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		“Aw, guys, you shouldn’t have,” I said to my parents, who were flanking a simple cake with an assortment of lit candles. I couldn’t even remember when we’d last celebrated my years around the sun with an actual birthday cake. Maybe when I was thirteen? Fourteen? This wasn’t as fancy as those, and it wasn’t my birthday. The frosting spelled out a simple CONGRATULATIONS. I figured my mom had probably bought it at the Walmart bakery as a last-minute gift.

		It was kind of weird, celebrating this.

		I tried not to think about it.

		“Dylan, we’re so proud of you getting drafted,” Mom told me, and she gave me a hug. Dad—who was an actual Gulf War veteran—displayed less affection and gave me a handshake. I could tell it was awkward between us. There was no way around that.

		As was customary of cakes and candles, I blew out the little flames, and we all partook in the dessert. Dad went off to watch TV. Mom kept trying to drag out the mood by telling me how she couldn’t wait to be a grandmother, which caused my mind to do loops.

		The letter had arrived in the mailbox one month ago. And my deployment was tomorrow. Everything was happening so fast. I felt like my old life was already shrinking into the rear-view mirror—although I wasn’t going anywhere. I’d still be around my folks, I’d still have my friends, and I’d still be going to college and hopefully pursuing the same education and career. But it didn’t feel the same.

		Eventually, I took my half-finished cake to my room, where I stared at it.

		That’s what everyone called it now. Getting drafted. No, the United States wasn’t fighting overseas and needing able-bodied men and women to serve in the armed forces against their will. This was a different fight: the fight against dwindling birth rates. These days, when young men were drafted, it meant their gender was reassigned so they could produce offspring. In short, I’d be receiving a complete surgical makeover and a fully functional womb. And I’d probably have to present as female and adopt female pronouns, and maybe even start using a female name—although Dylan was fairly unisex.

		I didn’t know why I was chosen, and I was fairly certain I would never be told that information. There were probably algorithms involved. Big Brother data. Google search history. Amazon browsing habits. Whatever. I knew I didn’t have gender dysphoria, but apparently that didn’t matter. Somehow, some way, I was deemed a candidate for motherhood duty, and tonight was my last night as a biological man.

		Around suppertime, my best friend Cameron and my girlfriend Kyra came over. They dragged me out to the local hot spot of Applebee’s, where I drank their signature cocktails like there was no tomorrow.

		Technically…

		“Dude, you’re gonna be such a hot babe,” Cameron said. “I’ve seen the results. Like everyone who comes out of those clinics looks like a porn star.”

		Great, I thought.

		“You always did have a sensitive side,” Kyra said, patting me on the thigh. “It’s great that other people are noticing.”

		Cool, I thought.

		I was trying to not think about what having tits would feel like—or looking down at my own cleavage. How big would my breasts be? I made a mental note to ask that when I had a chance tomorrow. I didn’t want the government giving me massive stripper-sized tits.

		They were trying to cheer me up. That and the alcohol lifted my spirits marginally. But mostly the alcohol.

		“I mean, the sex change isn’t so bad,” I said.

		“As long as you send me nude pics,” Cameron said.

		Kyra tossed a french fry at his face.

		“But then I have to get pregnant too. Like, that’s the whole point.” I envisioned myself with a large belly. With morning sickness. And then lactating. And going into the delivery room. Those baby back ribs in my stomach started to feel a little less settled.

		“Not right away,” Kyra assured me. “You’ll have time to acclimate yourself. Once the hormones are flowing, Dylan, you’ll probably want to have kids. I’ve done some reading on that. They really try to get you in the mood to be a mother. It’s not just a physical thing.”

		“Maybe the government brainwashes you,” Cameron suggested.

		To my girlfriend, I said, “So, we’re gonna stay together? We’re gonna have kids? That’s a huge leap. I’d rather finish college first and get a job. I really don’t want the responsibility of having kids.” And how would we even have kids? Biologically speaking, after tomorrow, that would be impossible between us.

		Rather than answer, she hugged me.

		Right. Too many questions. One thing at a time.

		Like any government-mandated draft, the whole country wasn’t supportive. There’d been protests early on, men and women taking to the streets to argue that manhood was an inalienable right; it couldn’t be simply taken away. Those protests had mostly died out over the past year, and it was generally accepted that any young man between the ages of twenty-one and twenty-five could be drafted, and there was nothing anyone could do about it.

		Kyra stayed over that night, and we had sex. I was hardly in the mood with all the ominous feelings of what was in store for me tomorrow, but using my manhood for what it was designed for felt like a proper sendoff. We cuddled. She told me how much she loved me and how brave I was, and I went to sleep feeling like the world wasn’t totally ending.

		The next day at eleven in the morning, my parents drove me out north of town to the Anderson County Reassignment Campus—my new temporary home. It had all the security of a military base: huge fences, a road checkpoint, and army trucks. The clinic itself looked like a fancy hospital, except it was out in the middle of nowhere. Dad pulled up into the parking lot.

		Afterward, it felt like I really was going overseas. We all hugged. Mom cried. When I returned to them, a month from now, I wouldn’t be the same person. Their son was going away, and soon they’d have a daughter.

		Christ, this was surreal.

		“We all love you so much,” Mom said. “Everything’s going to work out. You’re going to be beautiful. And if you have questions when you come back, about female topics, I’m always here for you.”

		Dad: “We’re gonna paint your bedroom walls pink too.”

		It was the first joke I’d heard out of him since he’d learned about my transformation. I was glad he was coming around. A father dealing with his son being drafted into motherhood was always a difficult time.

		I stayed with them for as long as I could. Then it was time for me to head inside.

		Indoors, it was like an airport. I had to go through a metal detector and check in with security. I had been instructed I shouldn’t bring anything—not even a change of clothes. Security took away my wallet, keys, and phone, and told me they’d be returned upon departure. Afterward, I waited in a nice, clean lobby that looked as futuristic as something out of Star Trek. Tax dollars at work.

		My heart was pounding. Minutes were counting down in the lifespan of my penis. I had so many concerns and questions. But because this was all a government operation, with high-tech security, I was scared to speak up.

		“Dylan?”

		I about jumped. The woman in nurse garb was motioning for me to follow her.

		“How are you feeling?” she asked, after she’d introduced herself as Dr. Lewis.

		I nervously laughed. “Oh, just swell, I guess.”

		She gave me a rundown of proceedings: “I’m going to give you a quick medical exam. You’re free to ask questions at any time. Then we’ll freeze your sperm. Right this way.”

		The exam room was like any other at normal clinics—just cleaner, and with more fancy equipment. I was instructed to strip. My clothes were sealed into a container like what my wallet, keys, and phone had gone into. There was already a label with my name on it.

		Oh God, this is really it, isn’t it? I thought.

		I’d never had a proper physical exam before. Dr. Lewis took measurements. Not just my height, but lots of things: the lengths of my limbs, the width of my chest, the circumference of my waist. There was a camera that hung from the ceiling that photo-scanned my body and reproduced me as a three-dimensional model on her iPad. Then she took close-up photos of my face, the inside of my mouth, my butt, and even my junk.

