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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    David Jones was an extremely dangerous man.  At a little under six feet and a bit less than two-hundred pounds, he wasn’t big, but that suited his purposes just fine.  He wasn’t handsome, either – just average.  In fact, everything about him screamed “normal”.  He looked like a computer programmer or an accountant, which is to say that nobody would think twice about him.  That was by design, because his life was about as far from normal as it could get.   
 
    The nondescript man strolled down the sidewalk, a carefully calculated distance behind his prey.  Close enough that he couldn’t lose sight, but far enough that he didn’t crowd the man.  David wore a cheap, off-the-rack, dark suit, a matching tie, and a white, button-down shirt, and he easily blended into the crowd of pedestrians.  If someone were to watch him, though, to really look closely, they would see that his eyes rarely strayed from the big, dark-haired man a couple dozen feet in front of him.  And those eyes – those ice-blue eyes were the only detail about David Jones which a stranger might deign to remember.   
 
    The man David followed was his exact opposite.  A head taller than just about anyone else on the sidewalk, he stuck out like a sore thumb.  Jones knew him to be Eastern European, with a heavy brow, a crooked nose, and mismatched teeth.  David also knew he was in the city to broker an arms deal, the details to which, if the public knew, they would have been panicking in the street.  David’s job was to keep that from happening.   
 
    As a member of a covert organization that didn’t rightly have a name, he was charged with doing all the things that had to be done, but about which, nobody really needed to know.  He was a rarely noticed shadow, protecting his country and its allies from threats about which it knew so very little.   
 
    Jones followed the hulking brute for a few more block until he saw the man duck into a small bodega.  The nondescript man melted into a shadowy alley, pulling his watch to his mouth.  He pressed a cleverly concealed button, saying, “Target has entered the store on 9th.  Lott’s Grocery.  Waiting for backup.”  His voice was just as boring as his appearance. 
 
    He wasn’t a typical secret agent – not as the movies might have portrayed him, at least.  He dealt in information.  He investigated.  He watched.  He waited.  And he built files so that the gunmen could do their jobs.  Certainly, if it came down to it, he knew how to handle himself in a fight.  He’d received years of training in weapons and martial skills, but if he was confronted with a need for physical violence, something had gone terribly, horribly wrong.  No – he watched.  He gathered information.  And then, when he’d discovered all of the secrets, he relayed that information to someone else who had no identity to hide.   
 
    Jones saw the S.W.A.T. van screech to a halt outside the bodega, and a half-dozen black-clad, burly men in body armor tumbled out.  Each was armed with an assault rifle.  He watched as they breached the door, mechanically clearing every inch of the nearly empty store.  Gunshots rang out, echoing coldly.  Pedestrians panicked.  People screamed.  And Jones watched from the seclusion of his concealed alley.   
 
    Then, a few minutes later, he saw the big man being dragged out of the bodega, handcuffs around his wrists.  He looked defiant, angry.  But then again, they all did.  He’d break in interrogation, spilling his secrets.  They all did that too.   
 
    Half an hour later, an ambulance arrived, and David saw a trio of bodies rolled out of the bodega on stretchers.  The thug hadn’t been alone.  But then again, they rarely were.  Criminals and terrorists were like roaches: when you saw one, surely, there were dozens, if not hundreds more nearby.   
 
    His task complete, David backed into the deeper shadows of the alley, soon emerging on the other side.  He stepped into the flow of foot traffic, unnoticed and unseen.  No one knew that he’d just given the order to abduct a man who’d soon feel the bite of torture.  They couldn’t have known that he had just gotten three men killed.  And they certainly didn’t know that in doing so, he’d probably saved hundreds, if not thousands of lives.   
 
    David Jones was a dangerous man, and he knew it. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David leaned back in his favorite leather chair, relaxing for the first time in what felt like months.  It had been so long since he’d been home.  Propping his feet up on a nearby ottoman, he gently swirled the scotch in his tumbler, the ice gently clinking against the glass sides.  Though his expression was mild, he was anxious.  It hadn’t been his idea to take time off; his superiors, in their infinite wisdom, had suggested it.  After he’d spent almost four consecutive years in the field, they were convinced that he would soon crack under pressure.   
 
    He took a sip of the bitter liquid, then let out a sigh.  Obviously, they didn’t really know David Jones very well.  Then again, he thought, who did?  David Jones wasn’t even his real name.  It had been given to him shortly after he’d completed his first mission.  Men like him didn’t have names because names led to pasts, and pasts led to leverage.  He couldn’t afford for anyone to discover anything about his old life.  He was a ghost.  A nobody.  He didn’t officially exist because that was how it had to be. 
 
    He set the glass of scotch on the mahogany table beside the chair and massaged the bridge of his nose.  He had a headache.  And he was angry.  What the hell was he supposed to do with three months’ worth of vacation?  He had no love for the tropics.  Nor did he enjoy hobbies.  There were no old friends with which to catch up.  He was his job.  That was it.  Nothing else really mattered to him.   
 
    A lesser man might bemoan his loneliness, but David was built of stronger stuff than that.  He simply accepted the state of his personal life as a necessary sacrifice.  He had female companionship when he needed it.  And though it didn’t come free, it was enough.  Idly, he pondered calling the escort service.  He wasn’t without needs.  But they weren’t urgent.  They didn’t require action – not now.   
 
    Instead, Jones did what he always did – work the job.  He had the freedom to pursue any mission he desired.  Arms dealers.  Terrorists.  Criminal organizations.  Drug cartels.  They were all on his list.  They all deserved to fall.  So, he began to prioritize, absently doing exactly what he’d been trained to do.   
 
    He was deep in thought when his cell phone rang.  Before the second ring was through, he picked it up, thumbing the answer button.  He brought it to his ear, saying, “This is Jones.” 
 
    “There’s been an incident,” an almost mechanical voice intoned.  “Your presence is required at –” 
 
    “I know where to go,” Jones said, already in motion.  “I’ll be there in ten minutes.” 
 
