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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    Markie pulled the white stocking up his smooth leg, then attached its top to the suspender of his garter belt.  After repeating the action with the other stocking, he stood and stepped into his white, lace thong.  He dragged the feminine undergarment up his legs and over his rounded rear end, then looked around the hotel room.  It didn’t take long for his eyes to settle on a full-length mirror, focusing on his reflection. He barely even noticed the slight bump of his penis in his skimpy underwear.  Despite the fact that he had no breasts, the lack of a bra left him feeling slightly scandalous; his stiff, naked nipples stuck out defiantly, as if to challenge any notion of masculinity.   
 
    “You look beautiful, you know,” Markie’s sister, Amanda, said, her voice encouragingly steady.  “He’s a very lucky man.” 
 
    Looking back, Markie smiled weakly, and said, “You think?”   
 
    “You deserve this,” Amanda stated.  “You’re going to be so happy together.” 
 
    Markie sat on a padded stool near the vanity and shook his head.  “I never thought this would happen.  I didn’t plan it, or anything.  I mean, before…you know…I was –“ 
 
    “It’s been a crazy five years,” Amanda interrupted, standing behind her brother.  She put her hands on Markie’s narrow shoulders, and said, “But it’s all for the best.  You love him, and he loves you.  You’re best friends.  Everyone should be so lucky.” 
 
    “I know how fortunate I am,” was Markie’s response. 
 
    She gave Markie’s shoulder a quick squeeze and said, “C’mon, big brother – we need to get you dressed.  It wouldn’t do for the bride to be late to his own wedding.” 
 
    Markie looked at the clock and silently agreed with his sister.  He felt like a mannequin as she helped him don the gorgeous, white number that was his wedding dress.  It took longer than he’d anticipated, but eventually, he was every inch the vision of beauty he dreamed he’d be.  As he stared in the mirror, seeing his now-familiar form, Markie could hardly believe how far he’d come – body and mind – over the previous half decade. 
 
    “You look distracted,” Amanda said, standing beside her much-shorter brother.  “Are you okay?” 
 
    Markie shook his head, saying, “I’m fine.  I’m just…you know, it’s a big day.  And I guess I’m nervous.  And I never thought I’d be wearing a wedding dress, about to walk down the aisle to marry a man.  It wasn’t that long ago that I was –“ 
 
    “The world’s different now, though, right?” interrupted Amanda.  “You’re different.  And you want this – I know you do.” 
 
    “I’m not saying I don’t,” Markie said.  It wasn’t cold feet, and he didn’t doubt his decision. On the contrary, he was as confident in his choices as he could possibly be.  But in the back of his mind, he couldn’t help but feel like he was betraying some outdated notion of his masculinity.  He couldn’t say that though.  Amanda was absolutely right, and the world had been irrevocably changed.  There was nothing left of the man he’d once been.  There was nothing, not even a slim remnant of his former masculinity, to which to cling.   
 
    Thankfully, he wasn’t able to dwell on that reality.  His thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of one of his bridesmaids, Jenny, poking her head into the room.  She grinned, saying, “It’s time to go.  Are you ready?” 
 
    Markie took a deep breath, then said, “I am.” 
 
    A few minutes later, he’d been escorted through the resort’s hallways, and stood restlessly waiting for his cue.  Butterflies danced in his stomach as he awaited the ceremony which would change the rest of his life.   
 
    A familiar hand encircled his, and Markie turned to see his father.  Even dressed conservatively in a simple black dress, he was the very picture of elegance, and he looked quite a bit younger than his fifty-two years – a happy side effect of his own transformation.  Markie favored him with a small smile, and in response, his father patted his hand.   
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” he said.  “He’s a good man, and you couldn’t have made a better choice.  Life threw you a curveball, and you’re turning it into a homerun.  Be thankful for that.” 
 
    Despite the cheesy baseball metaphor, the sentiment was exactly what Markie needed to hear.  The double doors opened, and a piano version of The Wedding Chorus began.  Through the door, Markie could see hundreds of eager faces staring back at him, and in the distance, the wedding party.  And in the center was his intended husband.  In that moment, no one else mattered, and his smiling face was all the reassurance Markie needed. 
 
    Stepping through the door, escorted by his father, Markie began the short walk into the rest of his life.  As he went down the aisle, he couldn’t help but recount the events which led to his current situation.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mark was a normal guy, living an average life of borderline-boring mediocrity.  He and his wife, Jenny, had been living together in a two-bedroom apartment that screamed adherence to society’s perception of normalcy.  Mark worked as a photographer at a local newspaper, and he’d long since acknowledged that he’d never progress much further professionally.  Jenny, on the other hand, was employed as an elementary school teacher.   
 
    The life they’d built together was one of comfort and convenience – they weren’t well-off financially, but neither were they poor.  That life became immeasurably more complicated when Mark’s place of employment, a newspaper called The Daily Sentinel, closed its doors for good, leaving Mark unemployed.  The proliferation of the internet, combined with the convenience of the various twenty-four hour news channels, had rendered print journalism largely obsolete.  As the world passed them by, various newspapers had gone under or, at the very least, downsized considerably.   
 
    “The severance package won’t last that long, though,” Mark said, shoveling a spoonful of mashed potatoes into his mouth.  “Maybe a couple of months at most.” 
 
    Jenny sat across from him, picking at her own meal.  She was somewhat plain, but pretty enough.  Blonde and willowy, if she had made any sort of effort, it would have been easy to imagine her turning heads.  “And there’s nothing out there?  It doesn’t have to pay what the Sentinel did.  Just something to kind of soften the blow?” 
 
    Mark shrugged.  “Maybe,” he said.  “But you have to understand that the market’s flooded.  There are a few jobs, sure, but those are going to be about who you know.  I’m sending out my resume, but I’m trying to be realistic about how this is really going to work out.  It might be a while before I’m able to find anything.” 
 
    “Then we can’t afford this place,” Jenny said.  “We’ve always been on a budget, but with only one income, it’s only a matter of time before we can’t make this work anymore.  Our savings –“ 
 
    “I’ll get another job, Jenny,” Mark said.  “I just don’t know how long it’ll take.” 
 
    “And you don’t know what it’s going to pay,” Jenny added.  “I understand the situation.  I do.  And I don’t blame you, but we have to make a plan here.” 
 
    Mark slammed his hand on the table, shaking the table.  “What do you want from me, Jenny?  I’m trying.  I can’t help it that there aren’t exactly jobs raining from the sky.  I’ll make something work, okay?  I’ll figure it out.” 
 
    “And until you do?” Jenny asked, her own voice rising to match his.  Then, in a calmer voice, she said, “What about the spare room?  Couldn’t we rent that out?” 
 
    “And have some stranger living with us?  Do you want to get murdered in your sleep?” Mark asked sarcastically.  “Because I don’t.” 
 
    “What about your friend Terrance?” Jenny suggested.  “You know him, right?  And you said he was looking for somewhere to stay while he got settled here.” 
 
    In his agitated state, Mark’s mind tried to find fault with Jenny’s plan.  His blood was up, and he’d been preparing for a knock-down, drag-out argument.  But Jenny’s idea made too much sense, and his anger began to dissipate.  He and Terrance had once been best friends; they had even roomed together in college.  So it wasn’t like having a stranger in his home.  Moreover, they’d already lived together once.  To put it bluntly, it was a perfect solution to their problem. 
 
    After a moment, Mark said, “That could actually work.” 
 
    “You sound surprised,” Jenny said, clearly still spoiling for an argument. 
 
    “I’m not,” Mark said, trying to diffuse the impending fight.  “It’s a good suggestion is all.  I’ll call him tomorrow.” 
 
    “Why not tonight?” Jenny asked.  “If you’re trying to –“ 
 
    “Fine – I’ll call him right now if it’ll make you happy,” Mark said, grabbing his phone.  Within a few seconds, he had scrolled to Terrance’s listing in his contacts, and thumbed the “call” icon.  Holding it up, he showed Jenny, and said, “See?  Calling him right now.”  His action was met with terse silence as Jenny continued to pick at her vegetable medley.   
 
    After a couple of rings, Terrance answered the phone, saying, “Mark?  What’s up?”  
 
    “Hey, man,” Mark said.  After a few moments of necessary pleasantries, Mark finally got to the reason for his call. “I was just calling to see if you were still looking for a place to live for a while.” 
 
    “Yeah, I am actually,” Terrance answered.  “You know somewhere?  You know I can’t afford much, right?”  
 
    Mark took a deep breath, and explained the situation.  “So Jenny and I have an extra room, and, well, we immediately thought about you.  Once we decided to rent it out, she suggested that we offer it to you first.  You get a cheap place to live with people you know, and we get some help making ends meet.  It makes sense, right?” 
 
    “Are you sure?” asked Terrance, clearly thinking that they were doing him a favor.  “I don’t want to impose, and –“ 
 
    “We’re sure,” Mark interrupted.  “So – do you want the room or not?  I understand if you don’t, but I gotta tell you, man – you won’t find a better deal anywhere.  Not in the city, at least.” 
 
    “So how much money are we talkin’ here?” Terrance asked. 
 
    Mark grinned as the two men began to negotiate a price, eventually settling on a number which made both of them comfortable.  By the end of the call, they’d decided that Terrance would move in the next day. 
 
    Mark was practically giddy as he awaited his old friend’s arrival.  Once, they’d been extremely close – practically inseparable – and had shared many of Mark’s fondest memories from college.  He was sitting on the couch, nervously picking his fingernails when a firm series of knocks on the door announced Terrance’s arrival.  Mark rose, straightened his shirt over his paunchy stomach, and, with a couple of steps, covered the distance to the door.  He opened it, revealing a mostly-unchanged Terrance. 
 
    Mark studied his old friend, thinking that he seemed to be the same guy he’d known in college.  Dark skinned and with short braids, he stood at a shade under six feet tall.  He was a little thinner than when Mark had last seen him, but he’d maintained the same youthful exuberance.  Mark couldn’t help but notice that his friend carried only a couple of small suitcases. 
 