		My poor dick. It was hiding inside its foreskin. It was impossible not to be embarrassed, but I assumed she saw scared, withdrawn penises like mine every day.

		After I was more comfortable and wearing a hospital gown, I asked, “Do I get a choice?”

		“Hm?” she said, looking up from her iPad.

		“Like, with the type of body I’m getting. Do I get a choice? Like in video games, when you get a character customization screen?” Dr. Lewis didn’t look that old. And she smiled like she understood the reference.

		“Unfortunately not,” she said. “Your appearance is produced from harvested data.”

		“Harvested data?”

		She nodded. “Porn preferences, mostly. It’s the best way to find out what your sexual desires are. Your new self is constructed from this data. A sexual desire for your new appearance produces more confidence and comfort after the transition.”

		My porn history.

		Holy hell.

		Firstly, I was mildly terrified that the United States government had access to that. Secondly, my porn history was wildly diverse. I liked tall, shapely women. But I also liked petite women, black women, buxom women, MILFs—pretty much everything on the porn spectrum. Which meant I had no idea what to expect.

		Which was kind of terrifying!

		After my thorough physical exam, I was led into an adjacent closet-sized room. Initially, the contraption in there—like a weird arcade machine—mystified me. But Dr. Lewis explained what the rubbery hole at level with my waist was for, and soon the screen came on with videos I could select, all with a common theme of pornography.

		Once alone and closed in, I put my dick in the hole.

		My mind was a million light-years away from anything resembling a sexual mood, and I worried that I’d have to thrust into the damn thing. Thankfully not. Those American tax dollars afforded some high-tech sperm-extracting machines. With my dick inside, I was greeted with a plethora of squeezing and pulling motions, and even a wetness that thickened around my shaft the longer I watched the video. Funnily, I recognized the actress who was getting pounded. Her name was Dylan Ryder. The video must’ve been over a decade old, but I’d always found her to be super attractive—tall with a great body.

		The machine drained me, and my cum went somewhere. The last to ever be produced.

		In the final room, there was a pod waiting for me. Like a fancy tanning bed, but more hollow on the inside. And transparent. Thick tubes ran from it to the wall.

		“Just lie down inside,” Dr. Lewis instructed as she took my gown away.

		Now I was nervous again. “This is it, isn’t it?”

		“You’ll be suspended in gel and put to sleep. The process will take a full month.”

		She spoke so calmly for what this process entailed. I wondered if she’d had to deal with someone trying to escape. Probably impossible, with the high security.

		Trembling, I situated myself into the pod. Some of that gel she spoke of was already starting to flow into the bottom. It was cool and ticklish. There was a tube I had to put my lips around, for the anesthesia and my oxygen supply. She smiled and told me that everything would be all right, and I was doing my country proud.

		The inside of the lid had an American flag printed on it.

		Of course.

		I stared at it while the gel consumed me and I drifted away.
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		Suddenly there was a world again, and through the murky blue syrup of my surroundings was movement. Light. How long had I been out? I honestly couldn’t even begin to quantify a time passage. Initially I thought something was wrong, and I was being taken out of my wet containment; the cake and candles seemed like only yesterday.

		The gel began to drain. The air that first touched my naked skin was chilly. I recognized Dr. Lewis, but she was slightly different. Her outfit was pretty much the same, but her hair was new: dyed red and snugly secure in a ponytail style. Last I’d seen her, it had hung down in its natural brown color. She wore a sanitary mask over her face.

		All I did was blink for a while. My body was numb, and that weird gel shit was clumping to my eyes. The tube was pulled out of my mouth.

		“Dylan? Can you hear me?” she asked.

		“What happened?” I said. My voice sounded oddly distant. And strange. “Is something wrong?”

		“Everything’s normal. A month has passed. It’s time to get you out of there.”

		Oh God, I thought.

		The month was over already? I had hoped I would be more mentally prepared to face my new self, but I still felt like the same person I did before: nervous and absolutely not ready to be serving my country patriotically as a mom. It was hard to feel anything at first. My body remained numb as the gel was sucked out, and then Dr. Lewis was helping me into an upright position. My motor control was severely lacking at that point. The best I managed was getting to my knees and supporting myself on the edge of the pod. Every time I inhaled, it felt like I was short of breath. It took a few minutes for my respiration to get back to its normal rhythm.

		I glanced down.

		Indeed, there were tits.

		My eyes snapped shut, and I groaned.

		“Dylan? Are you okay? Take however much time you need.” Dr. Lewis began patting my face with a towel, removing the remnants of that slippery, gooey gel.

		“Is it finished?” I asked quietly.

		“It is.”

		“I’m female?”

		“You are.”

		The swallow after hearing that was difficult.

		Where was the training for this? How was I going to know how to act like a woman and be a mother? I reckoned my own mother and my girlfriend would assist wherever needed, but I felt like this whole turning-men-into-mothers program should’ve had more ways of preparing me for the road ahead. Like basic training for soldiers.

		When I was comfortably able, I rose and stepped out of the pod. This brought many observations. Those tits? They weren’t for show. They wobbled. Also, my legs were long, smooth, and shapely. I had trouble finding my balance. I guessed I had smaller feet.

		The whole room was different. Looking back at the now-empty pod, which I had lived in for the last month, I noticed it had wheels. There was a showerhead and drain. Dr. Lewis carefully led me over to it, turned on the water, and began to hose me down. I was still shivering from the damn gel, but I felt much better when the water began to warm up. Gradually, feeling began to return into my skin and muscles.

		I tried not to look down. God, I didn’t want to.

		My nipples were tingling like crazy.

		“The effects will wear off,” Dr. Lewis assured me, going around and cleaning me off. “In a couple of hours, you’ll be ready to head home. We’ve already notified your parents.”

		I remembered having a question I wanted to ask her. It was too late now, but I was curious. “Dr. Lewis?” My voice sounded completely off. And high.

		“Yes?”

		“Why is it men who are drafted? Why not women? Wouldn’t that be easier for the government, using people who are already capable of having children?”

		She made a noncommittal noise. Then: “The short answer is that enforcing motherhood on women who don’t want to be mothers is not healthy for the woman or the child. But some young men can be great mothers—but obviously they’re restricted by their biology. In the long term, these men are more likely to raise healthy families. And the federal government can sell it as duty and patriotism.”

		“I’ve never wanted to be a mom, though. Or even a woman.”

		“They have ways of detecting these things. I’m not sure of all the specifics. Most in your position answer the same way. But they all change their mind.”

		I wanted to say she was crazy.

		At least this gig came with good benefits: free healthcare, income support, and discounts on baby supplies from select retailers.

		When Dr. Lewis had finished hosing me off, she led me to a mirror, and then told me she’d wait outside—and I was to knock when I was ready to get dressed.

