  His mind went mostly blank as she wheeled his gurney through the stark halls of the hospital and into the operating theater.  It was freezing cold, and it smelled of disinfectant.   
 
    They transferred him to the table, and a man in aqua-green scrubs and a white surgical mask loomed over him.  After placing a rubber mask over Glenn’s mouth and nose, the anesthesiologist told him to count backwards from ten.  Glenn did, but he didn’t make it past seven before the welcome blackness of unconsciousness overtook him.   
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    Glenn awoke to a dull ache that encompassed his entire body.  Even through the haze of the remnants of whatever drugs they had given him, he could tell that recovery as going to be an extremely painful process.  His chest ached.  His hips ached.  Even his face hurt.   
 
    But it was done.   
 
    When he craned his neck to look down the length of his prostrate body, his vision wasn’t obscured by the breasts he’d taken for granted most of his life.  They were gone, and with them, a good bit of his feminine identity.  Or maybe all of it.  Whatever was left, at least.  They’d been the last remaining symbol of his womanhood, and now they were gone.   
 
    He almost wept.  With joy, perhaps.  A little pain, too.  But no regret.  Never that.  He was free.   
 
    A couple of days later, he was reintroduced to the woman that had once been his son.  Her face was bruised and still bore some bandages, her chest was tightly bound, and she wasn’t ambulatory yet.  But she forced a smile, nonetheless.  Her surgery, like Glenn’s, had been a complete success.  She was a complete woman, from the top of her head to the bottom of her feet.  And Glenn was incredibly happy for her.   
 
    Recovery took longer than either of them could’ve ever anticipated.  Glenn’s friends visited him, and Allen hardly left his wife’s side.  What any of them thought was a mystery, and Glenn hadn’t bothered to tell them more than that he was having a necessary surgery.  They didn’t ask further questions, and Glenn didn’t volunteer any information.  They knew what they needed to know.   
 
    After about a week, Glenn’s new body was revealed to him.  The bandages had been removed, and he’d immediately gone into the bathroom to look upon the doctor’s handiwork.  Beneath his nipples, running horizontally along his ribs, there were two long incisions that had been stitched together.  There was plenty of bruising, both on his chest and hips.  But he looked more manly than he’d ever looked before.  Aside from the absence of a penis and hips that would never get any narrower, he was a man.   
 
    Tears fell down his cheeks.   
 
    He was released from the hospital a few days later, and over the course of the next few weeks, he recovered. The sutures were removed, the bruising faded, and the swelling disappeared.  And he was able to resume his life, secure in the knowledge that he was, for all intents and purposes, exactly who he wanted to be.   
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    Helen looked in the mirror, and she saw a woman looking back at her.  It wasn’t perfect, of course.  She could still see the tiny, half-healed scars on her nipples where the implants had been inserted.  Her hips were still a little bruised.  Her face was a bit swollen.  And her new vagina hadn’t really had time to heal completely.  But perfect or not, she looked a good deal better than she had before.  In short, she looked like a woman. 
 
    No.  She was a woman.  Completely.  Fully.  Without question.   
 
    That made her smile.   
 
    The various surgeries – facial feminization, breast, hip, and butt implants, a tracheal shave, and a few more, much smaller procedures – had left her looking like nothing so much as the old Helen’s sister.  There were plenty of differences, but the effect was undeniable.  Even without the magic that affected everyone else’s perception, she would’ve, by anyone’s estimation, been considered beautiful.   
 
    Her smile widened. 
 
    The recovery had taken quite some time, and it was still ongoing, but she’d been discharged from the hospital.  It felt like being released from prison.  A rebirth, of a sort.  She hadn’t realized how much she had felt like she was pretending, before.  Now, she did.  With a body to match her identity, she felt a surge of confidence that couldn’t easily be ignored.  She was ready to face the world.  She was ready to be the person she’d been pretending to be for so long.   
 
    And it was glorious. 
 
    “I’ll never get tired of looking at you,” said Allen, stepping up behind her as she stared into the mirror.  He wrapped his arms around her thin waist.  “I’m a lucky man.”  
 
    Helen placed her slim, graceful fingers over his.  “You are,” she said.  “I can’t tell you how eager I am to get back to normal.”  
 
    “How long?” he asked. 
 
    “A month,” she said, citing the doctor’s warning about using her new vagina for its intended purpose.  “Maybe six weeks.  Do you think you can manage?”  
 
    His reflection gave her a lopsided grin. “Do you?” he asked.  “Of the two of us, I think you’re the one who’s going to go crazy without sex.”  
 
    She shrugged.  “I can’t use that hole, just let,” she said. “But there’s another one right beside it, and there are no restrictions there.”  
 
    “You do have a point,” he said, his hand sliding down to her now-plump rear.  He gave it a gentle squeeze, which elicited a tiny yelp.   
 
    “Be gentle!” she said, turning to him.  She put her hand on his broad, hairy chest, snaking her fingers through the thicket.  “I’m a delicate, little flower.  You know that.”  
 
    He grinned.  “So you are,” he said. 
 
    After that, the evening devolved into a long bout of gentle lovemaking.  He didn’t go too hard.  Not too fast.  It was just right, and if Helen had been unconvinced of her path before, whatever reservations, whatever remained of her long-dwindled masculinity, faded away completely.   
 
    She was a woman.   
 
    Now and forever.  And she was eager to get to the business of living her life.   
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