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   This work, from the ground up, is a work of pure fiction, and any resemblance to real people or places is completely coincidental.  In this alternate reality, high school does not end until students are nineteen years old, and as such all characters in this story are over eighteen years of age.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandon Hayes sprinted along the sideline, covering the ground with unnatural speed for a player his size.  The defenders struggled unsuccessfully to keep pace, and with each step, Brandon pulled further ahead.  Glancing back, he saw his opponents – all wearing the black jerseys of his high school’s hated rival, Green Mountain Prep, huffing and puffing as they bent their collective will to catching him.  He clutched the ball tightly as he gritted his teeth, which ground against his rubber mouthpiece.  
 
   Twenty yards away.  Fifteen.  Ten.  He had to score.  Five.  He dove, crossing the goal line, and the crowd erupted.  Looking up, he saw that time had expired.  The scoreboard read “Home: 32, Visitors: 31”.  Brandon and the other Wildcat football players had won the state championship.  The realization had barely had enough time to sink in before he was crushed beneath the weight of his congratulatory teammates.  
 
   The aftermath passed in a blur as Brandon was congratulated by all sorts of people – some he knew, others he’d never met before.  He even gave a short interview to a local news reporter.  Eventually, his parents emerged from the crowd, and his mother, elated, patted Brandon on his back.  “God job, son,” she said.  Brandon grinned.
 
   “Thanks,” he said, pushing his sweaty hair back from his forehead.  “I didn’t think I was going to get open, but did you see?  They had breakdown in coverage.  There’s no way there was supposed to be that kind of hole in the zone.”
 
   Plainly, she didn’t understand, but she nodded anyway.  Football wasn’t really her cup of tea; in fact, she spent most of every game worrying that he was going to get hurt.  
 
   “Good game,” Brandon’s father said.  “I thought you were going to drop the ball there at the end.”
 
   Brandon’s smile vanished.  “I didn’t though, did I?” was his angry retort.
 
   It was just like his father – give a compliment, directly followed by some sort of snide jab.  He couldn’t just be happy for his son.  No – that would be too normal.  That would be too fatherly.
 
   But then again, his father had never really fit that adjective.  His parents had divorced when he was six, and his father had disappeared for a good portion of Brandon’s life.  He had only recently made an effort to establish his role as the young man’s father.  To say that their personalities clashed would be a vast understatement.
 
   “Look – I’ve got to go…ah…to the locker room,” Brandon said, searching for an excuse to remove himself from his father’s unwanted presence.  “But I’ll see you later, okay?”
 
   After giving his mother a sweaty hug, Brandon pushed his way through the crowd of well-wishers.    Discounting his father’s presence, it was the best night of Brandon’s life.  He was the star player on his high school’s football team, and they had just won the state championship.  And what’s more, he’d recently been offered a full scholarship to play at the state’s leading football program, The University of Southern Indiana.  In short, life simply didn’t get much better for a high school senior.
 
   And then there was the love his life, Cindy Gray.  She found him in the crowed as well, leaping into his strong arms, and giving him a deep, passionate kiss.  Her short red and white cheerleader’s skirt fluttered as Brandon held her.  
 
   Cindy pulled away, whispering, “My parents are out of town this weekend.”
 
   Surprised, Brandon was speechless.  Was it really going to happen?  Was she finally going to let him in?
 
   “You should come by after you get cleaned up,” she said.  “We can have some fun.”
 
   Brandon could only stare as she left him excited and stunned.
 
   It’s really happening, he thought as he walked into the locker room.
 
   After the team gathered, Coach Downey gave a short speech, but Brandon didn’t hear any of it.  Even as he was handed the game ball, all he could think about was Cindy.  She was small – only a shade of five foot, three inches and a tight hundred and fifteen pounds – but athletic.  Her breasts were perky C-Cups, and her ass was absolutely out of this world.  Blonde and perky, she was the epitome of the American cheerleader.  
 
   Thoughts of his hot, little girlfriend danced in his head as he quickly showered.  As Brandon dressed, one of his friends, Deandre Lewis, asked, “You comin’ Brandon?”
 
   “Huh?” asked Brandon, who was pulling a pair of jeans on.  He hadn’t been paying attention to the conversation.  “What’s up?”
 
   Deandre was a little taller than Brandon, but only barely.  The team’s star linebacker, he was a little thinner than Brandon, but by no means was he small.  “I asked if you’re gonna come with us to celebrate.  I’m having a get-together at my uncle’s place.  You know – beer and girls, man.  You comin’?” 
 
   Brandon shook his head.  “Cindy’s parents are out of town,” was his only response.
 
   “Like she’s gonna give you any,” said Deandre, laughing.  “She’s been wavin’ that pussy in front of you for what?  A year now?  And all of a sudden, she’s gonna give it up?” 
 
   Brandon shrugged.  “Maybe.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandon arrived at Cindy’s house a little after ten o’clock.  Even though it was getting a little late, and he’d played an entire football game, Brandon didn’t feel the least bit tired.  The prospect of finally getting into Cindy’s panties (and the resultant excitement) had all but nullified his fatigue.  After all, he’d been waiting almost a year for the chance; he wasn’t going to let a little thing like exhaustion get in the way of taking advantage of it.
 
   He turned the key, and his old, Honda Civic’s engine died.  As he walked toward Cindy’s front door, a creeping doubt invaded his mind.
 
   What if I’m wrong?  What if she’s not ready? 
 
   It was an unpleasant thought, and made him second-guess his decision not to accompany his teammates to Deandre’s party.  However, as he approached the door, all doubt vanished.  
 
   Cindy jerked it open before Brandon even had a chance to knock, and her lips were locked onto his before he could say a single word.  He had to practically carry her into the house.  Things quickly heated up, and soon, Cindy was on her knees unbuttoning, then unzipping Brandon’s blue jeans.
 
   She looked up at him with her big blue eyes, smiling.  With a dainty hand, she reached into his boxer shorts, and pulled Brandon’s cock out.  He’d always been proud of his member; it was bigger than most of the guys’ on the team, after all.  It wasn’t like he looked intentionally; he hadn’t.  But when you shower with people every day, you tend to see things you’d rather not.  
 
   Cindy licked the head for a few moments before taking it into her mouth.  She wasn’t a great cocksucker – far from it, in fact.  Her skills were far inferior than many Brandon had experienced, but she was easily the best looking girl he’d ever had down there.  And she certainly didn’t lack enthusiasm.  It wasn’t long before Brandon came.
 
   After Brandon recovered, Cindy stood, and slowly unzipped the skirt of her cheerleading skirt.  It fell to the floor, revealing the red bloomers underneath.  She did a playful turn, and Brandon couldn’t help but admire her perfect ass.  She took her top off, and then, teasingly slid her bloomers down her smooth, shapely legs.  Soon, she was clad in only a white sports bra and a matching, white cotton thong.  In the space of a few seconds, it came off as well, and Brandon stared at her smooth, hairless pussy.  Finally, she removed the sports bra, freeing her perky tits.  
 
   God, she’s so fucking beautiful, he thought.
 
   Brandon ripped his shirt off, and stood over her.  His six foot, two inch frame towered over her petite form.  He stepped out of his jeans.  
 
   With a swift, powerful motion, Brandon scooped Cindy into his arms.  She responded by wrapping her legs around his waist, and Brandon lowered her onto his rock-hard cock.  It entered without protest, and Cindy let out an adorable moan.  
 
   Pushing Cindy against the wall, Brandon fucked her – hard and fast, grunting with the effort and pleasure.  
 
   However, a couple of minutes in, something strange happened.
 
   What the fuck?! he thought as his masculine grunts took a decidedly feminine turn.  His voice cracked, and its pitch rose a few notches.  Thankfully, Cindy confined her reaction to an inquisitive look.
 
   Brandon knew that he sounded like some kind of sissy, but he simply couldn’t help it.  He couldn’t stop.  Cindy was so hot, and he was so insanely horny that he kept going until after a few more minutes, and with a very girlish moan, he came again.  If he’d been paying attention, he would have noticed that his moans were much higher-pitched than Cindy’s.
 
   Once the heat of the moment had passed, Brandon’s embarrassment grew.  
 
   “I…I…um…” Brandon began, but couldn’t persuade the words to come from his mouth.  He wanted to make an excuse, but his stubbornly feminine voice wouldn’t let him think straight.  
 
   What the absolute fuck?  I sound like…like…
 
   “I-I have to g-go,” he said, trying to lower the register of his voice as he gathered his pants.  It sounded ridiculous, of course, but he didn’t know what else to do.
 
   “W-why are you talking like that?” Cindy asked. 
 
   “I just have to go, okay?” Brandon said.  “I-I’ll call you tomorrow.”
 
   He leaned in, laying a small kiss on her cheek.  Brandon could tell that Cindy was very disappointed; no doubt she hadn’t envisioned their first time as going like it had.  Thankfully, though, she didn’t make much of a fuss. Instead, she just said, “O-okay.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   By the time Brandon got home, he’d convinced himself that his higher-pitched voice was the result of a cold, and that he’d no doubt be fine by the morning.   Still, a lingering doubt, sequestered in the back of his mind, laced his thoughts as he lay in bed, waiting for sleep to come.  It manifested itself in a vague sense of foreboding that made it all but impossible to fall asleep. 
 
   The next morning dawned, and he awoke slowly.  Bleary-eyed and still exhausted, he figured he couldn’t have slept for more than an hour or two.  He cleared his throat, testing his voice, and was unsurprised to find that it remained as high-pitched as ever.  By the time he descended the stairs, his mind was running amok with all the horrible things that might be wrong with him.  However, his bleak thoughts were blessedly interrupted by his mother’s familiar, comforting voice.
 
   “Morning, sweetie,” she said as he entered the kitchen.  She was standing in front of the stove, on which sizzled a pan of frying bacon.  
 
   “Hey mom,” he said, trying to mask the feminine pitch of his voice.  He sounded like a little girl trying to imitate a grown man, which is to say, ridiculous.  
 
   His mother, Janine, moved the bacon from the pan to a plate, then said, “I think we need to talk.”
 
   “About what?” Brandon asked.  “I know I was late getting home, but –”
 
   “It’s not about that,” she said, interrupting.  “Sit down.”
 
   Brandon did as instructed.  “What’s wrong?” he asked, taking a seat at the table as his mother did the same.
 
   “Do you remember the man who was on the news a few weeks ago?” she asked.  “The one who said he’d released a chemical weapon into the atmosphere?”
 
   Brandon nodded.  “The hoax,” he supplied.  His knowledge was only cursory, though.
 
   “It wasn’t a hoax,” Janine responded.  “At first, we thought it was.  Everyone did.  But now…I mean, it’s different.  There have been some reports before now, but until it happened to you, I thought it was just a bunch of crazies or something.  I didn’t think –”
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Brandon, suddenly forgetting to mask his voice.  “What’s going on?”
 
   “Y-your voice,” his mother said.  “It’s not isolated, and, as far as they can tell, it’s happening all over the world.  But they say they’re close to a cure.  It’s only a matter of time.  And they’ll fix it.  The best scientists in the world are on it, and –”
 
   “Mom – calm down,” Brandon said.  “It’s just a voice.  It doesn’t change anything.”
 
   After a moment, his mother said, “That’s it, sweetie.  Be optimistic.  That’s all it’ll be.  Just a voice, right?”
 
   “Right,” Brandon stated, wondering why his mother was making such a big deal about a simple voice change.  After all, it was just that – a voice.  It wasn’t that big of a deal.
 
   Saying that it didn’t change anything didn’t make it so, however, and when he returned to school the following Monday, he couldn’t help feeling distinctly less confident.  But that feeling – or at least the consciousness of it – soon passed when Brandon realized that nearly every other white male he knew had a voice at least as high-pitched as his.  Even the teachers had been affected.
 
   Strangely, though, most minorities had been unaffected, and as far as he could tell, none of his black friends’ voices had changed even slightly.  As he walked down the hall, he had to admit that it was a little weird, hearing mostly feminine tones, though.  
 
   Brandon was at his locker, gathering his math text book, when Cindy approached.  
 
   “Hey,” she said.  Brandon wanted to ignore her; he knew he shouldn’t be embarrassed, and that it wasn’t his fault.  But that knowledge didn’t change how he felt, and he’d avoided his girlfriend for the entire weekend.  
 
   Closing his locker, he said, “Hey,” in response.  After a moment, he looked down, and said, “Look – I owe you an apology.  I freaked out a little when my voice changed, and –”
 
   “I know, Bran,” she said.  “I wouldn’t expect you not to.  But I want you to know that I don’t care, okay?  I’m not mad about that.”
 
   “So you ARE mad, huh?” Brandon asked sheepishly.
 
   “You’ve been ignoring my calls and texts all weekend,” she stated.  “Of course I’m a little angry.”  
 
   “I said that I’m sorry,” Brandon replied.  “I just…I’m sorry, okay?  Can we just chalk this up to a once-in-a-lifetime circumstance and move on?”
 
   After a long moment, she said, “I guess.  But you can’t do that again, okay?  If you’re having a problem, I want to be there for you.  You know that, right?”  Brandon nodded.  “And besides, I kind of like your voice like that.”
 
   “Really?” asked Brandon, surprised.
 
   “Yeah,” was Cindy’s answer.  “It’s kind of sexy, you know.  In a different sort of way.”  Looking at her watch, she said, “Let’s go, or we’re going to be late for class, babe.”
 
