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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   Jesse sat in his favorite chair, a beer in one hand while a hot blonde coed grinded on his lap.  He looked around, seeing the rest of the party going strong while his best friend, Chuck, received a similar treatment from a nameless brunette.  The music thumped as inebriated party-goers danced, the alcohol sloshing from red Solo cups as they moved.  Out of the corner of his eye, Jesse saw a few of his fraternity brothers trying to play beer pong while a couple of girls tried to distract them.  He smiled.
 
   Just another Pi Kappa Phi party, he thought.  
 
   An urgent kiss brought Jesse’s attention back to the blonde.  She wasn’t really all that pretty – maybe a seven at best – but she was drunk, willing, and, best of all, had great tits.  He’d never bothered to learn her name.  As her tongue invaded his mouth, he could taste the alcohol. 
 
   Pulling away, breathless and wearing the sort of smile only a truly drunk girl could muster, she hooked her fingers underneath her tight, pink shirt, and practically ripped it off.  She hadn’t bothered to wear a bra.  Even drunk as he was, Jesse knew he should stop her.  She’d no doubt regret her actions later; how could she not, given that she was topless in the middle of a fraternity party?  
 
   Not my problem, he thought, staring at her bare D-Cup breasts.  A small crowd began to gather as she continued to dance.  She straddled him, pushing the glorious orbs into his face while Jesse’s hands found her ass.  The crowd began to shout encouragement.
 
   “Yeah, baby – take it all off!” one of Jesse’s fraternity brothers said.  
 
   One of the other sorority girls yelled, “Get it girl!  Go Vickie!”
 
   It was all the encouragement Vickie needed.  She drunkenly began to put on a show, shaking her tits while she dry humped Jesse.  The growing crowd cheered as she rubbed her hands up and down her body, feeling her curves as she did her best imitation of a stripper.  
 
   The crowd’s enthusiasm built as it grew, and soon, they were calling for something more than a sexy dance.  Vickie obliged, climbing off of Jesse’s lap, exposing the tent in his pants.  Licking her lips, she knelt, and reached for his rock-hard cock.  She unzipped his blue jeans, eagerly pulling the thick member from its confines.  Lifting himself up, Jesse pulled his pants down to his ankles, leaving his dick complexly exposed and giving the girl free reign.  
 
   The crowd cheered as Vickie began to suck.  There was no foreplay.  No teasing.  And there wasn’t much technique.  It was a drunken blowjob, down and dirty to its core.  Jesse grabbed the girl’s hair while she bobbed up and down inexpertly.
 
   Is this her first fucking blowjob? Jesse wondered.  Or is she just that drunk?
 
   He knew it was probably the latter; after all, Vickie was on her knees sucking a perfect stranger’s cock while dozens of people watched and cheered.  That isn’t the sort of decision a sober person makes.  Jesse, for his part was just drunk enough that it didn’t matter.  He was horny, and she was willing.  To him, that was enough.
 
   After a few minutes, Jesse was ready.  He wanted to fuck her, and bad.
 
   Reaching down, Jesse hooked his hands under her arms, and picked her up.  All tits and ass, she couldn’t have weighed more than a hundred and twenty pounds.  Within moments, the little white shorts came off, and were tossed onto the dirty floor.  Soon after, her aqua colored thong joined the pile.  
 
   Once she was completely nude, Jesse sat back down, pulling the girl on top of him.  
 
   The crowd cheered again, but Jesse didn’t hear them.  It was just him and the girl, the crowd’s crude encouragement fading into the background.  
 
   Vickie lowered herself onto his cock, going slowly, gently.  Jesse let out a long breath as he entered her tight pussy.  And then she started to ride, bouncing up and down with reckless abandon.  She fed off of the gathered crowd’s cheers; it was like she was performing for their approval.  She threw her hand into the air like a cowgirl lassoing some unseen object.  Jesse slapped her ass to wild approval.  
 
   After a few minutes, they changed positions.  She bent over the arm of the chair while Jesse entered her from behind.  It didn’t take long for Chuck to find his way in front of her.  
 
   The two friends locked eyes, and Chuck shrugged.  It was as if he was saying, “Can’t blame me for trying.”
 
   Chuck pulled out his cock, and without missing a beat, Vickie hungrily wrapped her lips around it, sucking for all she was worthwhile Jesse fucked her from behind.  They gave one another a high five.
 
   Within a few minutes, Chuck came in the girl’s mouth.  She ate it greedily.
 
   After a while, Jesse and Vickie changed positions again.  The girl lay on her back, her legs splayed wide, while Jesse gave her every inch of his cock.  She moaned and screamed throughout while the crowd cheered her on.  Then, finally, Jesse pulled out, gave his cock a few quick pumps, and came on her stomach.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Jesse awoke slowly, feeling simultaneously hungover and quite satisfied with himself.  He’d left the girl passed out on the couch, knowing that she’d be gone well before morning.  They always were.  He smiled to himself, remembering the night’s activities.  Most people would have disappeared into another room before having sex, but Jesse, to put it lightly, was not most people.  He wasn’t ashamed; in fact, doing his business in front of a crowd was part of the draw.
 
   Whatever the case, he had no intention of examining his motives.  He was content to acknowledge that he liked what he liked – no questions or caveats, no explanations or mental explorations were necessary.  He simply wasn’t that sort of guy.
 
   His head pounded as he threw off his covers, and swung his legs off of the bed.  Reaching into his nightstand, he grabbed a couple of aspirin, and tossed them into his dry mouth.  He grabbed a bottle of water, and washed them down, draining the bottle in one go.  Rising, Jesse walked down the hall, and into the bathroom where he quickly washed his face.  Already, he was feeling better; the hangover wasn’t the worst he’d ever had (far from it), but it was more than a little noticeable.  
 
   After washing his face, Jesse trekked down the stairs, and into the kitchen where he found his buddy Chuck.  As he opened the refrigerator, and retrieved a carton of orange juice, Chuck groggily asked, “Crazy party, huh?” 
 
   Jesse nodded.  “Yeah.  Who were the girls?” he asked.
 
   “Some were Omega Pi.  A few were strippers Jeff met last week.  You saw the one with the huge tits, right?” Chuck asked.
 
   “The black girl?” Jesse responded, drinking the orange juice from the carton.
 
   Chuck nodded.  “Yeah – she works at that club we passed a few weeks ago.  Cookies ‘n Cream.  Remember?”
 
   “That run-down place in the ghetto?” Jesse asked.  “The one where you have to bring your own booze?”
 
   Again, Chuck nodded.  “That’s only ‘cause they can’t get fully naked if you serve alcohol.  But anyway, it cost Jeff like three-hundred bucks to get her to come.”
 
   “He overpaid,” Jesse stated.  “Look – I gotta run to the –”  
 
   He stopped mid-sentence.  
 
   Did my voice just crack?
 
   Jesse cleared his throat, and continued, “I’m going to the –”  
 
   What the fuck is going on?
 
   He cleared his throat again, but when he said, “What the hell is going on?” it hadn’t done any good.  The pitch of his voice had risen considerably, and sounded like nothing so much as a teenage girl’s.  
 
   Looking alarmed, Chuck said, “I don’t –”
 
   His voice had changed too!  
 
   After a few seconds of disorientation, they both said, “What’s going on here?” in unison. They sounded like a pair of frustrated girls.  
 
   It wasn’t long before they realized that all of the fraternity brothers had been similarly afflicted.  They all gathered in the common room, and a high-pitched din of slightly frightened conversation filled the air.
 