		Off all the obstacles I’d faced in my life, looking into this mirror was perhaps the most challenging one I’d had in a long while. I worried about my new appearance. I remembered the government had used my porn browsing history to design my new body, but that was a scattershot of possibilities.

		Knowing it was inevitable, I held my chin up and stepped over into the reflection.

		My eyes were immediately drawn to the lower half of my body, particularly to the flare of my naked hips, which greatly allured my heterosexual mind. The visible cleft of my new vagina made my stomach turn. Weirdly, I had no pubic hair. Was that a design feature? Higher up, my gaze lingered on the incredible hourglass figure I had, and then jumped up to my new tits, which were north of the D-cup range and firm as hell. Then I made the last leap and saw what waited for me from the neck up.

		“Holy shit,” I breathed.

		The resemblance to Dylan Ryder was uncanny. It was like a combination of my face and hers, with her matching bob hairstyle. Realizing this—seeing this—made my nipples insanely hard, and it made me stop and stare down at them as they became firm and erect.

		So, maybe there was some truth in using my porn history to turn me into my own fantasy woman. I looked damn good.

		But the reflection was me.

		I had a feeling this was going to be weird for a while. Maybe months. Maybe even years.

		After inspecting myself thoroughly—and repeatedly twisting around so I could examine my incredible ass—I knocked on the door. Dr. Lewis brought in a change of clothes. Nothing fancy. Jean shorts, a tank top, and flats. The underwear was the basic Hanes variety, and the bra was a 36D. A number I’ll have to remember, I thought.

		I didn’t know how to feel about being bustier than my own girlfriend. But at least I’d taken off enough bras to have a general idea of how to put one on.

		After another brief exam, I was free to enter the world as my new self, carrying a box that contained my male clothes and the other items security had taken from me a month ago. My parents were waiting outside. It was funny how they initially didn’t recognize me—not until it was clear that I was heading toward them. Mom covered her mouth in surprise; Dad sort of stared like he now had an extraterrestrial in the family.

		It was about what I had expected.

		Mom hugged me for a long while, and I tried to hide how uncomfortable I was from having my breasts smashed. “They sent us measurements,” she said. “I filled your closet with new clothes. Just the basics. Oh, honey, it’s so good to have you back.”

		As for Dad, we shook hands. He was wearing his PROUD VETERAN hat. I was serving my country in a slightly different manner.

		The whole boob thing was slightly irritating. The firmness of my rack and the support of my bra barely mitigated the shock I felt in my chest when we ran through a pothole. Mom kept wanting to chat and ask how the procedure went. It was better that she didn’t know all the details, but truthfully neither did I. How was it possible that some gel substance could completely change my sex? Alter my bones? Give me a womb? I supposed I’d be having periods from now on too.

		Hopefully Mom spared me that talk.

		I’d gotten along with sex just fine without having to learn about it from my parents.

		My bedroom had not been given pink walls in my month-long absence. Actually, it looked mostly how I remembered. There were new clothes to be seen in the closet: shirts, tank tops, jeans, pants, shorts. And in my drawers, I found undergarments of the female variety. Even bras. My mother told me that she’d given some of my male clothes to my cousins, some to charity, and the rest she’d boxed up.

		If there was any final nail in the coffin of my male life, it was seeing those bras where once my boxers used to be. None was particularly lacy or dare I say sexy, but it didn’t matter.

		The person who lived in this bedroom had 36D tits.

		After endless texting, my girlfriend came over after supper. I didn’t meet her at the door. Rather, my mom let her into my bedroom—which continued to be the safest place as I settled in and absorbed everything that had happened to me.

		Kyra’s jaw dropped about a mile from the rest of her face and stayed that way.

		I just shrugged. I know, I know, the gesture said. I’m surprisingly gorgeous.

		“Dylan? Whoa. Did you want boobs that large?”

		“It’s what the United States government decided I should have,” I said.

		“Your voice…”

		I nodded.

		She sat next to me on the bed—at a respectable distance, not an intimate distance. I felt like a zoo animal. She touched my hair, rubbed my arms, and spent a healthy amount of time either focusing on my chest or the clear lack of my male equipment down below. My shorts, while adequately comfortable, made it very clear that the toilet seat in my bathroom would be staying down. Permanently.

		“So now what?” she said. “Is there like a deadline for you to have kids?”

		“I’m not sure,” I said. “They’re gonna send me pills to take. I think they’re just supplements. And then I guess I just get knocked up on my own time?”

		Kyra giggled. “You’re a lady now. You can’t say you’re getting knocked up.”

		She had once admitted to me that she was bi-curious, so the kiss afterward wasn’t a total surprise. What did throw me a curveball was how sensitive my lips were. The contact of our mouths—and Kyra nibbling on those juicy lips of mine—instantly sent a wave of tingles through my new female form. Soon enough, there was a flourish of heat between my legs, mostly motivated not by the kiss but from her hand sneaking up and squeezing one of my breasts.

		It was unavoidably weird.

		Some fancy government science lab had changed my sex but not my sexuality. I still wanted her. But I wasn’t in the right mindset for it. And the warmth I felt—specifically not a hard-on—filled me with dread about taking this any further.

		My hard nipples were nice. But the sensations down there were making my skin crawl.

		I had to call off her plans.

		She understood and even apologized. “It was hard going a month without you,” she said. “I was worried. But in the past week, I’ve been really horny about you becoming a girl.” She pecked me on the lips again. “When you’re ready, let me know.”

		We decided to watch Netflix.

		Before that, however, I had to confront a new fear of mine: using the bathroom.

		Kyra, ever helpful in these sex-changed times, reminded me to wipe—after I denied needing assistance with the process.
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		“Don’t tell me we’re heading into Victoria’s Secret,” I said, getting suspicious of the famed underwear store being directly in Cameron’s path. “I like panties just fine, but I don’t need to dress like an underwear model, thank you very much.”

		Cameron gave that innocent laugh like he always did whenever his true intentions had been exposed. “I happen to be very considerate and generous toward a lady’s needs.”

		“Your girlfriends, maybe.”

		“Yeah. And?”

		I fought the urge to roll my eyes.

		The crowds in the mall were few and far between—probably from everyone packing into the cinema to watch three simultaneous showings of the latest Marvel movie. Mom had given me a purse. As I had reluctantly come to find out, it was damn near required. Pockets on women’s clothes were practically nonexistent or basically for show. My current shorts could only fit some loose change and a few sticks of chewing gum. Keys? Wallet? Phone? Impossible.

		My upbringing as a guy made it feel endlessly weird, and I was waiting for someone to point and laugh. But Cameron didn’t. Mostly, I thought he was too occupied with sneaking peeks at my ass, and I was one or two ass-peeks away from calling him out on it.

		Was there a problem with it?

		Was it loathsomely large or something?

		At the entrance to Victoria’s Secret, my phone beeped. I reached into my purse, found the beige bottle, took out a gummy, and chewed it.

		“What are those?” Cameron asked.