    As he hurried from his apartment, the unfinished scotch sat on the table, unfinished.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Precisely nine minutes later, David stood next to an out-of-order payphone outside of a large, apparently abandoned warehouse.  He stepped forward and punched a series of digits on the phone, and then stepped back.  A second later, the warehouse’s wall shifted, sliding open to reveal a passage.  Jones strode inside confidently.   
 
    The passage, which was comprised of simple, unadorned concrete, sloped downward as Jones followed it for almost forty yards, where he reached a door.  He bent down in front of a slim, black box, and soon, it was scanning his retina.  The door beeped, swinging open to reveal the high-tech facility where most of the country’s top-secret missions were planned, organized, and monitored.  David had seen it all before, and so, he was unfazed by the banks of computers, huge monitors, and busy personnel.  He walked through the room without slowing down.  He knew exactly where to go. 
 
    David had been trained to notice even the smallest detail in any given situation.  In every room, he was counting exits, measuring threats, and looking for an edge.  But even an untrained buffoon would have known that whatever the issue facing them, the bald, black men with a stark white goatee whose face was plastered on every screen was at the center of it.   
 
    Soon, David found himself outside of an office.  Its glass walls were nearly opaque, but he could see the blurry shapes of three people inside.  Jones knocked, waiting patiently until the door opened. 
 
    “Good,” said Owens, his direct superior.  “Take a seat, Jones.” 
 
    He looked around, taking stock of the other two people before finding a seat.  Aside from Owens, he didn’t recognize anyone in the room.  One was a female in her late twenties or thirties.  The other was a male in his mid-forties.  The female, Jones had to admit, was quite attractive in a classical sort of way.  Long, blonde hair, generous breasts, a cherubic face and, from what he could tell, a fit body – yes, she was very attractive indeed.  It was difficult to judge because she was seated, but Jones estimated that her height was probably in the five-foot-seven range.  She wore a simple blue skirt that barely touched her knees and a white blouse.   
 
    The man, on the other hand, had the body of a former athlete gone to seed.  His salt-and-pepper hair had a noticeable bald spot at the crown, and his pallid skin said that he spent the vast majority of his time indoors.  In seconds, Jones had deduced that the older man was a senior analyst and that the woman was some sort of expert – on what, David didn’t know.   
 
    “Agent Jones,” Mr. Owens explained, his words raspy with age.  He nodded to the woman, saying, “This is Kim Wilson.”  He turned to the man, intoning, “And that’s Patrick Dansby.  They’re here because they have information which will be invaluable to your next mission.” 
 
    “Who’s the guy on all the screens, and what has he done?” Jones asked, not bothering with greetings.  Time, he assumed, was of the essence.  The sooner he got the information he needed, the sooner he could get to work. 
 
    “Never miss a trick, do you?” Owens chuckled.  He handed Jones a file, which he opened.  Inside was a photo of the man Jones had seen on all the computer monitors.  “That man’s name is Omar Bell.  He released a biochemical agent into the atmosphere all over the world.  And it…well…Mr. Dansby is the expert, so I’ll let him explain.” 
 
    Dansby rose from his chair, clearing his throat.  Then, he began, “Dr. Omar Bell is a Nobel Prize winning biochemist, but he also dabbles in genetics.  We’ve been watching him for years because of his ties to various criminal and extremist groups.  He is a self-proclaimed black supremacist who believes that the hardships African Americans have faced throughout history have molded them into a superior race.  More than that, he also believes that Caucasians – or white people – should be punished for the oppression of his people.  And so, he’s launched an attack on those he feels are responsible for the plight of African Americans.” 
 
    Owens handed David a sheet of paper, saying, “This is the letter he sent to all major news agencies.  They dismissed it as a hoax, but…” 
 
    The woman, Wilson, interjected, “But there’s something in the air.  We haven’t identified it yet, but it’s there.” 
 
    “What’s the purpose of this chemical?” Jones asked. 
 
    “Just read the letter,” Owens answered.  “It’ll make sense.  Or rather, it’ll make as much sense as something like this can.” 
 
    Jones looked down, and the letter 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. 
 
      
 
    Jones looked up from the piece of paper, asking, “Is this possible?”  
 
    “It shouldn’t be,” the blonde woman said.  “But he wasn’t lying about putting something in the air.  Likely, he’s just trying to start a panic, but –” 
 
    “If he’s not, we could have mass chaos,” Owens finished. 
 
    “Where do I fit in?” asked Jones, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “Find out the truth,” Owens stated.  “Figure out where this Bell is.  Bring him to justice.  You have the full support of the agency and its –” 
 
    Jones interrupted, saying, “No offense, sir, but you’d just get in the way.  I will do some research here, and then I’ll conduct my investigation alone.  I need access to everything we have on Bell, but mainly, I just need financial records.” 
 
    “You’ll have whatever you need,” Owens said. 
 
    And so, they went to work.  David’s investigation went on for four tedious hours before he found something even remotely promising.  The mad scientist had paid a large sum of money to a biochemist named George Young who’d developed a drug which would eventually cure most types of cancer.    Then, the man had simply vanished.  He’d dropped off the face of the earth.  Interesting.   
 
    Further investigation – almost six hours’ worth – yielded more clues.  Bell’s company had received large charitable donations from two men: a man named Jamal Pierce who was, as far as Jones could tell, a drug dealer and a former businessman named Michael Adams.   
 
    Two hours later, David had his investigation mapped out.  Likely, the leads would result in dead ends, but he had to start somewhere.  Hopefully, he’d find out more along the way. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Two days later, David was halfway across the country, knocking on the door of a typical, suburban house.  As he waited for an answer, he looked around, wondering if he could have ever settled for such a mundane existence.  Probably not.  He would’ve gone crazy, cooped up in such a life.   
 
    The door opened, revealing an older lady.  Jones pegged her age between sixty or seventy, and she looked every year of it.  Wrinkles, tightly curled, white hair, and a hunched stance made her look even older than that.   
 
    “Can I help you?” she asked, her voice quivering slightly.   
 
    David produced a badge which said F.B.I.; it wasn’t a fake, though he’d never been a part of the agency.  “Ma’am,” he said, his tone grave.  “I’m sorry to bother you, but I’m looking for George Young.  This is his last known address.” 
 