   Being the fraternity president, Jesse had little choice but to take charge.  While he was just as close to panic as the rest of the guys, he had a responsibility to his brothers.  He stood, saying, “Look guys.  Don’t panic.  We’ll figure this out, and we’ll get it fixed, okay?  It’s probably just someone leaking helium into the house or something, right?  It’s the sort of thing one of the other frats would do.”  
 
   Even he didn’t believe his explanation, but he had to show a brave face for the other guys.  “I’ll get on the internet to see if there’s some sort of bug going around or something.  And Jeff –” he pointed at the big, bearded brother –“he’s going to ask around to see if this is a prank.  The rest of you, just go about your business.  This is all going to be over soon, and we’ll laugh about it.”
 
   With that, he left the den, and mounted the stairs.  .  Once he was inside, he shut the door, locking it behind him.  
 
   Discarded clothes decorated the floor, and posters of busty women were plastered to the walls.  But he didn’t notice any of it; rather, his attention was focused completely on the problem at hand.  He hadn’t believed his explanation for one second.  Helium?  It was a silly thought.  No – there was something else at work, and he was determined to figure it out.  To that end, he sat down at his computer, went to his favorite search engine, and started to research the issue.
 
   It didn’t take him long to discover that men all over the world were experiencing a similar reaction, though it seemed to be limited to white males.  Most news sources attributed it to some crazy terrorist’s claims that he’d released a biological agent into the atmosphere a weak or two ago.
 
   How the hell did I not know about this?
 
   Though he asked himself the question, he knew the answer.  He barely paid attention to the news, preferring instead to focus on getting the most out of college life.  That left little room for the influence of the outside world.  
 
   The news sites made a point to assure their respective audiences that there was nothing to worry about, and that government scientists were working around the clock to solve the problem.  One female newscaster (all the men had taken “leaves of absence”) even likened it to a great practical joke.  
 
   Despite the fact that the news sites seemed to consider it a minor issue, Jesse was completely unconvinced.  Though he was a poor student, he was still a biology minor, and knew good and well that such changes weren’t to be taken lightly.  Knowing that, he deemed the problem a little more serious than the news sites had made it seem.  After all, he and the other guys in the fraternity sounded like girls; there was some serious science behind that.  
 
   After a little searching, he found the terrorist’s name (Omar Bell), and typed it into a search engine.  Once he’d typed it in, he quickly found out that Bell was a Nobel Prize-winning biochemist and a very outspoken (and militant) black man who had spent the last decade campaigning for reparations.  He’d been missing for nearly two years until he sent a letter to the major news networks, outlining his plan.  
 
   That letter 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 and 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 – more so 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 high 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,
 
               
 
   Dr. Omar Bell, Ph.D.
 
    
 
   Jesse sat at his computer, staring at the screen for nearly half an hour, thinking about the implications of the letter.  Then he re-read it, all the while trying to assure himself that the doctor’s claims weren’t possible.  It was just a crazy man with an unwarranted grudge.  
 
   Of course, Jesse knew the argument.  African Americans wanted the rest of the country to pay reparations to make up for the horror that was slavery.  Most rational people dismissed it as ludicrous to punish or reward people based on the actions of their ancestors.  But apparently, Dr. Bell wasn’t rational.  He was angry, intelligent, and motivated – a dangerous combination in the best of times.  
 
   After he pondered the issue for a few more minutes, he eased his six-foot-one, two-hundred-and-ten pound frame out of the chair.  He had a responsibility to tell the guys what was going on, as distasteful as it might be.  They needed to know the score.
 
   He called them into the common area to tell them the news – brutal honesty was his plan.  But as he faced them down, and saw their frightened faces, he decided not to scare them unnecessarily.  
 
   “The news thinks it’s just a big prank by a crazy scientists,” he said.  “They seem to think that the government will develop a solution within a couple of weeks.  So don’t worry.  It’ll be over soon.”
 
   With that, he turned, and went back upstairs to his room.  He sat on his unmade bed, and stared at the floor.  He was knee-deep in the implications of Bell’s plan when Chuck came into the room, and sat down at the desk.  
 
   “It’s worse than that, isn’t it?” Chuck asked.  Jesse looked up.  His friend was a bit smaller than Jesse, and had red hair to Jesse’s dark brown.  
 
   “What I said is true,” Jesse stated.
 
   “C’mon man,” Chuck responded.  “Tell me what’s really going on.  Or are you going to make me look it up myself?  There’s more to this, isn’t there?”
 
   Jesse nodded at the computer.  “Look at the article on my computer,” he instructed.
 
   Chuck moved the mouse, and the screensaver faded.  Bell’s letter was displayed prominently on the screen.  “What’s this?”
 
   “Just read it, okay?” Jesse said.
 
   The red-haired man did as he was told, turning his attention to the screen.  He shook his head as he was reading, and once he was finished, turned back around.
 
   “That’s crazy,” he said with a note of finality.  “None of it is even close to possible, right?”
 
   “Is it, though?” Jesse asked.  “I mean – really.  Listen to yourself.  Do you have any idea how difficult it would be to change someone’s voice like that?  And to do it across the whole goddamned world?  This guy’s for real.  A real, live genius.  And super crazy.  I know it’s impossible, but if anyone could make this happen, it would be Bell.”
 
   “So, what?” Chuck asked.  “You think this is all going to happen? What if it did?  What if we all changed like the letter said?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Jesse said, shrugging.  “Nothing would have to change, I guess.  We’d all be the same people, right?  Just smaller.  Why would anything have to change?”
 
   “We’d just keep on partying,” Chuck said, a nervous laugh chasing the statement.  It came out as a girlish giggle.
 
   Jesse grinned in spite of himself.  “Hell yeah, we would.  Nothing would change.  Nothing will change.”
 
   The two laughed for a few minutes, each trying to make light of the situation.  On the face of it, they were confident that their lives wouldn’t change one bit, even if the insane scientist had his way.  But underneath the false bravado was a deep sense of foreboding.
 
   “And you know we’d still get all the chicks,” Jesse finished.  Chuck agreed enthusiastically.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   A few weeks passed without much incident, or more notably, a cure for the curious change in voice pitch.  As a result, the fraternity began to sound much more like a sorority might.  The brothers’ formerly baritone laughs, jokes, and jibes had become feminine giggles, and high-pitched chatter filled the house.  Still, the human mind can wrap itself around any number of abnormal circumstances, and if those situations persist, some semblance of normality can assert itself.  In short, everyone began to grow used to the changes.  
 
   Jesse hummed a pop song to himself as he stepped out of the shower, his flip-flops slapping against the wet floor.  He rubbed his hand along his jawline, expecting to find a day’s worth of stubble, but to his surprise, it was perfectly smooth.  Another moment’s inspection, and he realized that his entire body had followed suit.  Alarmed, he looked into the shower, and saw clumps of hair collected at the drain.  
 
   Shit, he thought as he wiped the mirror so he could get a better look at himself.  What he saw confirmed his pervious assertion.  Aside from a thin strip directly above his penis, his skin was smooth and hairless.  While he had never been particularly hirsute, the utter lack of hair disturbed him.  
 
   Feeling more naked than he’d ever felt in his life (and for some reason, a little ashamed), Jesse quickly dried himself.  The rough towel felt harsh on his newly hairless skin.  Resolving to keep the new development to himself, he wrapped the towel around his waist, and retreated to the safety of his room.  
 
   Unluckily, Chuck sat at the desk playing a first-person shooter video game.  He looked up as Jesse closed the door, and after a quick glance, said, “You too, huh?” 
 
   “What?” Jesse asked.  
 