    As it turned out, Terrance had hit a rough patch back home, and had moved to the city to take a new job.  It paid well, but it would no doubt be quite a while before Terrance was back on his feet.  Mark, of course, assured his friend that his stay was open-ended; he could live there for as long as necessary.  So it happened that Terrance became a mostly-permanent part of their lives. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Mark sighed in frustration, running his hand through his thinning hair as he considered where else he could turn.  He’d already exhausted his small network of friends, and no jobs were offered.  He’d sent his resume to nearly every potential employer he could think of, and nothing had come of it.  In short, he was at the end of his rope, and he didn’t have the faintest idea what else to do.  After expressing his frustration to Jenny, she advised him to simply wait it out; something would come, she insisted.  He was too talented of a photographer to remain unemployed for long. 
 
    So it was with that particular problem occupying his mind that he pushed himself from the small, cheap desk, rose, and ambled toward the equally cheap couch that dominated their living area.  He collapsed onto the well-worn piece of furniture, grabbed the remote, and turned on the television.  Absently, he began flipping channels, barely paying attention as the disparate programs cycled on the screen.  However, he couldn’t ignore the reality that the vast majority of the stations were broadcasting some sort of special report.   
 
    “Come in here, honey,” he said, settling on a 24-hour news station.  “I think something’s happened.” 
 
    “It’s not another mass shooting, is it?” came Jenny’s urgent response.  She quickly appeared from the kitchen to watch the report. 
 
    “Bell, of course, is best known for his work in developing cures for a variety of cancers,” the pretty, blonde news anchor said.  “But his well-documented extremism seems to have gotten the better of him.  We go now to Richard, who has more on Bell’s association with extremist groups.  Richard?” 
 
    The screen split into two, showing the anchor on the left and the reporter on the right.  Standing in front of a palatial, colonial-style home, he was a handsome man with salt-and-pepper hair.  The caption superimposed on his side of the screen said, “Richard Danvers.” 
 
    Richard said, “Thank you, Iris.  I’m standing in front of Dr. Bell’s longtime home in rural Georgia.  Police and federal agents have been combing the premises, looking for any sign of Bell, his plans, or his current whereabouts.  So far, they’ve turned up nothing.” 
 
    “What are police saying?” the anchor, Iris, asked. 
 
    “Nothing so far,” Richard answered.  “Only that it seems to have been quite a while since Dr. Bell was in residence at this particular home.  However, it is noteworthy that he has properties all over the world – many of which are inaccessible to U.S. authorities.” 
 
    “Thank you, Richard,” Iris said.  After the reporter acknowledged his thanks, Iris’ side of the screen expanded.  “For those of you who are just tuning in, last night, noted biochemist Dr. Omar Bell sent a series of letters to most major news outlets, in which he expressed a plan to poison the world’s air supply.  As of yet, scientists have not been able to confirm the presence of any toxins, and authorities are currently in pursuit of the Nobel-prize winning scientist.  Authorities remind you to remain calm.” 
 
    “Calm?” Mark blurted.  “They just said that some crackpot scientist is planning to poison the fucking air.  How can we be calm?”  
 
    “If it was poisoned, they’d have said something,” Jenny replied.  “They just said that he had a plan.” 
 
    Mark shook his head.  “Seems like a good enough reason to panic to me,” he said.  “Who is this guy, anyway?  They talk about him like we should know.” 
 
    “Don’t you?” Jenny asked.  “He was in the news a couple of years ago when he won the Nobel; he spent his entire acceptance speech talking about oppression.” 
 
    Shrugging, Mark said, “I must have missed that one.  Hand me my laptop, will you?”   
 
    Jenny complied, handing over the notebook computer.  After firing it up, Mark quickly went to his favorite search engine and began a search for Omar Bell.  It only took a few seconds for him to find the letter referenced by the newscaster.  It read as follows: 
 
      
 
    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 – 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 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 body dimensions 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. 
 
      
 
    After re-reading the letter a few times, its content started to sink into his mind.  Clearly, Dr. Bell was insane.  And just as clearly, his claims were the ravings of a madman.  It was no wonder the news channel hadn’t given his threats much credence.   
 
    Jenny, who’d been reading the screen over Mark’s shoulder, said, “That’s…um…interesting, right?”  
 
    Mark responded, “It’s crazy, that’s what it is.” 
 
    “What if it were true?” Jenny asked. 
 
    “It’s not,” Mark said.  “It can’t be.  That kind of thing is impossible – like the plot of a bad science fiction novel.” 
 
    “But what if it were, though?” Jenny persisted.  “I mean – that would really change the world, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course it would,” Mark replied.  “But it’s not possible.  That’s why nobody’s panicking, right?  It’s so completely crazy that nobody can –” 
 
    “It is, but you have to admit that when someone like him – a real, live genius – says something like that, you have no choice but to pay attention,” Jenny said.  “He’s got the background to give his threats some credence, doesn’t he?  He’s a biochemist, after all.  At the very least, he has the capacity to hurt a lot of people, even if he fails at what he’s planning.” 
 
    “I guess that’s why they’re looking so hard for him,” Mark reasoned.  “He probably thinks he’s making some – what was it?” He looked at his computer, finding the proper verbiage.  “A biological agent to change the white race.  But he’s probably just making a dirty bomb or something.” 
 
    “They’ll find him,” Jenny said.  “He can’t hide for long.” 
 
    Mark shrugged.  “I don’t know – it took them years to find Bin Laden, and he was a giant Arab.” 
 
    With that statement, the conversation began to circle., with both Mark and Jenny repeating themselves multiple times.  It was only cut off by Terrance’s arrival.  He’d been at work and looked exhausted.  He’d seen the news, and he offered his take on the matter as well.  Even with his admittedly different perspective, he’d formed many of the same conclusions as his white counterparts. 
 
    Eventually, Jenny disappeared back into the kitchen, and finished making supper while the two men continued watching the reports on Dr. Bell’s actions.  By the time dinner was served, Terrance was visibly angry.   
 
    They were all sitting around the small, circular table when he said, “I hate people like him.  They act like being black is the source of all our problems.  I mean – I’m not saying I’ve never encountered racism.  I’ve been pulled over for driving-while-black before, too.  I’ve had managers follow me around stores.  But those instances are isolated.  Racism isn’t nearly as prevalent as people like Bell make it out to be.” 
 
    Jenny responded, “He does have a point, though.  You all have had some hard times.  And I’m not just talking about slavery.  With segregation, the police shootings, and –” 
 
    “But we’re all supposed to be punished because of the actions of a few?” Mark blurted.  “I’ve never even met those people, and I certainly don’t support their actions.” 
 
    “It’s not like all white people are racist, Jenny,” Terrance said, grinning.   “Stereotypes like that are just as harmful as the negative stereotypes of any other race, you know.” 
 
    “Whatever the case, the guy’s nuts, right?” Jenny said.  “Did you see the letter?” 
 
    Terrance chuckled, then said to Mark, “I don’t know – are you going to turn into ‘something stranded between masculinity and femininity’, buddy?  A pretty little sissy, maybe?” 
 
    Both Mark and Jenny laughed.  “No,” Mark said, patting his prodigious stomach.  “I think I’m safe.” 
 
    Jenny took a sip from her wine.  “Don’t laugh,” she said.  “You really do need to start hitting the gym, and you know it.” 
 
    “I know.  I know.  I’ll start on Monday, okay?” he said dismissively.  It was clear to everyone at the table that he had no intention of setting foot inside of a gym.  Mark had, to put it lightly, let himself go in recent years, and his once-athletic frame had softened considerably.  At five feet, eight inches tall, and two-hundred and twenty pounds, he knew he could stand to lose a little (or a lot) of weight.  However, getting himself motivated to do so was quite the chore. 
 
    The three spent the rest of the evening chatting and drinking wine while discussing the implications of Bell’s letter, and Mark couldn’t help but notice that Jenny and Terrance, his two favorite people in the world, were beginning to develop a friendship.  Nothing could have made him happier. 
 
    Eventually, as Friday night became early Saturday morning, the bed beckoned, and Mark fell asleep with the optimistic idea that they were going to make the living arrangement work quite well. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    As they are wont to do, the days passed uneventfully, and the three roommates fell into a comfortable rhythm.  A week after Terrance moved in, Mark was relieved to find employment at a local fashion magazine.  While he preferred working as a photojournalist, he knew that he was in no position to be choosey.  Still, he wasn’t as excited about it as he might have been.   
 
    “It’s a good opportunity,” he said, lying back on the couch, his head in his wife’s lap.  “It really is.  I’m lucky.” 
 
    She smiled, twirling her fingers through his hair.  “Are you trying to convince me or yourself?” she asked.   
 
    Terrance, who sat in the nearby recliner, added, “It’s kind of a dream job, thought, right?  I mean, you get to hang out with half-naked models all day.  I’ve thought about asking if you need an assistant.” 
 
    “He doesn’t care about that,” Jenny insisted.  “Right, baby?”  
 
    Mark grinned.  “If you say so,” he said.  “In any case, I don’t have much of a choice.  There aren’t a ton of jobs out there.  Believe me, I looked.”  
 
    “It pays well, though, doesn’t it?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “Less than the paper at first,” Mark answered.  “But I’ll get a raise in six months.  Then another after a year.  By then, it’ll be pretty close to what I was making at The Sentinel.” 
 
    “I think it’s great,” Jenny stated.  “Really great.  Congratulations, honey.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Mark said. 
 
    “But if you even look at those skinny bitches, you’ll be sorry,” she added with a broad grin followed by a giggle.   
 
    “If I’m taking pictures, I sort of have to look,” Mark said.  “That’s kind of how the job works.” 
 
    “You know exactly what I mean,” Jenny retorted. 
 
    “Look, if –” 
 
    Mark’s voice cracked, jumping up a few registers before settling back on its normal tone.  He sat up, clearing his throat.  “If, I – ahem!  Ahem!”  
 
    “You okay?” asked Terrance, leaning forward.  “You need a glass of water or something?” 
 