   And hand-in-hand, they strode off down the hall.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   “C’mon, man!” screamed Deandre, who was standing over Brandon while he tried to bench press what felt like a thousand pounds.  “You got this!”
 
   He gritted his teeth, pushing with all his might, but the bar simply wouldn’t budge.  He simply couldn’t do it.  Finally, Deandre grabbed the bar, and helped him lift it onto the rack.  A panting Brandon lay on the bench, drenched in sweat.  
 
   “You okay, man?” he heard Deandre ask.  “I’ve seen you lift like twice that before.  I mean, I know you’ve lost a little weight, but –”
 
   Brandon interrupted, “I’m fine.”  He sat up.  “Just an off day is all.”
 
   But he knew it was more than that.  He shouldn’t have been able to lift the weight easily, but it certainly shouldn’t have been impossible.  “Look,” he said, turning to his friend.  “I’m just gonna take the rest of the day off, okay?  I’m not feeling it, and –”
 
   “The day off?” Deandre asked.  “Seriously?  We can’t afford days off, and you know it.  Not with everything on the line.”
 
   It was true; Brandon needed to be working harder than ever – especially if he wanted to maintain his scholarship offer.  There wasn’t any room to slack off.  Not when he was so close to his goal.  Sure, they’d offered him a scholarship, but until the next year’s Signing Day, it wasn’t really official.  
 
   “Maybe I need to go to the doctor or something,” he said.  “You know I haven’t been feeling quite myself lately.”
 
   Deandre shrugged.  “Whatever it takes, man.  Get yourself right.”
 
   He was so frustrated; no matter how hard he worked, he seemed to be losing ground.  Each day, he felt a little weaker, a little less like himself.  
 
   After he struggled through his workout (with much the same results), he and Deandre went into the locker room.  To his credit, Deandre kept the conversation light; he didn’t point out Brandon’s shortcomings in the weight room.  And Brandon, for his part, did his best to ignore the obvious: he was quite a bit weaker than his friend.  
 
   Having just completed their own workouts, the rest of the football team was in the locker room – all in various states of undress.  Brandon looked around.  
 
   Are all the white guys smaller? he wondered.  No, it can’t be. 
 
   But as he looked closer, he couldn’t ignore that they were, in fact, noticeably smaller than they’d been.  Dean Savage, the team’s starting left tackle, had been a six and a half foot behemoth who’d been receiving recruiting letters since his freshman year, but now…
 
   He can’t be more than six foot, two inches, Brandon thought.  And damn, he’s getting skinny.
 
   Filing the information in the back of his mind, Brandon slipped his clothes off, and proceeded into the showers.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   As the weeks passed, Brandon’s condition seemed to worsen, and finally, he decided to do some research online.  Thinking that it might have something to do with the voice change, he looked up the crazy scientist who his mother said was responsible.  After only a few minutes of searching, he came across a letter the man had written to some newspaper.
 
   Who writes letters?  Brandon thought as he clicked the link, and began to read.
 
    
 
   Dear World:
 
    
 
   For too long, African Americans have stood by, letting the rest of the world dictate our fate.  We’ve been oppressed, enslaved, and discriminated against.  Our pleas for equality have gone unheard.  Racism continues to run rampant.  Our people are systematically harassed, killed, and imprisoned for no other reason than the color of our skin.  Today, that ends.  Today, we fight back.
 
   I’ve spent my life trying to make the world a better place.  I’ve cured diseases.  I’ve established vaccines.  And now, I’ve set my sights on inequality.  I know what they’ll say, that this is a hoax; I assure you – it is not.  Over time, you’ll no doubt realize that.  
 
   For the last decade, I’ve dedicated my time to changing our social hierarchy, and earlier this week, I released a biological agent into the atmosphere.  We have one-hundred percent coverage.
 
   Do not panic.  I’m not trying to kill anyone, though I’m sure some would wish it.  No – the agent is designed to do one thing: reassert the dominance of the black race.  This chemical will only affect white males, and will establish a biological precedent, the denial of which will be impossible.  By the time this is all said and done, our world will experience an equilibrium the likes of which we’ve never seen.  And from that state of equality, a period of societal growth will blossom.  We will be all the better for it.
 
   Ah – but there will be growing pains.  Some will cling to the old ways.  Some will deny the changes, even in the face of irrefutable evidence.  That is to be expected, because change – true and necessary cultural change – is difficult – moreso for those who have benefited so greatly from our society’s inequality.  
 
   They will try to stop it, this change, but they will be unsuccessful.  They will scurry around, trying to reverse my hard work, putting their “best” scientists to the test.  They needn’t try, for my plan is unassailable.  The changes are irreversible.  And the world will be permanently transformed.  That is my promise.
 
   Enough exposition, though.  You want to know what to expect, don’t you?  And so you have that right.  Be aware, though, that despite what you may think, this plan is motivated by love – not of any individual race, but rather, of humankind.  Our world simply cannot survive much longer, driven by the innate attitude of casual oppression which has infected the very DNA of white society.  
 
   There’s an element of punishment, I’ll admit.  I’m not immune to doling out such deserved discipline.  
 
   The changes – which, again, are permanent and irreversible – will take somewhere between eight months and two years, and are purely physiological.  
 
   First, white males will shrink slightly, putting their height and weight in the range of comparable females.  Second, their already small penises and testes will shrink to better match their smaller bodies.  Third, their anuses will gain elasticity and sensitivity.  Fourth, their voices will become higher pitched.  Next, their hips will widen, and their shapes will be altered to give them a more feminine shape.  Sixth, their nipples will enlarge, becoming quite a bit more sensitive.  And finally, their musculature will become less pronounced – especially in the upper body – and their skin and basic face shape will soften.  
 
   Basically, the white male will become something stranded between masculinity and femininity – with a heavy leaning towards the feminine end of the spectrum.  As I said, these changes are irreversible.  All (current and future) white males will exhibit these traits.
 
   I know what you’re thinking.  This sounds like something out of a bad (and particularly disturbing) science fiction story.  Most people will dismiss these claims, giving them little credence.  Your belief isn’t a requirement, for once the changes start, you will become a believer soon enough.  After a few years, the world will have changed – for the better, I think.  
 
   Good luck with your changes.  Embrace the new world, and you may yet flourish.  
 
    
 
   With Regards,
 
    
 
   Omar Bell              
 
   Dr. Omar Bell, Ph.D.
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandon read it over a few times, staring at the screen in astonishment, trying to let the implications sink in.  He’d already experienced a voice change, and clearly, his body had begun changing.
 
   This isn’t possible, he thought.  It can’t be.  It’s crazy.  
 
   But how crazy could it be if he’d already seen some of the changes?  
 
   Nervous thoughts raced through his mind as he stared at his computer, re-reading the letter over and over again.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   “It’s okay, babe,” Cindy said, putting her arm around Brandon’s shoulders as he sobbed girlishly.  “Just tell me what’s wrong, okay?”
 
   Brandon pulled away, wiping the tears from his eyes.  “N-nothing,” he lied.  “I’m just…I’m okay.”
 
   God – why can’t I quit crying?! he thought.  He wanted to stop; he really did, but what he wanted and what actually happened were two very different things.  
 
   He knew he’d been getting smaller, weaker, but still, something inside him had just snapped when he realized how small he’d gotten.  He’d gone over to Cindy’s house, and as they stood next to one another in the kitchen, he suddenly noticed that he was only a few inches taller than his petite girlfriend.  He’d lost nearly six inches in height!
 
   That’s when he broke down.  It was like a cascade of bottled up emotions suddenly poured out of him, and he collapsed to the ground, crying like a little girl.  
 
   Fuck – I even sound like one!
 
   “I want to help, and I can’t unless –”
 
   “I said I’m fine, okay?” Brandon interrupted, pulling further away.  “I-I need to go.  I just…I remembered…I just have to go, okay?”  He knew it was a poor excuse, but it couldn’t be helped.  He had to get out of there, away from her “comforting” arms.  He wanted to be alone.  He wanted to cry.  He wanted to fucking scream.
 
   And so he retreated. 
 
   It wasn’t long before he found himself standing on the scales in his bathroom.  One-hundred and sixty pounds, it read.
 
   Fifty pounds!  I’ve lost almost fifty fucking pounds!  
 
   He quickly stripped down, and really looked at himself in the mirror.  He’d avoided his reflection for quite a while, preferring to ignore the changes he knew he’d been experiencing.  But as he stared at himself, he could easily tell where the weight had gone; most of his muscles had seemingly vanished, replaced by thin, willowy limbs attached to narrow shoulders.  More, his hips seemed to flare out from a similarly narrow waist, and his once powerful thighs had softened considerably.  He turned, looking at his rear end.  It seemed more pronounced, rounder.
 
   It’s all coming true, he thought.  Everything is changing.
 
   He looked down at his once-proud penis.  To his dismay, it had lost almost a quarter of its size as well.  
 
   That’s when the tears returned.  He collapsed to the ground, pulling his knees to his chest, and cried like he’d never cried before.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, son,” the man said.  “There’s nothing I can do.  You know that, right?  There’s just no way you can play.”
 
   Brandon stared at him, unable to speak.  He was a tall, well-built black man wearing khakis and a polo style shirt in the The University of Southern Indiana’s colors.  “But Coach Morris,” Brandon said, unable to ignore the squeak in his voice.  “I…they said it’s temporary.  I’m going to be back to normal by the time I graduate next year, and when the season comes around –”
 
   “If that’s the case,” Morris said.  “Then we’ll welcome you back with open arms.  But we can’t afford to waste a scholarship on…on someone with your condition.  I’m sorry.  I truly am.”
 
   “But –”
 
   “Brandon,” his mother interrupted.  “You can’t talk your way into a scholarship, and you know it.  There’s nothing Coach Morris can do.”  She turned to the coach, saying, “Thank you for everything you’ve done – especially for letting us know in person.”
 
   “It’s no problem,” he responded, clearly uncomfortable.  “I…I’ll just be going then.”
 
   Brandon barely paid attention as the man left.  His life as he knew it was absolutely over, and he acted accordingly.  Staring at the bare wall in stunned silence, he couldn’t quite wrap his head around what had just happened and how much his life had changed.  
 
   It had only been a few short months since the end of the season, and already, he’d gone from prospective college superstar to…what?  A nobody.  It was infuriating, thinking of what he’d lost.  
 
   Without warning, he sprang from the couch, and stormed up the stairs and into the bathroom.  There, he stared at his reflection.  He’d known it was coming.  He’d long since been unable to even pretend to keep up in the weight room, and he knew that his on-field performance wouldn’t be any better.  In fact, there was a large part of him that was dreading going to college and confronting the other football players.  It was fear, he knew, and it was completely justified.
 
   They were all huge, strong, and athletic.  And at a mere five feet, five inches and a hundred and thirty pounds, he was a far cry from matching them.  His waist had grown positively tiny while his hips flared considerably.  His stomach curved slightly, giving his torso a natural arch, which culminated in a rounded rear end.  
 
   Even Brandon’s nipples had gotten bigger, and when he was aroused, they jutted from his chest, sticking out nearly a quarter of an inch.  But strange as it may sound, the worst part was his face.  With a square jaw, strong nose, and high cheekbones, he’d been ruggedly handsome.  But as he stared at his reflection, he could barely recognize himself.  
 
   I’m cute, he thought.  Not handsome.  And certainly not rugged.  Cute.  Pretty.  Feminine.
 
   Even his body hair had all but disappeared, leaving only a tiny patch just above his cock, which, at only three inches, fully erect, was a shadow of its former self.  
 
   It’s no wonder they pulled the scholarship, he thought.  I can’t play football – not like this.  I look…like a girl.  A girl without tits.
 
   But what was he, if not a football player?  That’s all he’d ever been.  It was all he’d ever wanted to be.  And now that that future had been yanked out of his hands, he had no idea what he was going to do.  
 
   He slammed his hand on the counter.  “Fuck!” he screamed.  “Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!”
 
   Brandon sank to the floor, feeling the tears welling in his eyes.  As they began to fall, he heard a knock on the door.
 
   “What?” he croaked through the sobs.
 
   “A-are you okay, honey?” he heard his mother ask.  “Do you want to talk about it?”
 
   “No,” he said.  “I’m fine, okay?  I’m fine.”
 
   “A-alright,” his mother replied.  “But if you need to talk about it, you know I’m here, right?”
 
   “I-I do,” Brandon said.  
 
   He spent the rest of the day huddled in the bathroom, alternating between self-pity, anxiety over his future, and uncontrollable tears.  Even after he willed himself to cross the hall into his room, and try to go to sleep, his mind was dominated by a dull sense of panic.  
 
   Finally, he fell asleep.  
 
   When he awoke the next morning, he felt only slightly better, and at school, the same thoughts monopolized his mind.  That afternoon, he went into the locker room and began undressing for gym class.  He felt like every eye was on him as he pulled a far-too-large (and completely unnecessary) jock strap up his smooth thighs.  He turned to see a group of black boys – his former teammates, all – staring at him.
 
   Some wore gym clothes.  Others were bare chested.  One or two were clad only in their own, bulging jock straps.  Brandon could clearly make out the outlines of their big cocks, though he looked away quickly.  Brandon heard a lewd comment that he knew had been directed at him.
 
   “Fucking pervert!” Brandon heard Deandre’s familiar voice.  He turned to see his friend pushing one of the other young men.  
 
   “C’mon – bitch is just asking for it, waving that ass around,” the other guy – whose name was Will – said.
 