   “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Chuck responded, looking back at the computer screen.  “Don’t worry – I was the same way.  The hair – it’s all gone, isn’t it?  Legs, arms, chest…even your pubes, right?” Chuck asked like it was the most normal thing in the world.  Maybe it was, now.
 
   Jesse shook his head.  “No,” he said.  “I have a little left, just above my dick.  Like a strip.”
 
   “Seriously?” Chuck asked, laughing as he killed some nameless video game monsters.  “You have a landing strip?”
 
   Jesse shrugged.  “I guess so,” he replied.  
 
   “I guess it’s happening to everyone, then,” Chuck said.  “Me?  I’m smooth down there.  Like, no hair at all.  At least you got to keep something.”
 
   “It’s almost worse than it being completely bald, though,” Jesse said as he turned toward his dresser, and dropped the towel to the floor.  He quickly retrieved a pair of boxers, and slipped them up his now-smooth legs.  Absently, he noticed that they felt a bit looser than normal.  
 
   “I know what’ll make you feel better,” Chuck said, pushing himself away from the desk.  “We’re gonna have another party tomorrow night.  We’ll get those strippers back and everything.”  He rose, clapping Jesse on the shoulder.  “A little pussy makes everything better, right, buddy?”
 
   Despite his worry, Jesse couldn’t help but grin.  “Yeah.  Yeah, it does.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Jesse leaned back, watching the revelry unfold as the party escalated.  Within a few minutes, it was in full swing, and a few of the more inebriated sorority girls started to get wild.  
 
   They must be taking cues from the strippers, he thought, smiling to himself as he enjoyed the show.  One girl in particular caught Jesse’s eye.  She was absolutely gorgeous, with mocha skin, a body that curved in all the right places, and legs that never seemed to end.  She was tall – probably only a couple of inches under six feet – and athletic.  
 
   Her brown eyes locked onto his, and he knew she was interested.  She sauntered toward him, still moving in time with the thumping music, and Jesse set his beer on a well-worn coffee table.  
 
   “Hey, baby,” she said, her velvety voice cutting right to his core.  
 
   Jesse gave her a reverse nod, a slight backward jerk of the head, and responded, “Hey there, sexy.”  He’d tried to lower the pitch of his voice, suddenly aware of how feminine it sounded.  But it hadn’t cooperated; he sounded like a kid trying to imitate an adult.
 
   She didn’t seem to care (aside from a sly, amused smile), because she turned around, her perfect ass level with his eyes, and began to dance.  It wasn’t long before she was grinding it against his crotch.  Soon, his worries about his voice faded into the background as his hands took over, feeling every inch of her body.  
 
   “Let’s go somewhere more private,” she said, a promise in her voice.  
 
   Jesse shrugged.  “Why?” he asked.  “We can do it right here, right now.  Nobody minds.”  
 
   She was just drunk and uninhibited enough not to argue, and she straddled him.  Within seconds, their lips were locked together in a drunken kiss.  The make-out session lasted a few minutes before the combination of lust and alcohol took over, and she practically ripped her shirt off.  Her bra came next, revealing her perky breasts; however, Jesse didn’t really have time to enjoy the view, because she immediately hiked her skirt up, and pulled off her panties.  She twirled them on her extended finger for a long moment before tossing them into Jesse’s face.
 
   Eagerly, she reached down, and unzipped his fly. Within seconds, a crowd began to form. A beautiful, topless woman tends to draw quite a bit of attention.  Later, Jesse would discover that she was one of the strippers Jeff had hired.  Hooking her hands under the waist of his jeans, the girl dragged them down his legs.  
 
   Oh, fuck! Jesse thought, a sense of anxiety and shame flooding his mind.  Please get hard!  Please get hard!  
 
   His dick remained stubbornly soft, so the stripper reached down, and jerked it a few times.  The action did little good, and it remained flaccid.  Undeterred, the woman bent down, and wrapped her lips around it, sucking it expertly.  When that didn’t work either, Jesse’s anxiety became full-blown panic.
 
   Looking up at him with her big, beautiful brown eyes, she asked, “What’s wrong, baby?” 
 
   Jesse’s humiliation wouldn’t let him answer, and the woman climbed atop him, shoving her tits in his face as she dry humped him to no avail.  It took about thirty seconds for her to get frustrated, and climb off.
 
   “I-I’m s-sorry,” Jesse said, his voice making everything so much worse.  “This h-has never happened before.  I swear –”
 
   “Yeah,” she said, gathering her clothes.  “Right.  That’s what all of you say.”  As she walked away, Jesse heard her quite distinctly say, “Limp dick sissy.”
 
   It was more than Jesse could handle; he couldn’t move.  He couldn’t do anything except try to cover his flaccid manhood as he blushed bright red.  After a few seconds, the crowd dispersed, and Jesse mechanically dragged his pants up his smooth legs.  Before he knew it, he was mounting the stairs, trying to get to his room before the embarrassment overwhelmed him.  He slammed the door, and threw himself onto the bed.  
 
   Chuck soon followed, and said, “It’s okay, man. It happens, right?  You get drunk, and it won’t do anything.  Nobody thinks –”
 
   “I’m not drunk,” Jesse said, interrupting his friend.  He felt the beginnings of tears forming in the corners of his eyes.  “I-I’ve only had one beer.”
 
   “Look – it’s going to be fine,” Chuck said, trying unsuccessfully to sound upbeat.  “Nobody’s even going to remember this in the morning.  It happens.”
 
   Jesse sniffed loudly, and wiped the tears from his cheeks.  “I-I g-guess.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
   As time passed, Jesse couldn’t help but notice more changes.  Try as he might, he couldn’t ignore the reality of his situation, and nestled in the back of his mind was Dr. Bell’s threatening letter.  He (and everyone else) knew what was happening, but acknowledging it gave it credibility.  Believing it made it real.  
 
   Nothing, however, could mask the drastic height and weight loss.  While it didn’t happen all at once, it was still jarring.  Bit by bit, he was grew smaller each day, and by the time six weeks had passed, he’d lost nearly six inches in height and a little over sixty pounds.  
 
   More, though, his body (and the bodies of every other guy in the fraternity) was developing exactly as Dr. Bell had predicted.  His waist narrowed, his hips widened, and his rear end rounded out.  His shoulders narrowed, and he lost much of his muscle mass.  
 
   And then there was his once-proud member.  Before he’d begun to change, it had measured a respectable eight inches erect.  But now (on those rare occasions when it would actually cooperate), it was less than half that size.  
 
   The entire fraternity’s culture had shifted dramatically as their bodies changed.  They’d stopped throwing parties – partly out of embarrassment, but mostly because sex with a woman had become increasingly less likely.  Not only were they simply not that attractive to most women (except, perhaps, lesbians), but Jesse’s experience with the stripper had repeated itself with a few of the other fraternity brothers.  None were eager to relive that humiliation.  
 
   So, for the first time ever, the brothers of Pi Kappa Phi actually focused most of their attention on college’s intended purpose – going to class (in extremely baggy clothes) and learning.
 
   Fourteen weeks after Bell’s letter revealed the doctor’s plan, the changes abruptly stopped.  It was on a morning soon after that Jesse found himself staring at his naked form in a full-length mirror.  Twisting, he looked at his rear end; it was an ass any woman would be proud to have.  It was perky and round with just enough jiggle.  
 
   Taking a deep breath, Jesse stepped onto the scales, and read his weight aloud, “A hundred and four pounds.”  He shook his head at the loss of his once-manly physique.  
 