		“Government-issued supplements,” I said, with a raise from my eyebrows to indicate their mystery. I was supposed to take one every twelve hours. Beyond that, I was pretty much in the dark about their purpose—other than they were critical for my health, apparently.

		He extended his arm. “Ladies first?”

		I warily entered the lacy and silky realm that awaited me.

		Contrary to some popular beliefs, wearing panties and bras full time did not suddenly want to make me throw myself into a pile of them, toss them in the air, and squeal like a teenage girl who’d just scored a date with her school crush. And already I was detecting this separation between functional bras and show-off bras. Kyra had more of the former, fewer of the latter. The majority of girls preferred something functional and comfortable—and who was I going to show off to, anyway? Myself?

		Victoria’s Secret was also not cheap.

		We browsed through the racks, Cameron showing more enthusiasm for the multitudes of undergarments while I stayed farther away from the inventory as if the colorful fabrics were laced with an infectious disease. I appreciated the cuteness of thongs, leopard-printed bras, and full-body lingerie, but I felt like I was the wrong crowd.

		I was still a man. Internally.

		“Anything calling out to you?” Cameron asked, with a hint of impatience.

		I thought he just wanted us to go into a change room.

		Typical guy.

		There was so much to look at. It made me so dizzy that I had to stop. And when I did so, I saw that Cameron had already started shopping for me: a red bra and panties, to be precise. I spied the tag of the bra.

		“How’d you know my size?” I asked.

		“Kyra told me. She was in shock about how big you were. Said they were like holding cantaloupes. Very firm and perky.”

		I frowned. “She told you that we…?”

		“Nope,” Cameron laughed. “I just assumed. But I see I don’t have to assume anymore.”

		Still a pervert, I thought.

		Cameron and I had been friends since middle school and played sports together. He was constantly struggling with girlfriends because most saw his athletic physique and misjudged his personality. Rather than hang out at the beach or work up a sweat in the gym, he’d spend his afternoons bingeing Dragon Ball Z. Girls sort of bounced off him when the topic of anime was brought up.

		I studied the underwear. “What are you implying? You want me to try those on?”

		Cameron shrugged. “Maybe.”

		“But only if you can come into the change room with me, right?”

		“To see the effects of the draft, sure. And Kyra’s already seen you.”

		Not exactly, I thought.

		As I dragged my stupid best friend into the change room, I kept thinking about my relationship with my girlfriend. Coming on to me the night of my return was too soon. Eventually I’d find the mood again—but that didn’t solve the issue of how I was supposed to have children. The United States government had tapped me to make babies, and while it was a little disturbing, I couldn’t fulfill my patriotic duty if we were the same. Biologically speaking.

		That weight was constantly on my shoulders.

		But I was young. Christ, I was twenty-one. I had my whole life to figure that out, and plenty of eggs in my uterus.

		Eggs. Uterus.

		These words made my stomach turn.

		Dick. Sperm.

		Now those were better.

		Once Cameron and I were in the change room—after an odd look from one of the employees—I started stripping in front of him. Off came the shirt. Then my shoes, then my shorts. I tossed all those aside and presented to him what American tax dollars had paid for.

		Like Kyra, his jaw dropped. “Whoa.”

		“I know, right?”

		“Surgery did all this?”

		“No. Futuristic gel. I don’t even know how it works.” As I elaborated on the process more and spoke of the high-tech pods where young men went inside and came out as buxom, long-legged babes, I stripped down completely. We’d seen each other naked before, so it wasn’t even a concern to me. His eyes stayed glued to my naked breasts while I tried on the red bra. One missed detail: it was a push-up design. Of course.

		The effect was wild. The additional padding inside the cups made my tits look like they were on the verge of popping out. It had Cameron’s attention. Any more cleavage, and he probably would’ve been drooling. After I tugged on the panties—with the lace hugging my pubic mound in a way that made my whole body tingle—I admired the reflection.

		I looked amazing.

		And it was so easy to deny how good I did look. Ever since leaving the clinic, my female reflection kept setting off these signals in my brain that something was wrong. A week later, there was still that disconnect between the expected perception of myself and the person I saw in the mirror. My expected perception did not include a D-cup rack, nor childbearing hips.

		It was getting there.

		Not quite. But gradually.

		“You’re built like a porn star,” Cameron assessed.

		“Which is funny,” I said, “because they use your porn history to construct your new body.”

		“What? That’s crazy!”

		“Crazy but true.” And the evidence was all here.

		I struck a few poses for the mirror, knowing my best friend was slowly losing his mind and sticking my ass out a little bit might cause him to pass out. For me? This version of Dylan I saw was very attractive—insanely hot, even—but I didn’t want to be insanely hot. I much preferred my comfortable underwear. And my T-shirt. And my snug but not obscenely tight—or obscenely revealing—shorts.

		“So, can I buy those for you?” Cameron asked once I had redressed.

		“If you want,” I said

		I could tell I wasn’t like the girls he’d dated.

		Which was fine by me.

		At home, I learned that my grandparents were coming over for supper. I was trying to move on with my life, but the draft was a big deal. And whether my transformation received support or criticism for what the federal government was doing to young men nowadays, they wanted to meet their new granddaughter.

		The whole gender thing reminded me that I needed to get my driver’s license fixed.

		I still wasn’t comfortable with female pronouns, but I figured they were unavoidable.

		But something happened that late afternoon that postponed my trip to the DMV. For no particular reason that I understood, I began to get really, really horny. It occurred while I was browsing Reddit and reading advice from other boys-turned-girls who had been enlisted into motherhood. The region between my legs got warmer and more sensitive. I honestly thought I was sitting wrong, or my underwear was irritating the skin somehow. It never crossed my mind once—probably because I was so experienced with erections—that I was becoming aroused.

		Not until I was casually rubbing my nipples and browsing through Cameron’s Facebook page, my eyes lingering on shirtless photos from a trip to the lake last year. I remembered thinking it was strange when he started shaving his chest hair.

		But his pecs were better defined now.

		And such tan, muscular pecs they were…

		I recoiled from the computer monitor when I realized what was going on. “Uh? What?” And I looked down at the clear outlines of my nipples, somehow pushing through my bra and my T-shirt to make themselves visible.

		It stunned me for a second.

		Never in my entire life had I looked at photos of a shirtless guy and gotten turned on. And definitely not Cameron! What the heck?

		It was those supplements. It had to be. Those supposed vitamins and minerals for my female body apparently must’ve had an extra kick, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

		Initially, I tried to ignore what my body was telling me.

		Then a hand was slipping into my shorts.

		I wasn’t sure what to expect when I reached down there, but certainly not wetness. Was it sweat? The sensitivity and warmth I continued to experience made me suspect otherwise. My body lengthened, the chair popping underneath me as I stretched myself out. The way my body seemed to throb down there actually reminded me of my penis, but the similarities ended abruptly when I rubbed across my slit, feeling the lips of my vulva.

		I knew the parts well. I’d paid attention in my biology class. And I’d seen and touched my girlfriend’s version many times.