   Brandon quickly dressed (in ill-fitting shorts and tee-shirt, emblazoned with the school’s paw print logo), and scurried from the locker room.  He had no intention of getting into an altercation – not in his current state.  It wasn’t until he was safe in the gymnasium that he realized how cowardly he’d been.  Deandre had been standing up for him, and he didn’t even have the balls to assist.  Had the transformation really sapped his courage as well?
 
   But he’d been okay, right? Brandon thought.  The other guy was backing down.  There wasn’t going to be a fight.    
 
   As he remembered the scene, with those half-naked piles of muscle and raging testosterone arguing, he felt a curious sensation in his anus.  It contracted, and then, inexplicably, it moistened.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandon lay in the bathtub, soaking while he remembered the day’s events.  He’d managed to get through gym class without incident.  He’d spent the entire class sitting on the bleachers, trying his best not to be noticed.  Most of the rest of the class played basketball; even a few white boys had tried to get into the action.  
 
   Dean Savage, who’d recently been dismissed from the football team like the other affected boys, was trying particularly hard, but at a mere five foot, six inches, he’d had quite a bit of trouble keeping up.  It might have been funny, watching him struggle, if Brandon hadn’t been going through the same thing.  
 
   Brandon shook his head, trying to push the thoughts from his head, and for a moment, he succeeded.  And then, his mind began to wander back into that locker room.  Before he knew it, his hand had crept down between his legs, and his fingers found the opening of his anus.  Without thinking, he slid a finger in.  
 
   OH GOD!
 
   He moaned, and started working his finger in and out.  Spreading his legs wider, he eventually propped one on the side, and started going faster.  As he fingered himself, water splashed around, and he began to fantasize about the guys in the locker room – specifically, those enticing bulges straining against the confines of the jock straps.  
 
   Within minutes, he came, never having touched his small, rock-hard penis.  Panting, Brandon blushed, even though no one else was there.
 
   What the fuck? Brandon thought.  What the fuck did I just do?  Oh God – what the hell was I just thinking about?
 
   The question, of course, was pointless.  He knew exactly what fantasies had been dancing in his mind.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   “I’m not doing it,” Brandon said.  “I’m just not.  I don’t care what they say.”
 
   “You have to, Bran,” Cindy stated.  “It’s the law.”
 
   “Since when did they make laws about where we shower?” asked Brandon.  “Why can’t we just –”
 
   Cindy sighed.  “You know why it’s a law,” she said.  
 
   Brandon, of course did know, but that didn’t assuage his outrage.  Moreover, he couldn’t quite understand why he was so angry.  
 
   It’s just wrong, he thought.  Boys and girls should NOT change in the same locker room.
 
   Word had recently come down from the school board that affected (meaning white) males would cease sharing locker rooms and restrooms with unaffected men.  Instead, they would share with the girls until other arrangements could be made.  
 
   The whole thing was a response to several high profile incidents of white boys being raped in locker rooms across the country.  
 
   “I know,” Brandon admitted.  “That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”
 
   “I actually thought you kind of would,” Cindy said.  “I mean – you know what you’ll see in there right?”
 
   Brandon nodded.  He’d been thinking about it for the last few hours, in fact.  Strangely, though, the prospect of seeing naked girls didn’t really excite him.  Quite the contrary – he was extremely nervous about them seeing him.  He hadn’t even let Cindy see him naked since he’d started to change, and the idea of a bunch of strangers seeing him didn’t exactly excite him.  
 
   But it was the law.  He didn’t have a choice.  
 
   Brandon and Cindy parted ways, and he found himself standing outside the locker room, hesitating.  Finally, with a deep breath, he pushed through the door into the girls’ locker room.  The sight that greeted him was every boy’s fantasy.  Dozens of girls stood around in various states of undress.  Some were in bras and panties.  Others wore their gym outfits.  A few were still in their street clothes.  A few were even topless.  
 
   A couple of them looked up as Brandon entered, but they quickly went back to whatever they were doing, paying him little mind.  He was just a white boy, after all.
 
   He found his assigned locker, and opened it.  Inside was a gym uniform (girls’, of course).  He and the other boys had been told to wear them as the male clothes simply wouldn’t fit properly.  Nervously, Brandon began to undress.  He was down to his briefs when he heard one of the girls say, “Look at that ass.  I bet the black guys just love him.  I’m kind of surprised he wasn’t raped too.”
 
   “Please,” one of the other girls replied.  “It’s not rape if you want it.  Little sluts trying to take all the men.”
 
   A few girls laughed as Brandon tried to ignore them.    He blushed bright crimson.  He knew the girls were talking about him, but he couldn’t think of a proper response.  Instead, he slipped the red shorts up his thighs.  They were short and a lot tighter than he was used to.  The tee-shirt was also much tighter than his old clothes, and had short, capped sleeves that left his thin arms on full display.
 
   Gym went by without incident as the few boys in the class huddled together, trying to stay out of the way, and the girls played volleyball.  Soon, Brandon found himself back in the locker room, dreading what he knew was coming.  It was mandatory that all students take showers after gym class, and the gym teacher (a stern woman named Ms. Chase) had made it absolutely clear that there would be no exceptions.
 
   Brandon steeled himself, and undressed.  Wrapping a towel around his waist, he walked into the shower.  His nipples were quite erect as he found his way to an empty stall, and slipped the towel from around his waist.  
 
   After he’d showered (quickly, and without looking around), he wrapped the towel around his chest (he was suddenly very, very aware of his nipples), and walked toward his locker.  He was surrounded by slippery, wet, and very nude female bodies, but they paid him no attention.  It wasn’t like he was a man, after all.  He was just another white boy.
 
   Relief washed over Brandon as he hurriedly dressed, and left the locker room far behind.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Brandon clicked the remote, returning to the previous channel, which was playing a commercial.  A figure wearing a short, blue dress danced on the screen – which, in and of itself, wasn’t terribly remarkable.  Or it wasn’t until an announcer said, “Get the latest in boys’ fashions at Ferdinand’s Boutique.”
 
   Boys’ fashions?  Brandon wondered.  Surely that isn’t…
 
   But then he realized what had been bugging him.  The dancing figure, which he’d taken as a girl, was clearly not, a fact given away by the distinct lack of breasts.  No – it was a boy.  Like him.  It made sense in a frightening way.  After everything that had happened, after all the changes, he had at least as much in common with girls as he did with his former self.  Probably more.  He’d just been too caught up in his own embarrassment to realize that it was happening all over the world.  
 
   Everything’s changing, he thought.  Not just my life.
 
   Within a few moments, he was sitting in front of his computer, catching up on how much the world had changed.  What he found was startling.  For instance, white males were increasingly being referred to as “bois” while young, unaffected males were called “young men” to avoid confusion.  As Brandon searched the internet, it quickly became clear that the burgeoning social changes were at least as prominent as the physical transformations.  
 
   Everywhere he looked, there seemed to be an article about a white male celebrity going out with a real man.  Of course, each write-up was accompanied by at least a few photographs of the new, happy couple (in which the white male had assumed very feminine dress).  The attitude was reflected in the general public as well, and it was seemingly quite common (and in some cases, even encouraged) for white bois to enter into romantic relationships with men.  And bois, for their part, seemed to be doing everything they could to attract that sort of attention, adopting feminine styles, wearing revealing clothing and makeup, and styling their hair in what could only be described as feminine ways.
 
   As he delved deeper into the issue, Brandon found videos of bois pleasuring themselves – not by touching their tiny penises, but rather, by shoving dildos in and out of their anuses.  Brandon couldn’t help but remember the night he’d fingered himself in the bathroom (and the orgasm it had elicited).  Over the following few weeks, he’d done his best to banish the memory from his mind, but as he watched the videos, he remembered it vividly.  
 
   That’s when he got a crazy idea.
 
   He was curious.  He was horny.  And he knew that his mother had a vibrator hidden somewhere in her room.  He’d seen it once, even if, at the time, he’d done his best to ignore its presence.  But now?  Now he wanted it.  He needed it.  And thankfully, his mother wasn’t there.
 
   With butterflies dancing in his stomach, he approached her room.  
 
   Am I really going to do this? Brandon wondered, trying not to think of the implications.  It was just a piece of plastic.  It wasn’t like it was gay or anything, he thought.  He opened the door, and went inside.  The search itself was blessedly brief, and after only a few minutes, he found it nestled in an old shoe box beneath his mother’s bed.  The thin coating of dust on the box’s cover told him that it hadn’t been opened in quite a long time.
 
   Brandon slipped the top off of the box, and stared at its contents – a sleek, phallic object made from hard plastic.  He picked it up, turning it over in his now-dainty hand.  Turning a knob built into its base, he turned it on, prompting a soothing vibration.  
 
   Oh, God – I’m wet, he thought, feeling the now-familiar wetness in his anus.  He put the vibrator down.  No – I can’t do this, he told himself.  It’s wrong.  And it’s been inside my mother.  And…
 
   A million reasons not to do it raced through his mind, but none were nearly as strong as his curiosity.  He’d seen the bois’ faces on the internet.  He’d heard their screams of pleasure.  And he’d felt his own fingers.  Instinctively, he knew that the vibrator would be infinitely better.
 
   He picked it back up.  In a huff, he threw it back into the box.  Again, after only a few seconds, he retrieved it.  Over and over, he repeated the battle in his mind, but in the end, he succumbed to his own curiosity, his undeniable desire.  
 
   Brandon slipped his ill-fitting shorts down his smooth legs.  Next came his briefs.  Lying on his back, he spread his legs, his knees bent as he positioned the vibrator at the entrance to his anus.  It didn’t want to go in at first; he was so tense, so nervous.  He forced himself to relax, and at the slightest prompt, it slipped inside of him.  
 
   Brandon gasped with pleasure, letting out a quivering moan.  He’d never felt anything like it.  Sure, his fingers had been good.  But the much-more-substantial plastic phallus was something else entirely.  
 
   Then he turned it on.  
 
   “Oh God!” he breathed, feeling the vibrations arcing throughout his anus.  He felt it throughout his lower body.  
 
   He pulled it out, and then immediately pushed it back in.  In and out.  In and out.  Until less than a minute later, he came, sending thin, watery semen onto his smooth stomach.  He kept going, and a few minutes later, he came again.  And again.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   “You look silly, you know,” she said.  When Brandon looked up from his lunch, she continued, “And you’re not fooling anyone.  Everyone knows what you’re trying to hide.”
 
   Brandon picked at his french fries as he pointedly ignored his girlfriend.  He looked around the cafeteria, at his fellow classmates.
 
   Over the last few weeks, Brandon had noticed a distinct shift in white male fashion.  Brandon, for his part, resisted the new trends, reasoning that it was only a matter of time until a cure (for whatever that crazy scientist had done) was found.  When that inevitably happened, the newly christened bois would no doubt be quite embarrassed about how quickly they had adopted the new fashions.  
 
   However, he couldn’t disagree when Cindy pointed out how out-of-place he looked.  “I don’t know why you won’t let me take you shopping,” Cindy said.  “Your mom gave you that money so you could at least get some clothes that fit properly.”
 
   “I’m fine wearing this,” he said.  He’d taken to wearing old clothes from when he’d been in junior high.  While they were close to the right size, the baggy blue jeans and red hooded sweatshirt he was wearing didn’t fit his proportions.  
 
   “But you’re not,” Cindy insisted.  “I don’t know why you’re being so weird about this.  They’re just clothes.  I mean, if Dean Savage, of all people can adjust, you can too.”
 
   Brandon saw him right away; he was hard to miss, after all.  The former jock had leveled out at around five foot, four inches, and had wholly embraced his boihood.  Wearing criminally short shorts and a pink, spaghetti-strapped tank top, he was flirting with a pair of black sophomores.  He was even wearing makeup.  
 
   “Just because Dean’s a fag doesn’t mean I am too,” Brandon stated.
 
   “Seriously?” Cindy asked.  “That’s what you think, huh?”
 
   Brandon shrugged.  “Maybe,” he muttered.
 
   “You know what – if you’re going to ignore what’s right under your nose, well…I don’t think I want to even be your friend anymore,” Cindy said, standing.
 
   “What?” Brandon asked dumbly.
 
   “You were in the same health seminar the rest of us were in,” Cindy said.  “If you’re not –”
 
   “Oh?  You mean the one where they told us that being a white boi means being with m-men?” Brandon said.  “Yeah – I was there.  I listened.  And you know what?  I think it’s bullshit.  It’s part of the same crap they’ve been shoveling on T.V.  They’re trying to change us, Cindy.  Can’t you see that?”
 
   Cindy sat back down, her anger gone.  It had been replaced by a look of pity.  “Bran,” she said, putting her hands on his.  “Don’t you see?  They’re not trying to change you.  You’re already changed.  Everything has.  And it’s not going back.  If they could cure it, they already would have.  If they could change you back, it would have been done by now.”
 
   “But –”
 
   Cindy interrupted, saying, “And yes, that means that you might be attracted to men.  It’s not certain, but you need to come to terms with the fact that you’re not the same person you were.  It’s biology, Bran.  You know that.  You have to.”
 
   “I don’t care,” Brandon said.  “I just don’t care, okay?  I’m not going to change who I am just because some whack-job decided to…look, Cindy, I know you’re trying to help.  I do.  It’s just that this – all of it – it’s crazy.  It’s all happening so fast, and –”
 
   “So fast?” she interrupted.  “You’ve been like this for almost a month now.  It’s been six months since all this started, and you think it’s happening too fast?  You’ve had plenty of time to accept the inevitable.”
 