    “What did he do?” she asked, rolling her eyes.  It made her look younger.  “Is he in trouble again?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” Jones answered quickly.  “Not that I know of, at least.  I just need to ask him some questions about a former business acquaintance of his.”  A second later, he asked, “May I come in?” 
 
    “Sure,” the woman answered, stepping aside.  Jones entered the house and was immediately assaulted by the distinct odor associated with the elderly.  He passed through the foyer and into the den, where he saw some of the ugliest furnishings he’d ever seen.  The old lady followed, telling him to have a seat.  Jones did, sitting on a truly horrendous couch.  When the woman sat across from him, she said, “George was always a different sort of child.” 
 
    “Is he your son?” Jones asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said.  “Though I’m not sure if he qualifies as such anymore.  He hasn’t even visited his mother in over five years.  He used to come by every Sunday.  But then, one day, he burst through the door, blabbering about having done something terrible.  He was so paranoid.  Convinced that someone was after him.”  She shook her head.  “And he was always such a smart boy, too.” 
 
    “Did he live here?” David queried. 
 
    The woman shook her head.  “No,” she said.  “Not since before he graduated college.  He moved around a lot after he made all that money.  Then, like I said, he just up and vanished.” 
 
    “Do you have a photo?” David requested.  In response, the woman rummaged through her purse, which had been sitting on the coffee table, and pulled out a picture.  She handed it to David.  The man in the photo was tall – probably a few inches over six feet – and incredibly skinny, almost to the point of being gangly.  His white, freckled face was homely, and his red hair was unkempt. 
 
    “May I keep this?” Jones asked, holding up the photo.  The old woman conceded, and Jones continued his interrogation.  “Is there anything else you can tell me about George?  Anything that might help me find out where he is?” 
 
    “Well, there was something,” she said hesitantly.  She was silent for a long moment before she continued.  “Someone, really.  Leo.  Leo Robertson.”  She sighed.  “Leo used to bully George something fierce.  George blamed Leo for a lot – mostly his unpopularity in high school and college.  There were a few incidents.  One time, about a year before he disappeared, I heard George talking on the phone about Leo’s progress, whatever that means.  He sounded so malicious is the only reason I remember.  I barely recognized him.  He never talked like that before.” 
 
    “Leo Robertson,” Jones said.  The woman nodded.  After a few more questions which led nowhere, David realized he’d exhausted the woman’s information.  So, he rose, telling her, “Thank you, ma’am.  You’ve been a big help.” 
 
    He was out the door a few seconds later, and soon after that, he was in his car.  Picking up his phone, he dialed a number.   
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I need you to run a name for me.  Leo Robertson.  Thanks.  I’m sending a scan of a photo that I want you to check against our database.  Get back to me soon.” 
 
    He hung up, wondering if he’d finally found the break he needed. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David leaned against his car, sipping a canned Coca Cola.  He looked around the mostly-empty parking lot, then up at the sign which proclaimed the establishment’s name.  Bunnies.  Typical strip club name.  He finished the beverage, throwing the can into the passenger floorboard, and went into the building.  
 
    The club was dark, and a pretty, if well-worn, girl danced on the stage, topless.  David ignored her as he approached the bar. 
 
    “What can I getcha?” the bald, heavyset bartender asked, his voice a croak.   
 
    David produced his F.B.I. badge.  “I need to speak to the owner,” he said.  The bartender nodded, ducking into an office behind the bar.  A few seconds later, he reemerged, trailed by a fat, hair man with slicked-back hair. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” the fat man asked.  Even amidst the smoky atmosphere, David could smell the man’s cheap cologne.  It almost made him vomit.   
 
    “Leah Robertson,” Jones said. “I need to speak with her.” 
 
    “Dan.  Go get Leah,” the fat man stated, and the bartender hurried away.  “What’s this about, anyway?  She in trouble?” 
 
    “No,” David said. “Just trying to find someone she knew a long time ago.” 
 
    David prided himself on reading people.  It was a gift that he’d honed to perfection.  He could take the smallest details about a person and figure out exactly who and what they were.  But there was absolutely no way he could have ever recognized Leah as a former man.   
 
    She walked towards him, her wide hips swaying.  It wasn’t the pronounced movement of someone trying to be sexy.  It wasn’t a show.  It was subtle.  Natural.  The girl wore only a neon-green, g-string bikini which left almost nothing to the imagination.  Certainly, Jones recognized her bosom as surgically enhanced, but how many strippers had natural breasts? 
 
    She approached David, asking, “You wanted to see me, sugar?”  
 
    She even sounded like a natural woman.   
 
    “Yes,” he said, flashing his badge.  “Is there some place we can talk privately?” 
 
    The fat man piped up.  “You can use my office,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” David responded, nodding.  The pair were escorted into a naturally dirty office.  Leah sat down as David stood.   
 
    As soon as the door closed, David said, “I know who you are, Leo.” 
 
    For a long moment, the busty girl remained silent, her expression unreadable.  Finally, she asked, “W-what do you want?  Please don’t tell Mick.  I’ll get fired again, and –” 
 
    “What can you tell me about George Young?” David asked. 
 
    “George?” she muttered.  “I-I haven’t seen him in more than five years.”   
 
    She was silent for a few seconds, and then a tear rolled down her smooth cheek.  “H-he did this to me, you know.” 
 
    “Did what?” Jones asked. 
 
    She stood, gesturing to her curvaceous body.  “This,” she said. 
 
    “Surgery?” was his next question. 
 
    “No.  Except for the boobs, I mean,” she said.  “I did that for work.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Jones admitted. 
 
    “I don’t either,” she answered, sitting back down.  She buried her face in her hands before muttering, “One day, like six years ago, I started changing.  I didn’t really notice it at first.  I don’t know why.  I guess it’s easy to see now.  It was all so surreal, you know?”  She looked up, tears flowing freely.  Sniffing, she continued, “I used to be a normal guy.  Straight.  Manly.  I was even taller.  But over the course of a few months, I shrank.  My body changed.  My dick practically disappeared.  And then I started to crave sex with men.  It wasn’t long before I became this.  A stripper.  Me.  I was on the football team in high school, for God’s sake.  I still don’t know how it happened.” 
 