    Mark cleared his throat again, then said, “Yeah.  It’s just…it’s just that…you’re hearing this, right?” He pointed to his throat.  “My voice just got higher, didn’t it?  Jesus, it did.  It fucking did.  What the fuck?  Are you hearing this?  I sound like a…a…” 
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” said Jenny, patting him on the thigh.  “It’s probably temporary or something.  Like a sore throat.  It’ll go back to normal in a few hours.” 
 
    After almost a full minute, Terrance said, “I guess this is it, then.” 
 
    “This is what?” asked Mark, his voice sounding like it belonged to a high school cheerleader. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” his friend asked.  “Clearly, you’re becoming that pretty, little sissy, we talked about, right?  I mean, look at you.  I’m surprised you’re not already wearing dresses.”  
 
    Mark looked down at his thirty-year-old, hairy, out-of-shape, and very masculine body.  Then, he laughed.  “I guess you’re right,” he said.  “Jenny – we’re going to have to go shopping tomorrow.  I need an all-new wardrobe.” 
 
    That broke the tension of the situation, and they all laughed.  However, Terrance’s was the only masculine voice in the mix. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Standing at almost six feet, Jenny was a tall woman.  So, Mark was used to looking up at his wife, especially when she wore heels.  However, a few weeks after his voice had changed, Mark was alarmed to notice that, even flat-footed, she was at least five inches taller than him.  Surprised, he asked Jenny to measure his height.   
 
    “You do look like you’ve lost a little weight, too,” she said, holding the tape up to the door frame where she’d marked his height.  “Five-four.” 
 
    “So, you’re saying that in the space of a month, I’ve shrunk four inches?” he asked, his eyes wide.  “That’s insane.  That tape has to be wrong, right?”  
 
    She shook her head.  “You know it’s not,” she stated.  “And like I said, your body seems to be changing, too.”  
 
    “What?  How?” he asked, turning to look in the full-length mirror.  With his baggy sweats on, he didn’t notice much difference.  Sure, the sweatshirt seemed a little bigger than normal, and the pants gathered in bunches around his ankles.  But that was due to the height difference.   
 
    “I didn’t want to freak you out, but I’ve been noticing some things,” she said.  “Maybe you don’t see it, but I do.”  
 
    “What kind of things?” he asked. 
 
    “Just take off your clothes,” she said.  “You’ll see it.” 
 
    He sighed.  “This is stupid,” he said, pulling his shirt over his head.  Next came his sweatpants.  And finally, he pulled his underwear down his thick thighs.  Turning back to the mirror, he said, “There.  Naked.  I don’t…I…I…God…h-how did I not see this?”  
 
    Turning one way, then the other, he saw that his rear end was round and positively huge, and his hips flared out to match.  What muscle he’d had in his upper body was all but gone, and his narrow shoulders gave his entire physique the look of a pear.  But the worst part was his chest.  He hadn’t had rock-hard pectoral muscles for years, but as he looked at his upper body, he couldn’t deny that he’d let it go too far.  His breasts, such as they were, were at least B-Cups, and with his enlarged (and almost constantly-erect) nipples, they gave his entire torso a distinctly feminine look.  In short, he was disgusted at the state of his body. 
 
    “It’s not that bad,” Jenny said, noticing the look on his face.   
 
    “Not that bad?” he asked, turning to face her.  He gripped his breasts.  “I have tits, Jen.  Tits.  They’re almost as big as yours.  And you say it’s not that bad?  It is that bad.  Worse.  It’s worse than bad.” 
 
    “I’ve been telling you to get into the gym,” she said, gripping his trembling arm.  “I don’t care how you look.  I love you no matter what.  But this isn’t healthy.  You need to do something.  I can help.  I can go with you.” 
 
    “No,” he said, putting his clothes back on.  He couldn’t hide that body quickly enough. 
 
    “This is a wakeup, call, Mark,” she said, bending down to look him in the eye.  “You need to –” 
 
    “I didn’t say I wouldn’t start working out,” he said.  “I will.  I’m just not going to the gym looking like this.  I can’t.  Maybe after I get into a little better shape, but…” 
 
    “Nobody’s going to judge you,” she said.  “Everybody’s at the gym for the same reason.” 
 
    “I know,” he said.  “But that’s not the point.  I wouldn’t be comfortable.  And if I’m not comfortable, I won’t go.  That’s just the way I am, and we both know it.”  
 
    “So, what are you going to do?” she asked. 
 
    “You still have some of those old workout tapes, right?” he asked.  “I can do those.”  
 
    “I think so,” she said.  “Let me see.” 
 
    After a moment’s worth of rummaging in one of the closets, she found an old DVD with an image of an impossibly fit, blonde woman in tights on the cover.  She handed it to Mark.  “This is the beginner’s course,” she said.  “There are more in the closet.”  
 
    “Thanks,” he said.  “I’ll start after you’ve gone to work.” 
 
    “You don’t have to be embarrassed around me,” Jenny responded, her hand on his cheek.  “I’m proud of you for trying.” 
 
    “I know,” Mark said.  “But I just want to concentrate on it by myself, you know?  It’ll be easier that way.” 
 
    “If you say so, honey,” Jenny said.  “Whatever makes you comfortable.” 
 
    Mark nodded as she continued to give him encouragement until she left for work.  It didn’t help.  He felt like a fat, unlovable slob, and her reassuring words felt extremely patronizing.  He hadn’t even done anything yet, and she was proud of him?  He almost got angry before he remembered that she was only trying to help.  She wanted what was best for him.  And so, he felt galvanized in his determination to actually earn her praise. 
 
    Without another moment’s hesitation, he went into the living room, popped in the DVD, and started his new exercise regimen.  As the video started, the same fit, blonde woman from the cover shouted encouragement while going through an aerobics routine, and to Mark’s surprise, it was extremely difficult.  But every time he felt his rear end jiggle or his breasts bounce as he tried to keep up, he redoubled his resolve.  By the time he finished the routine, he was exhausted, breathing hard, and drenched in sweat.  However, he felt good about himself for the first time since the newspaper went under.  He was finally doing something proactive.  And that was something, at least. 
 
    That night – and for many nights after – he ate sparingly at dinner, sticking mostly to vegetables and salad.  He even laid off the wine.  And while he thought it a bit strange that neither Terrance nor Jenny mentioned his weight loss, he was thankful for their discretion. 
 
    Over the next month, Mark’s commitment to the exercise regimen and diet resulted in a very pronounced weight loss.  And though he was proud of his progress – he’d even progressed to a more advanced workout – he was still dismayed to notice that his height had continued to diminish, leveling out at a very petite five-feet, two-inches tall.   
 
    “How much have you lost?” Jenny asked one morning as he stood on the scales. 
 
    “A lot,” he said, staring at the dial.  “More than I expected.” 
 
    “How much?” she asked again.   
 
    “I’m down to one-thirty,” he said.  “I haven’t weighed that since middle school.” 
 
    “I think you’ve got more to go,” she said.  “Have you been reading about what’s going on out there?”  
 
    He shook his head.  While he hadn’t been on a complete media blackout, Mark had never been one to religiously watch the news.  That, coupled with the fact that he had little reason to leave the apartment, meant that he was woefully uninformed of the events of the outside world.   
 
    “It’s not just you,” she said. 
 
    “I know that much,” he said.  “I’ve watched the news a couple of times.  I tuned in the other day, and I thought they’d gotten a new anchor on channel five.  But it’s the same guy as before.  He just looks a lot different now.” 
 
    “Right,” Jenny said.  “But you don’t know the half of it.  As far as anyone can tell, that crazy doctor did it.  He really did exactly what he said he was going to do.  People are changing all over the world.” 
 
    Mark nodded, though he wasn’t surprised.  He couldn’t deny the changes to his own body; not only had he lost considerable height, but his entire physique had been completely altered to the point that he hardly even recognized himself in the mirror.  While his rear end had shrunk, it was still quite round, and his breasts had followed suit.  If they were as big as an A-Cup, he would have been surprised.  However, his nipples, if anything, had grown bigger.  And though he knew he still had more than a little fat to shed, he feared that he’d never regain the toned physique of his youth.   
 
    “I got something for you,” she said.   
 
    “A gift?  Why?” he asked. 
 
    “More like a necessity,” Jenny said, smiling.  She held up a finger, saying, “Hold on.  I’ll go get it.” 
 
    She disappeared from the bathroom, coming back a few moments later holding a bag.  “What’s this?” he asked, taking it from her. 
 
    “Well, I noticed that most of your clothes don’t really fit,” she said.  “So, I got you some new outfits.  They’re not much – just gym shorts and tee-shirts – but I hope you like them.” 
 
    Mark opened the bag and pulled out a trio of tee-shirts and pairs of shorts.  Like his wife had said, they weren’t meant for high fashion or anything, but they would be perfect for his workouts.  With how much weight he’d lost, his workouts were impeded by the need to constantly pull up his pants.  Jenny’s gift would fix that problem, he was sure. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, grinning broadly.  “I really needed these.” 
 
    She leaned in, kissing him on the cheek.  “You’re welcome, babe,” she said.  “I’m super proud of you.  You know that, right?”  
 
    “So you keep saying,” he stated.  “But I still have a long way to go.”  
 
    “You’ll get there,” Jenny said.  “I have faith in you.” 
 
    The next day, Mark tried on his new clothes, and was surprised to find that the shorts fit far snugger than any he’d ever worn.  On top of that, they were quite a bit shorter than the shorts he was used to wearing.  Supposing that Jenny had bought them like that to encourage his continued weight loss, he shrugged, slipping one of the tee-shirts over his head.  It, too, fit snuggly, and had short, capped sleeves.  His normal briefs, which were far too big, kept bunching up under the shorts, so he decided against wearing any underwear at all.   
 
    Armed with his new outfit, Mark started his daily workout – jazzercize, for variety, which went extremely well.  When he was finished, he took a shower, and as he felt the water cascading over his body, he realized that something was different.  Aside from a thin strip of pubic hair, every last bit of body hair had just washed down the drain. 
 
    “Jesus,” he said, standing under the stream of hot water.  “What the hell is happening to me?” 
 
    Three weeks later, Mark had lost another twenty-five pounds.  Part of him was pleased with that result; after all, he’d worked extremely hard to lose weight.  But a part of him was horrified that he weighed about as much as a college cheerleader.  A female college cheerleader.  And the shape of his body had followed suit.   
 