   There was a small part of him that had accepted his fate.  And he didn’t really believe that they’d find a cure; the government wouldn’t have forced all of those changes if they had any hope of reversing the transformations.  And they certainly wouldn’t have subjected the students to a class detailing their new anatomy.  Perhaps it was his masculinity’s last gasp, but he simply couldn’t help but resist.  
 
   “Just go shopping with me, okay?” Cindy said.  “We won’t go crazy or anything.  And you don’t have to wear anything you don’t want to.”
 
   “Fine,” was Brandon’s answer.  “If that’s what it takes to get you to shut up about it, I’ll go.  But I won’t like it.”
 
   And so, a few hours later, once school had let out, Brandon found himself walking through the mall with his girlfriend.  Never had he felt so out of place than when he looked around, seeing the way the other bois were dressing – which was to say that Dean Savage was not an abnormality.  Everywhere he looked, there were bois dressed in short shorts, tight jeans, skirts, and dresses.  
 
   “Well, first things first – we need to get you some new underwear,” Cindy said, dragging him into a lingerie store.  “I’ve seen those briefs you’ve been wearing, and…well…let’s just say they’re not exactly doing the trick.”
 
   Brandon was a little shy at first as he followed Cindy around.  She pointed out this cute pair of panties or that darling bra (even though bois obviously didn’t have breasts, the store was marketing bras for bois whose purpose was to keep their nipples from being so prominent).  After a while, though, he started giving opinions when asked.  It wasn’t long before Brandon started browsing on his own.  It wasn’t long before they’d amassed quite a collection of new underwear.
 
   By the time they made their way into the juniors section of a department store, Brandon’s resistance had been completely abandoned.  They picked out a wide assortment of clothes – shorts, hip-hugging jeans, midriff-baring shirts, and even a couple of skirts and dresses.  When they were checking out, Brandon asked (sheepishly) if he could change in one of the fitting rooms.  All of a sudden, he felt like he couldn’t go another minute wearing his shabby old clothes.    
 
   The sales clerk – a middle-aged woman with a plump frame - led him to one of the changing rooms, and said, “Take your time, honey.”
 
   Once he was safely in one of the booths, Brandon slipped out of his ugly, old clothes, and looked at himself in the full-length mirror.
 
   He hadn’t changed much in the past month, but he was still a little taken aback by his reflection.  
 
   I’m going to have to get used to that, he thought, staring at his five foot, three inch body.  He knew that he couldn’t weigh much over a hundred pounds, and his flaccid penis had shrunk considerably.
 
   God – it’s barely over an inch long now, he thought.  
 
   Brandon opened one of the lingerie bags, selecting a pair of panties at random.  They were pale yellow with small, blue flowers.  He stepped into them, pulling them up his smooth, hairless legs.  Deciding to play it safe, he retrieved a pair of shorts and a blue tee-shirt.  The shorts were pretty snug – especially in the rear – and quite a bit shorter than he was used to, but as he looked in the mirror, he had a startling revelation.
 
   I’ve got a better ass than Cindy, he mused.
 
   The tee-shirt was really tight, and had capped sleeves like his gym uniform.  His nipples stuck out prominently, of course.
 
   Should’ve gotten a few bras like Cindy suggested, he thought.  Then, once he realized what he’d been thinking, he giggled.  It had only been a few hours since he’d adamantly refused to dress like the other bois, and now he was wishing he had a bra.  
 
   After putting on a pair of open-toed sandals, he took in his new look.
 
   His tiny penis showed the slightest of bulges in the shorts, and his tee-shirt didn’t quite come down to the waist of his shorts, which left a small bit of skin showing just below his navel.  Satisfied that he looked okay, he left the dressing room.  When he found Cindy waiting by the cash register, she said, “Oh – I thought that maybe you’d pick something else.  Maybe that cute skirt or something.”
 
   Did she look disappointed?
 
   Brandon shrugged.  “This looked comfortable.  Anything else we need to get?”
 
   “Well – we have one more stop to make,” she said, grinning.  “But it’s not at the mall.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   “Why won’t you tell me where we’re going?” Brandon asked.  “I’m going to find out eventually anyway.”
 
   “I told you before,” she stated.  “It’s a surprise.”
 
   Brandon still felt really self-conscious in his new clothes, and he hoped that Cindy wasn’t taking him somewhere crowded.  Just walking back through the mall, Brandon felt like every single eye was on him.  And more than once, he positively knew that guys were staring at his ass.  
 
   Cindy drove for what felt like an eternity, and each time Brandon asked where they were going, she deflected.  Finally, after they’d crossed the state line, Cindy said, “Okay – don’t be mad.  I want you to keep an open mind about this.”
 
   Then she pulled into a seedy looking parking lot, and into a spot in front of an adult store named The Gift Spot.  “No…we can’t…this isn’t…” Brandon stammered.
 
   “Oh, come on,” Cindy said.  “It’ll be fun.  And no one we know will see us here.  That’s why we came all this way.”
 
   After a few more minutes of Brandon’s protests, Cindy had convinced him to follow her into the store.
 
   The tinkle of a bell sounded as they opened the metal-framed, glass door.  Brandon saw a tall black man behind the counter look up. 
 
   “You two eighteen?” he asked, seeming disinterested.  They both nodded.  “Let me know if you need anything.”  He went back to reading his magazine.
 
   As they walked through the store, the couple were quite giggly.  Cindy kept picking up strange-looking “toys” and asking Brandon if he wanted one.  Embarrassed, Brandon couldn’t even answer.  Instead, he simply blushed bright red.
 
   And then, finally, they came to what Cindy had been looking for – a big, black dildo.  “What about this one?” she asked.  “Surely you can find a use for this, huh?”
 
   Brandon was mortified.  
 
   “Oh come on,” Cindy said.  “You told me about the vibrator the other day, and –”
 
   “Put it down!” Brandon hissed.
 
   Why had he told her about his experimentation?  
 
   Because you were drunk and stupid, he thought, answering his own question.  
 
   “Don’t be silly,” Cindy said, handing the monster of a dildo to Brandon.  He took it in his dainty hands.  He wanted to put it down, to throw it across the room – something besides hold it like it was some precious treasure – but he couldn’t.  “Seriously, Bran – you shouldn’t be embarrassed about that.  It’s natural.  You saw it for yourself; that’s how bois have sex now.  I mean – I understand if you’re not into guys, but this is just a piece of rubber.  It’s not real.  And you know how good it feels.  Or do you want to keep using you mother’s vibrator like some sort of pervert?”
 
   “No…I mean…I don’t…” Brandon couldn’t quite find the words.  
 
   “I’ll tell you what,” Cindy said.  “I’ll go ahead and buy it – you know, as a present – and put it in with your other bags.  If you want to use it, great.  If not – well, no harm, no foul, right?”
 
   Brandon didn’t answer.  He wanted to refuse, but his mind was already racing.  Over the past few weeks, he’d rarely gone more than a few minutes without thinking about the vibrator.  And as he held the big, black phallus in his hands, he couldn’t help but feel that it would be much more substantial, and subsequently, better.  
 
   When Brandon offered no argument, Cindy said, “Awesome!” 
 
   She hugged her boyfriend, giving him a quick kiss on the cheek before going to the counter to buy Brandon’s first dildo.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   The dildo, which was nestled in a nondescript paper bag in the trunk of Cindy’s car, was on his mind.  As Cindy drove him back to his house, he could think of little else.  
 
   “Uh-huh,” he muttered, staring out of the window.  
 
   “You didn’t even hear what I was saying, did you?” asked Cindy.
 
   “What?” Brandon asked, coming back to himself.  “No – I didn’t hear you.  What’s up?”
 
   “Never mind,” she said.  Obviously, she knew that having a conversation with her boyfriend was a lost cause.  His mind was clearly elsewhere.  Both remained largely silent on the long drive home, and they parted ways with Cindy giving him a peck on the cheek. 
 
   “Have fun,” she said knowingly.  
 
   “Whatever,” Brandon replied, acting like he didn’t know what she meant.  But as he scurried toward the modest, two-story house, he could barely think.  He fumbled with the many bags of new clothes, shoes, and underwear as he struggled to unlock the door.  Finally, with a huff, he set them down, and calmly retrieved the key from his too-tight pocket.  
 
   These things definitely aren’t made to hold things, are they? he wondered.  Maybe I need a purse or something.  No sooner had the thought crossed his mind than he discarded it out of hand.  I might be wearing girls’ clothes, but I’m not carrying a god damned purse.  
 
   Brandon pushed through the door, and raced up the stairs to his room.  In a brief moment of clarity, he realized that, given his current task, the posters of bikini-clad women plastered on his walls were more than a little inappropriate.  
 
   He threw the bags on his bed, and quickly tore into the box containing the dildo.  
 
   Holding it in his hands, Brandon noted that it was quite a bit bigger than his penis had been, and it looked extremely realistic (aside from its unnaturally dark hue).  It even had veins along the shaft and a pair of testicles at its base, attached to which was a large suction cup.  
 
   Within a few moments, he had it stuck to the post of his bunk beds (a leftover from his younger days).  His shorts and panties couldn’t come off fast enough as he positioned himself on all fours, with his ass facing the dildo.  He was so eager that he didn’t even bother to remove his shirt.  Reaching back, he slipped a finger into his anus, feeling the wetness.  
 
   He eased back, feeling the big dildo’s head at the entrance to his rectum.  Slowly, he pushed further.  The tip slipped inside of him without protest.  Sure, it hurt a bit; he’d never had anything so big inside of him.  But it was a good pain, laced with anticipation.  Further, and he felt it slide inside of him, stretching his anus to its limit.  
 
   Brandon let out a slight whimper.  He could have sworn it was ripping him in two.  But nestled within the discomfort was a singular satisfaction.  It wasn’t pleasure, but rather the promise of it.  He knew that if he kept going, it would present itself.  So he remained motionless, letting his virgin ass acclimate itself to the fake cock’s girth.  
 
   After a few moments, he rocked forward slowly.  Then back.  Forward.  Then back again.  He went slowly, feeling the big dildo sliding in and out of him, and soon the pain had faded into the background.  Faster.  Back and forth.  Faster and faster.  
 
   He bit his lip, moaning wordlessly.  And then, after a few minutes, he let out a primal scream of pleasure.  Thankfully, he was the only one in the house.  
 
   Soon, Brandon was fucking himself silly, slamming his ass against the bedpost with reckless abandon.  It shook back and forth, squeaking.  And he was very vocal about his pleasure.  
 
   He lost track of time.  It could have been an hour.  Or it might have been days.  Brandon didn’t care.  Nor did he know how many times he was rocked by an explosive orgasm.  He only knew that it was the most visceral, most pleasurable experience he’d ever had, and he wasn’t eager to end it.  And so, he kept going until he’d exhausted himself, collapsing onto the bed, the dildo still inside of him.  He wiggled his ass every few seconds, trying to prolong the experience, to eke out one last orgasm.  
 
   Finally, he slipped off of it, and fell asleep.  
 
   Hours later, Brandon jerked awake, startled by a knock at his bedroom door.
 
   “Brandon?” his mother called.  “Are you okay in there?”  The doorknob tried to turn, but Brandon had had the presence of mind to lock it.  “Why is this door locked?  Open up.”
 
   Sleepily, Brandon answered, “Yeah – one sec, Mom.”
 
   A dull ache in his ass brought him awake in a hurry, and he suddenly remembered what had preceded his impromptu nap.  Panicking, he quickly snatched the dildo from the bedpost, and threw it under the bed.  He pulled on his panties, and crossed the room.  As soon as he turned the lock, his mother barged in.
 
   “What’s going on in here?” she demanded.  “Why’d you lock the door?  Are you –”
 
   She stopped mid-sentence.  
 
   Oh, God – the clothes, Brandon thought.  Looking down at his pretty, yellow panties, he said, “I can explain…” 
 
   As she cast an appraising eye on his new clothes, Brandon was suddenly very aware of the feminine cut of his shirt and the tiny bulge in his panties.  
 
   “Cindy took me shopping, and…well, none of my clothes fit anymore,” Brandon explained.  
 
   “So this is what you want?” she asked.  At his crestfallen expression, she added, “I’m not judging you, son.  I’m really not.  I know that you’ve been going through a lot.  I understand that this is tough on you, what with the new fashions and…expectations.  I just wish you’d talk to me about it is all.”
 
   Embarrassed, Brandon replied, “I don’t know if it’s what I want.  I didn’t really go there expecting to buy this sort of stuff, but…you know how Cindy is.  I just got carried away.”
 
   His mother said, “I don’t want you to think you have to do this, just because the other bois are.  If this is how you want to dress,” she gestured at his panties.  “Then by all means, do it.  I’ll support you.  But if you’re just doing it because Cindy wants you to, or because someone made fun of you…”
 
   “That’s not it, Mom,” he said.  “I swear – I did it because I wanted to.”
 
   “Well – okay, then,” she answered, seeming unconvinced.  “But if you need to talk, you know I’m here, right?”
 
   “Yeah,” Brandon said.  “I do.”
 
   “I know it’s late,” she said.  “But dinner’s going to be ready in a few minutes.  So if you haven’t eaten…”
 
   “O-okay,” Brandon said.  “I’ll be down in a minute.”
 