		But this…

		The emptiness invited me, and when that first finger slipped inside, I couldn’t pull it back out. A shudder went through my body as I explored this new cavity between my legs, and how backward everything was to having a penis. My pelvis began to thrust slightly as I fingered myself. I couldn’t even reach the end of my vagina, but that was all right; it was kind of scary having such a deep hole down there. Scary, but increasingly less so.

		A knock came on my door. Then: “Dylan, your grandparents are here.”

		“Okay, just hold on,” I hollered back.

		Ugh, why now?

		I was having a moment, dammit. A moment of awakening.

		The hand not halfway inserted inside my pussy quickly pulled up pictures on my computer. Out of habit, I searched for naked porn stars. Women. But they weren’t doing it for me. So I refined my query to naked men. Row after row of rock-hard bodies, washboard abs, and erect cocks just made me fucking lose it, and instantly I was slamming a trio of fingers into myself, humping like mad in the chair while my eyes rolled back.

		Those damn supplements!

		Jesus!

		I almost screamed when I came. The intensity of it surpassed the male equivalent by a wide margin, and I felt like I was possessed by an orgasmic spirit as I creamed my panties and quivered nonstop, enduring the exorcism of my pent-up desires.

		Mom knocked on the door again. “Dylan? Come out and see your grandparents, sweetheart. They’re waiting.”

		“Okay.”

		I was still shaking when I got up. My hand smelled like pussy. I sniffed it and sucked the juice off my fingers before cleaning myself up a little in the bathroom.

		As I went to face my family, I hoped I wasn’t turning boy-crazy.
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		Once out of the DMV, I admired my shiny new driver’s license. Anyone who was drafted into motherhood was allowed a name change, but I decided against it. Dylan was fine. And my headshot photo reminded me of another Dylan who had kept my juices flowing ever since puberty. The real shocker was that letter identifying my sex: F.

		It was official now. According to the government, I was female.

		I was a little sad to see that change, but I was also getting used to my new body, the clothes I wore, and how the world perceived me. Not once had I been addressed as sir since my transformation. I was a ma’am now.

		Kyra’s white Jeep rolled up, with Cameron in the back. We had a whole weekend planned—primarily involving the three of us heading up to the cabin that Kyra’s folks owned, which was usually a rental home during this time of the year. But someone had canceled at the last minute, leaving it open for us.

		As long as we cleaned while we were there.

		“Jeez, Dylan,” Kyra said as I approached. She flipped her sunglasses up. “You suntanning the girls or what?”

		I looked down. Oh. Those. “Yeah,” I said, referring to my low-cut tank top and the sunshine on my cleavage. “I was getting a little pale. You don’t mind if I let the girls hang out a little, do you?”

		“I don’t mind,” Cameron said, raising his hand.

		Kyra: “I still can’t believe how big you are.”

		We set off down the highway. Just as important as me becoming more comfortable with my changes, my friends were doing the same. Kyra and I used ladies’ rooms hand in hand. She gave me tips about my clothing and makeup. Hell, she’d even loaned me a pair of her panties once just to show me how comfortable they were. Guys and girls didn’t do that. What guys did was stare at my ass a lot. I was finally accepting that my body would receive attention everywhere I went. Like Cameron had so bluntly stated, I looked like a porn star. Intentionally, thanks to Uncle Sam.

		About halfway to our destination, my phone beeped. Automatically, I reached into my purse for my twice-a-day dosage.

		“What are those?” my girlfriend asked.

		“Those supplements I told you about,” I explained, popping the gummy into my mouth. “Part of the job, I guess. They’re supposed to be filled with vitamins and help keep things running. Like, internally.” I refrained from mentioning their potent effect on my sexual arousal, which might be evident in a few hours. If it helped the mood between us, so be it.

		After that, I showed off my new driver’s license, borrowed some of Kyra’s lip gloss, and put my feet up on the dash while trying not to get distracted by the pleasing curves of my lower body. Under normal circumstances, my heterosexual mind was very much active—and it was beginning to dictate the clothes I wore, such as my new Daisy Dukes. I was still five-foot-eleven after my enlistment, so my long legs seemed to go on for miles.

		The cabin was outside a cozy little town with a few stoplights. At one of those stoplights, we pulled up next to a Dodge muscle car with two dudes in the front seat. I couldn’t tell if they were high school seniors or undergrads, but they sure noticed me. I had a double-take moment when I glanced over and saw my new audience. I nodded and smirked at them. When the light switched to green, we crawled along to the next one.

		Kyra hadn’t spotted them, but Cameron had. He tapped me on the shoulder.

		“Dude, flash them,” he whispered.

		I shook my head.

		“Come on. I’ll give you ten bucks.”

		Fine, I thought, knowing that I’d worked much harder for ten bucks in the past.

		When we rolled up to the next light, still side-by-side, I twisted toward my admirers, grabbed my top and bra, and yanked them up. My 36D tits dropped out. It was the same effect I had on most people: the driver’s jaw dropped, and his passenger was leaning over to get a look too. When the light went green, they were still parked there. I covered myself and gave them a smile and a wave.

		“Smooth, man,” Cameron said, passing me the dough.

		“What were you doing?” Kyra asked, now aware of our antics.

		“Just making money,” I said.

		“Well, can you make money without acting like a slut?”

		Oh. She was pissed.

		I had nothing to say while I quietly pocketed my earnings.

		How was that slutty? I wondered as we navigated the back roads toward the cabin. I’d just goofed off a little. My girlfriend wanted me to act like a proper lady, I supposed, but that wasn’t so simple coming from someone who had spent the last twenty-one years with a penis.

		And it was just tits.

		It wasn’t like I’d stripped completely naked or something.

		The belief that my girlfriend was overreacting solidified as we arrived, and she took her bags and unlocked the cabin without saying a word to me. I thought about cracking a joke that I should’ve packed my nun outfit, but that was probably fanning the flames.

		I’d always liked this little cabin. It was tucked back against the wilderness on several acres of private land, but only five minutes from the nearest gas station. I’d gotten laid here last time, back during the winter when we’d cuddled next to the fire. Sex in front of a fireplace should be on everyone’s bucket list.

		There was one bedroom—which I assumed Kyra and I would be sharing. Cameron had the fold-out sofa.

		However, shortly after moving our stuff in, Kyra received a phone call and went outside. A minute later she came back in. “I’m sorry, I gotta go. My mom’s in the hospital. You two gonna be fine here?” She tossed the keys to Cameron. Not me.

		I noticed that.

		“Sure,” I said.

		“And maybe mind your manners?”

		I shrugged. “Yeah.”

		She went out, shut the door. Then the Jeep roared away.

		Cameron and I just looked at each other. It was apparent to him too that I’d ticked off my girlfriend. This shit was so overblown.

		“You got my support,” he said. “I thought it was funny.”

		“Thanks,” I said.

		“And did I mention you have amazing breasts?”

		“Okay, stop right there.”