    His rear end, though still quite round, was tight and fit.  His hips were still quite wide, which served to accentuate how thin his waist had gotten.  His belly, though tight, had a slight curve to it.  His arms and shoulders were slim, almost willowy, and his breasts had shrunken to nothing.  However, his distractingly sensitive nipples had remained enlarged and seemingly perpetually engorged, while his areolas became puffy.   
 
    And his wardrobe had changed to match.  Over the preceding three weeks, Jenny had continued to buy him new clothes.  Shorts, tee-shirts, spaghetti-strapped tank tops, and even some new pants – it all fit perfectly.  And it all accentuated his changed physique.  Even his old underwear had been traded out for new Y-fronts, which he had to admit, fit perfectly.  However, he couldn’t ignore the fact that they were cut very similarly to his wife’s bikini briefs.   
 
    To say his transformation was dramatic would have been a vast understatement.  But through it all, Jenny was there, supporting and encouraging him.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jenny set her book on the nightstand.  Turning to her husband, she asked, “Can I ask you something, Mark?”  
 
    Mark, who’d been playing Solitaire on his phone, looked up.  “Sure,” he said.  “What’s up?” 
 
    “Do you still find me attractive?” she asked.   
 
    “What?  Of course I do!” Mark insisted.  “Why would you ask that?  You’re gorgeous!”  
 
    It wasn’t exaggeration.  More than once throughout their relationship, Mark had questioned why a woman as beautiful as his wife would stoop to his level.  Her tall frame was slim and athletic, and her breasts were full and perky.  On top of that perfect body was a face that could stop traffic.  If she made a little more effort in regards to her appearance, she could have easily passed for a model.  But she wasn’t that kind of girl, which, to Mark, made her all the more attractive. 
 
    “It’s just that, well…I know that you’ve been going through a lot,” she said.  “And we’ve been married for a while.  I know it happens.  And I know what the news says about people who are going through what you’re going through.  But we haven’t had sex since your voice changed.  Three months, Mark, and you haven’t so much as laid a hand on me.” 
 
    Had it been so long?  Mark knew it had been a while, but he’d been too wrapped up in his own issues to count the days.  “No,” he said.  “It’s me.  I guess I’ve just had a lot on my mind.”  
 
    “I know,” Jenny said.  “But just because you’re going through some changes doesn’t mean I don’t want to be with you.  I do.” 
 
    “Seriously?” he asked.  “Have you seen me lately?  If I had tits, I’d be a –” 
 
    “I know,” she said, interrupting him.  “Believe me, I know.  But just because you look a little different doesn’t mean we can’t…you know…fool around.” 
 
    Mark sighed.  “I know,” he said.  “I get it.  Really, I do.  And going forward, I want things to get back to normal.   Or as normal as they can get.  I really do.”  
 
    “You could make it up to me tonight,” Jenny suggested with a wide grin. 
 
    He gave her a cute smile.  He’d meant it as a cocky smirk, but his soft features ruined the effect.  Still, he was undeterred.  “What’d you have in mind?” he asked, climbing on top of her.  It served to highlight the difference in size; he felt like he was atop an Amazonian giant.  But he didn’t have much time to think about it as she pulled him close, kissing him passionately.   
 
    Soon, Jenny’s hand found its way into Mark’s bikini briefs, and as soon as her fingers found his penis, she pulled away, gasping in surprise.   
 
    “Oh,” Mark said, blushing furiously.  “That.  Well, that’s another reason we haven’t –” 
 
    Jenny silenced him with a finger of his full lips.  “Shh, lover,” she cooed, pushing him off of her.  After climbing out of bed, she grabbed mark by his wide hips, pulling him to the edge of the bed.  She didn’t even have to struggle, he was so light.  She was so much stronger than him.  But it sort of felt right.  Natural.  Normal.   
 
    Without hesitation, Jenny pulled his briefs over his smooth, hairless legs, exposing his tiny, flaccid manhood.  Pushing his legs wide, Jenny bent down, licking the tiny thing.  It felt good, to be sure, but Mark remained as limp as ever.  His impotence was frustrating and emasculating – probably more so than any of his other changes.  But like always, Jenny had an answer. 
 
    “Relax,” she said, popping his tiny, limp cock out of her mouth.  “I want to try something.” 
 
    Mark had barely agreed before her finger found his asshole.  At first, she only massaged it, rubbing her index finger along the rim, but even that made him twitch with excitement.  However, when she finally slipped it inside, he let out a shuddering moan.  Suddenly, his miniscule member was rock-hard. 
 
    “Somebody likes that!” she exclaimed, slowly working her finger in and out of him.  One finger became two, and Mark was in absolute ecstasy.  “You’re so wet.  Tell me you like me fingering you.” 
 
    “I like it,” he moaned, trying his best to keep his voice down.  After all, there was only a thin wall separating them from Terrance.  “Don’t stop!”  
 
    She didn’t, and after only a few minutes, he came, spraying semen on his smooth belly.  But it felt different from his old orgasms.  More intense. Longer lasting.  And it covered his whole body.  By the time the convulsions finished, he felt a strange sense of pleasant exhaustion.   
 
    Jenny smiled down at him, dipping a finger in the small pool of semen on his belly.  She brought it to her mouth, licking it.  “Mmm,” she said.  “That’s new.  Almost sweet.” 
 
    Mark didn’t know how to respond to that because he had no idea how that was different.  He’d never tasted cum in his life, but seeing the look on her face made him curious about the flavor.   
 
    “My turn,” Jenny said, picking Mark up.  Almost instinctively, he wrapped his legs around her waist, bucking his hips slightly as they kissed.  It felt right, but it also felt so very wrong.  So unmanly.  He had no idea why he did it.   
 
    Soon, Jenny had lain down on the bed, giving Mark free reign over her perfect body.  He used it wisely, trailing slow, tiny kisses from her neck down her collarbone and to her breasts.  He paused at her nipples, lovingly sucking on them for whole minutes each before moving down to her flat stomach.  More kisses circled her sex, slowly getting closer and closer until, at last, he gave her clit a quick, teasing lick.  It was a promise before he moved down to her ankle, up her calf, and then to her inner thigh.  He was so engrossed in worshipping every inch of his wife that he was a little surprised when she chastised him. 
 
    “Oh, quit being such a tease, and lick my pussy!” she said with mock anger.  Mark had never been a particularly good practitioner of oral sex, but he’d never been a slouch, either.  He put his skills to the test as he went to work, licking and fingering his wife.  In any case, that seemed to change along with his new body.  Suddenly, he seemed to know just what buttons to push.  He knew, almost instinctively, how to maximize his lover’s pleasure.  A smarter person might have made the connection between his increased femininity and his newfound prowess, but Mark had never been the smartest man.  And that wasn’t going to change anytime soon. 
 
    Some time later, Mark lay in his wife’s strong arms as she idly massaged his plump ass.  “That was fun,” she said.   
 
    “Yeah,” Mark agreed.  “It was.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    The next morning, as Terrance, Mark, and Jenny sat at the small table eating breakfast, the married couple couldn’t stop giving one another meaningful glances.  Mark didn’t know why, but it felt almost like the first time they’d slept together.  For some reason, it felt more meaningful than a long-married couple having sex.   
 
    Terrance, who’d noticed their nervousness, said, “I suppose you two had a good time last night.  About damn time, if you ask me.  You’ve been walking on egg shells around each other since all this started.  It’s not healthy.” 
 
    “No comment,” Jenny said as Mark blushed crimson.  Once, he might have recounted the entirety of his sexual exploits to his friend.  But somehow, it just felt embarrassing, thinking about Terrance knowing what they’d done in their bedroom.  It was silly, but he couldn’t help how he felt.   
 
    Terrance tipped his bowl of cereal up to his lips, draining the milk.  After he set it back down, he rose, saying, “Well, I’ve got to go in to work early.  I have to be there to pick up the slack for this guy who’s about to get fired.  He’s not dealing well with the changes.”  He gripped Mark’s shoulder.  “Not like you, buddy.  Anyway, catch you two later.”  
 
    After he’d left the room, Jenny said, “That was really something last night, wasn’t it?”  
 
    Mark nodded.  “It was,” he said.  “I don’t know what to think of it, honestly.  It’s weird, right?  It feels weird, knowing what we did.” 
 
    “Can I show you something?” Jenny asked. 
 
    Mark responded with a question of his own.  “Don’t you have work?” he asked. 
 
    She shook her head.  “No,” she answered.  “I called in a substitute for today.  Told them I was sick.” 
 
    “Oh – then yeah,” he said.  “What is it?”  
 
    She stood, holding up a finger.  “Be right back,” she said.  “I’ve got to get my laptop.”  
 
    Mark didn’t know what to do, so he simply waited until Jenny returned.  She set her laptop in front of him and told him to read.  He did, saying the title of an article aloud.  “A Few Things Every Boi Should Know” was written by a woman named Yvonne Harris. 
 
    “What is this?” Mark asked. 
 
    Jenny answered, “Just read it.  You’ll understand once you read it.” 
 
    Mark sighed.  He hated those cat and mouse games.  But he didn’t want to disappoint his wife.  So, he did as she asked and started reading the article. 
 
    It read: 
 
      
 
    A few months ago, Dr. Omar Bell, the noted biochemist, released a chemical agent into the atmosphere which, over the past few months, has effectively eradicated our idea of the white male.  Gone is the masculine, All-American man, and in his place a petite (usually no taller than 5’6”) cross between boy and woman.  But I don’t need to tell you that, do I?  Chances are that if you’re reading this, you know fist-hand how you’ve changed.  The purpose of this article is meant to be informative.  I keep seeing white males (which, for brevity’s sake, I will henceforth refer to as bois) running around with their chests poked out, trying to act like men.  You are not.  You are a boi, plain and simple.  The sooner you realize that, the better off you’ll be.  Ah, but I digress.  As I was saying, this article is meant to address a few major issues: comportment, sex (naughty!), and dress.  So, without further ado, here we go! 
 