   As his mother left the room, she turned, saying, “You look very p-pretty.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandon sat on the bed, shuffling the college brochures which were scattered between him and Cindy.  With a huff, he said, “This is stupid.  I don’t care what college I go to.”
 
   Looking up, Cindy replied, “Of course you do.”
 
   Sighing, Brandon admitted, “I guess.  I mean, before…you know…all of this, I didn’t really have much of a choice. It was all about football.  I didn’t care about majors or academic programs.  All I cared about was early playing time and getting ready for the next level.  School didn’t have anything to do with it.”
 
   “But it does now,” Cindy said.  “Look – I know it’s hard for you to wrap your head around this, but this is reality now.  You’re not going to have anything handed to you anymore.  You have to work –”
 
   Interrupting, Brandon said, “I worked hard to get where I was.  You know that as well as anyone.  The amount of time I spent in the weight room, on the track –”
 
   “That’s not what I’m talking about,” Cindy stated.  “You know what it’s like.  You always got a pass just because you were a star football player.  It’s been like that since middle school because everyone expected that to be your path.  But now?  Now you don’t have that, and you need to find another way.  The first step toward that is figuring out a program that fits your interests.”
 
   “But it doesn’t matter, Cindy!”  Brandon said.  “I can’t afford it, and –”
 
   “There are tons of financial aid programs,” Cindy said.  “And there are always scholarships.”
 
   “With my grades?” Brandon asked.  “I mean, they’re good enough to get in, but nobody is ever going to give me a scholarship, and you know it.”
 
   Brandon stared around Cindy’s room, which was decorated just as one would expect from a lifelong cheerleader.  Light yellow walls covered in shelves holding cheerleading trophies, dance competition ribbons, and photographs.  In the corner was a megaphone with a pair of pompoms clustered at its base.  
 
   “I still think you should come to SIU with me,” Cindy said.  “We could have so much fun, and –”
 
   “Aren’t you listening to me?” Brandon asked, exasperated.  “I can’t afford it, Cin.  I just can’t.”
 
   “We’ll find a way, okay?” Cindy said.  “Just trust me.”
 
   Tired of arguing, Brandon nodded.  It was frightening, thinking of the future.  Before, he’d taken it for granted that he’d go to college on a football scholarship, and he’d been convinced that if he worked hard and avoided a devastating injury, he’d one day end up in the NFL.  And if he didn’t make it into college, he’d end up in construction or something, just like his father.  It wasn’t a glamorous life, but it was a solid backup plan.  
 
   No chance of that now, he thought, considering his transformation.  He didn’t even want to think about how weak he’d become.
 
   Changing the subject to change his thoughts’ direction, he said, “So when do you have to leave for cheerleading camp?”
 
   “Seven weeks,” Cindy said.  “A few weeks after school lets out.  But we have to have tryouts first.”
 
   Brandon shrugged.  “It’s not like you won’t make the squad,” he said.  She was, after all, the captain.  
 
   “But we’ve got four spots to fill,” Cindy stated.  “And I’m not even sure how many girls are going to try out.”
 
   “You’ll be fine,” Brandon said absently. 
 
   “I guess,” Cindy said, taking the hint that Brandon didn’t want to talk about cheerleading.
 
   Silence reigned as the two sat on the bed, reading brochures while Brandon’s mind flitted between college prospects and finding work in the real world.  Would his transformation preclude him from certain jobs?  He couldn’t imagine that it wouldn’t.  After all, who would want someone like him working on their car?  Or swinging a hammer?  His condition seemed to rule out manual labor.  
 
   It wasn’t until Cindy spoke that Brandon realized he’d been staring at the same brochure for close to five minutes.  He hadn’t read a word.
 
   “I think we need to talk,” Cindy said.  
 
   “That’s what we’ve been doing, Cin,” Brandon said.
 
   “No,” she said, grabbing his wrist.  “We need to really talk.”
 
   Recognizing her grave tone, Brandon looked up.  “What’s up?  What’s wrong?”
 
   “Nothing,” Cindy said quickly.  “Everything.  I don’t know.”
 
   “Just tell me, okay?” Brandon said.
 
   “I-I think we need to be honest about what this is,” she said.  “Me and you, I mean.”
 
   Brandon’s heart jumped into his throat.  
 
   She’s going to break up with me, he thought.  I knew it.  I knew it was coming.
 
   “Don’t do this, Cindy,” Brandon said, the pitiful plea in his voice unmistakable.  
 
   “I don’t want to,” she replied.  “I really don’t.  But –”
 
   “If you don’t want to, then don’t do it,” Brandon interrupted.  “There – problem solved.”
 
   “It’s not that easy and you know it,” was Cindy’s response.  “We don’t act like a couple anymore.  You know that, right?  When was the last time we even kissed?  And I expected that after we, you know, did it the first time, you’d be all over me.  I thought we’d do it, like, all the time after that.  But you haven’t even touched me since then – not really.  And I understand it,” she said, her voice compassionate.  “I really do.  With everything that’s happened, I couldn’t really expect it to stay the same.”
 
   Brandon didn’t know what to say.  He was stunned at the timing, but he’d known for a while that it was coming.  Like she said, they weren’t a couple – not really.  They were friends, certainly, but there was nothing romantic about their paring.  But knowing the facts didn’t soften the blow.
 
   “And then, when we bought that toy last week, I sort of…you know…expected to…” she trailed off.  After a moment, she continued, “I guess I expected that we’d play with it together.”
 
   Surprised, Brandon said, “If you wanted that, you should have said something.  I wouldn’t have minded if you –”
 
   “But that’s the point, Bran,” she said.  “It’s a sex toy, and you didn’t even consider that it was for both of us.  For a while, I thought that it was just you being selfish.  Your needs first, and all that.  But then I realized…it was just that you didn’t think of me like that – not anymore.  I don’t know when it happened, but…I mean, it’s clear, isn’t it?  You have to see it.”
 
   Brandon did, even though he didn’t want to admit it.  He hadn’t had a sexual thought about Cindy in months, and even if he tried, it felt wrong thinking of her like that.  Her tight body simply didn’t arouse him anymore.  
 
   That’s when he realized that he didn’t even want to argue with her.  He didn’t truly want to preserve their relationship; rather, he felt relieved not to have to pretend anymore.
 
   “If this is what you want,” Brandon said.  “I understand.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
   After the breakup, Cindy’s and Brandon’s relationship evolved into a close, platonic friendship.  Certainly, there was a little awkwardness, but they got past that quickly.  After all, they hadn’t been a real couple for quite some time, and the admission that their relationship wasn’t romantic in nature had been quite a relief.  
 
   Brandon pushed open the door, and walked through the exit.  He held it open for Cindy, who followed him into the school’s parking lot.  
 
   “I think you should,” Cindy said, repeating herself for what Brandon felt was the hundredth time.
 
   “No, Cin,” Brandon said.  “I’m not going to, so just drop it, okay?”
 
   “But it’s perfect,” Cindy persisted.  “I mean, it could mean a scholarship.  And I bet you’d be great.”
 
   “How can you say that?” Brandon asked as they reached his twenty-year-old Honda Civic.  It had once been light blue, but the paint had faded so much that it may as well have been silver.  He looked over the roof, continuing, “I’ve never done anything like that before, and you think I’m just going to jump in, and get a scholarship?  It’s crazy.”
 
   “But you’re an athlete,” Cindy said.  “You always have been.  I’ve been doing this a long time, and –”
 
   “That’s just it, though,” Brandon interrupted.  “You’ve been doing dance and gymnastics since you were a little girl.  I grew up playing football and baseball.  There aren’t a lot of common skills there.”
 
   “Oh – please,” Cindy said.  “You’ve got all the tools to become a great cheerleader.  Just admit it – you don’t want to because you think it’s too girly.”
 
   She certainly had an annoying habit of seeing right through his excuses.  They both got into the beat-up car, and Brandon started the engine.
 
   “Fine – let’s say that I do it,” Brandon said. “Let’s say I try out.  I’ve never done anything like that.  And your tryouts are what?  A month away?  How am I supposed to compete with girls who have been doing this their whole lives?”
 
   “I’ll teach you,” Cindy said.  “Look – I know you don’t believe me, but I think you’ll be a natural.”
 
   “And if I’m not?” Brandon asked, pulling out of the parking space.  “I don’t want to embarrass myself.”
 
   “I won’t let you,” Cindy said.  “I swear, if I don’t think you can hold your own, I won’t let you go out there.  I won’t.  If you’re not ready, you don’t have to do it.”
 
   Brandon pulled out into traffic.  “Fine – okay.  I’ll do it,” he said.  
 
   “Great!” she squealed.  “This is going to be so much fun!  We can start this afternoon!”
 
   And so, twenty minutes (and quite a lot of excited planning from Cindy) later, Brandon found himself in his former girlfriend’s bedroom.
 
   “You can’t practice in that for sure,” Cindy said, appraising Brandon’s outfit.  He wore a pair of tight, hip-hugging blue jeans and a spaghetti-strapped tank top decorated with the glittery logo of some boi band he’d never heard of.  
 
   Cindy rummaged through her drawers for a few minutes until she pulled out a red pair of shorts.  She threw them to Brandon, who held them up.  They had a white paw-print (which Brandon assumed was for the school’s mascot, the Jaguars) on the back.  
 
   “They’re a little small, aren’t they?” Brandon asked.  
 
   Cindy replied, “Maybe a little.  You’re a little bigger back there than me.  But they’re supposed to be tight.”
 
   Brandon shrugged.  He’d already committed, and he wasn’t going to back out over short shorts.  He quickly stripped down to his white thong panties, then pulled on the shorts.  They were short and tight, but not uncomfortable.  Cindy continued to sort through the clothes in her drawers until she said, “Aha!” 
 
   “What?” Brandon asked, wearing only the shorts.  With his chest bare, he felt more than a little exposed.  
 
   She yanked a sports bra from the drawer, saying, “All my other sports bras are way too big for you, but this one should do.”  She threw it to Brandon.  It was white, and looked incredibly small.  “It’s from my Freshman year, back before my boobs really came in.”
 
   Brandon awkwardly slipped the bra over his head, and settled it on his chest.  That he could wear such a small garment seemed to highlight his transformation.  
 
   She handed him a pair of ankle socks and a pair of tennis shoes she’d long since grown out of.  Apparently, according to Cindy, his shoes were way “too dressy.”  
 
   “I know they’re a little small, but you can get some new ones this weekend,” Cindy said.  Once he’d slipped them onto his feet, she said, “Perfect.  Let’s get started.”
 
   Brandon followed Cindy into the back yard, where she proceeded to put him through some stretches.  He was a little surprised at how flexible he’d become; he could easily do a split already.  Cindy, for her part, seemed impressed, which gave Brandon a bit more confidence.
 
   After stretching, Cindy started to teach Brandon a simple dance.  It wasn’t complicated, but it had some very suggestively feminine moves. 
 
   “You have to commit to it, Bran,” Cindy said.  “You can’t do this halfway.  And you can’t be embarrassed to move.  Just copy me, okay.  Don’t worry about what anyone else might think.”
 
   Brandon felt extremely silly.  He’d never been much of a dancer, and he’d certainly never performed such highly suggestive moves before.  Still, he tried to follow Cindy’s instructions, and after a while, he started to make progress.  Once he sort of lost himself in the activity, he did a lot better, even earning a few compliments from Cindy.
 
   Before he knew it, Cindy said, “I think that’s it for today.  I think you did really, really well – a lot better than I expected, to be honest.  And if we continue to work, I think you’ll be ready.”
 
   “You think so?” Brandon asked.  He’d been under the impression that he’d done incredibly poorly, and had braced himself for Cindy’s declaration that he was a lost cause.  
 
   “You’re going to be fine,” Cindy reiterated.  “I really do think that if you work hard, you’ll be ready.”
 
   Brandon grinned at the compliment.  
 
   They went like that for four weeks, practicing each day after school.  Every practice got progressively harder, and by the time the fourth week came along, Brandon’s routine was flawless.  
 
   “You don’t have to know anything else,” Cindy had said when Brandon asked why they were only concentrating on the one dance.  “Every girl’s going to be doing the same routine.”
 
   So he set to mastering it, and soon, Cindy was proclaiming him a shoe-in to make the squad.
 
   Each night, Brandon pulled out his friend, the big, black dildo, attached it to his bed post, and fucked himself into exhaustion.  He was careful not to make too much noise, but every now and again, he let out a tell-tale moan that he was sure his mother must have heard.  Thankfully, she didn’t say anything about it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
   The day of tryouts dawned, and though he felt confident that he knew the routine, Brandon couldn’t help feeling more than a little nervous.  After all, he’d been practicing for less than a month, and many of the other girls had been doing it for their entire lives.  
 
   “I can’t do it,” Brandon muttered, pacing outside of the gym.  “I just can’t.”
 
   “Sure you can,” Cindy insisted. “You’ve got this.  Just do it like we’ve been practicing, and you’ll be fine.  I promise.”
 
   Brandon was unconvinced, but he couldn’t think of how he might extricate himself from the situation without seeming like a coward.  It was so strange; he’d never really been nervous as a football player.  Back then, it all felt like what it was – a game.  It was fun.  And he knew his own abilities.  
 
   “I think I’m going to throw up,” he said.  “I just –”
 
   The door opened, cutting him off.  The cheerleading coach, Miss Daniels, poked her head out, saying, “Hayes?”
 
   Brandon nodded, “That’s me.”
 