		Kyra texted me updates later, so at least we weren’t in the total blackout phase of a relationship. From her, I learned that her mother had slipped in the bathroom and broken an arm. Nothing crazy bad, and nothing life-threatening. But understandably checking up on her mother took precedence over hanging out with us two idiots.

		The bad thing about the cabin in the summer was the lack of climate control. There was a window air-conditioning unit, but everywhere outside the bedroom you’d be sweating your balls off. Luckily I didn’t have those anymore, but the heat forced me to trade my tank top and bra for a bikini top. Besides the shape of my body and my revealing outfit, I tried to pretend that everything was normal. Cameron and I drank beer, watched baseball, and chatted like the two young guys we were. Mostly.

		However, right on schedule, whatever was in those damn supplements started to kick in. My nipples were first, stiffening inside my bikini top. I ignored them, hoping the lack of attention to their erect condition might kill their excitement. Not so easy. And then I was shifting on the sofa next to Cameron, searching for a position that didn’t emphasize how sensitive my groin region was all of a sudden.

		Can this seriously just go away for once? I thought.

		Apparently, this was how the United States government turned an average heterosexual young man into a future mommy; they gave him a pussy and made him so horny that he couldn’t sit still. Sweat literally began to bead down my face.

		Cameron noticed. “What’s with you? Do you have a rash or something?”

		“No,” I said. “I think…I have to go to the bathroom.”

		“Are you unsure if you have to use the bathroom? Is it that weird having one of those?”

		“Kind of.”

		I got up and used the bathroom.

		Afterward, I thought about heading back to Cameron. But instead I shut the bedroom door. From past experience, I knew my out-of-control arousal wasn’t going to fade away on its own. It was like those magic birthday candles, their flames resistant to every child’s strongest breath. I had to snub this sucker out, and there was only one way to do that

		Cursing my stupid horny body, I removed my bikini top and made myself comfortable on the bed. My nipples craved attention, so I gave them just that, groping my big tits repeatedly. No matter what was between my legs, I loved my breasts. They were more than handfuls, but not so much that they were completely unwieldy. And squeezing them produced what felt like an electrical current along my skin, causing all the little hairs on my arms and neck to rise.

		In the playing-with-yourself department, girls had it good.

		And fondling my tits was like preheating the oven. The longer I resisted touching myself down south, the warmer I got and the more I began to fidget. It was a battle that could not be won. Eventually, I unsnapped my Daisy Dukes and slipped my hand inside, where it found the soaking-wet folds of my pussy.

		I was getting better at masturbating. I liked rubbing it, my fingers finding grooves along my vulva and sliding up and down—while I applied pressure to my clitoris. The myriad of sensations, now two weeks after being drafted, were starting to make more sense. I liked making sure my clit was really hard before sinking my fingers inside myself. Actual penetration still caused this alarm to sound in the back of my mind. Some clingy part of my old male self detested everything that involved sticking things inside me, but the pleasure was worth it.

		My head rolled back. One hand pinched my nipples. The other fucked myself.

		From head to toe I was buzzing. And I was ungodly wet, as my thrusting fingers pushed out more juice. The inside of my vagina was just wonderful. The friction and fullness satisfied me like how thrusting into a woman did in my old life.

		I started to imagine men. Naked, muscular, sexed-up specimens with sweat dripping down their bodies and huge bulges, deep voices, and big strong arms that could scoop me up and place me wherever I was needed.

		It hit a button for me.

		A super gay button.

		But then my wild imagination was making me ponder how it’d feel to have a hard cock slamming into me, and that didn’t feel gay at all.

		I pulled my fingers out of myself and lay there, panting, feeling like a curse had been placed over me. I knew how to cure it. I knew what this sexy female body of mine wanted. But it felt like I was betraying myself somehow.

		Or if not me, then Kyra at the very least.

		I closed my eyes and swallowed hard, my breasts rising and falling.

		Then I committed to it.

		“Cameron!” I hollered. “Can you help me with something?”

		In the interim before my dreams came true, I thought it was funny how easy it would be for me to have sex now. All I had to do was take my clothes off and sprawl myself out on someone’s bed, like a pin-up model. Any hot babe who would’ve done that on my bed would’ve had my complete attention—and permission to use my boner however she saw fit.

		In walked my remedy.

		I must’ve looked like a young man’s wet dream. The sunshine coming through the window and the perspiration on my skin combined to give me a golden glow. I smiled innocently, knowing the erotic image I was creating right now.

		Cameron stared dumbly. “Uh…”

		“Okay, so about those supplements,” I started, unable to restrain myself from squeezing my tits again and pinching my fat nipples, “they make me super horny. It’s probably, like, an intended side effect. So.” God, I was terrible at dirty talk. “I’m extremely wet right now, you know, if you want to come and see.”

		Cameron stayed his ground. He wasn’t a complete pervert; he understood that my invitation was a violation of me and my girlfriend’s relationship. He didn’t explicitly bring this up, but I could read it on his face. This whole situation was unexpected, to put it lightly.

		I just didn’t care.

		My body had needs. Very uncontrollable, mind-bending needs. I couldn’t even discern my sexual orientation right now. It was like a needle spinning around at a million miles per hour. It was everything. Heterosexual, homosexual, fuck-anything-with-a-pulse-sexual.

		I trembled with anticipation.

		A smirk began to develop on my best friend’s face. He slowly shut the door, even though we were alone—probably to keep the cool air from escaping the bedroom.

		“This isn’t a joke?” he said.

		I shook my head. “I know you think I’m hot.”

		“Yeah…”

		“You saw me naked. I’m not hiding anything. Except everything that turns you on.”

		He timidly came over. He reminded me of a puppy trotting toward my outstretched arms, tail beginning to wag as it realized I wasn’t dangerous and only meant to give it pets. He sat on the bed by my feet, and his eyes engaged a long, contemplative stare at my tits.

		Then his hand reached out and gently ran up my leg.

		Smooth skin, yes, you like that, I thought. You’ll like everything. Trust me.

		I could feel myself getting wetter—like the actual droplets of my vagina’s natural lubrication forming and oozing down the inner walls. In times of horniness, my pussy and everything around it was super sensitive. And my clit was just pulsating like crazy.

		“I still can’t believe what the draft did to you,” he said.

		“Believe it,” I cooed. “Touch it. Taste it. Do whatever you want with it.”

		He crawled on top of me, supporting himself so that there was a gap between our bodies. By now I was completely restless and squirming around. I stared at his lips, wondering if he was going to kiss me—and being terrified and excited by the idea, a man shoving his tongue down my throat as a way of declaring his desires for me. Instead he aimed toward my tits.

		My hopes for pure romance were dashed.

		But having my nipples sucked had been my second choice anyway.

		He rolled his tongue over them. The stimulation, the sensitivity, the reaction from the rest of my body—it was all unreal. My nipples became so hard and tender as he sucked, and every other feeling in my chest seemed to fade away behind this powerful, tingling stiffness in those little erections. Having his mouth on them caused me to breathe faster, his wet tongue doing revolutions and flicking back and forth.