    As intimated previously, the first issue I want to cover is comportment.  What does that mean?  Well, glad you asked.  Comportment is a fancy term for how you behave.  But it’s far more than that.  It includes everything from posture to the way you walk and talk.  It probably seems strange that you bois might need to learn how to act differently, but, well, be honest.  You know you look silly trying to act like you used to.  Imagine a teenaged girl trying to act like her daddy.  That’s how strange it is to see a boi strutting around like a man.   
 
    No – bois like you should act differently because you are different.  I can’t stress that enough.  So, a few pointers for you boys out there.  First, try to keep your back slightly arched.  It will make your rear-end absolutely pop.  Second, try to sway your hips a bit.  Men like that (more on that later).  Third, don’t be afraid of yoga and aerobics.  You need to keep your figure.  A fat boi is a lonely boi.  I recommend dance, yoga, jazzercise, and other programs like that.  But if we’re honest, the most important thing you need to remember is to watch women and imitate them.  You are far closer to one of them (with quite similar sexual goals, I might add), and they’ve been doing it for a lot longer than you have.  Watch us, bois, and learn! 
 
    The second thing we need to talk about is your wardrobe.  Most of you have probably noticed that none of your clothes fit anymore.  So, you’re going to need to buy a whole new wardrobe.  In fact, given the way you’ve changed, you’re going to want to show off those new bodies.  Don’t be afraid of that.  Most department stores have opened a new section aimed directly at bois, so that’s a good place to start.  However, for those bois on a budget, don’t be afraid to borrow from your girlfriend, wife, or sister.  Chances are, you know a girl who’s about your size.   
 
    There are, however, a few things to note.  I’ll start with undergarments.  Bois wear panties.  Not briefs.  Not boxers.  Panties.  Your shape dictates that you wear them.  Learn to love it.  I, myself, love wearing a sexy new pair of panties.  They just make me feel so confident!  Some bois have have fully embraced their nature and started wearing bras.  If you’re one such boi, I applaud your adaptability.  You are a fashion frontrunner, and I love you for it.  However, I am of the humble opinion that bois shouldn’t wear them.  They don’t, after all, have breasts (yet!  Who knows that lovably crazy Dr. Bell did?).  But you aren’t girls.  You’re bois.  Similar, but different.  You don’t have breasts, so you don’t need a bra. 
 
    As for outerwear, it is appropriate for a boi to wear basically anything a girl might choose to wear.  Skirts.  Jeans.  Blouses and dresses.  If you think you look good in it, then wear it.  But be advised: you will look silly in male clothes (if you can even find any that fit!).  You’ll never get a man to chase you if you’re still trying to pretend to be one of them.  No – stick to the women’s or boi’s sections.  That’s where you’ll find what you need. 
 
    Finally, the part we’ve all been waiting for – sex.  It’s an inevitable part of life, so if you’re offended by such discussion, just quit reading.   
 
    Okay – still with me?  Good.  You may have noticed a certain lack of size in the old ‘manhood’ department.  Many of you are embarrassed by this development.  Don’t be!  It’s perfectly natural for a boi to have a tiny penis.  In fact, recent studies have shown that the average white male’s penis is now around an inch-and-a-half long when flaccid, but it’s not uncommon for them to be quite a bit smaller.  My own husband is less than an inch long, if you can believe it.  And it’s just as cute as can be!  Don’t worry about it, though.  Those little things aren’t terribly important anymore, and I’ll tell you why. 
 
    You may have noticed that your anus is quite a bit more sensitive than it was before.  That is by design.  Think of that as your new sex organ.  Women have vaginas.  Men have penises.  And bois have their anuses.  Don’t be afraid to try it out.  Take that thing out for a spin, if you will.  Borrow your girlfriend’s vibrator (or your sister’s, if you’re comfortable asking for it), and go to town.  You’ll soon find that it’s just “heavenly” (my husband’s words – love you babe!). 
 
    Now comes what will be the biggest change to your life.  You’ve probably already guessed it, but bois belong with men.  It’s simple science.  Bois emit chemically identical pheromones to that of women, and studies have shown that they respond similarly to women when exposed to male pheromones.  So, sorry bois, but you are attracted to men now.  More, though, men are attracted to you.  Resist it if you want, but it’s natural.  Couple that with the fact that they have the equipment to please you (what do you think is meant to go in your newly designated sex organ?), and you’ll see why man/boi relationships have risen by over 400% since Bell released his concoction upon the world.   
 
    Quite a few bois will refuse to accept that being heterosexual means being with men.  I understand.  It’s a new, scary world out there.  You think it’s easier just to stay with your wife or girlfriend, right?  You reason that lesbians do it all the time, so you can too.  And while I think most such relationships are doomed, I can’t blame you for trying.  In the even that you’re one of those stubborn bois, I recommend a trip to the local “adult” store where you can find something a bit more penetrative than a couple of fingers.  You’re both going to get urges – God knows I know – so it’s best to have something on hand that might satisfy you. 
 
    I suspect that many of you reading this are still in denial.  So, it’s time for tough love.  Look in the mirror, honey.  Really look.  What do you see?  A man?  Certainly not.  Is it a woman?  Nope again.  That is a boi staring back at you, and it’s time you started acting the part. 
 
    Now, you may need counseling, and that’s fine.  The government has set up counseling centers around the country for just such a need.  Go there.  Learn to accept the new you.  Learn to love yourself.  Because you can’t go back.  And if you explore your new situation a little, you’ll realize that you don’t really want to.   
 
    I hope this article has helped you.  Thank you for reading, and I’ll see you next week when we examine just what your new panties say about you as a person.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mark stared at the article, unsure of how to respond.  He’d read it twice, trying to understand the implications.  He looked up at Jenny, tears in his eyes.  Without a word, she wrapped her arms around his narrow shoulders, enveloping him in a reassuring hug.  He couldn’t keep from weeping.  In fact, he didn’t see a reason to hold back the tears.  So, he cried.  And Jenny held him.   
 
    After a few minutes, he looked up at her, his eyes red-rimmed, and asked, “What now?” His voice was small.  Tentative.  Girlish.   
 
    “That depends on what you want to do,” she answered.  “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.  That article can’t tell you who you are.” 
 
    “That article – it was dated a few weeks ago, right?” he said.  “When did you read it?” 
 
    “When it first came out,” she admitted. 
 
    “So…the clothes?” he asked. 
 
    Jenny nodded.  “Women’s,” she said.  “The new underwear I bought are panties made to help you transition.  Like the article said, the mall is full of options for…um…bois like you.”  
 
    Mark stared at his wife, but he didn’t see her.  He was too lost in thought, trying to come to terms with what he’d just read.  “I don’t know,” he said after a long moment.  “It’s all just so strange.  I knew I had changed.  I’m not blind.  But I hadn’t really thought about how it all fit together.”  He paused, gathering his thoughts.  “No.  I need to think.  I need some time to figure this out.” 
 
    Jenny smiled, hugging him again.  “Whatever you decide,” she half-whispered.  “Whatever you want to do – it’s fine with me.  You know that, right?  You know I’m here for you, don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded.  “I do,” he said.  “That’s about the only thing I know for sure, but yeah.  I know.” 
 
    “But in the meantime – and I totally understand if you’re not into it right now – but while we try to figure this all out, do you want to fool around a little?” she asked, a hopeful note to her voice. 
 
    “One-track mind, huh?” Mark said, laughing through his tears.  It was the tension-breaker he needed.   
 
    “You’re just so sexy,” she said.  “Besides, we got worn out last night before we could try everything I wanted to try.” 
 
    “You got worn out,” Mark said, puffing his chest out.  “I have stamina.” 
 
    Jenny grabbed her petite husband, pulling him close for a deep, passionate kiss.  In the space of a few seconds, he was topless and Jenny was tonguing his erect nipples as Mark moaned.  Without warning, she hooked her arm under his knee and picked him up.  As she carried him toward the bedroom, he said, “This is kind of humiliating, being carried like this.” 
 
    “Not for me,” Jenny said before tossing him onto the bed.  He bounced once before settling into place amidst the tousled comforter and sheets.  Almost immediately, she was on top of him, ripping his shorts down his soft legs.  Next came his panties, leaving him completely naked.  Almost instinctively, he spread his legs invitingly, and Jenny took the cue, going down on him with gusto.  As she licked his tiny, quivering manhood, she gently fingered his ass, eliciting a low moan from her husband.   
 
    After only a few minutes, she stood, stripping her own clothes off as she looked down on her husband, his legs spread wide as his small penis stood erect.  When she was naked, she got back onto the bed, slipped one leg under Mark’s, and then another on top until her pussy was rubbing against his sex.  She rocked back and forth slowly, moaning.   
 
    Mark knew what she was doing.  He’d seen it before in porn videos.  “Scissoring” or “tribbing”.  She was making love to her like he was her lesbian lover.  She didn’t see a man.  Neither of them did.  And in that moment, he made his decision.  He wasn’t a man.  He was a boi.  His wife knew it.  He knew it.  And soon, the rest of the world would know it.   
 
    They made love for another hour, using various positions until they both had cum multiple times.  Afterward, they lay in bed, Mark nestled in his wife’s strong arms.  “I’m a boi, Jenny,” he said softly.  “There’s no getting around it.  And so, I should act like one.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jenny said.  “If that’s what you want, it’s what I want.” 
 
    “I am what I am,” was his simple reply as he snuggled close to the woman he loved. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    A little more than an hour after his admission, Mark and Jenny were at the mall where they spent the rest of the day shopping.  Mark picked out quite a few outfits; he didn’t choose outrageous, instead settling on mostly jeans, shorts, and tee-shirts, but Jenny didn’t convince him to buy a skirt.  It was a short, pleated little thing, and he felt frightfully exposed when he tried it on.  But Jenny assured him that he looked “adorable”.  In addition to his new outerwear, he also bought some new underwear – mostly bikinis, but Jenny did persuade him that he’d probably want a couple of thongs before too long.  Not wanting to argue, he bowed to her judgment.   
 