   “Come on in, hun,” the woman said.  “Let’s see what you can do.”
 
   Cindy shoved a pair of pompoms into his hands, and he barely heard her words of encouragement as he pushed through the door and into the gym.  There was a single metal folding chair planted in the center of the basketball court, next to which was a small radio.  Sensing Brandon’s anxiety, Miss Daniels patted him on the arm, saying, “Don’t be nervous.  Just relax, and do your best.”
 
   Brandon couldn’t bring himself to respond.  Once they reached the folding chair, Miss Daniels sat down, and said, “Now go over there.”  She pointed to a strip of tape on the floor.  It was about ten feet from where the cheerleading coach sat.  Brandon dropped his pompoms near the chair, and did as he was told, placing his toes on the line.  
 
   “Cindy tells me you’ve been practicing,” Daniels said.  Brandon nodded.  “Good – then I guess you know the routine?” 
 
   “Yes, ma’am,” Brandon replied.
 
   “Okay then – just tell me when you’re ready,” she said.  “We’ll do the dance first, and then the cheer, okay?”  Brandon nodded again.  “Let me know when.”
 
   Brandon stared at her.  She was young – maybe mid-twenties – and had thick, brown hair.  Before the change, Brandon and his buddies had fantasized about being with the pretty former college cheerleader.  But as he looked at her, Brandon couldn’t conjure anything but a desire to impress her…just like he’d felt with his old football coach.
 
   Brandon said, “Go ahead.”
 
   The cheerleading coach reached down, and pressed a button on the radio.  After a moment, it came to life with the thumping beat of the song’s intro.  
 
   1-2-3-4…1-2-3-4, he thought, keeping time.   And then came his cue, and Brandon began to dance.  His body moved of its own accord as he twisted, turned, and gyrated through the routine.  He didn’t have to think; it was all muscle memory from doing the routine hundreds of times with Cindy.  After a couple of minutes, Brandon finished with a flourish.  
 
   Breathing hard, he smiled at the cheerleading coach.  
 
   “Great job,” she said.  “Really – outstanding.  Now – the cheer?”
 
   Brandon took a deep breath.  He’d been dreading that part of the tryout more than the dance – and not without reason.   He wasn’t great, and he knew it.  The problem stemmed from the reality that he was incredibly shy about his voice.  It was so high-pitched and feminine.  Never mind that the rest of him was just as bad; he had a bit of a block about his voice.
 
   It was all down to the fact that, since the transformation, he’d wanted to melt into the background, to hide.  From what, he didn’t know.  All he knew was that if he yelled, people would look…and what would they see?  
 
   A boi, he thought.  A pretty, feminine boi.  
 
   “Is there something wrong?” Miss Daniels asked.
 
   “No, ma’am,” he replied quickly.  “Just getting into the right frame of mind.”
 
   She nodded sagely – like she knew what was going through his mind, and said, “Take your time, hun.”
 
   I can do this, he thought.  What do I care what anyone thinks?  I can’t keep hiding.  This is who I am.
 
   Brandon cleared his throat, gathered his pompoms, and got into position.  His hands on his hips, feet spread shoulder-width apart, he began.  
 
   The moves themselves were easy enough – especially after the dance routine.  The words, though…he had to concentrate so hard to keep the volume of his voice high.  
 
    
 
   Let’s go!  Let’s fight!  Let’s win tonight!
 
   Let’s go!
 
   Let’s fight!
 
   Let’s win!
 
   Let’s go.  Let’s fight!  LET’S WIN TONIGHT!
 
   Let’s go Wildcats!
 
    
 
   Brandon repeated the chant three different times, going through the prescribed motions.  He ended the cheer with a nearly perfect toe-touch. 
 
    Standing there, holding his pompoms, Brandon realized something:  he really did want to be a cheerleader.  Maybe it was his competitive spirit.  Perhaps it was the fact that he hadn’t had anything to fill the void that the lack of football had left in his life.  Or maybe he actually enjoyed it.  But he knew that he’d be devastated if he didn’t make the team.  
 
   You’re going to make it, he told himself as Miss Daniels dismissed him with a smile.  You’re going to be a cheerleader.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
    
 
   Two days later, Brandon stood outside of the girls’ locker room, waiting for Miss Daniels to post the results of the cheerleader tryouts.  
 
   “You’re going to make it,” Cindy said.  “I know it.”
 
   “You’ve said that like a thousand times,” Brandon replied.  “Why are you so nervous if you know I made it?”
 
   “I’m not nervous!”  she insisted.  “I’m excited.”
 
   “Sure,” Brandon said, seeing through her flimsy lie.  Brandon knew that he’d done well in his tryout, but he wasn’t sure if he’d done well enough to make the team.  Every time he found himself feeling good about his performance, a creeping doubt invaded his thoughts.  
 
   What if I missed a move? he’d wonder.  Or, he’d think, What if I wasn’t on time, and I didn’t even know it?  What if I wasn’t loud enough?  What if…what if…what if…
 
   Finally, after what felt like a torturous eternity, Miss Daniels showed up with a piece of paper.  
 
   “Back up, ladies,” she said.  “Let me through.”
 
   The crowd of hopeful cheerleaders parted.  Brandon was so nervous that he didn’t even notice that the woman had lumped him in with the girls.  
 
   Before posting the list, she turned to the crowd, and said, “I want to thank all of you for trying out.  Making this list took some of the most difficult decisions I’ve ever had to make.  You were all wonderful, and should be very proud of yourselves.  But there are only so many spots, as you know.  If I could take you all, I would.”
 
   Brandon wanted her to get to it.  If he was cut, he just wanted to know.  Rip it off like a band aid, he thought.
 
   “For those of you who are on this list,” Miss Daniels said.  “We will be having a meeting next Tuesday in my classroom after school.  For those of you who didn’t make it, please, keep working, and try again next year.  If you work hard, you can always improve.”
 
   Coach talk, Brandon thought.  He’d heard the same from Coach Downey hundreds of times.  
 
   Miss Daniels taped the list on the wall, and smiling, said, “Good luck.”
 
   As soon as she was out of the way, there was a mad rush to the list - almost forty girls trying to shove their way to the front.  Brandon and Cindy hung back, letting the crowd dissipate.  
 
   His heart went out to the girls who obviously hadn’t made it.  They went up to the list, a bounce in their step, only to walk way dejected and deflated.  A few, Brandon knew had never had a chance.  Others looked the part, but Cindy told him (in a running commentary) the inside scoop on why they hadn’t made it.
 
   “That’s Marie Chung,” Cindy said as one girl walked away from the list.  “Horrible rhythm.  Can’t dance to save her life.”
 
   Another girl, who Cindy identified as April Kane, approached the list.  Cindy described her as “all knees” – whatever that meant.  
 
   “Congratulations,” came a sneering voice.  Brandon turned, seeing Trisha Davidson, the co-captain of the squad.  She was tall, and dark haired, with green, almond-shaped eyes.  
 
   “Me?” Bandon asked.
 
   “Yes, you – but you already knew you made it, didn’t you?” she said.
 
   “No,” was Brandon’s answer.  “I just –”
 
   “As if it’s not enough that sissies like you are stealing our men, now you’re going to take cheerleading spots from deserving girls?” she said.  “What’s next?  You going to start having babies, too?”
 
   “Fuck you, Violet,” Cindy said.  “He’s got just as much right to be on the squad as anyone else.  So just mind your own business.”
 
   “Or what?” Violet asked.  “You gonna sic your big, bad boyfriend on me?  Please – this little bitch probably DOES want to have babies.  Don’t you, Brandy?”  
 
   “I-I…” Brandon stammered.  He wanted to tell her that he didn’t, that he was just as much of a man as he’d always been.  But standing there in a skirt and low-cut blouse put the lie to it as quickly as the thought crossed his mind.  
 
   “You know they can’t help it,” Cindy said.  “You’re just mad because Dean Savage got caught sucking Ramon’s cock the other day.  I guess your boyfriend likes bois a lot more than you do, huh?”
 
   “You fucking bitch,” Violet growled.  “I’m going to –”
 
   “I think it’s really brave,” said a newcomer who Brandon didn’t know.  “Not many bois would have the courage to embrace the changes like Brandy.  And –”
 
   “Shut up, Simone,” Violet said.
 
   “It is, though,” said another girl who Brandon vaguely remembered being named Tina.  “I think it’s great.”
 
   A few other girls agreed, clearly outnumbering the belligerent Violet.  “Fine,” she said.  “Whatever.  I don’t even care.”  She waved them off, and stalked down the hall.  
 
   After a few moments, Cindy said, “Well, Brandy – welcome to the cheerleading squad, I guess.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Cin,” Brandy said.  “I mean – will they even let us in?  I thought you had to be twenty-one.”
 
   “To drink, yeah,” Cindy answered.  “But you just have to be eighteen to get in, which we are.  Besides – I doubt they even card us.”
 
   Brandy didn’t know what to say.  He sat on Cindy’s bed as she rummaged through her closet, looking for the perfect outfit.  Her proposal was simple: he and the girls would celebrate making the squad by going out clubbing.  
 
   “I still don’t think –”
 
   “It’s just dancing,” Cindy said.  “It’s harmless.”
 
   Harmless, Brandy thought.  The prospect of letting off a little steam did sound good; he hadn’t had the comfort of a group of friends for a while – not since he’d lost his spot on the football team.  The lack had left quite a hole in his life – a fact which he hadn’t realized until Cindy had invited him to go out with the other girls.  
 
   But wanting friendship was very different than wanting to place himself in such a sexually charged situation.  He’d never really been to a dance club before, but he knew what sort of things happened there.  He knew what the expectations would be, and Brandy wasn’t quite ready to be ogled by horny men, much less felt up by them.  Still, Cindy wasn’t going to take “no” for an answer, and soon, she’d convinced Brandy to come, which was how he found himself dressed in a criminally short, red dress.  
 
   They stood outside of the club – which was a plain building with a heavy, metal door attended by a behemoth of a black man with a shaved head and immaculately trimmed goatee.  One look at the group of cheerleaders, and the doorman waved them through.  They hadn’t even had to stand in line.  
 
   Brandy didn’t hear the chatter from his fellow cheerleaders as they went into the club.  Even without the thumping dance music, he wouldn’t have paid them any attention.  No – he was too preoccupied with his first foray into a real social situation as a boi.  To say he was anxious would be a vast understatement.
 
   Cindy must have picked up on it, because she leaned close, saying, “I’ll stay close to you, okay?  We’ll just dance together.”
 
   Brandy nodded, following her to the dance floor.  The other girls followed suit, and soon, they were all dancing together.  After a couple of songs, though, they all started drifting away, going their own way, and it wasn’t long before it was just Brandy and Cindy surrounded by strangers.  
 
   To his surprise, though, Brandy lost himself to the music, letting his newfound moves shine through.  He moved with a fluidity he never knew he possessed, and he started to get his fair share of attention from the surrounding men.  
 
   Brandy felt a strong hand on his rear, and almost jumped.  
 
   What do I do?  What the fuck do I do? he thought, still dancing.  Without thought, Brandy pushed back, grinding his ass against the man, and was rewarded by the unmistakable feeling of a hardening cock.  The big man’s hands roamed all over Brandy’s tight body as they danced.  
 
   It didn’t take long before Brandy turned around, and put his arms around the man’s neck.  He was a fairly light-skinned black man who had the thin, wiry body and huge shoulders of a basketball player.  As the song came to a close, Brandy’s dance partner leaned in, saying, “Come with me.”
 
   Brandy obeyed, letting himself be led to the back of the club, towards the bathrooms.  Brandy was a little surprised to see that there were three of them – one for women, another for men, and finally, one for bois.  The black man went straight for the bois’ bathroom, and led Brandon inside.  
 
   “Everyone out,” he said, his deep voice echoing in the space.  The two bois who’d occupied the bathroom scattered.  Once they were gone, the man introduced himself as “Jim.”
 
   Brandy couldn’t answer.  Though butterflies danced in his stomach, he had no doubts about what he wanted.  He reached up, and slipped the strap of his dress off of his shoulder.  He let it fall to the ground.  Standing bare-chested in front of the big man, Brandy felt small but powerful.  He knew that the man wanted him, that he could get almost anything he wanted from him.  
 
   Brandy barely even noticed the dirty bathroom – the graffiti on the walls, the broken tiles, the mildewed sinks.  There simply wasn’t room in his mind to notice such mundane details.  
 
   Jim didn’t waste any time, his rough tongue darting out to caress Brandy’s erect nipples.  It felt so good, sending tingles of pleasure throughout Brandy’s body.  
 
   Brandy’s hands wandered down to Jim’s crotch, and he began massaging the man’s big cock through his trousers.  Soon, Brandy had them unbuttoned and unzipped.  He reached past the waistband of Jim’s underwear, and felt his very first cock.  It was so warm, alive in ways his trusty dildo could never be.  And it was so much heavier than he’d imagined.  
 
   Brandy wrapped his diminutive hand around Jim’s dick.  He pulled it out as Jim leaned in, kissing him deeply, passionately.  Jim’s fingers continued to manipulate the bois’ nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger.  The cock got harder and harder until Brandy knew what to do.
 