    She looked away.  “Most of the time, I just don’t think about it.  That works.  And sometimes, I actually feel kind of happy.  But then there are moments when I know everything’s just wrong.  God, it’s wrong.  I’m not supposed to be here.  I’m not supposed to be this person.” 
 
    “You say you don’t know how it happened?” Jones asked.  “How do you know it was George?” 
 
    “He told me so,” Leah said.  “He came in.  He asked for me specifically.  And after, he told me who he was.  He told me that he’d done this to me.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea where he is now?” Jones asked. 
 
    “No,” she said. “And if I ever see him again, I’m going to kill him.” 
 
    Jones didn’t doubt it.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Jones was reeling.  Even a mind as calm and organized as his struggle to wrap itself around the implications of Leah’s story.  She’d explained, in excruciating detail, how much she had changed, and the description mirrored Bell’s letter.  It was too similar to be a coincidence. 
 
    He sat in his car, staring at nothing as he considered his situation.  He’d pursued the case with something of a nonchalant attitude.  He was still professional and efficient – he didn’t know how to be any other way – but his heart hadn’t really been in it.  Jones simply hadn’t considered the scientist’s crazy claims even remotely possible.  He thought he was on a wild goose chase, pursuing a man who was guilty of nothing more than perpetrating an incredibly inconvenient hoax.  But after meeting Leah?  He wasn’t so sure.  If George Young could do it, then it was possible.  More, the two had obviously had contact.   
 
    He was deep in thought, pondering his next move when the phone rang.  He picked it up. 
 
    “Yeah?” he said, his steady voice masking his worry. 
 
    “The photo you sent me?  George Young, right?” the analyst on the other end of the line asked.  David answered in the affirmative.  “Well, you can stop looking for him.  A body matching his description turned up a few states over from where you are almost five years ago.” 
 
    “Are we sure?” Jones asked. 
 
    “We’re exhuming the body as we speak to compare dental records, but yeah – we’re pretty sure,” the analyst explained.   
 
    “Thanks,” Jones responded.  “I…I…” His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat.  “I’ll be…in touch.” He hung up the phone, tossing it into the passenger’s seat. 
 
    If he suspected that Bell’s plan was coming true before, he was almost positive now.  His voice had just changed, rising several octaves.  Jones had never had a particularly low-pitched voice, and sometimes, on the phone, he’d been mistaken for a deep-voiced woman.  Now, though, no one in their right mind would even mistake his voice for a man’s.  He made a few sounds, testing it out.   
 
    “Shit,” he muttered, realizing that his voice was at least as high-pitched as any woman’s.  Whatever Bell had set into motion was happening.  It was really happening.   
 
    A less disciplined man might have lost focus.  He might have panicked, veering off into what-ifs and whys.  But David jones didn’t lose focus.  He would continue to follow the trail until it went cold.  He still had a few leads to track down and maybe, just maybe, he could end the whole thing before it really got going. 
 
    He stared his car.  He had a long way to go, and time was running short. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    A day-and-a-half later, Jones stood in front of a mansion.  He’d driven up the eastern seaboard, arriving in New York the day before.  Upon arriving, he’d quickly learned that the criminal named Jamal Pierce had moved a few years before.  Apparently, even drug lords had retirement plans.  It didn’t take him long to find out that Mr. Pierce, und the guise of legitimacy, had moved to an estate outside the city.  He still got a trickle of income from the lieutenant to which he’d left his empire, but for all intents and purposes, he was out of the game. 
 
    David knocked on the door, and a few seconds later, a petite, black woman answered.  Her skin was light, almost like she’d been born to mixed parentage, and her hair had been straightened.  At an inch or two over five feet, she couldn’t have weighed much more than a hundred pounds.  The girl wore a pair of artfully tattered jeans and a low-cut, pink tee-shirt. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, flashing his F.B.I. badge.  “I’m here to see Jamal Pierce.  Is he around?” 
 
    The girl did a bit of a double-take at the tone of his voice, but then, as if remembering something, dismissed it.   
 
    “Sure,” she said. “Come on in.  I’ll get him.” 
 
    She stepped aside, allowing him in, then disappeared up the stairs as Jones sat down in a lavishly furnished sitting room.  He looked around.  Pierce obviously had money, and it wasn’t new; he certainly hadn’t fallen victim to the trappings of newly acquired wealth – a penchant for expensive, shiny things, regardless of how tacky.  No – Jamal had taste.   
 
    It was only a couple of minutes before a tall, muscular black man descended the stairs, the woman trailing a step behind.   
 
    “What can I do for you, officer?” he asked, his voice a deep baritone. 
 
    “Agent,” Jones responded.  “Agent Jones of the F.B.I.” He rose, crossing over to Jamal. 
 
    “Agent then,” the man said, extending his hand.  Jones took it, noting the casual strength of the man’s grip.  “What’s this about?” 
 
    “Let’s get a few things out of the way first,” David said.  Jamal nodded.  “I know who you are.  I know most of the things you’ve done.  And I couldn’t care less about it.  You’re not the subject of my investigation.  I’m here to find Omar Bell.  I know you’ve done business with him in the past.  I don’t care about your part in this.  I just want to find the man himself.” 
 
    Jamal turned to the woman, saying, “Mara – strip.” 
 
    For a brief second, Jones was stunned.  It didn’t last long.  “That’s not –” 
 
    “No, agent,” Jamal said as Mara immediately began removing her clothes.  “This is the answer to your question.” 
 
    Jones didn’t speak, instead watched uncomfortably as the woman disrobed.  After a few seconds, she was completely nude, and Jones saw that she wasn’t a woman at all.  She was, in fact, a man – or something very much like one.  She had a penis, at least, though I was quite small.   
 
    “This,” Jamal said, gesturing to Mara.  “This is what I paid for.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Jones admitted. “Is she –” 
 
    “He,” Jamal interjected.  “Mara’s not a woman.  As you can clearly see.  Let me clarify.  Or rather, let her.  She can explain it better.” 
 