		God.

		God.

		They were like little knobs for cranking up the heat in my loins.

		Out of nowhere I started giggling.

		Cameron pulled his head up to investigate. “What’s so funny?” he said.

		“Just that we’re probably about to have sex,” I laughed. “And I really want it.”

		“Yeah? You like guys now, huh?”

		“It seems that way.”

		“And how much do you like guys?”

		His tone told me where this was heading. Cameron shifted off and stood up. One tug from his arm yanked his shirt off. It was so fucking sexy. And then my eyes were feasting on his athletic body and the fringe of his navel just above his shorts. I instantly wanted to see more.

		He didn’t disappoint me.

		Knowing that I was excited about seeing another man’s cock was a weird thing. Cocks hadn’t been anything special before. I supposed that came with having one. I knew their characteristics, their quirks, how it felt to piss with one, and so on. But now that was backward. As someone who had to make sure the toilet seat was down now, I’d almost forgotten the convenience they offered and how it felt to achieve an erection.

		They mystified me again. But also in a hot, sexual way.

		Cameron dropped his shorts. He was already sporting a sizable tent, the fabric of his briefs adhering to his junk in a way that made me shudder.

		Then he rolled the waistband down.

		I stared at it. Euphoria washed over me. I felt so empty, so unsatisfied not only in a sexual aspect but also unsatisfied as a human being if I wasn’t touching that cock. So I sat up and put my dainty hand to work.

		I started giggling again.

		Cameron probably thought I had huffed laughing gas.

		There was nothing exceptional about his cock, but it entranced me greatly. I loved stroking the shaft and feeling him get harder, the blood rushing into his groin to inflate his hard-on. It happened so fast. And seeing him get fully erect made me tingle. There was a constant burning heat between my legs, reminding me of what my body craved.

		“Have you done it before?” Cameron asked.

		I shook my head, my handjob ongoing. “Who would I do it with? Some random guy?”

		“True.”

		“How’s this feel so far?”

		“Good. Great, I mean.”

		I realized that I wasn’t experienced with reading pleasure on men. Women, sure. Kyra had these certain sounds she’d make whenever I was doing a worthy performance, and there’d be goosebumps all over her skin. Guys were more subtle.

		On the face, at least.

		If Cameron’s cock was hard, I was at least hitting the minimum threshold.

		It began to leak out pre-cum. My wrist adopted a twisting rhythm, my hand repeatedly swirling around his glans and spreading his pre-cum across the shaft, making it slick and shiny.

		I even started to moan. I rubbed between my legs, fingers dipping into my own wetness as I jerked off the first cock that wasn’t attached to me.

		“Are we gonna do it?” Cameron asked. “I mean, if you want to keep doing this, that’s fine, but I’m clearly ready to go.”

		I smirked. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. First time.”

		“Hey, I’m not complaining.”

		He took a step back while I removed my shorts. I was shivering from nervousness and anticipation. Arousal made my pussy wet, but it also made it feel incredibly empty. In that moment, it motivated me more than hunger or thirst did; I was scrambling to appease this new demand between my legs, yanking my panties down and lying back to give my new womanhood what it wanted above all else.

		My long legs created a funnel, leading to treasure.

		Cameron moved in, eyeing the prize. “I’ve never seen a girl so wet.”

		“That’s the American government for you,” I said. “They finance better fighter jets and better pussies.”

		He gave a mock salute.

		After that, he was very cautious. I imagined him thinking that my lady parts looked authentic, but would they feel the same? And how would I feel? His best friend who was now a gorgeous woman almost begging to be fucked?

		His hands secured themselves to my thighs. And in the meeting spot of our naked groins, I felt the initial pressure of his cock pressing between my wet folds. With a gasp, I experienced penetration. Every extraneous thought in my mind vanished, until it was just me and that cock sliding deeper inside me. I kept on trembling; I waited for the pain from having something so large and lengthy entering my body as his erection was doing. But there wasn’t any. The tension from my anxiety and primal need—possibly more the latter than the former—eased off, and I felt absolutely perfect.

		My body finally had what it wanted.

		Cameron bottomed out inside me. “Fuck,” he whispered. “That’s so tight.”

		“Yeah?” I said.

		Then the thrusting started.

		Being fucked by a man was a game-changing moment. Today was the first day where I felt like an entirely new person. The government had taken my manhood away, turned me into a porn star, but my appearance had been like a new food wrapper. Fresh redesign on the outside, same flavor on the inside. Now, with a cock in my pussy, it was clear that I wasn’t the same on the inside anymore.

		The apprehension between us disappeared. Cameron began to fuck me earnestly, the mattress jolting and shaking as he pounded his cock into my pussy repeatedly. And for this, I was treated with the deepest, most explosive pleasure my mind had ever experienced. I felt like I had changed state—like ice melting into water. I wasn’t flesh and bone anymore; I was a vibrating cloud of cock-hungry molecules, wanting more, more, more.

		My head whipped back and forth as every pelvic shunt rammed that cock into me.

		“God. Oh my God. Yes!”

		Sorry, Kyra, I thought. I think I like cocks now!

		And my new craving was repeatedly validated as I started to squeal. The heat in my loins reached uncharted levels, and I couldn’t believe I hadn’t climaxed yet.

		Then Cameron speared me with that magnificent cock of his and threw his weight against me, pressing me down into the mattress while my legs did the splits. He buried his face against my neck while a new warmth gushed into the deepest part of my pussy. It was like my body had been waiting for this; I went over the edge. We writhed and embraced each other, his sweaty body sliding against mine as he filled me with cum.

		Feeling him shoot his load inside me made everything with Kyra—any girl—pale in comparison. This was something else.

		Cameron pulled back and looked into my eyes.

		He wanted to say something, but didn’t know how to phrase it.

		I didn’t think he needed to speak a word right now, so I brought him back down and held him tightly. His cock and cum remained inside me.

		Underneath him and collecting myself, I wondered how I was going to break up with my girlfriend.
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		After the third morning in a row of puking up my breakfast into the toilet, I ran into my mom outside the bathroom. She placed her hand on my forehead to check if I was running a fever; I wasn’t. Not an exceptional one, anyway.

		“Must be some stupid stomach bug,” I said.

		“Sweetheart,” she started—and then looked behind her to make sure Dad wasn’t around or within earshot. Then she had that grave look. “You’re not pregnant, are you?”

		I laughed like it was a ridiculous suggestion. “Pregnant? Mom, I’d have to have sex to get pregnant. Unless those doctors made it so I can reproduce asexually.”

		She seemed uncertain of my humor.

		“I’ve seen you with Cameron. If you two have ever…”

		“We haven’t.”

		I’d never been good at lying to her. But also, I was convinced that pregnancy was impossible. We’d had sex once—with lots of smooching, handjobs, and fingering in the two weeks after. I still hadn’t officially broken up with Kyra, but the ingredients were there. And I just didn’t find myself attracted to girls anymore. With alcohol in my bloodstream, sure. But otherwise? I was a cock-loving girl.