    But then came the shoes.  Jenny had bought him a cheap pair of trainers when his feet had quit shrinking – women’s size six – but they were, even Mark had to admit, quite ugly.  So, at Jenny’s insistence, he bought a new pair of pink Nikes.  Then, he and Jenny spent almost an hour trying on shoes of various styles and types.  He tried on pumps of all heel heights, some sandals, and even some strappy stilettos intended for evening wear.  They ran the poor shop attendant to death, but eventually, they settled on a couple of pairs of modest heels.   
 
    Having accomplished the task of starting Mark’s new wardrobe, the couple headed towards home.  However, Jenny decided at the last minute to make one last stop.  Mark was unsurprised when they pulled into the adult store’s parking lot.  After the article’s suggestion, he had been expecting it, and soon, the two were awkwardly browsing sex toys. 
 
    “What about this one?” Jenny asked, holding up a monstrous dildo that had to be four inches wide and laughing.  Mark giggled nervously as Jenny made more jokes about the toys.  He knew she was trying to use humor to diffuse the situation, but he desperately wanted her to take it seriously.  It was their sex life at stake, after all, and he, for one, wanted it to go well.   
 
    She held up another, very slim vibrator, asking if it would do.  He shook his head nervously.  They both knew he wanted something far more substantial.  Finally, after quite a bit more time than either of them had expected, they settled on three purchase.  The first was a simple, seven-inch dildo.  The second was a strap-on harness with a pink, rubber phallus attached.  Jenny said it was for “lipstick lesbians”, a term with which Mark was only vaguely familiar.  And finally, the last purchase was a basic, black double dong.  Mark turned beet red when they went to pay for the assortment of toys.   
 
    The ride home was uneventful, save for the nervous silence stretching between the married couple.  They were both anxious about what they’d just committed to, though neither could quite articulate why.  Soon, they arrived back at the apartment and quickly put their purchases away.  Then, Mark got dressed.  He chose one of the thongs – which, to his embarrassment, made him feel so incredibly sexy – a pair of jeans which hugged his ass nicely and rode quite low on his waist, and a black tank top with the imprint of a pair of pink lips on it.  He’d just finished dressing when Terrance got home. 
 
    Unsurprised by the way his friend was dressed, Terrance cocked an eyebrow, saying, “That’s how it is, then?” Mark nodded.  He smiled, saying, “Okay then.  What’s for dinner?”  
 
    “Wait, that’s it?” Mark said.  “Don’t you have any questions?  Comments?  Aren’t you going to make fun of me?”  
 
    “Make fun of you?  Why would I do that?” he asked, confused.  “Seriously – it’s not a big deal.  There are lots of bois at work.  You should see what some of them have started wearing.  And there was this one guy – I think I mentioned him once – named Bill.  Well, when he started changing, he just lost all of his confidence.  He couldn’t deal with men at all.  He just agreed with whatever we said.  And this dude was a freaking executive.  He used to be one of the most ambitious guys at the company.  They caught him sucking off one of the janitors in a closet after hours.  Said he just couldn’t help himself.  Of course, they fired him.” 
 
    “What’s that got to do with me?” Mark asked. 
 
    “Yeah – I’m not seeing the connection,” agreed Jenny. 
 
    “I’m just saying that all things considered, you’re doing okay Mark,” he said.  “Unless you’ve ducked into any closets I don’t know about…” 
 
    “Fuck you,” was Mark’s good-natured reply.  “Always with the jokes.” 
 
    Terrance just grinned.  “So – what’s for dinner?  I’m starved.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Jenny said.  “What are you going to cook for us?” 
 
    “Low blow, Jenny,” Terrance said.  “Low blow.” 
 
    What followed was an argument about who would prepare dinner.  None of them really had the knack for cooking, so they ordered takeout.  Throughout the meal, Mark couldn’t stop thinking about the toys stashed under the bed he and Jenny shared.  Time dragged on until, finally, he stretched out his arms, yawning dramatically, “Well, I’m beat.  I think I’m going to bed.”  He gave Jenny a suggestive look. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jenny said, stifling her own yawn.  “Me too.  Really tired.” 
 
    Terrance glanced at the clock, noticing that it was only eight o’clock.  “Fine,” he said.  “I can take a hint.”  
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Mark couldn’t take his eyes off the pink dildo hovering in front of his face.  He thought it would be easier because it really didn’t look anything like a man’s dick.  In fact, it looked like nothing so much as a smooth, pink cylinder.  However, with it sprouting from Jenny’s groin, there was no mistaking its intention.   
 
    “It’s okay if you don’t want to,” Jenny said, disappointment in her voice as she looked down at her naked, feminized husband.  Likewise, she was unclothed, save for the harness holding the dildo.  “I understand if this is too big of a step for you.” 
 
    Mark summoned his resolve.  He’d made his decision.  He was a boi.  And bois didn’t hesitate before sucking their wives’ dicks.  “No,” he said.  “I want to do it.”  
 
    To Jenny’s credit, she was patient.  However, Mark couldn’t ignore the tremble in her voice.  He knew she was horny.  He knew she wanted it.  And he refused to disappoint her.  So, with a tentative tongue, he licked the dildo, tasting rubber.  He repeated the action.  Once.  Twice.  And then, he took it into his mouth.  Even as he bobbed his head up and down, he felt silly, sucking a fake dick.  But Jenny was enjoying it.  And that’s all he really needed.   
 
    After a couple of minutes, she said, “Okay, baby.  I think I’m ready.” Her voice was husky as she gripped the base of her fake cock.  “Get on all fours.  And get ready.”  
 
    Mark obeyed, closing his eyes as he awaited his own deflowering.  She gripped his ass, squeezing it roughly.  “Stick your sexy little ass in the air,” she instructed.  He did, and soon, he felt Jenny’s finger enter him.   
 
    “Looks like someone’s ready to go,” she said, slipping her finger in and out of him with ease.  One of the side effects of the change was that, when he was aroused, he produced his own lubricant, much like a woman.  And judging by the state of his ass, he was very, very aroused.  He pushed his ass further into the air, burying his face in the sheets, practically begging Jenny to shove her cock inside him.  He wanted it so badly, and if he wasn’t half-mad with lust, that realization might have frightened him.   
 
    Jenny teased him, rubbing the pink phallus along the rim of his asshole, massaging his crack.  Mark tried to push back, but Jenny slapped his ass playfully.  “Be patient,” she chided.  “You’ll get it soon enough.” 
 
    He was bout to beg her to fuck him when, at last, she pushed the thing inside him.  He gasped, his eyes wide as a thin, quivering sigh of relief escaped from between his lips.  A shiver ran up his spine as Jenny slowly, tantalizingly retracted her cock.  He felt every centimeter of the phallus.  He loved every second.  When it was almost out, she rammed it in, hard and fast.  Once.  Twice.  In and out.  Mark let out a girlish and inarticulate cry of pleasure.   
 
    “You like it, don’t you? You dirty little slut,” Jenny asked, breathless as she pumped ever faster.  She gripped his hips for leverage.   
 
    “Harder,” Mark panted.  “Fuck me harder!”  
 
    “Are you my dirty little slut?” she asked.  Mark let out a quivering, wordless sound.  Leaning over Mark’s back, she continued to thrust as she whispered, “Say it.  Say you’re my dirty slut.” 
 
    “I’m you’re dirty slut!” Mark screamed, his voice cracking with lust.  “Fuck me!”  
 
    Jenny pulled out, leaving a sweating Mark feeling empty.  With a fluid motion, she gripped his waist and flipped him onto his back.  Gripping behind his knees, Jenny spread Mark’s legs wide.  And then, she started fucking him again, his tiny, erect cock bouncing with each thrust.  They fucked like that for what felt simultaneously like an eternity and a moment, with Mark unable to contain his screams of passion.  Each came multiple times, and in the end, they were both completely exhausted.  As Mark lay, snuggled against Jenny’s large breast, he listed to her soft breathing.  She drifted off to sleep still wearing her strap-on. 
 
    The next night, they broke out the double-ended dildo, enjoying it in a variety of different positions.  They went ass-to-ass and tried scissoring with it, but Mark’s favorite was when Jenny lay on her back, her legs spread, with the dildo already inside.  It jutted from her groin like a giant, black cock, which evoked a series of feelings Mark wasn’t entirely prepared to deal with.  When he sat on it, he rode it in a reverse cowgirl (or boi?) position.   
 
    So it went for the next couple of weeks.  Each night, they’d try something a little different.  And Jenny became quite dominant, using her size and strength to manhandle the much-smaller Mark into whatever position she wanted.  But there were quite a few moments of pure tenderness where the two simply cuddled and kissed.   
 
    It was a good few weeks, and it showed Mark that, despite his initial fear, there might actually be something to the whole “boi” thing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Time passed, and soon, it was time for Mark to start his new job.  So, the day before he was scheduled to begin, he and Jenny went shopping.  She thought it best for him to wear a playful, yet tasteful skirt and a nondescript blouse.  Mark knew better than to argue with her fashion sense, and so, he went to work the next day in a black skirt and white blouse.  The skirt was loose and came down to mid-thigh.  The blouse, while low-cut, was quite tasteful.  Topping it all of was a pair of black, three-inch heels that made him feel about as feminine as anything else he owned.  Under it all, he wore a lacy, red thong.   
 
    When he arrived at the designated place, he was welcomed into the office quite warmly, and he was shown into his office.  It was tiny, but he didn’t need much space; he’d rarely be there anyway.  Soon, he was given an assignment to shoot some new boi’s fashions for the magazine’s next issue.   
 
    And so, he went across town, arriving at a small studio where a few other bois were various states of undress.  He introduced himself and found the other bois to be quite nice.  Finally, he was introduced to Mildred, the woman who was running the shoot. 
 
    Mildred looked Mark up and down with an appraising eye.  “You ever model, boi?” she asked in an unplaceable Eastern European accent. 
 
    Taken aback, Mark asked, “Me?”   He couldn’t keep his hand from fluttering to his chest in the most feminine of gestures. 
 
    “Yes, you, stupid boi,” the older woman replied.  Gray-haired and severe, she was rail thin, and she looked as if she didn’t even understand the concept of a smile.  “You are quite beautiful.” 
 
    Nonplussed, Mark paused in thought for only a second before saying, “Sure.  I could model.” 
 