    After a couple of deep breaths, Mara began.  He told of his former life as a stickup boy – a gangster who robbed other criminals – and how he’d been captured.  He told of how he’d been changed, transformed over the course of a year, he explained how he’d lived for close to two years as little more than a sex slave to Jamal’s gang.  The feminine boy said it so matter-of-factly that Jones had no idea how to respond. 
 
    “But then Jamal took me away from all that,” Mara said, her expression one of genuine affection.  “He retired and brought me here.” 
 
    The story, Jones noted, was similar to the one Leah had told, at least inasmuch as the transformation.  But the chemical seemed to have been refined.   
 
    “And I’m sure you have no idea where he is,” Jones said. “And no way of contacting him?” 
 
    “No,” Jamal said.  “And I can imagine you’ll have a difficult time finding him.  He’s hiding now.  I saw that virus stuff on the news.  The changes are already starting.” 
 
    Jones didn’t contradict the statement.  How could he, when his own voice would betray him?  “Anything else you can tell me?” he asked. 
 
    The mans hook his head.  “No,” he said.  “But if you’d like to talk to Mara about what to expect, feel free.  As for me, I have a phone appointment to keep.  You boys have a nice chat.” With that, he disappeared back up the stairs. 
 
    Mara and David stood silently for a few moments before David finally said, “You can put your clothes back on, you know.” 
 
    Mara shrugged.  “Makes no difference to me,” he said.  “But if it makes you uncomfortable…” 
 
    He trailed off, and when Jones didn’t contradict him, the feminized boy quickly dressed.   
 
    “So,” Jones began.  “What should I expect?” 
 
    “For everything to change,” Mara answered.  “Your life, your entire outlook on the world – everything.  The changes aren’t just physical.  It’s so weird.  Everything works together so perfectly.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jones asked. 
 
    “Well,” Mara said.  “Before the change, I liked women.  I was completely straight.  Never even considered doing it with a guy.  But as I changed, men became more attractive to me.  And women, well…let’s just say I don’t swing that way anymore.” 
 
    The boy smiled. “A lot of it’s the sex,” he said.  “I don’t know if it’s what Bell did, but when a guy fucks me in the ass…God…it’s so amazing.  I mean, like, it’s so much better than anything I’d ever felt before.  It was all I could think about for the longest time.  It still takes over sometimes.” 
 
    “You seem to have thought a lot about this,” Jones said. 
 
    “I have,” Mara admitted.  “Like I said, I was all man.  I liked women.  But now?  I’m just about as far from that as I can be.  It’s only natural that I think about it, right?  You’ll see.  I know you don’t believe it right now, but it won’t be long before you start to feel it too.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David was convinced.  The threat was real.  As he sat in his car, he couldn’t help but dwell on Mara’s story.  It made sense.  If Dr. Bell could somehow change a person’s attractions, then reinforce that with pleasure, it would make the changes more palatable to the victim.  That made them easier to control.  Easier to predict.  It was genius.  Evil, he thought, but genius. 
 
    He leaned his head back, letting out a deep sigh.  Was he going to become something like Mara or Leah?  Both had had breast implants, so it seemed that chest growth wasn’t part of the plan.  He reached for the brown folder in the passenger’s seat.  Opening it, he saw Bell’s letter.  David re-read it, trying to imagine what he might look like, what he might become.  It was a useless exercise, but he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    All around the world, white men were already sporting brand-new, high-pitched voices.  They ranged in pitch, depending on the starting point, but none could be called deep.  A deep bass became a femininely husky voice.  As was Jones’ case, a high-pitched male voice would become a high-pitched female voice.  He sighed again, turning the page. 
 
    He had one more lead.  Michael Adams, the former businessman who lived in California. 
 
    Jones called his contact at the agency, and he set up a flight from New York to L.A.  It wouldn’t leave for another day, so he checked himself into the airport’s hotel where he had a restless night.  The next morning, after taking a shower, Jones was drying himself off when he realized that all his body hair was gone.   
 
    “Damn,” he mumbled, rubbing a hand over his smooth face.  Step two, it seemed, had come and gone.  He pushed the information to the back of his mind, willing himself to concentrate on the task at hand.  He had a plane to catch. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    David arrived in the City of Angels the next night.  He’d tried to sleep on the plane, but like the previous night, it eluded him.  Instead, he mentally catalogued the facts of the case, trying to develop a timeline.   
 
    Clearly, George Young had developed the original compound as a revenge plot against a former bully.  The huge sum of money paid to the now deceased young scientist seemed to confirm the purchase of that formula by Dr. Bell.  However, that large payment had rendered Bell low on funding, so he’d sold his services to Jamal Pierce, who’d had a rival transformed.  Jones suspected that the feminization of Mara had served dual purposes: a test and a way of generating capital. 
 
    Michael Adams, though, was a wild card.  Nothing about him seemed to fit in with Omar Bell.  He was African American, but he wasn’t militant.  He’d even registered as a Republican.  Through savvy investing, he had made quite a tidy sum of money, and since then, he’d lived a relatively quite life.  However, he had donated over six million dollars to Bell’s organization under the guise of autism research.   
 
    No – something about Michael Adams wasn’t right, and Jones was determined to figure it out.   
 
    After checking into a hotel near the airport, David opted to try to get some rest.  Even someone like him needed to sleep, and he knew he wouldn’t be functioning at his best if he didn’t.  That night, he didn’t sleep well, but he did sleep.  That was a welcome change. 
 
    The next morning, he awoke and began to dress.  Within seconds, he realized that his slacks were looser in the waist and that their cuffs dragged the ground when he walked.  Time was running out.  Soon, the changes would really start. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    The apartment was expensive.  Jones was no expert, but he knew that much at least.  It took up an entire floor of the building.  But that wasn’t surprising.  Michael Adams was a rich man, and he had every right to live like one.  David knocked on the door.  A couple of minutes later, a stock black man answered it.  His closely-cropped hair and two-day beard was dusted with gray.   
 
    Jones flashed his badge.  “I’m Agent David Jones, F.B.I., and I’d like to ask you a few questions, if I may.” 
 
    “About what?” Adams asked, his tone level. 
 
    “Omar Bell,” Jones answered. 
 
    Adams sighed.  “Yeah,” he said.  “Figured.  Come on in.” 
 