   He grabbed a pencil from a nearby desk, backed himself up to the doorframe, and made a mark over his head.  Turning, he saw similar marks running along the door frame.  He measured from the floor to the newest marking, and quickly saw that he’d dropped another few inches, leaving his height at five feet, three inches.  
 
   Without hesitation, Jesse wrapped the tape measure around his waist, and saw that it was twenty-two inches.  He did the same with his hips, which measured thirty-two inches.  Finally, he measured his penis, and was disappointed to see that it was less than two inches long, flaccid.  
 
   He looked into the mirror again, and barely recognized himself.  While the transformation of his body was disconcerting, the most troubling development was the alteration of his face.  It was just familiar enough to be recognizable, but different enough to make him question that recognition.  It was like looking at a younger sister (if he’d had one).  
 
   He sighed, finally admitting to himself that Bell had made good on his threats.  
 
   Jesse was still staring at himself in the mirror when Chuck walked in.  The other boy was wearing a pair of insanely baggy jeans held up by a comically cinched belt.  The effect was that Chuck looked like a red-haired, pre-teen girl wearing her father’s clothes.  Still, Chuck hadn’t been hit quite as hard as Jesse had.  While Chuck’s proportions were similarly transformed (as was his facial structure), he was a good three or four inches taller than Jesse.
 
   “Oh…” Chuck said, trying to avert his eyes as Jesse pointlessly tried to cover himself by blocking his chest with an arm while covering his genitals with his other hand.  “W-what’s up?”
 
   “Nothing,” Jesse responded, retrieving a pair of sweatpants.  What was there to say?  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   “Maybe it’s all over,” Jesse said.  He was sitting on the bed, his back to the wall.  “You know.  The changes, I mean.”
 
   Chuck nodded from his own bed.  “Seems like it,” he said.  
 
   “You think they’re gonna find a cure?” Jesse asked.  “The news said they were close a few weeks ago, and –”
 
   “A cure?” Chuck scoffed.  “I can barely wrap my head around how any of this is physically possible, let alone how they might find a fucking cure.  It’s like something out of the Twilight Zone.”
 
   “If Bell can change us, someone else can change us back,” Jesse responded.  They’d had the same exchange more than once.  “No matter how weird it might be.”
 
   “Yeah – okay,” was Chuck’s noncommittal response.  
 
   “But I was thinking,” Jesse said.  “You know, since we’re not shrinking anymore, maybe we should get some clothes that actually fit.”
 
   Jesse was afraid of how Chuck might respond.  As he’d changed, he’d sunk into a bit of a depression, and Jesse had discovered (on more than one occasion) that even the most reasonable suggestion was enough to set the other boy off.  Surprisingly, though, Chuck agreed. “Makes sense,” he said.
 
   An hour later, the two fraternity brothers found themselves in the mall, which, in itself was a familiar place.  The same shops populated the building.  The same kiosks ran along the center of the walkway.  And the same smells emanated from the food court.  But that’s where the familiarity ended.  
 
   Looking around, Jesse didn’t see a single white figure that looked even slightly masculine.  And that contrast only made the black men stand out all the more. They towered over their shrunken Caucasian counterparts – a reality that made Jesse feel more than a little vulnerable.  
 
   They didn’t linger, and quickly scurried into a nearby department store.  Jesse had taken their measurements, so he knew that they would find their sizes in the children’s section.  After browsing through racks of clothes intended for adolescents for a few minutes, they found some suitable outfits.  Throwing the clothes over his arm, Chuck insisted that they try them on, just to be sure.
 
   That’s when they got their first true shock.  An attendant blocked the entrance to the men’s fitting room, and said, “Where do you think you’re going?”
 
   “To try on some clothes,” Jesse answered.  
 
   “Not in here, you’re not,” she said, pointing to a sign.  It read, Due to recent incidents, bois are required to use the women’s fitting room until further notice.
 
   “What the…you can’t be serious,” Chuck said.  “That’s discrimination, and…it’s just…it’s just –”
 
   The attendant interrupted, saying, “Store policy.  If you don’t like it, shop somewhere else.”  She looked at the clothes in our arms, then muttered, “Not like those are gonna fit you anyway.”
 
   “What?” Jesse asked, projecting far more aggression than he felt.  In truth, he was a little intimidated by the fact that she had a few inches (and probably thirty pounds) on him.  
 
   “Nothing,” she said.  Then, she pointed across the store, saying, “Your fitting room’s over there.”
 
   Jesse turned to walk away, but Chuck remained still.  He could see that his red-headed friend was fuming; he wanted to argue.  Wanting to keep the peace, Jesse grabbed his arm, and tugged him away.  “C’mon,” Jesse said.  “It doesn’t matter where we try them on, right?”
 
   Chuck let Jesse drag him away from the antagonistic attendant, and they crossed the store, through the women’s section, and into the fitting rooms.  Thankfully, it was empty, and the two found stalls.  Their modesty was protected by a pair of heavy, black curtains.
 
   Jesse stripped down, feeling self-conscious.  As quickly as he could, he grabbed a pair of jeans from the pile of clothes he’d thrown onto the fitting room’s stool.  Slipping one leg through, and then the other, he tried to pull them up.  They stalled at his rear end, and he knew it was a futile endeavor.  The jeans were meant for a completely different shape.  
 
   “This isn’t working,” Chuck said.  
 
   “Nope,” was Jesse’s succinct answer.  
 
   Jesse dressed himself quickly, and met Chuck outside of the fitting room.  Absently, he noticed a group of teenaged girls giggling – no doubt at the two boys in too-large clothing.  
 
   “What about over there?” Chuck said, pointing across the department store.  Jesse followed his friend’s finger, and saw a sign that said, Bois.  
 
   Jesse shrugged.  He’d seen the word before, and he knew it referred to people like him.  “Worth a shot.”
 
   They crossed the store quickly, and soon found themselves in the Bois’ section.  In the back of his mind, Jesse knew that the clothes were just repackaged women’s clothing, but his denial was strong enough to push that knowledge into a dark corner.  He picked out a few pairs of jeans, a couple of plain tee-shirts, and some boi’s briefs.  Chuck collected a similar assortment of clothing, and they went to try them on.  
 
   They fit perfectly, of course.  Sure, everything was a bit snugger than Jesse was used to, but that was just the cut.  
 
   At least I don’t have to fold the waist over four times, Jesse thought.  The tee-shirts had capped sleeves, and the briefs looked disturbingly similar to panties (with a y-front).  But they fit, and that’s what was important.  Chuck was similarly satisfied.
 
   Once Jesse and Chuck had bought new clothes, most of the other guys in the fraternity relented, and went to the same store.  Some came back with similar outfits to what Jesse and Chuck had bought, but others came back with shorts (that were way too short for a man) and tank tops that showed their midriffs.  Jeff even came back with a few lacy thongs.  When asked about it, he merely blushed, saying, “I look good in them.”
 
   As time passed, life returned to a state of near-normalcy.  The brothers felt better in their new clothes, and as a result, their spirits rose.  However, Jesse couldn’t help but notice that with each passing week, their mannerisms became increasingly feminine.  It started with posture; some of them began to stand with their backs slightly arched, mimicking a feminine stance.  Then came the exaggerated hand gestures.  The limp wrists.  The dramatic facial expressions.  It wasn’t that long before they had perfected their feminine mimicry.  
 
   And while Jesse noticed it, he certainly wasn’t immune.  Then there were the dreams, which were filled with shirtless men – some were saving him from imminent danger; others were merely holding him; and in one recurring dream, he was making out with a muscular black man.  
 