    Mildred clapped her hands together sharply.  “Good,” she barked.  “Strip.  Now.”  
 
    Turning to the group of other bois, she pointed to a petite redhead.  “You.  You’re fired,” she said.  “Leave now.”  And then she turned back to Mark.  “Why are you not naked yet?”  
 
    Mark remembered himself, then hastily started undressing while Mildred said to one of her female assistants, “You know to use a camera, yes?  Good.  You take the pictures.  Someone get this boi some proper clothes.” 
 
    Mark was naked now, all except for his racy thong.   
 
    “Panties too, boi,” Mildred said. 
 
    Mark stripped those off as well, glad for his months of aerobics.  Someone brought him a very skimpy, red, leather skirt, which, when he put it on, barely covered his ass.  Then, he was given a blouse which didn’t quite reach his navel.  It was also open almost all the way down his front.  Next came a pair of white stockings that reached mid-thigh, and finally, he donned a pair of what he could only think of as stripper heels.  They were incredibly high and made of clear plastic.   
 
    “Good boi,” Mildred said, sounding please.  “Now – you will be front.  The others will be back.  Go.” 
 
    And so went Mark’s first foray into modeling.  He’d orchestrated photoshoots before, but he’d never been the subject.  It was a decidedly different perspective, but he couldn’t deny that he liked the attention.  Still, it was much more difficult than he’d expected, posing this way and that, getting his expressions to line up with Mildred’s vision.  But Mark was a natural.   
 
    Afterward, Mildred pulled him aside, saying, “We must work together again, darling.” She handed him an expensive looking business card.  “Call me tomorrow morning, and we shall discuss your future as a model.” 
 
    With that, she was gone, leaving Mark to wonder if he’d just started a new career. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    “But you’re a photographer,” Jenny said.  “What about that?” 
 
    Mark shrugged.  “This would pay more,” he said.  “A lot more.  And that’s just the start.  I mean, I made two-thousand dollars today.” 
 
    “Two-grand?” asked Terrance.  “Seriously?  I am definitely in the wrong business.” 
 
    Mark laughed. “You want to prance around in a miniskirt while some Russian lady screams at you?” he asked.  “Because I definitely do.” 
 
    “Point taken,” Terrance responded.  “So – when are you going to get me into a photo shoot?  I mean, I wouldn’t mind meeting some of these other bois, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Mark didn’t immediately respond, mostly because he was trying to process the fact that Terrance was talking about bois in the same way he’d always talked about girls.  To him, Mark reasoned, there was little difference.  And according to Jenny, that attitude wasn’t exactly uncommon.  Still, it was strange, thinking that his friend might actually find someone like him attractive.   
 
    “We haven’t even decided if Mark wants to be a model, anyway,” Jenny said.  “You’ve always been a photographer, baby.  You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.” 
 
    Mark took a deep breath.  “But I do want to,” he admitted.  “I don’t know why, and I’m sure it’ll blow up in my face somehow, but it felt good.  I liked it.  I think…no, I know I want to do it.  I won’t if you’re not okay with it, though.” 
 
    “What?” she said. “Of course I’m okay with it.  I’m thrilled for you, sweetie.  I just didn’t want you to jump into this without thinking it through.” 
 
    “I have,” Mark said. 
 
    “Good,” Terrance interjected.  “You’re a model now.  So – when are you going to get me into a photoshoot?”  
 
    They all laughed, then drank some wine.  They laughed some more.  They drank some more.  And both Mark and Jenny were a little buzzed when they retired to their bedroom.  When the door shut, Jenny asked, “You’re a pretty open-minded person, right?”  
 
    Mark responded, “I guess.  Sure.  Why?”  
 
    “Well,” she said.  “I’ve been thinking about something.  I’ve been thinking about what it might be like to have a threesome.” 
 
    Mark thought for a long moment.  “Like, you want to bring another girl in?” he asked.  “I don’t know.” 
 
    Jenny arched her eyebrow and smirked.  “You know good and well that’s not what I meant,” she said. 
 
    Mark smiled.  “I know.” 
 
    “So – what do you think?” she asked.  “This is entirely up to whether or not you’re comfortable with the idea.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Mark admitted.  He had thought about being with a man more than he really wanted to admit.  But he’d never voiced those fantasies to Jenny.  “It’s…I don’t know how I feel about sharing you with another man.” 
 
    “Another man?” she asked, putting emphasis on “another”.   
 
    “Oh, alright – I don’t know how I feel about sharing you with anyone,” he corrected.  “Man.  Woman.  Boi.  It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “If it makes you feel any better, I don’t know how I feel either,” she said.  “I might get jealous as hell.  After all, I’m the one who fucks you.  He’ll be encroaching on my territory.” 
 
    Mark turned, patting his round ass.  “This?” he asked.  “This is your territory?  Like I’m some sort of object?”  
 
    She grabbed him, pushing him onto the bed.  She forced her tongue into his mouth for a long moment before pulling way, “Damn right, it’s mine.  But I’m willing to share if you’re willing to be shared.” 
 
    For a few seconds, Mark was silent as Jenny idly toyed with his nipples under his shirt.  Finally, he said, “It might be fun.  But who?”  
 
    “I know of one able-bodied man in this very apartment,” Jenny suggested. 
 
    “Terrance?” Mark blurted.  “No.  You think?  It’d be weird, right?  We’re best friends.” 
 
    “Trust me,” Jenny said.  “It won’t be weird for him.  I’ve seen him staring at that cute little ass of yours.  And I know he doesn’t mind bois.  I don’t know any straight man that does.  Besides, it’ll probably better if it’s someone we know.” 
 
    After a long moment, he said, “He is kind of handsome.” 
 
    “He is,” agreed Jenny. 
 
    “O-okay,” Mark said.  “But you ask him.  I don’t…I don’t think I could.” 
 
    “Oh, no, sweetie,” she said, laughing softly.  “You don’t get off that easy.  You have to ask him.  That’s part of the deal.” 
 
    “B-but…I mean…I don’t get why…oh, alright,” Mark said.  “But if he laughs at me, it’s your fault.” 
 
    “He won’t laugh,” she said.  “Here’s what you do.  And then, as she explained, Mark blushed a deep, deep red. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    Terrance was lying on his bed, the television remote perched on his stomach as he watched Sportscenter when he heard a tentative knock on his bedroom door.  “Come in,” he said without looking up. 
 
    The door swung open slowly, revealing a very naked Mark.  Terrance had seen his friend every single day since he’d started changing, but until that moment, he hadn’t really seen how much of a transformation Mark had undergone.  Sure, he’d caught himself staring at Mark’s ass a few times, but the sight he saw standing in his doorway was breathtaking.  It left him speechless. 
 
    Mark’s body was perfect.  That was the only way Terrance could describe it.  At a shade over five feet and no more than a hundred-and-five pounds, he was tight.  But he had just the right amount of padding, and in all the right places.  Terrance’s eyes drifted to Mark’s groin; even the boi’s tiny penis was cute.   
 
    “Um,” said Mark in his high-pitched, girlish voice.  “We were sort of wondering if you could help us with something in the bedroom.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Terrance replied, sitting up.  “What is it that you need, exactly?” 
 
    Mark blushed.  “Well,” he said.  “You see.  We…um…we need some cock.  And since you’re the only…ah…man I the house, we were wondering if you…if you’d…you know…lend a hand.”  Terrance smiled.  Even the boi’s nervousness was cute.  It was no wonder they wanted him to be a model.   
 
    “Okay,” Terrance said, rising from the bed.  Mark couldn’t hide his excitement.  He didn’t even try.  Instead, he just smiled broadly as he took Terrance’s much-larger hand.  The man could hardly tear his eyes from Mark’s magnificently perfect ass as he was led to the other bedroom. 
 
    When they entered, Terrance wasn’t surprised to see Jenny similarly naked, her big breasts standing proud on her chest.  “I see we got our man,” she said, a smile stretching across her face.  She looked at Mark, and he nodded.  They both dropped to their knees, side by side, at Terrance’s feet. 
 
    Mark extended a dainty hand, hooking his slim fingers under the waistband of Terrance’s athletic shorts.  He pulled them down.  The man’s boxers came next, revealing a thick, eight-inch cock.  Jenny went first, licking it like a lollipop.  A few seconds later, Mark started kissing and nuzzling the man’s impressive balls.  Slowly, Mark worked his way up the shaft while Jenny tongued the head.  The married couple looked up at their new lover – Mark, with his big, brown eyes, Jenny with her baby blues.  They teased him like that for a few minutes before Jenny took the head into her eager mouth.  Expertly, she bobbed her head up and down as Mark kept his attention on his friend’s undercarriage.   
 
    They switched places.  Mark went on instinct, taking Terrance’s majestic manhood into his own mouth.  It tasted so different, so much better than the rubber dildo.  Mark savored it, hoping it would never end.  When he’d taken it as far as he could, he pulled out, sucking.  In and out he went, using his tongue as he went.   
 
    And then Jenny started tonguing his asshole, and he moaned, the cock still in his mouth.  It came out as, “Mmmmmm.” 
 
    “You like that cock, don’t you, slut?” Jenny asked between licks.   
 
    “Mmmhmm,” was Mark’s only answer.  But they all knew what it meant. 
 
    Then, they switched places again, and Jenny sucked for almost a minute before standing.  She led Terrance to the bed, where she laid him down, his turgid manhood reaching for the ceiling.  Mark climbed atop him. 
 
    Jenny said, “Be gentle.  He’s a virgin.” 
 
    Mark positioned himself above Mark’s cock, then, with Jenny’s help, he lowered himself, guiding the thick member deep into his ass.  It felt so much better than the dildos.  It was real.  It was thick.  And it was a man.  Mark sat there, impaled on Terrance’s cock, for a long moment before squirming a bit, teasing Terrance, who let out a deep, baritone moan of his own.   
 
    Jenny climbed onto the bed, and facing Mark, she lowered her pussy onto Terrance’s face.  They were eye to eye as Mark began to ride the man in earnest. 
 