    He stepped aside, letting Jones through, and continued, “This is about that stuff he put in the air, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jones answered.  “We need to find him.” 
 
    “I’m not sure where he is,” Michael stated.  “I’ve only seen him a few times since college.  And I never thought it would go this far.  I mean, he was always kind of off about the whole race thing.  Always angry.  I never really knew why.  But I never thought he’d pull a stunt like this.” 
 
    “You said you knew him in college?” Jones asked. 
 
    “Oh – I assumed that’s why you were here,” the man said.  “We were roommates for almost two years.”  He thought for a second, then asked, “Wait – if that’s not it, then why are you here?” 
 
    “You donated almost six million dollars to his organization three years ago,” David said. “I want to know what he did to deserve that sort of donation.” 
 
    “I…um…” Adams stammered. 
 
    Jones interrupted him.  “I don’t think I need to remind you what this is about,” he said.  “Do you have any idea the chaos this is going to cause when the changes start?  I know that you know something.  You know it’s possible.  You know it’s been done before.  Is that what did?  Did he change someone for you?  Do you have some former rival stashed in here wearing skimpy lingerie?”  
 
    After a few seconds, Adams said, “It wasn’t like that.” 
 
    “What wasn’t like that?  Did he change someone?” David demanded, his high-pitched voice ruining the effect.  “He did, didn’t he?” 
 
    “It was a rash decision,” Adams stated.  “I was in a dark place, man.  And then Omar just showed up out of the blue.  We had dinner.  It was just supposed to be two old friends catching up.  But like I said, I was in a bad place.  I’d lost my job, you know.  And I was already planning something very stupid.  So, I told Omar about my problems.  It was all Tony’s fault.  I got fired, but it was his fault.  After twenty years…” 
 
    “You had him change Tony?” reasoned David.  “Is he here?” 
 
    Michael shook his head.  “No,” he said. “It was Omar’s idea, I think.  Might have been mine.  I was drunk, and I don’t really remember.  But we made this plan.  We decided to take Tony’s son, his pride and joy.  College kid.  Bit of an asshole, but mostly innocent.” 
 
    Michael stared off into space.  “I kidnapped him,” he said.  “But I didn’t stop there.  Omar had developed this stuff.  This chemical –” 
 
    Jones interrupted, saying, “Actually, he didn’t develop it.  It was some kid down in West Virginia.  Dead now.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Michael.  “I didn’t know that.  But we changed this kid.  Transformed him.  It was beyond belief, like something out of a kinky science fiction movie, you know?  This was a big kid, an athlete.  But by the time we were done, he was so tiny.  Couldn’t have been taller than five feet.  And he weighed almost nothing.  I don’t know how it worked.  I didn’t really pay attention all the details, but he changed more than what the kid looked like.” 
 
    Jones spoke up.  “He changed the boy’s sexual orientation, didn’t he?” he suggested. 
 
    Adams nodded.  “And the kid was sex-crazed, too,” he said.  “Loved men.  Couldn’t get enough.  I know what I did was inexcusable, and I’m sure you’re going to arrest me, but what happened to him, he took it well.  It might have been conditioning or something in the chemical, but after the year was over, he didn’t seem like he really missed his old self at all.” 
 
    “That happened in most of the other cases, too,” Jones said.  “Where is he now?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Adams answered.  “His father, Tony, lives about two or three hours from here.  That’s who we sent him back to.  If anyone knows where Phillip ended up, he will.” 
 
    “And Bell?  Any clue where he might be hiding?” Jones asked. 
 
    After a couple of seconds, Adams answered, “You know, a few years ago, before all this happened, I would’ve told you to go to hell.  But now?  Now, I know he’s sick. I’ve always known, I guess.  He blamed everything on the white devil.  But I liked him.  We were friends.  Now, though…now, he’s gone way too far.”  The man looked away.  “You have something to write with?”  
 
    David brandished a pen and notepad. 
 
    “Good,” said Adams.  “We took the kid to a compound in Northern Africa.  Way out in the middle of the Sahara.  That’s the only place I know of where Omar might be.”   
 
    Then, the man gave Jones the coordinates of the compound and Tony’s address. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    David had two choices.  He could either pursue the lead and find the African compound, or he could satisfy his curiosity by going to see what had happened to young Phillip Green.  Curiosity won out, mostly because the soonest he could get an international flight was nearly twelve hours away. 
 
    So, he got into his car and drove north towards the residence of Tony Green, the boy’s father.  The trip took more like five hours than Adams’ estimate of two or three, and it was well past nightfall before he arrived.  He kept going and soon, he found himself in a small town.  It being late, he checked into a motel to get a couple of hours sleep.   
 
    As he lay in bed, his mind wandered over the case.  Dr. Bell had proven that he could do precisely what he claimed, and early reports were that nearly all, if not every single white male had displayed some level of transformation.  Jones couldn’t help but ponder a world in which all white males had changed.  Idly, as he drifted off to sleep, he wondered what the world would do in such a situation.  Unconsciousness overwhelmed him before he had any answers. 
 
    The next morning, Jones awoke, and he could immediately tell he’d shrunk even further.  His body felt different.  Wrong.  Most people wouldn’t have noticed such a slight change, but David had been trained to notice even the slightest details.  He dismissed it from his mind.  He already knew what was coming, so there was little point in dwelling on it. 
 
    He arrived at Tony’s house – or cabin, as it happened – about thirty minutes later, and he knocked on the door.  After only a few seconds, Tony answered the door.  He was an older man – probably around fifty or so – and he looked worn.  His eyes were sunken into his face, and his cheeks looked hollow.  David identified himself as a federal agent and was allowed inside. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” the man asked, his high-pitched voice raspy.   
 
    “It’s about your son,” David answered, his own voice strangely melodious.   
 
    “I…I don’t…have you found him, then?” asked the worn old man. 
 
    “Let’s just skip this,” David said, losing patience.  “I know he came back home.  I know he was changed.  I even know who did it and why.  I’m just satisfying my curiosity here.  I want to know how he ended up.” 
 
    “Oh,” Tony said.  “H-he’s fine, last I checked.  He’s living as my niece.”  Tony paused, working through David’s statement.  “Wait – you know how did this?  And why?” 
 