   It wasn’t just dreams, though.  Once, he was sitting in class, idle thoughts wandering while the professor (a Native American man) lectured.  Suddenly, Jesse was horrified to realize that his penis had become erect.  He was so surprised, in fact, that he let out the tiniest yelp.  To be fair, it had been over a month since such a surprise had occurred. 
 
   Oh God.  Oh God.  Go down, he thought as the girl seated nearest to him gave him a puzzled look.  He shrugged.  Nothing to see here, he thought.  
 
   He hadn’t meant to think what he’d been thinking.  It was just a stray thought, wondering about the professor’s penis size.  And then he’d been curious about the texture, about touching it.  About tasting it.  And that’s when it’d happened.  That’s when the tiny bulge in his briefs became a miniature tent.
 
   Part of him wanted to explore the thought; it gave him that nervous feeling deep in the pit of his stomach that begged for investigation.  But most of his mind was yelling, STOP!  Jesse forced the thought from his mind by thinking of what his third-grade teacher looked like naked.  She’d been nearly seventy, and the image his imagination conjured was more than enough to combat his small problem.  
 
   Once soft, Jesse gathered his things, and hurried from the classroom.  As he rushed out of the room, he crashed into what felt like a solid wall, which sent his books flying.  Jesse himself thudded to the ground.  
 
   “Fuck,” Jesse spat.
 
   “Shit,” came a deep voice.  “I’m sorry about that.” Jesse looked up to see a dark-skinned man reaching out to help him up.  He took it, and the man hauled him to his feet.  “Really,” he said.  “I’m so sorry.  Are you okay?”
 
   He wasn’t a huge man – average sized, really – but he still towered over Jesse.  And he was handsome.  His face was narrow, with a hawkish nose, high cheekbones, and deep, brown eyes.  
 
   “N-no – it was my fault,” Jesse managed.  “I wasn’t looking.”
 
   Kneeling, Jesse began to gather his books, and the man helped him.  Once that task was completed, he extended his hand, saying, “I’m Greg.”
 
   “Jesse,” Jesse responded, taking Greg’s hand.  
 
   “Look – I still feel bad, okay?” Greg said.  “Let me make it up to you?  Lunch?”
 
   Jesse was taken aback, and had no clue how to respond.  So, with his books clutched to his chest, he mumbled, “I’ve gotta go,” and retreated as quickly as his legs would take him.
 
   He scampered back to the fraternity house, his mind a confusing jumble of thoughts.  He’d just been hit on by a man; he’d been treated like a girl.  The thoughts dominated his mind so thoroughly that he barely paid attention to his route back to the house.  Before he knew it, he was in his room, the door was locked, and he was sitting in front of the computer.
 
   Opening up a search engine, he typed, Men and Bois, then hit search.
 
   The first few results were pornographic in nature, and, curious, Jesse clicked the first.  In it, a white boi was on all fours, being brutally fucked by a tall, skinny black man.  Jesse’s tiny dick got hard immediately as he realized that the white boi in the video was a screamer.  
 
   The next one depicted a foursome between a white boi, a white woman, and two black men.  The title of the video was Husband and Wife Fucked Hard.  Jesse noticed that the boi had a lower back tattoo of a butterfly, and he was at least as eager as the wife.
 
   Jesse clicked the back button on his browser, and scrolled through the search results.  After a few minutes, he’d waded through the pornography to find an article which had recently appeared in the New York Times.  It was the personal account of a woman whose husband had become attracted to men.
 
   It had started small, she explained.  When the two couldn’t have sex in the typical fashion, they’d gotten creative, buying a strap-on dildo.  At first, they’d taken turns, with each partner being the man at times.  But soon, the balance had shifted, and more often than not, the husband was the one taking the dildo.  
 
   After a while, the wife became frustrated, so she bought a double-ended dildo so that they could both feel the pleasure of penetration.  And for a time, they were happy.  That happiness, however, only lasted a few more weeks, and ended abruptly when she’d caught him in bed with a man.  Rather than become jealous, however, she’d decided to participate.  It wasn’t long before they began picking up men all over town, but soon, the novelty began to wear off, and the wife ceased accompanying her husband.  
 
   However, he certainly didn’t stop.  Most nights, he never came home.  When he did, he often brought a special “friend”.  The husband’s screams of passion kept her awake, and after a few weeks of torture, she filed for divorce.
 
   The story went on to say that the tale, while a bit extreme, was not that atypical.  In fact, most bois actively pursued male sexual partners.  More and more, as the culture (and white bois) changed, a man and a boi having sex had become at least as natural as the coupling of a man and a woman, the article claimed.  
 
   It makes sense, Jesse thought.  All of it.  The dreams.  The impotence.  The attraction to men.  It’s natural, now.  It’s normal.
 
   He clicked back to the video of the boi, his wife, and their two sexual partners, and started to rub his tiny dick.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jesse leaned back, watching the video on his computer.  “Have you seen this?” he asked, turning toward Chuck.  “It’s insane.”
 
   “Huh?” Chuck asked, looking up.  He was lying on his stomach, reading a fashion magazine.  He wore only a pair of pink boy shorts and a white tank top. 
 
   “The stuff going on in Mexico,” Jesse stated.  “They’re actually rioting down there.”
 
   “I heard about that on the news yesterday,” responded Chuck.  “What I don’t understand is why.  What do they hope to accomplish?  It’s not like the government is responsible.”
 
   “I don’t know,” Jesse replied.  “I don’t think it’s rational, you know?  Riots usually aren’t.  They’re just pissed off, and this is the only way they know to address it.  Or maybe they do think the government is behind it.”  Jesse shrugged.  “Either way, it’s a mess down there.”
 
   Jesse couldn’t help but wonder if the American reaction was better or worse than the Mexican’s.  Yes, the anger might be misplaced and largely useless, but at least they were fighting it.  In the U.S., it just seemed like the white bois had meekly accepted the changes, adapting to it so very easily.  
 
   Social norms had continued to change with each passing month, and more and more, it wasn’t uncommon to see a boi (the term’s use had become nearly universal) hand-in-hand with a man.  Moreover, bois had begun to gravitate towards increasingly more feminine styles of dress, and most stores had an ever-growing bois’ section, which had come to include skirts, shorts, tank tops, halter tops, and dresses, among other traditional female garments.  Most stores had even dropped all pretense, and had begun marketing panties to bois.  
 
   Jesse, for his part, had not yet given in completely, and had thus far refused to wear a dress or skirt.  He did, however, own quite a collection of panties ranging from lacy thongs to cotton bikinis.  He’d even started wearing light makeup (to keep pace with the other bois), but he’d kept his hair fairly short.  
 
   While he’d made quite a few concessions to the current cultural expectations, Jesse was an absolute rock of stubborn masculinity compared to Chuck, who had completely embraced his boi-hood.  The red-head almost never wore pants, opting instead for skirts, dressers, or shorts.  He’d let his hair grow long (currently past his shoulders), and went to the salon on the regular.  
 
   And then there were the men.  In a necessary change of rules, (real) men weren’t allowed in the fraternity house, and so, Chuck often came home disheveled (and with that look of satisfaction most of the bois recognized).  It was an open secret that on those illicit forays, he was sleeping with men.  The whispers around the house labeled Chuck an unrepentant slut. 
 
   Most of the time, the fraternity bois didn’t openly talk about their sex lives, but most of them had, at the very least, experimented with men.  Some, like Chuck, had wholeheartedly embraced that experimentation.  And if Jesse was honest with himself (as he so rarely was), he would admit to himself that he wanted to be that free.  But a thin shred of masculine pride prevented that final step.  The result was that on most weekend nights, he was alone in the fraternity house.  
 