		Mom rubbed my shoulder. “Okay. It’s probably nothing, then.”

		Still, an unintended consequence of unprotected sex lingered in the back of my mind. Also, wouldn’t it benefit this whole birth rate dilemma if the government had made me super fertile? If that was even possible.

		Maybe it just took one time.

		I decided to drive to the drugstore and pick up a pregnancy test. I bought snacks too, in case either of my parents saw me returning with a sack and wondered what was inside—they wouldn’t see the pregnancy test buried under potato chips and candy bars. After wrestling with my fears for a solid fifteen minutes after opening the package, I did the required deed of peeing on the stick, which was something I never thought I’d have to do.

		Afterward, I waited the required three minutes.

		Two pink lines appeared.

		The box came with three tests, so I did another one. Same result.

		I expected to be hit by a locomotive of emotion and fear after learning that I’d soon be showing some growth around my midsection. But I didn’t feel much of anything. It’d been inevitable, right? That was why I’d been drafted in the first place; everything about my body had been transformed for the single purpose of attracting a man who would knock me up, and I’d served my country proud.

		Sooner than expected, apparently.

		The list of people I’d have to tell ran through my head. First up was Cameron.

		He was going to be a father.

		Jesus Christ. I didn’t want the responsibility of letting him know, but it had to be me. Already, my womb was growing our child. It probably wasn’t even the size of a penny yet, but it was there. I rested a hand against my tummy, pondering this turning point in my life with alarm and wonder.

		Later that day, I invited Cameron over. We sat on my bed. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to tell that something was wrong. He asked me what it was, and I struggled with how to respond, intertwining my fingers and tapping my foot nervously.

		Then I said, “So, you know I was drafted to become a mom, right?”

		“Sure,” he said. “Eventually.”

		Rather than tell him, I went and retrieved the pregnancy test from my desk drawer and handed it to him. His hands started shaking when he took it.

		I hated myself for not suggesting we use a condom. It was my fault. I wasn’t thinking. And I’m sure Cameron hadn’t been worried about that either. In his mind—even in my own mind—I was still a guy. There was no possible way someone could get me pregnant. My body didn’t work that way.

		But it did now.

		He looked up at me. The new father suddenly looked pale.

		I dropped to my knees and put my hands on his thighs. “This sucks big time, I know. It’s the last thing I wanted. When I imagined having kids, I imagined it happening years from now. Not today. And not with you. I mean, not that I wouldn’t, if you eventually wanted to, because the sex was pretty nice, and we’re friends, and, uh…”

		He smirked, then joked: “I guess I’m doing my country proud too.”

		I smiled, but it wasn’t really a happy moment. We looked at each other in silence.

		Then I said to him, “Whatever you need to say right now, you can get it out of your system. I deserve it.”

		“I think you’re beautiful,” he said, stroking my jaw. “And I think you’ll be more beautiful when you begin to show.”

		Those government scientists must’ve given me special hormones, because it felt like my heart grew three times in size when he said that. It was the first time I felt like kissing him. However, those supplements were pumping through my body, and I noticed a bit of a swelling disturbance happening inside his pants. To show my best friend—and the future father of my child—how much I adored him right now, I unzipped him and fished out his erection.

		I was already down here, and his cock was already level with my mouth.

		Hell, I thought. I better get used to sucking off Daddy.

		I slid my lips over his glans. Back when Kyra had kissed me, I’d learned how sensitive my lips were, and it was no different when there was a penis between them. They fed me such wonderful details about his hardness, the girth, the veins, and the throbbing that intensified when his cock passed over my tongue. It was my first time. And, in many ways, it felt unnatural for something that size and that shape to be inside my mouth.

		But I was built like a porn star, and I’d watched a porn video or two.

		Building confidence with my new talent, I worked my mouth back and forth, coating his shaft with drool. He pushed hair out of my face so he could see my eyes, and we locked gazes. Wanting to see Cameron consumed by pleasure was my main motivation—and perhaps also a hand that had dipped between my legs to explore the wetlands, which were getting wetter as I demonstrated my first blowjob.

		I sucked and sucked, moaning and fingering myself.

		Cameron leaned back.

		Then he groaned, and I knew.

		I mentally prepared myself for the result, and soon enough there was a hot gush of cum splashing the back of my throat. Like a good mommy, I left no drop spilled; I kept my lips sealed and continued bobbing my head, working out those cute little spurts that drained into my esophagus.

		This won’t be so bad, I realized, swallowing Cameron’s seed.

		I was helplessly attracted to him, I was comfortable fucking him, and I’d had a literal wet dream involving him a couple of days ago—a first since my teenage years. At this rate, motherhood would be a piece of cake.

		My mouth pulled off.

		“Was that meant to convince me?” he said, smiling.

		“It just seemed like I ought to. When you get hard, it’s difficult to let it go to waste.”

		“Mind if I repay the favor?”

		So, after learning that I was pregnant and sharing the news with the father of the tiny-but-developing fetus in my belly, I had feared the uproar it would cause. Instead, my best friend was committed and willing to be by my side as this thing in my abdomen grew to tiny-human proportions. I still had to tell my parents. And my grandparents. And Kyra. And make an announcement on Facebook.

		But right now I was a future mom getting her pussy eaten.

		It could wait.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Cameron and I were browsing baby clothes. I probably didn’t need any more than I already had. Being pregnant was like having a nine-month-long birthday party; everyone from distant relatives to complete strangers was giving me presents for the newest member of the family. But my hormones just made me see onesies as the most adorable things in the world.

		We didn’t know the sex, and we hadn’t come up with a name yet. We wanted to be surprised.

		In the middle of this, my aching body switched gears as a tickle of heat began to work its way up from my loins, finding my nipples in the process. The racks of clothes became a blur as I reached into Cameron’s pants to give him a handjob—while my other hand rested on my bulging belly.

		“Right here?” he whispered while looking around for any potential employees or shoppers that might see us.

		“Uh-huh,” I said. “Dude, you have no idea. I’m either nauseous, happy to the point of tears, or needing to get laid. It’s the third one right now, in case you haven’t noticed.”

		He resigned to me jerking him off in the middle of the store, and his cock happily reached full erection inside my pumping hand.

		“Those supplements again?” he asked.

		“Nah, I’m off the supplements. They said I didn’t need them anymore.”

		It really was heaven for me. Being pregnant. Jerking off my best friend’s hard-on. Envisioning the life that would soon leave my body and be placed into my arms. I had thought being pregnant would be difficult, but it really made me see the world clearly. If the government wanted me to sing the national anthem every time I rolled out of bed, I would have.

		This was one of those times when a simple handjob didn’t cut it. With a firm grip still on Cameron’s cock, I started leading him toward the back of the store.

		“Where are we going?” he said warily.

		“Bathroom,” I said. “You’re gonna fuck me. Or don’t you want to?”

		“Of course,” he said. “I mean, gladly.”

		God, I loved him.

		 

		


		 

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