    “You don’t?” asked David. 
 
    “I…I know it was some guy named Mike, but beyond that…” 
 
    “Michael Adams,” David said.  “He was a former coworker of yours, but he was fired for one of your mistakes.  He took it personally and thought you needed to be punished.  Your son was the means of that punishment.” 
 
    “A-adams?” Tony muttered, shaking his head.  “I vaguely recall someone by that name.  He did this?  But why my son?  And has he been arrested?” 
 
    “He chose to abduct your son because he figured it was the best way to hurt you,” David explained. He’d considered passing the information on to the real F.B.I., but he’d decided against it.  He wasn’t even sure why.  “And as to whether he’s been arrested, no.  He has provided valuable information to another investigation, and we’ve chosen not to prosecute.” 
 
    “I see,” Tony mumbled.  “What do you want then?” 
 
    “Any information regarding your son,” David said. 
 
    “Like I said – he’s been living as my niece,” Tony responded.  “I got him a job as a secretary at a friend’s company.  It suited him.  You know what was done to him, right?  You know what they turned him into?” 
 
    Jones nodded.  “I do,” he said. 
 
    “They made me watch,” Tony said.  “The whole time, I kept getting pictures.  Videos.  I couldn’t not look at them.  I watched the whole process.  I saw him completely transform.” 
 
    “Do you still have those videos?  Those pictures?” Jones asked.  Tony nodded, a shameful expression on his face.  Jones didn’t care.  “Show me.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David started from the beginning.  He’d returned to his hotel, a series of photos and videos stored on the hard drive of his laptop computer.  He settled down at the room’s small desk and started with the photos. 
 
    They depicted a tall, nude, and athletic young man posing very femininely.  The next set showed that all of his body hair was gone.  The rest of the photos showed that his body was changing, with him slowly losing height and body mass.  Soon, the boy had a body similar to those of the other victims Jones had already seen – with one exception.  The boy never developed breasts, confirming his theory that they weren’t part of the formula. 
 
    Next, David moved on to the videos.  The first was a recording of a naked Phillip telling his father that he was okay.  The next was of Phillip dancing.  After that came what looked like a handheld, amateur video of the boy joking around and acting girlish.  Then came the sex videos.  They began with a black girl having sex with the boy, but it wasn’t really sex between a man and a woman.  It was closer to what one would expect from a pair of lesbians.  Near the end of the video, when the girl was gone, Phillip spread his legs and masturbated with a dildo.   
 
    The next video was similar to the last, but markedly different.  This time, there was penetration via a double-ended sex toy.  In the next, the girl wore a strap-on.  And the final video was quite a long one in which the boy had a threesome with two men.   
 
    By the time David was done, he compared the first series of photos to a still taken from the last video.  The resemblance was there, certainly, but absent breasts and with a barely-there penis, the end result looked like it could have been Phillip’s sister.  Jones wondered why Tony had kept the media.   
 
    Shrugging, then closing the laptop, he turned off the light and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    It had been over a week since Jones had watched the videos, and he was disturbed to discover that he’d lost another three inches in height and about forty pounds in weight.  He’d spent the time doing more research.  Jones found and spoke to Phillip, who proved to be quite vapid and annoying.  Curiously, though, Phillip had chosen to forego breast implants.  However, his story echoed the one from the videos, and Jones found little of worth in the interview. 
 
    So, he had set about making travel arrangements to Africa, which proved to be quite a chore.  The compound being in the center of the world’s largest desert meant that careful planning had been required or Jones would likely find himself yet another victim of the unforgiving desert.  The preparation ended up taking almost three days.  The flight took another. 
 
    So, after everything was said and done, a week had passed before Jones found himself staring at his own reflection in the mirror of an African airport’s restroom.  His khaki pants were held up by a tightly cinched leather belt, but it was clear to anyone who bothered to look that David wore ill-fitting clothing.  His shirt hung loosely on his much narrower shoulders, and his pants legs were rolled up.   
 
    More than that, David’s face had begun to soften.  He’d been expecting it, of course, but expectation and seeing something happen firsthand are two very different things.  So, he was still a bit stunned by the results.  Even his eyes seemed bigger.  Rounder.  More expressive.  He hated it.   
 
    Gathering his suitcase, he left the restroom, gliding through the throng of people.  He felt slight and vulnerable, but he suppressed the feeling.  I had merit, but he couldn’t afford fear.  As he traversed the crowded terminal, he got more than a few stares, probably due to the combination of his white skin, his ill-fitting clothing and his suddenly-diminutive size.  It made him feel self-conscious, but he made it through the airport without incident. 
 
    Soon, he’d hired a car to take him to his destination – a seemingly normal alley in one of the seedier parts of the city.  Looking this way and that, he strode to the end of the narrow corridor until he found himself at a dead end.  Checking his rear, he pushed a specific brick, and it depressed.  A second later, a door opened on his right.  He stepped through, and it closed behind him. 
 
    “Greetings, Agent Jones,” a friendly voice greeted him.  It was Samir al-Qurah, an old friend and sometime colleague.  David grinned, noticing that the big man hadn’t changed much in the three years since they’d last met.   
 
    “Hello, Samir,” Jones responded, and the two shook hands.  “I don’t mean to rush, but we’re running out of time.  I need a few things in addition to the transportation I requested.” 
 
    “What do you need?” Samir asked, thankfully not remarking on Jones’ changed voice.  Or his size.  Or his features.  He was too polite. 
 
    “Clothes,” David said.  “I’m changing, Samir.  You can see that.  And it’s not going to stop.  I can’t go around looking like a kid wearing his father’s clothes.  My life depends on my ability to go unnoticed.  And I can’t do that in these clothes,” he explained.  “So, I need something that might look normal.” 
 
    Samir scratched his chin, his fingers tangling in the thick beard.  “How much do you expect to change,” he asked. 
 
    “Over the next month, I may lose up to five more inches in height and maybe fifty more pounds,” Jones responded.  “Maybe a little more or less.  I can’t be sure.” 
 
    Samir gasped in surprise but recovered quickly.  “We could put you in robes,” he said.  “A head covering.  It won’t pass close inspection, but it could you through the city without much notice.” 
 