   Jesse was still watching news reports about the riots when he looked up to realize that Chuck had disappeared, no doubt to have his way with some strapping fellow with a big cock.  Similarly, the rest of the house was empty.  He looked around, noting with annoyance that Chuck had left the room a complete mess.  His panties were lying all over his bed (no doubt, he’d wanted the perfect pair for his impending rendezvous), his makeup case was wide open, and his clothes were strewn all across the room.  
 
   Jesse sighed, deciding to clean up after his friend.  About halfway through his quest for cleanliness, he reached under Chuck’s bed to grab a slinky, purple dress when he felt something long, hard, and cylindrical.  Unable to resist his curiosity, Jesse closed his fingers around the object, and retracted his arm.  
 
   It was, as he suspected, a very realistic looking dildo.  Jesse held it in his dainty hands for a long moment, and then, suddenly looked around in paranoia.  He was deathly afraid that someone might see him lovingly handling the phallus.  Of course, no one was in the house, and he knew it.  He was all alone, free to satisfy whatever curiosity he felt.  
 
   As he ran his fingers along the dildo’s length, he felt the raised veins, the mushroom-shaped head, and he wondered what it would hurt to see how it felt.  It was one of those internal rhetorical questions that, with the mere asking, it answers itself.  He knew he’d already decided to do it.  
 
   There’s nothing wrong with a little experimentation, he thought.  It’s just a hunk of rubber and plastic.  He almost believed it.  
 
   His decision made, Jesse quickly removed his shorts, and then his panties. Nervously, he set the dildo on the floor; its base had a suction cup which would hold it in place. Curiously, he could already feel his anus getting wetter.  It was like it knew what was coming, and it craved the penetration.  
 
   Jesse squatted over the phallus, then slowly lowered himself until he could feel the cold, rubber kiss of its tip on his ass.  Letting gravity take over, he guided the dildo into his anus.  Sure, it hurt, but it was the sort of pain that makes the pleasure all the sweeter – sharp and temporary.  After a few agonizing seconds, he let out a low, quivering exhale as the dildo buried itself inside of him.  
 
   It was so much better than he could have ever expected.  In his dreams (and there were many, many dreams), it hadn’t felt nearly so good; the imagination paled in comparison to the reality.  Coherent thought faded as a far more carnal instinct dictated that he bounce up and down on the dildo, riding it for all he was worth.  Each time he descended, small squeaks of pleasure escaped his throat, and each ascension was accompanied by a sharp intake of breath.  
 
   The sensation was unlike anything Jesse had ever felt.  Each time the dildo entered him fully, it was like a mini-orgasm spreading throughout his body.  It was true, pure pleasure.  
 
   After a few minutes of bliss, he came in earnest, putting the entire episode into perspective.  Where each thrust might have been a pleasurable spread, the real orgasm was an explosion of heat and electricity, pain and pleasure, energy and fatigue.  It was everything, all at once, and it overwhelmed him, body and mind.  
 
   It lasted a mere few seconds that felt like hours.  At some point, he’d fallen on his side, his legs spread as he worked the dildo with his hand.  He lay there, basking in the afterglow as tiny, orgasmic aftershocks rolled through his body.  And in that moment, he was well and truly addicted.  
 
   As soon as Jesse had recovered, he went at it again, this time relishing the sensations.  While the novelty had been replaced by expectation, the result was the same.  For nearly an hour, the cycle repeated itself until exhaustion began to set in.  He didn’t even bother to replace his new friend, instead opting to lie naked on the floor, legs still spread, as he fell into a well-deserved sleep.  
 
   Chuck found him like that a few hours later; he shook his friend awake.  Disoriented, Jesse, said, “W-what…where…” 
 
   And then he remembered what he’d done.  
 
   “I see you found my little friend,” Chuck said, grinning.  He wore an extremely short, green dress.  
 
   Jesse blushed.  “I…I guess I did,” he said.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The incident with the dildo had opened the floodgates, removing the last shred of Jesse’s already-depleted masculinity.  It was all just too much to resist – the social pressure, the undeniable changes in his sexual preferences, the promise of pleasurable penetration; each factor had combined to summarily destroy any remaining reservations.  He was practically giddy with excitement as Chuck drove him to the mall.  
 
   “I think I want to be called Charlie now,” Chuck said suddenly, interrupting Jesse’s thoughts.  
 
   “Huh?” Jesse said.  
 
   “Still thinking about last night, right?” Chuck responded.  “I get it – the first time I did it was the same way.  It’s so hard to explain, you know?  How it feels, I mean.  But once you do it, you know, don’t you?”
 
   Jesse nodded.  “I’d read about it,” he said.  “And I thought I understood.  Everything I read just said that it felt good.  I thought all the bois who’d, you know…”
 
   “Gone over to the dark side?” provided Chuck.
 
   “Yeah – that,” Jesse said, grinning.  “I thought they were just weak, like they were letting a little pleasure dictate their lives.  But it’s more than that.  All of this, it just feels so right, doesn’t it?”
 
   “It does to me,” was Chuck’s simple answer.
 
   “Oh – I’m sorry,” Jesse said.  “I got a little carried away there.  What were you saying?”
 
   “I was saying that I wanted people to call me Charlie now,” he said.  “Chuck just doesn’t seem to fit anymore, you know?”
 
   Jesse nodded, wondering if he should change his name as well.  No – Jesse fits just fine, he decided.  
 
   They arrived at the shopping center in short order, and the two bois conversed excitedly as they walked across the parking lot.  Jesse had no intention of holding back, and intended to embrace every single one of the new social conventions.  That meant dresses, skirts, sexy lingerie, and bikinis – all with an eye toward attracting something far more natural than a rubber dildo.  
 
   It turned out to be one of the best days in Jesse’s recent memory, and the two bois lost themselves in the shopping spree.  In addition to the all-new wardrobe, Jesse got his ears and navel pierced.  
 
   As they walked out to the car, bags in hand, Charlie said, “You know what would be really crazy?”
 
   “What?” asked Jesse, his curiosity piqued.  
 
   “Tattoos,” was Charlie’s response. 
 
   “Really?” Jesse said.  “I don’t know…”  
 
   His newly discovered adventurous nature had been nearly spent; the prospected of actually wearing the clothes he’d just bought still made him nervous, after all.  
 
   “C’mon!” Charlie said, hurrying toward the car with renewed vigor.  “I know just the place.  They’re great, and I bet we can get a discount or something.”
 
   In no time at all, they’d driven to a small, local tattoo parlor with a blinking neon sign out front that said, Tim’s Tattoos.  Charlie practically dragged his friend inside, and before he knew it, Tim, the tattoo artist, turned out to be a tall, rangy black man with tattoos up and down his arms.  Jesse chose a small butterfly – fully intending to have it placed on his ankle, but Tim convinced him to get it on the small of his back.  As he lay face down, feeling the needle do its work, Jesse couldn’t help but think, Great – now I have a tramp stamp.
 
   It wasn’t nearly as painful as Jesse had expected it to be, but it took a bit longer.  By the time Tim had finished, it was already getting dark.  
 
   When it came time to pay, Charlie leaned over the counter, and whispered something into Tim’s ear.  The man grinned, showing off a few gold teeth, and led Charlie into a back room.  They weren’t in there that long – maybe five minutes, but when they emerged, Charlie was reapplying his lipstick.  
 
   “Half off,” Tim said.  “Your friend here had a…um…coupon.”
 
   Jesse paid awkwardly.  
 