    “You love that cock,” she cooed, softly bucking her hips as Terrance ate her pussy.  “It’s – oh, God, right there! – black cock you love!  Oh!  God!  Take that cock like the little bitch you are!” 
 
    For his own part, Mark screamed, “Oh, fuck!  Give it to me, daddy!  Give me that cock!” as he rode.   
 
    It wasn’t long before Terrance came, and Mark felt the man’s semen squirt deep inside him.  It was a good feeling.  It was validation.   
 
    Mark climbed off, the cum leaking slowly out of his ass, and began licking Terrance’s balls and cock as he recovered.  The mingling of Terrance’s cum and his own juices was divine. 
 
    Soon, the man was rock hard again, and Jenny switched places with her husband.  As she climbed atop Terrance’s perfect cock, Mark straddled the man’s face, dipping his own tiny member into the Terrance’s mouth.  Obediently, Terrance clamped his lips around both Mark’s penis and his balls.  They were so small that he had no trouble at all fitting them in there. 
 
    Jenny slapped Mark’s ass a couple of times, yelling, “That’s my slut!”  
 
    Receiving oral sex from Terrance was pleasant enough, but the entire time, Mark could only think of getting fucked again. 
 
    Terrance came again, so Mark and Jenny amused themselves for a bit while he recovered. With Terrance watching their every move, the couple got into a sixty-nine position, with Mark on top, and began pleasuring one another orally.  Soon, though, Terrance was ready to go again – he definitely had plenty of stamina – and he positioned himself behind Mark’s more-than-eager ass.  Without so much as a warning, he pushed his cock deep inside.  Mark continued to eat Jenny out as best he could between his screams and moans, but he did an admittedly poor job.  Jenny, however, kept sucking and licking Mark’s petite member.  Soon, Mark’s sweet cum – as opposed to a man’s salty semen- squirted down her throat. 
 
    They fucked like that, taking turns late into the night.  Mark fell asleep, exhausted and satisfied, on one side of Terrance, his head resting on his friend’s dark chest.  Jenny fell asleep on the other.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    From that day forward, things changed.  More often than not, the trio slept together.  And neither Mark nor Jenny would have sex with Terrance alone.  They rarely even had sex when it was just them.  No – for them, love was a three-person act, and though he hadn’t officially taken vows, Terrance had become as much a part of their relationship as either Mark or Jenny.   
 
    Time passed, and Mark’s popularity as a model grew.  He wasn’t quite a supermodel, but he was close enough that it hardly mattered.  A year after that first threesome, Mark and Jenny’s marriage was declared annulled.  They didn’t choose that path, but the government had taken the necessary measure due to an alarmingly high number of divorces clogging the courts.  It was decided that couples composed of bois and women could not even legally marry.  However, they were afforded equal rights under the law.   
 
    Once the bond of marriage had been broken, Jenny began to drift away.  No matter how much she wanted to make it work, she wasn’t really the sharing type.  It brought Mark and Terry much closer together when she left for good.  It hit them both hard; Jenny had been a huge part of their lives together.  But neither blamed her.  She wanted her own life.  She wanted her own man.   
 
    Two years later, Terrance proposed.  Mark, of course, accepted.  Six months after that, he stood in his beautiful wedding dress, looking for all the world like the perfect bride.  The music played as the doors to the cathedral opened.  As he walked down the aisle, he couldn’t believe how lucky he was.  With Jenny, he’d been happy.  But what he shared with Terrance was special.   
 
    He recited his vows, promising to love, honor, and obey his new husband.  Terrance did the same, vowing to protect and love his new wife.  They kissed.  The crowd cheered.  And Markie’s father wept, smearing his makeup.  It was a happy day.  A perfect day.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    The newlyweds sat next to one another in first class seats.  Mark wore one of the latest boi’s fashions – a very thin top which accentuated his puffy nipples and a skintight pair of jeans with a pair of high-heeled boots.  His hand wandered over to Terrance’s groin, rubbing his cock through the man’s slacks. 
 
    “Not here,” a smiling Terrance whispered. 
 
    “I have an idea,” Mark said in a low, conspiratorial voice.  “Just follow me in about a minute.” 
 
    A second later, he got up, pushing past his husband, making sure to display his perfect ass to full effect.  He walked down the narrow aisle, knowing full well that every eye was on him.  The bois wanted to be him.  The women were jealous.  And the men wanted to fuck him.  It was a good feeling.   
 
    He pushed into the lavatory, and a little less than a minute later, there was a soft knock on the door.  Mark opened it, practically pulling his lover into the small space.  He’d already removed his jeans and panties, which sat on the counter, so he was naked from the waist down.   
 
    Even before the door was fully shut, he reached down, gripping Terrance’s thick cock through his pants.  It was already hard. 
 
    “Looks like my husband’s already ready,” Mark said playfully as the door shut.   
 
    Terrance grinned, pinching one of Mark’s erect nipples between his thumb and forefinger.  “Looks like my wife is, too,” he said before spinning Mark around.  He dropped his trousers.   
 
    Mark’s ass, as perfect as ever, beckoned.  But Terrance wasn’t going to give in quite that easily.  He rubbed his black cock against the boi’s round ass before settling it into the crack.  Mark pushed back against it, a soft moan escaping his lips.   
 
    “Tell me what you want,” Terrance whispered, leaning close to Mark’s ear. 
 
    “I want your big, black cock,” Mark breathed.  It was a common refrain that he’d said hundreds of times.  But it was never more true than it was in that airplane bathroom.   
 
    “Whose big, black cock do you want?” his husband demanded. 
 
    “My husband’s,” Mark said, still pushing back. “I want my husband’s beautiful, black cock.  Now.”  
 
    And then, Terrance entered him, fucking him with short, quick thrusts.  Mark moaned loudly but tried his best to keep the screams for more under control.  He was only partly successful as they both came at almost the exact same moment. 
 
    A few minutes later, Terrance left the restroom, adjusting his shirt.  A minute after that, Mark left with a smile on his pretty face.  Half the lane had heard them.  He never had learned to keep quiet.   
 
    Some time later, the plane landed, and the two shared a blissful honeymoon in Bermuda.  Mark wore a bikini every day.  They were mostly in the boi’s style, which meant that the top barely covered his nipples.  Even so, the two spent little time outside, content instead to have wild, uninhibited sex in their expensive hotel room.   
 
    The honeymoon ended all too quickly, and the couple went back to their normal lives.  Terrance quickly became a superstar in his company, and Mark continued to earn quite a reputation as one of the world’s top fashion models.  
 
    Not long after the couple were married, a “cure” for boihood was found.  Many took it, but nearly as many had formed lives which they weren’t ready to leave behind.  And so, bois like Mark became a permanent and distinct part of society.   
 
    However, many white men had quite a bit of difficulty suppressing the old habits of boi-life.  And many effeminate white men walked the street.  And it was said that as many as twenty percent regretted their decision to return to life as a man.  However, the change, once reversed, could not occur again.  Many tried.  None were successful.   
 
    As for Terrance and Mark, they lived happily ever after, man and boi, husband and wife.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Senator Desmond Dean was afraid, and for good reason.  He was in the back of a limousine with a well-established terrorist.  More, as he looked out the window, they were in the middle of nowhere.  If it were a movie, he knew he would have heard the famous banjo track from “Deliverance”.  But he dared not show his fear – not around Dr. Omar Bell, one of the world’s most wanted men.   
 
    Glancing up, he studied Bell very briefly before looking away.  The man wasn’t physically imposing.  Average height.  Average weight.  Bald.  Not particularly athletic-looking.  But even if Desmond hadn’t known what the man had done, he would have been afraid.  There was something about his eyes that said, simultaneously, that he knew more than you and that he wouldn’t hesitate to remove you from the equation.  Dean’s experience with the man supported that assessment.  And so, as the limousine continued down its track, he remained silent.   
 
    As they approached an old, covered bridge, Bell pointed toward the wooden structure, saying, “That’s the boundary of the city.  If the subjects get within a mile of that stream, the chips activate.” 
 
    Dean was familiar with the microchips, which were a variation of the sort used to track dogs.  Bell’s version, however, had a wide variety of uses.  They could cause pain.  Anxiety.  Or they could kill.  Desmond wasn’t certain which use Bell’s microchips would be put to in that situation, and if he was honest, he didn’t want to know.  He just wanted to see what Bell wanted him to see, collect his payment, and go on his way.  None of the authorities knew of his involvement in the recently hatched scheme, so once he was clear of Bell’s presence, he was home free.   
 
    The limousine rolled over the bridge’s wooden planks, the structure groaning with the weight.  And Bell smiled. 
 
    “I always like coming home,” the man said, throwing his arm over the back of the seat and crossing his legs.  His grin widened.  “It wasn’t always like that, you know.  Once, I hated this place.  It represented everything that was wrong with the world.  I changed that, just like I’ve changed the world.  I improved upon it.  But you’ll see, Desmond.  Soon, you’ll see the fruits of my labor.” 
 
    “I can’t wait,” said Desmond, his eyes furtive.  “Can you explain what you did?”  
 
    “No,” he said.  “Words don’t do it justice.  But as far as I’m concerned, it’s perfect.  You’ll see.” 
 
    Desmond’s fear deepened at the man’s statement.  There was something altogether unsettling about Bell’s smile.  It wasn’t real – not in the way most people think of the expression.  It didn’t signal joy.  Happiness.  There was pleasure in it, to be sure, but Dean wasn’t sure that Bell could even feel real happiness.  Or if he did, it was short-lived and shallow.   
 
    “What happened here?” he dared to ask.  “Why this little piece of Mississippi?” 
 
    Bell didn’t immediately answer.  He was lost in thought for a long moment before saying, “I grew up here.  I became a man here.  And I was ripped apart here.  I think it’s only appropriate that I do the same to the people responsible.” 
 
    Just then, the limousine broke free of the woods and into a small town.  At first glance, it looked like a stereotypical, All-American Main Street.  But that impression, such as it was, didn’t last long because everywhere he looked, there were black men and women leading their naked, white counterparts along by leashes.   
 
    “Oh, my God,” Dean breathed. 
 
    “Indeed,” said a grinning Omar Bell.  “Yes, indeed.” 
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