   He dropped to his knees, and stared at the huge member.  It was easily ten inches long, and as thick as a soda can.  Brandy started with Jim’s balls, licking and kissing them.  He could smell the man’s sweat, feel the heat, but he liked it.  It tasted like a man should taste.  He worked up the shaft with tiny, teasing kisses until finally, he reached the head.  Wrapping his lips around the monster, he tongued it for a moment before trying to take it all in.  He was unsuccessful, barely getting it a quarter of the way down.  But that didn’t stop him from trying.  He sucked and kissed.  Licked and caressed – all with the supreme knowledge that he was the author of Jim’s pleasure.  It was a sort of power he never expected.
 
   Brandy looked up as he sucked, seeing Jim’s pleasure dancing on his face.  Up and down, Brandy’s head bobbed until Jim said, “I’m about to cum!” and pulled out.
 
   Brandy’s hands went to work, jacking the man off until he came, spraying warm, thick semen all over Brandy’s face.  Some got into his mouth, but he didn’t mind.  It tasted salty.  
 
   Just then, the door opened up, and Brandy heard Cindy call out, “Brandy?  Are you in here?  Melanie is sick and –”
 
   She stopped mid-sentence as she took in the scene – her former boyfriend with his face covered in cum, kneeling while grasping a big, black cock.  
 
   “S-sorry…” she said, turning on her heel, the door swinging shut behind her.
 
   “Cindy!” he called, but it was too late.  She’d already gotten out of earshot.  “Oh God,” he said.  “I-I…um…I have to go, okay?”
 
   Jim shrugged.  He’d gotten what he wanted, after all.  He pulled his pants up without saying a word, and left.  
 
   As Jim left, Brandy quickly pulled his dress back on, finally noticing the disgusting state of the bathroom’s floor.  He bent over the sink, cleaning the semen off of his face, and smearing his makeup in the process.  Frustrated, he fixed it as best he could, and left the scene of his first sexual encounter with a man.
 
   He found Cindy outside the club, sitting on the hood of his Honda Civic.  
 
   “W-was that your first?” she asked as Brandon approached.  He nodded.  “But you still like girls, right?”
 
   Brandy didn’t know what to say.  Eighteen years of social expectation battled new desires as he replied, “I-I think so.  I don’t know.  I mean – it’s just all happening so fast.  It’s so confusing.  We were dancing, and it felt so good.  So right.  And then we were in the bathroom, and I knew what he wanted.  And I wanted it too.  But I’m not…that’s not…I just don’t know…”
 
   He felt the tears coming, and turned away.  “I’m sorry.  I really am.  I didn’t meant…”
 
   The creak of his car told Brandy that Cindy had gotten off of the hood.  A second later, she put her arm around him.  “It’s okay.  I know that it’s hard.  I’ve read a lot about this, and what you’re going through is normal.”
 
   “It is?” Brandy asked, the tears still streaming.
 
   “That’s what everyone says,” Cindy replied.  “And like you said, it felt right, didn’t it?”
 
   “I-I guess,” Brandy responded.  
 
   “Look,” Cindy said, moving in front of her former boyfriend.  She lifted his chin so that he could look her in the eye.  “I won’t tell anyone.  You know that, right?”
 
   “Y-you’re not mad?” Brandy asked.
 
   “Of course not,” she said.  “I get it.  I really do.  He was really hot, and well…you need to get a little more self-control, but I don’t blame you.  And that cock of his was a real monster, wasn’t it?”
 
   Brandon nodded, recognizing that she was trying to mitigate the awkwardness by injecting a little humor into the situation.  He rewarded her efforts with a slight giggle, saying, “I could barely fit it into my mouth – and that was just the head.”
 
   “C’mon,” Cindy said.  “Let’s get you home so you can get cleaned up.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A few weeks after the school year ended, cheerleading camp started.  It was held at Southern Indiana University, and the cheerleaders were put up in an unused dormitory.  Brandy found himself as Cindy’s roommate.
 
   The night of their arrival, Cindy said, “You know, I requested that you be my roommate.”
 
   Brandy had just finished unpacking for their week-long stay, and lay on the bed, clad only in a pair of plain, white panties and a tight tank top. 
 
   Belly-down on the thin-mattress, his feet were in the air.  He said, “That was nice of you.  At least we’re comfortable together.”
 
   “It wasn’t just about comfort,” she said sorting through her bag.  “I’ve been thinking about something.”
 
   “What’s that?” Brandy asked.
 
   “I know we aren’t really together anymore,” she explained.  “And I think I know why.”  
 
   Cindy pulled a purple dildo from her bag.  It was attached to some sort of harness.  Even though he recognized it for what it was, Brandy asked, “What’s that?”   His voice was slightly surprised.
 
   “You know exactly what it is,” Cindy said.  “I was just thinking that, you know…we do still like each other, and…well…with this, we can do stuff together like we did before.  I mean, I know we only did it once, but there’s a reason I waited until we met.”
 
   “So you want to use…that?” Brandy asked, pointing to the strap-on dildo.  “On me?” 
 
   “Oh…I mean, I guess,” Cindy said.  “If you want me to wear it…”
 
   She wanted me to wear it, Brandy thought.  God – why am I so stupid?  Of course she wanted me to wear it.
 
   “I can wear it…” Brandy said.  “If that’s what you want.”
 
   “N-no,” Cindy responded.  “I’ll wear it.  It makes more sense this way, I guess.”
 
   What the hell is that supposed to mean? Brandy wondered.  Then, he thought, You know exactly what it means.  She’s more of a man than you are, stupid.  
 
   “So…um…how do we do this?” Brandy asked.  “I mean – do you want me to –”
 
   She was already stepping into the harness as she said, “Just get on the bed.  Yeah – on all fours.  And I’ll get some lube, and –”
 
   Feeling himself getting excited, Brandy said, “I won’t need lube.”
 
   “Are you sure?” was her response.
 
   Brandy nodded.  “It gets wet enough down there.  Another side-effect, I guess.”
 
   As Cindy finished strapping the dildo on, Brandy got on all fours.  The bed squeaked as he shifted himself into position, burying his face in the thin mattress, and pushing his rear end into the air.  Despite his initial hesitation, Brandy practically quivered in anticipation.  
 
   Cindy positioned herself behind him, and groped his tiny, rock-hard penis.  “You ARE excited, aren’t you?”   Brandy moaned in response as her hand moved from his penis to his anus.  He felt her slip a finger into his slippery hole.  
 
   Brandy pushed his ass further into the air, saying, “C’mon – f-fuck me.”
 
   And she did.  The strap-on slid in easily; Brandy had been playing with his own dildo for months, after all.  Cindy, for her part, was extremely enthusiastic – maybe even rough – as she fucked her former boyfriend’s ass.  
 
   “Fuck me!  Fuck me!  Harder!  Harder!” Brandy screamed with each thrust.  
 
   And Cindy responded by saying things like, “Yeah – take it bitch,” and “You like that big cock, don’t you!   Tell me you want it!  Tell me you like that big cock!”
 
   It was over far too soon for Brandy; he’d only cum once, after all.  But they had to be up early for workouts.  He fell asleep thinking of what it might feel like to have a real cock in his ass.  
 
   Cheerleading camp was much more fun than Brandon could have expected.  Each day, he learned new dances, new cheers, and even tried his hand at gymnastics.  All of the counselors proclaimed him a natural, and he picked everything up very quickly.  At night, he and the other girls would hang out, and with the exception of Violet, they became quite close.  And once they went back to their individual dorms, he and Cindy would get the strap-on out, and have a little fun before bed.  
 
   By the end of the camp, both he and Cindy had been offered scholarships by the university.  They weren’t full scholarships, but they would go a long way to making it possible for Brandy to attend college.  He knew it was going to be a lot of hard work, but he was excited.
 
   All in all, he was sad to see cheerleading camp end.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
    
 
   Over the summer, the world seemed to adjust to the new social structure, and a new version of normality began to assert itself.  Before the summer was out, governments all over the world had passed laws equating women and bois – meaning that they were required to use the same facilities and were subject to the same indecent exposure laws.  In addition, the U.S. President issued an executive order, annulling all marriages between white males and women – a rare instance where the President’s actions were met with nearly universal approval.  There were exceptions, of course, but they were in the minority.  The reality was that the courts simply couldn’t handle the number of divorces being filed.  
 
   Eventually, the world’s population began to settle into their new roles.  It wasn’t perfect, of course – women, in particular, seemed to get the short end of the stick.  With the ratio of men to potential partners being skewed so radically, some women, like the cheerleader Violet, began to resent their new competition.  Still, after the initial shock (and a few riots, murders, and social disturbances) the vast majority of people accepted the world as it had become.  
 
   As for Brandy, the summer passed without much incident (except that he wore his first bikini).  A few weeks after cheerleading camp ended, he and Cindy decided that their relationship worked better without sex being thrown into the mix, and their sessions with the strap-on fell by the wayside.  However, they continued to be close friends, even throughout the following school year.  
 
   As the first Friday of football season dawned, Brandy found himself quite nervous.  He was staring at himself in Cindy’s mirror as he said, “And you’re sure it’s not too short?”
 
   “For the hundredth time,” Cindy said as she zipped up her own skirt.  “It’s supposed to fit like that, and you know it.  That’s how a cheerleading skirt is meant to look.”
 
   As he toyed with the hem of his skirt, Brandy wasn’t convinced.  “Are you sure –”
 
   “Look, Brandy,” Cindy said.  “I know you’re nervous.  I do.  But you shouldn’t be.  It’s going to be okay.  You know all the cheers, and your tumbling is really coming along.  You’re going to be great.”
 
   “You think so?” Brandy asked.
 
   “I do,” Cindy replied.  “I really do.”
 
   That day, the whole school was abuzz with anticipation.  They were, after all, the defending state champions.  For Brandy, it felt like a century since he’d caught the winning touchdown pass.  It was so surreal, prancing around the school in his cheerleading uniform.  It was similar to how he’d felt wearing his football jersey, but so very, very different, but he couldn’t explain the difference.  It just was.
 
   That night, the football team won – cheered on by a flawless squad of enthusiastic cheerleaders.  After the game, Brandy was approached by Deandre.  
 
   “Hey,” he said, still wearing his football equipment.  He looked so much bigger than Brandy remembered.  “How’re you doing?  With everything, I mean.  The change.”
 
   “G-good,” Brandy replied.  
 
   Deandre had taken over Brandy’s position, and had performed admirably.  He’d had eight catches for well over a hundred yards and three touchdowns.  “You played a really good game,” Brandy said.
 
   “Thanks,” Deandre said.  “I was just wondering – do you maybe want to hang out later?  I know it’s late, and –”
 
   “Sure!” Brandy said without thinking.  “I mean…if you want to, yeah.”
 
   “Great – how about an hour and a half from now?” he asked.  “I’ll pick you up, okay?  Unless you want to drive that old beat-up Civic.”
 
   “N-no…I…um…I’ll see you then,” Brandy said.  “An hour and a half, right?”
 
   “Yeah – great,” Deandre said.  “We can catch up.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-One
 
    
 
    
 
   “He likes you,” Cindy said, sitting on Brandy’s bed.  There were discarded clothes littering the floor, and bras hanging from just about every doorknob in the room.  The pictures of scantily clad women were gone, and the walls were bare, but for a cork-board collage featuring the cheerleading squad members.  “Like, like-like.”
 
   “Shut up,” Brandy said, not for the first time, as he pushed through his clothes.   He’d discarded his cheerleading uniform, and was clad only in a pair of purple boy shorts with pink, lace trim.  “We’re just friends, okay?  How many times do I have to tell you that?”
 
   Cindy sighed, getting off of the bed.  She pushed past the boi, and selected a pair of short, jean shorts.  Then, she found a cute black cami decorated with a scattering of shimmering beads.   She handed them to Brandy, saying, “There – that’ll make an impression.”
 
   Fingering the flimsy material of the top, Brandy said, “You don’t think it’s too revealing?”
 
   “No,” Cindy said flatly.  
 
   “Should I wear a bra?” was Brandy’s next question.
 
   “Nope,” Cindy replied.  
 
   Brandy took Cindy’s word for it, and quickly dressed, finishing off the outfit with a pair of open-toed sandals.  
 
   Casual but sexy, Brandy thought, looking in the mirror.  Perfect.
 
   “So – are you going to let him fuck you?” asked Cindy.  
 
   “What?  No – of course not,” Brandy answered.  “I don’t –”
 
   The doorbell rang, cutting Brandy off.  “I…um…well…”
 
   “I’ll let myself out after you two have gone, okay?” Cindy offered.
 
   “Thanks,” Brandy said, already shooting down the stairs.  He flung the door open to see Deandre poised in mid-knock.  Had he always been so handsome?  With refined cheekbones, a strong jaw, and those dreamy brown eyes…
 
   “Oh – hey,” Deandre said.  “I was beginning to think that you weren’t going to answer.”  As if suddenly noticing Brandy’s attire, he said, “Wow – you look great.”
 
   “Oh, this?” Brandy said.  “More for comfort than anything.  But thank you.”
 
   “So – are you ready?”  Deandre asked.
 
   “Sure.  Let me grab my purse,” he said, then added, “Where are we going?”
 
   “I thought maybe we’d just go to my place and hang out,” Deandre said.  “It’s too late to really go out, you know.  And we can watch a move or something if you want.”
 
   “Sounds good,” Brandy said, and Deandre led the boi to his car.  “New car?” 
 
   Deandre nodded, holding the door of a brand new Dodge Challenge open.  It was black with red racing stripes.  “Don’t tell anyone, but one of the boosters at SIU sold it to my dad for almost nothing.  They didn’t say it outright, but you know how that goes.  They want me to sign with them.”
 