   That night, the two bois dressed in matching black dresses (which were shorter than anything Jesse had ever worn), and went to a local bar, where they were the center of attention.  Men hit on them incessantly, and while Jesse enjoyed the attention, he wasn’t quite ready to take it any further.  Charlie, on the other hand, was more than willing to take it as far as his chosen partner (an Asian guy named Jon) wanted to go.  
 
   Leaving Charlie to fend for himself, Jesse stumbled back to the fraternity house alone, eventually passing out in his bed.  That night, he dreamed of going into that backroom with Tim, the Tattoo artist.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Do you think it’s too desperate?” asked Jesse, holding his phone.  “Or should I wait?  I should wait, right?”
 
   Charlie didn’t look up from the book he’d been reading.  Instead, he just shrugged, saying, “Wait.  Don’t wait.  It’s up to you, okay?  Just shut up for, like, five minutes so I can finish studying.  Finals are next week, and I don’t know any of this crap.”
 
   “Maybe you should’ve thought about that while you were out fucking any random dude with a dick every night over the past two months,” Jesse responded.  
 
   “At least I’m not obsessing over some guy like you are,” Charlie said.  “It doesn’t matter when you call him because he only wants one thing from you, and you know it.  So call him or don’t – he doesn’t care.”
 
   “You don’t know that,” Jesse muttered.  Charlie had a very different opinion of how men viewed bois like them.  In his mind, they just wanted sex – and he was perfectly fine with that.  Relationships were the furthest thing from his mind.  But Jesse had a bit of a romantic streak.  He wanted to believe that they were after something a bit more substantial than that.
 
   That afternoon, Jesse had run into Greg again, and the meeting had gone quite a bit better than the last one they shared.  They’d even flirted for a few minutes before Greg gave Jesse his number.
 
   “No pressure, okay?  Just call me if you want to hang out sometime,” he’d said, smiling disarmingly.  
 
   “Look – the guy obviously wants you to call him,” Charlie said.  “So just do it.”
 
   Butterflies danced in Jesse’s stomach as he dialed the number.  He needn’t have been worried; the conversation went as well as Jesse could have hoped.
 
   “Why don’t you come to a party this weekend?” Greg said.  “Again - no pressure or anything.  Just a party.  You can even bring a few friends.”
 
   Jesse eagerly accepted the invitation, and spent the rest of the week in a state of nervous expectation.  He saw Greg a few more times in passing, but their conversations were pretty limited.  Still, those short meetings provided Jesse with a few details about his new friend.
 
   “Did you know he’s pre-med?” Jesse asked on the day of the party.  He was standing naked in front of his well-stocked closet, staring at the myriad dresses, skirts, and blouses.  
 
   Charlie responded, “You might’ve mentioned that a few times.”  He reached into the closet, retrieving a blue mini-dress.  He held it up to Jesse’s form, saying, “Yeah – this one.  It brings out your eyes.”
 
   Jesse took the proffered dress, and held it up.  Looking in the mirror, Charlie had to agree.  It did make his eyes pop.  That decision made, he threw the dress on the bed, and opened his panty drawer.  After a few seconds, he found a matching, blue G-string, which he quickly pulled up his smooth legs.  In short order, he’d pulled the dress on as well.  
 
   It was insanely short, barely covering his ass cheeks, and it was loose enough that, when he danced, everyone would get a good look at his matching panties.  It was cut low in the front –past his navel – which showed off his belly-button ring and gently rounded tummy.  
 
   He looked in the mirror.  Even without doing his hair and makeup, he cut quite a figure, and he knew he was going to drive Greg (and any other guy who happened to look at him) crazy.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jesse could already hear the deep thump of the music, and they were still a couple of blocks from the party.  Judging by the noise, it was already well under way.  He looked around, and was grateful that most of the Pi Kappa Phi brothers had chosen to accompany him to the party.  Otherwise, he might have turned around right then and there.  As it was, though, they quickly found themselves standing in front of a fraternity house.  
 
   It was similar to theirs, but as one of the university’s predominantly black fraternities, it was populated primarily by unchanged men.  
 
   “You’re ready for this, right?” Charlie asked.  “If you’re not, we can go.  Nobody will blame you.”
 
   He, of course, knew that for Jesse, what awaited at that party was a whole new world.  While he’d accepted the changes, he still hadn’t truly experienced the ramifications of that transformation.  In short, he’d thus far been very, very sheltered, and, if he was honest, knew he wasn’t ready for the sort of sensory overload that the party promised.  
 
   Jesse shrugged.  “I didn’t get all dressed up for nothing,” he said, resolutely striding forward.
 
   It was so much different than what they’d experienced at the bar.  Not only were there a lot more people, but there was a distinctly sexual atmosphere – like it was the preamble to an orgy.  Maybe it is, Jesse thought as he watched the girls, bois, and men dancing suggestively.  The only thing preventing actual sex was the clothes they wore.  
 
   It wasn’t long before Jesse’s hand was filled with a drink.  Moving along with the music – not really dancing, but rather, swaying and nodding to the beat – he sipped his drink.  Before he knew it, he’d drained it, and was offered another.  Then another.  Within a few minutes, he’d already cultivated quite the buzz.  
 
   It’s a party, Jesse thought.  People get drunk at parties.
 
   But in the back of his mind, he knew that it wasn’t like it used to be.  Not only did he possess a fraction of the alcohol tolerance he’d once had, but being a drunk boi at a party held quite a bit more danger.  However, in his state, those warning bells in his mind faded into the background, and he began to dance in earnest.  It wasn’t long before a strong pair of hands wrapped around his waist, feeling him up.  
 
   In the crowd, he spotted a few of his fraternity brothers, each plainly enjoying masculine attention.  Charlie was only a few feet away, dancing with a black man who was barely taller than he was.  After a few more minutes, the two bois were pushed together by the crowd, and they began dancing with one another.  It was all in good fun, and it was quite the show for the men in the crowd.  
 
   Charlie leaned in close, saying into Jesse’s ear, “Over there, and sit down.” 
 
   Jesse followed his friend’s nod, spying an overstuffed chair a few feet away.  As the two gyrated towards the chair, Jesse wondered if it was all getting out of hand, but the effects of the alcohol and the heat of the moment combined to push those concerns aside.  With a playful shove from Charlie, Jesse fell into the chair as his red-headed friend began a sexy striptease.  It wasn’t long before Charlie’s dress was on the floor, and he was clad only in a tiny white thong.  Of course, that got the rest of the party’s attention, and soon, men, women, and bois gathered around.  
 
   Charlie danced and rubbed against his friend as Jesse’s hands roamed all over Chuck’s body.  After a minute or two, Charlie extended a dainty hand to Jesse, and pulled him out of the chair.  Once they were both on their feet, Charlie draped his arms around Jesse’s neck, leaned in close, and kissed him.
 
   The crowd cheered.
 
   Charlie hooked a couple of fingers inside of Jesse’s dress, and expertly disrobed his friend.  The two panty-clad bois continued to dance and kiss until someone yelled, “Get those panties off!” 
 
   The crowd, of course, went wild.  Everyone was watching.  Everyone wanted them to do it. 
 
   Charlie shrugged, slipping his panties off and throwing them into the crowd.  In a moment of clarity, Jesse hesitated.  
 
   What the hell am I doing? 
 
   But social pressure, the effects of alcohol, and sexual frustration are powerful things, and they asserted themselves to overwhelm any objection Jesse could conjure.  Within seconds, he was similarly naked.  
 
   The two nude bois danced, but the insatiable crowd wanted so much more.  Soon, Jesse found himself back on the overstuffed chair, his legs spread wide as Charlie sucked on the tiny remnant of his masculinity while fingering his eager ass.  While it felt quite pleasurable, it wasn’t nearly as enjoyable as he made it seem.  Rather, he was playing to the crowd, feeding off of their energy.  He wanted their approval.  
 
   And they wanted more.  
 
   The two naked bois shifted onto the ground, and positioned themselves into a sixty-nine position.  They licked, sucked, and fingered one another for a few minutes before someone in the crowd screamed, “Ass to ass!” 
 
   The voice was familiar, and Jesse took a brief moment to find its owner.  He was surprised to see that it was the very last woman he’d ever fucked, the one he’d left naked on his fraternity’s couch.  
 
   Someone produced a double-ended dildo, and Jesse didn’t bother to wonder why they had one (or where it’d been).  Charlie and Jesse knew what was expected of them, and they were far too wrapped up in the act to object.  They couldn’t stop even if they wanted to.  
 
   After getting on all fours, Jesse felt the dildo enter him, and he moaned loudly.  It was so much better than Charlie’s fingers.  A similar sound escaped Charlie’s mouth as the other end of the sex toy entered him.  Instinctively, they began rocking back and forth, and within a few seconds, they’d found a rhythm.  Back and forth, they went, their asses slapping as they came together.
 
   It only lasted a few minutes before Jesse felt a strong pair of hands on his shoulders, forcing him upright.  He was confronted by the sight of a very large, very erect black cock.  Immediately, Jesse leaned forward, taking as much of the monster into his mouth.  The double-ended dildo slipped out of his ass to lay on the floor, forgotten.  There were far more important things on his mind (and in his mouth).
 
   Jesse was no expert, but he didn’t lack for enthusiasm as he sucked his first dick.  After a few minutes, the nameless man picked him up, and threw him over the edge of the chair, and without preamble or hesitation, he plunged his rigid member inside of Jesse.  The boi cried out in pleasure as he absently noted that Charlie was being similarly impaled nearby.  
 
   The two frat bois’ cries of ecstasy filled the house as they were fucked by two real men.  They changed positions multiple times, and soon, the two bois were riding their partners, side-by-side.  Everything seemed to blend together as the combined effects of the alcohol and exhaustion took their toll.  Jesse barely remembered the man cumming inside of him, and he had no memory at all of passing out on the couch – still naked and well-used.
 
   It wasn’t until the next day, when he awoke with a splitting headache, that he realized the implications of his action.  He only vaguely remembered what he’d done, but what he could recall was bad enough.  He sat up, keenly aware of the leering stares of a couple of men sitting across the room.  
 
   Trying to cover himself as best he could, it only took him a few seconds to find his discarded panties.  He felt dirty slipping them back on.  His dress took longer, but eventually, he found it as well.  Once dressed, he looked around for Charlie, who was nowhere to be seen.
 
   Maybe he’s already gone, Jesse thought.  
 
   More than a few eyes followed him as he made his way home.  When he finally got there, he was forced to endure the accusatory stares of his fraternity brothers; they’d no doubt seen what he’d done, and had decided that he and Charlie had gone way too far.  Jesse couldn’t disagree.  
 
   He found Charlie asleep in his bed – still wearing the teal green dress from the previous night.  The boi’s makeup was smeared, and he smelled like a combination of sex, alcohol, and, to Jesse, shame.  He was about to wake his friend when an overwhelming urge to shower overcame him.  He slipped out of his clothes, tossing them into the corner, and quickly went into the bathroom.  
 
   The scalding hot shower felt amazing, but it did little to cleanse his mind of the previous night’s misdeeds.  No – those would doubtless stick with him for quite a while.  Once he was finished, he felt a bit better, though, and that was something, at least.
 
   Tired, he decided to let Charlie sleep, resolving to talk about the incident at a later date.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   That later date, as it turned out, never really came.  Neither Charlie nor Jesse were terribly eager to revisit their actions at the party; it was like an ever-widening chasm had opened between them.  
 
   Jesse unfairly assumed that the party was a good representation of the life Charlie led.  He’d seemed so experienced, and had been so eager that Jesse could think of no other explanation.  To him, he’d had a glimpse of Charlie’s life, and had allowed himself to be sucked in.  And he hated himself for it.  
 
   Charlie, on the other hand, grew to resent Jesse’s rejection.  While the party hadn’t been what Charlie would consider a “normal” night, he still took Jesse’s view of it as an indictment of his sexuality.  And that feeling manifested itself in his own opinion that Jesse was a repressed, judgmental prude.  
 
   As their friendship faded, though, life went on.  Jesse never heard from Greg again, of course.  His would-be suitor had seen Jesse’s actions at the party, and had understandably decided that Jesse simply wasn’t the type of boi for him.  The loss of a potential relationship, coupled with the acquisition of a new reputation, soured Jesse on the whole college experience, and he withdrew into himself.  Slowly, he drifted away from his friends and fraternity brothers until, in his senior year, he quit the fraternity.   He ended up graduating on time, then taking a job as an assistant to powerful Japanese businessman.   
 
   Charlie, by comparison, took Jesse’s attitude as a challenge, and as a result, his reputation as a slut grew.  It wasn’t long before his partying caught up with him, and he flunked out of school.  Eventually, he ended up working as an exotic dancer.
 
   Time went on, but Jesse never really forgot the party.  In fact, it stuck with him to the point that he completely rejected the idea of sex with a man, eventually “coming out” as a lesbian.  After a string of short relationships, he fell in love with a young woman named Rachel, and within a year, the two were married.  Within another, they had their first child (via artificial insemination), and once the baby was born, Jesse quit his job to become a stay-at-home mother to a darling baby boi.  
 
   As for the rest of the world – well, that’s a story for another time.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Desmond Dean was in shock, having just heard that Omar Bell had been keeping an entire town hostage for nearly twenty years.  As the limousine continued to roll down the dirt road, he tried to wrap his head around the implications.  Certainly, he knew that Bell was crazy – no man could do the things he’d done and be completely sane.  But to hold an entire town hostage?  That was insanity of a different sort.  
 
   “You’re no doubt wondering why I’ve been holding this town hostage, aren’t you?” Bell asked, seeming to read the other man’s thoughts.  
 
   “It had crossed my mind,” Dean answered, trying to keep his tone even.  Displaying his true feelings was a mistake he didn’t intend to make.   
 
   “It started as an experiment, you see?” Bell said.  “The island wasn’t the first stage – not by a long shot.  You know about the other experiments, right?  The incident with –”
 
   “I’m familiar,” Dean interrupted.  He was well aware of the various steps along the way, the different experiments they’d conducted to fine tune the transformation process.
 
   Bell leaned forward.  “Those were focused on the physical changes,” he said.  “But what about the social changes?  The political?  The mental?”
 
   “The mental changes are well-documented, Dr. Bell,” Dean stated.  “Your scientists have calculated the –”
 
   “Fuck the calculations!” Bell growled, slamming his hand down on the leather seat.  “I’m not talking about individuals here.  I wanted to see how groups would react.  That’s what the Justice Creek Colony is all about.  That’s why I trapped them here.  I wanted to see the long term effects of societal changes.”
 
   Dean subtly leaned away from the man.  “But twenty years – that’s way before you had the first version of the formula, right?”
 
   Bell nodded.  “Like I said – this is something different.  This was version one, the alpha test, if you will.  If I hadn’t heard about George Robinson’s formula, this was how it would have been.  I think you’ll agree that it was a valiant first effort, but ultimately, its replacement was far preferable.  You’ll see though.  You’ll see.  It’s not nearly as elegant as the formula, but I think it does the trick nicely.  We’ll be there in a few minutes, and you can see for yourself.”
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