   “Are you going to?” Brandy asked, sliding into the car.
 
   Deandre shrugged.  “I don’t know.”
 
   He quickly circled the car, and got into the driver’s seat.  He pushed a button, and the muscle car roared to life.  “I kind of have to, I guess.  And they’re really good, anyway.  That’s where you’re going, right?” he asked.
 
   Brandy nodded.  “They gave me a scholarship for cheerleading.”
 
   “Yeah – I saw you out there today,” Deandre said.  “You’re really good, you know.”
 
   “That’s sweet,” Brandy said.  “But I’ve got a long way to go.  I still haven’t gotten the hang of my back tuck, yet.”
 
   “You will,” Deandre said.
 
   Like you even know what that is, Brandy thought, but he chose not to call the football player on his comment.  
 
   They continued to chat about college on the way to Deandre’s house.  By the time they arrived, Brandy knew that Deandre wanted to major in biology (despite his father’s insistence that he should major in something less difficult so that he could focus on football), and Brandy had revealed that he wanted to study photography.
 
   “I’ve been taking a LOT of pictures lately,” Brandy said.  “And I think I’m pretty good, you know.  It’d be kind of cool to make a living doing that.  But I might just minor in photography.  I don’t really know yet.”
 
   They soon found themselves on the couch in Deandre’s basement, watching a movie.  It was an old kung fu flick – the sort they’d watched together growing up.  
 
   Suddenly, Deandre stopped the movie, and turned to Brandy.  “We need to talk about something,” he said.  His tone was dead-serious.
 
   “W-what’s up?” Brandy asked.
 
   “Why is this the first time we’ve hung out since the end of last football season?” he asked.  “I kept my distance, thinking you needed time to adjust, but then, it was like we’d never even been friends.  You went your way, and I went mine.”
 
   “I-I’m not sure,” Brandy admitted.  “At first, I was scared.  I didn’t want anyone to see what was happening, and then…it just felt awkward, you know?  I mean – look at me.  Do you know fucking awkward I feel right now?”
 
   “What do you mean?” Deandre asked.
 
   “You know exactly what I mean,” Brandy said.  “Before all of this, you wouldn’t have told me how great I look, and –”
 
   “But you do look great!” Deandre insisted.
 
   “Thank you, but that’s my point,” Brandy said.  “We can’t just be normal friends anymore.  I’m not saying we can’t be friends – I hope we can – but I see how you look at me.  And being this close to you…”
 
   “But we grew up together,” Deandre stated.  “We’ve been best friends since middle school, and –”
 
   “Can’t you see that I’m not that person anymore?” Brandy asked.  “Sure – I like some of the old stuff.  Kung fu movies, pizza, even football…but I like other stuff now too.  Clothes, cheerleading, dance…I’m a very different version of the person you knew last year.”
 
   Deandre was silent for a moment before saying, “It’s like saying that men and women can’t really be friends, right?”
 
   “Yeah, and –”
 
   “So why can’t we just be together,” Deandre asked.  When Brandy looked at him a little funny, he said, “You can’t seriously expect me to believe you haven’t thought about it.  I know I have.  Why not, though?  Why not us?  We’re already friends – or at least we were.  And we share interests.  And I know we find one another attractive.  So –”
 
   “What makes you think I find you attractive?” Brandy asked.
 
   “Don’t you?”  Deandre responded.  Brandy’s only reaction was to blush.  Deandre continued, “So what’s missing from that equation?  Why can’t we give it a shot?”
 
   “I don’t know,” was Brandy’s honest answer.
 
   “Then let’s do it,” asked Deandre.
 
   Why not? Brandy wondered.  He’d long since abandoned his old notions of sexuality; he was firmly entrenched in his new orientation, and had come to grips with the fact that he was attracted to men – almost exclusively.  And Deandre was a really good-looking guy with a bright future.  And they did share many of the same interests…
 
   “So how do we do this?” Brandy asked, making up his mind.  “Do we, like, go out on dates?  Do you give me your letterman jacket?”
 
   “Don’t you already have one of your own?” Deandre asked, smiling.
 
   “That’s not my point,” Brandy said.  “Seriously – what do you want to –”
 
   Before Brandy could finish his sentence, Deandre’s lips connected with his own, and they sank into a deep kiss.  All thoughts of the future faded as Brandy gave himself over to his new man’s embrace.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Two
 
    
 
    
 
   That year, Brandy and Deandre were nearly inseparable.  Their shared friendship and long history had laid the foundation for a true, loving relationship.  The football season passed in what seemed like a flash, with the team making it all the way to the state’s championship game.  Unlike the previous year, they fell a little short, however.  
 
   The rest of the school year passed without much incident, except to say that the new social order became more solidly entrenched.  On National Signing Day, Deandre gave his commitment to SIU – not so much for football reasons, but rather so he and Brandy could remain together.  
 
   After they’d graduated (and the summer that followed), the two were already making plans for marriage.  In the week before Deandre was supposed to report for fall practice, the two were eating lunch at a trendy café.  They sat across from one another, with Brandy eating a Greek salad while Deandre had a huge turkey sandwich.  
 
   “Seriously, though – what about kids?” asked Brandy.  “Doesn’t that bug you, that we’ll never have them?”
 
   Deandre shrugged.  “I don’t care, Brandy.  I really don’t.  I love you, not some future that may or may not ever happen.  Kids.  No kids.  That doesn’t affect you and me and how we feel about each other.”  
 
   “But –”
 
   “And besides, I read the other day that they’ve developed a way for bois to have babies,” Deandre said.  “I’m not sure how it works, but they said it should be ready for the public within a couple of years.  So – problem solved, right?”
 
   “It won’t really be ours, though,” Brandy said.  “Two sperms can’t make a baby.”
 
   “Then we’ll get an egg donor,” was Deandre’s response.  “Your sperm or mine, it doesn’t matter.  Look – we’ll get through whatever’s thrown our way.”  He put his hands on Brandy’s.  “You know that, right?  We love each other.  The rest of it is just details.  Hell – we can always adopt.  God knows there are enough kids out there that need homes.”
 
   “I guess,” Brandy said, seemingly placated.
 
   “But we have to get married first, right?” Deandre said.  “That’s the first step.  After that, we can tackle the baby issue.”
 
   “First of all, you haven’t asked me properly,” Brandy said.  “And second, you just assume I’m going to say, ‘yes’.”
 
   “I’ll ask when the time’s right,” Deandre responded.  “But I WILL ask.  And you’re going to say ‘yes.’  We both know it.”
 
   “Pretty confident there, aren’t you?” Brandy said.
 
   Deandre grinned.  “I know you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Three
 
    
 
    
 
   The beginning of the semester came and went, and Brandy found that he wasn’t seeing nearly as much of Deandre as he’d have liked.  With his cheerleading and Deandre’s demanding football schedule, it was difficult finding a free moment – especially considering that neither of them had chosen an easy course load.
 
   Against his father’s wishes, Deandre had decided on biology as his course of study.  Brandy had chosen to major in Art History with a minor in Photography.  While he knew it wasn’t the most practical approach to school, he’d decided that if he was going to do the whole college thing, he’d do it the way he wanted.  
 
   The semester went on, and football season went with it.  Game days were particularly stressful.  Knowing that Deandre was out there, and at any moment, he could be gravely injured was absolutely nerve wracking.  Even as he cheered alongside the other girls, he couldn’t get the idea that Deandre’s future was one injury way from being wrecked.  
 
   Brandy did find, however, that he was a magnet for the other football players’ attentions.  As the only boi on the squad, he was seen as a bit of a curiosity.  Given that bois had developed a bit of a reputation (for being quite insatiable), it wasn’t surprising.  So Brandy flirted with them lightly, but he never let it go further. Soon, they all realized that Brandy didn’t have eyes for anyone but Deandre, and the flirting stopped.  
 
   The season went on and on, and the wins kept piling up until they made it into the National Championship game – which they won by a very slim margin.  What’s more, Deandre even caught the go-ahead touchdown pass.
 
   After the game, Brandy raced onto the field.  After wading through the crowd, he found Deandre, and jumped into his strong arms, kissing him deeply.
 
   “Tonight,” Brandy said.  
 
   Deandre lowered him to the ground, stunned.  “But you said you didn’t want to until we got –”
 
   “Tonight, Brandy repeated.  “In my hotel room.”
 
   “But –”
 
   He didn’t have the opportunity to finish his sentence, as he was bombarded by a gaggle of reporters.  Even as he answered questions about his game-winning catch, he watched Brandy walk away, his ass swaying seductively.
 
   Brandy knew why Deandre was so confused.  Brandy had been adamant that they wouldn’t have sex before they were married, and as difficult as it had been, they’d held to it.  He was determined to break the stereotype; he wasn’t going to be that kind of boi.  The furthest they’d gone was Deandre getting a blowjob, and that was confined to rare, special occasions.  
 
   But Brandy had decided on the spot that tonight was the night.  He didn’t know if it was the adrenaline from watching Deandre win a game, or if he’d just decided it was the time.  Either way, he was committed.  And he couldn’t have been more excited.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Brandy lay on the bed, wearing his most expensive lingerie – a black teddy with matching stockings.  Cindy had helped him pick it out, and Brandy couldn’t help but feel that it might be a little too much.  Rationally, he knew that Deandre wouldn’t care what he was wearing, but that didn’t stop him from fretting over his hair, makeup, and lingerie.  
 
   It was well after midnight when Deandre pushed open the door.  
 
   “Hey, you,” Brandy said as Deandre closed the door behind him.  He could see the tent forming in Deandre’s track pants.  
 
   “Are you sure you want to do this?” Deandre asked.  
 
   “So gallant,” Brandy purred.
 
   “I’m serious,” the man said.  “I want to, but if you’re not ready, I can wait.  I’ll always wait for you.”
 
   “I’m sure,” Brandy said, rising from the bed.  He quickly crossed the room, and reached up to wrap his arms around Deandre’s neck.  Looking up into Deandre’s eyes, he said, “More sure than anything I’ve ever done.”
 
   Deandre didn’t need any other assurances.  He kissed Brandy with a ferocity that was almost frightening in his intensity.  He picked Brandy up, and the boi wrapped his legs around the bigger man, reveling in the close proximity of his hardening cock.  Soon, Brandy felt the wall at his back.  
 
   With the wall bearing the brunt of Brandy’s scant weight, Deandre had a free hand, which he used to push his pants down, freeing his engorged member.  Pushing aside the teddy’s thong, Brandy cleared the way, and Deandre’s cock plunged deep inside of his eager ass.  
 
   Oh God! Brandy thought.  It’s so much better than the dildo!
 
   Deandre buried his dick inside Brandy with a grunt, and using the wall for leverage, began pumping in and out of him.  Brandy screamed with pleasure, caring little for whether or not the hotel’s other patrons could hear him.  
 
   That night, they fucked in all sorts of positions, but Brandy preferred being taken from behind, with his head buried in the pillow.  Maybe it was his first experience with the dildo that colored his preference; or maybe it was the fact that Deandre fucked him with such primal need that the animalistic position seemed appropriate.  
 
   A couple of hours later, Brandy lay in Deandre’s arms, exhausted and glowing with the magic of his first real sexual encounter.  Certainly, he’d had sex before – with Cindy and other girls before the change – but that had been another life.  That had been a different, dreamlike world.  No – the relationship he and Deandre shared was real – perhaps the only real thing he’d ever experienced.
 
   “Brandy Hayes,” Deandre whispered, his moist breath warm in Brandy’s ear.  “Will you marry me?”
 
   “Yes,” Brandy said.  “A million times, yes.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
   “Justice Creek?” asked Senator Desmond Dean.  “What the fuck is Justice Creek?”
 
   “I grew up here, Senator,” Dr. Omar Bell stated.  “And like I just said, it – or the events I experienced here, rather – made me the man I am today.”
 
   The limousine rolled forward, and soon, Dean began to see evidence of civilization.  They passed a run-down filling station, a dilapidated restaurant, and a huge, plantation-style mansion that looked abandoned.  
 
   “So what happened?” Dean asked.  “Why is everything abandoned?”
 
   “Oh – it’s not abandoned, Senator,” Bell stated.  “The outskirts of town have been, yes, but that was an unavoidable necessity.  Being in close proximity to the security web simply isn’t safe.  These areas had to be evacuated.”
 
   “Security web?  What the hell are you –”
 
   “I couldn’t let them escape, you see,” Bell explained.  “So I had a security system built – similar to those proximity shock collars lazy pet owners use.  The problem is that the signal fluctuates based on terrain and weather.  I couldn’t have them close enough to set off the…ah…system.”
 
   “What the fuck are you talking about, Bell?” Dean asked.  “Shock collars?”
 
   “Well – I didn’t use collars, of course,” Bell said.  “That would be insane.”  Relieved, Dean breathed deeply.  “No – I implanted microscopic chips in their spines that will explode if they come to close to the boundary.”
 
   Shocked into silence, Dean had no response.  
 
   Finally, he said, “Are you saying that –”
 
   “Yes,” Bell interrupted.  “I’ve been holding an entire town hostage.  For close to twenty years now, too.  I think you’ll be quite pleased with the results.”
 
   What the hell have I gotten myself into? Dean wondered.  I knew he was a little crazy, but…he’s fucking insane.  
 
   “We’ll be there in a few minutes,” Dr. Bell said.  “I think you’ll be very impressed with what I’ve accomplished.”
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