    “That’ll have to work,” Jones said. “Thank you, my friend.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    So, Jones found himself a few hours later, traversing the Sahara on the back of a camel in a woman’s robe.  It had been the only thing that Samir could find on such short notice.  It didn’t matter.  A robe was a robe, he thought.  Gender was irrelevant. 
 
    He had nearly a week of travel ahead of him, so he’d packed accordingly.  Traveling at night and sleeping during the day, he made his way through the desert.  Each morning, before he pitched his tent, Jones took stock of the changes to his body.  He was steadily losing weight, he knew, but his rear end had begun to round out and his hips had started widening.  It wasn’t pronounced – not yet, at least – but he still noticed.   
 
    After six days, Jones arrived at the compound.  It was a huge, concrete structure, and it looked like it had been abandoned for years.  Easing his camel closer to the door, Jones dismounted.  He tried it, but it was, of course, locked.  But he’d come prepared. 
 
    Jones pulled a small kit out of his pack and picked the mechanism.  The door swung open easily, creaking slight.  David grabbed a flashlight from his pack and entered the compound.   
 
    As he strode through the empty building, he knew that his first impression had been correct; it was abandoned and had been for quite some time.  A thick layer of dust coated the floor.  He set about exploring it, looking for clues as to Bell’s whereabouts.   
 
    Soon, he found Phillip’s old room, still furnished but looking all the worse for wear.  He found the dance studio.  He even found abandoned cells.  The kitchen was devoid of food.  And then, he found Bell’s office, and in it, he found a filing cabinet. 
 
    Jones settled down to search through it, eventually discovering some financial records.  It was neither the time nor place to peruse them, so he left them there, returning a moment later with a nylon sack.  He emptied the contents of the file cabinet into the bag and continued with his search.  More papers and correspondence were found in the desk, and they joined the financial records in his sack.  Other than that, the room had nothing else to offer.  Nor did the rest of the compound.  He heaved the sack over his shoulder, and nearly tipped over from the weight.  Groaning, he remembered his much slighter figure and thus, his lessened strength.  Jones resigned himself to dragging the sack from the compound.  Getting back onto his camel was a chore, but he managed it. 
 
    The trip back to civilization was uneventful, save that he encountered a sandstorm.  He took shelter in an abandoned French fort, but it delayed him by nearly three more days.  During that time, Jones occupied himself by examining the papers from the compound.  He was surprised by just how many people had been involved with Bell, though many, he knew had no knowledge of their involvement.  He found a few more promising leads. 
 
    The storm passed, and David went on his way, arriving back at Samir’s place sixteen days after he’d left.  Once there, he packed the papers into boxes and told Samir to send them back to headquarters. 
 
    “And now,” Jones said gravely.  “I need a shower and some sleep.” 
 
    Samir showed him where he could clean up, and once inside the bathroom, Jones stripped off his robe.  The shower went on longer than he’d intended – it felt quite good after the rigors of travel.  Once he was out, he looked into the mirror.  His body had changed drastically since he’d last looked at it, and he judged himself to be about five-four and no more than a hundred-and-ten pounds.  He had a slender, willowy body, rather than the curvier forms of the other victims of Dr. Bell’s tampering.  That wasn’t to say that he didn’t have curves – he did – but rather, that they were simply more elongated than the other boys’.  He knew that would change. 
 
    Then, there was his penis.  He’d never been that large and certainly had never measured himself, but as he stared at his groin, he realized that his manhood had become a shadow of its former self.  It was barely two inches long.   
 
    The transformation was nearly complete.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Jones arrived back home two days later, and he immediately went back to headquarters.  Upon his arrival, he was greeted by Ms. Wilson, who said, “We’ve been waiting on you.  Everyone’s in the conference room.” 
 
    David nodded, suddenly ill-at-ease, and followed her.  She towered over him, partly because she wore heels, but also because she simply was.   
 
    Jones was surprised when he walked into the conference room, which contained Owens, Dansby, and a black man with whom he wasn’t acquainted.  David and Wilson sat down, but Jones couldn’t help but notice the difference in the other two white men in the room.   
 
    Mr. Owens, who’d been pushing sixty, had been a small man to begin with, but now he was positively tiny.  David guessed that he was under five feet tall.  His face was blatantly feminine, and he looked like an old grandmother in an expensive suit rather than the director of one of the most secret organizations in the world.  Dansby had shrunk as well, but he’d lost only some of his heft.  If you were fat before the change, it seemed that Bell’s compound wouldn’t fix that.  The effect was that Dansby looked like a plump, middle-aged woman, complete with a modest bosom.  Even his hair had filled in.   
 
    “David,” Owens said. “Have a seat.  You know Dansby and Ms. Wilson.  The fellow down there is Frank Sikes.”  David nodded a greeting, and Owens continued, “What’d you find?” 
 
    Jones recounted his investigation down to the last detail.  He finished, saying, “And I intend to study those files to try to find more leads.” 
 
    Sikes spoke up, his voice a deep bass as he asked, “How are you dealing with the changes?” 
 
    “Managing,” Jones responded.  “I can do my job, if that’s what you’re asking.  Is that all?  Because I’d like to get back to work.” 
 
    “No,” Owens said.  “The government as tasked us with an additional mandate.  We’re supposed to soothe the transition of the affected men.  The government is scared to death of riots like the ones down in Mexico.  As the person most familiar with what’s going on, we thought we’d ask your opinion.” 
 
    Jones was caught off guard by the question, so it took him a moment to respond.  When he did, his high-pitched voice was confident.  “Many will only require a small push,” he said. “Something to make it okay to go with what they’re feeling.  Basically, you’re going to have to make these men understand that…well…they aren’t really men anymore.  We’re something different.  We need to make them embrace what they are.” 
 
    “How so?” Sikes asked, leaning forward.  He seemed far too interested in what Jones had to say, and his scrutiny felt David feel self-conscious. 
 
    “In all the cases I’ve seen,” David explained.  “It’s made quite clear that the chemical changes men to the point that they become attracted to men.  That, coupled with the fact that anal sex will prove quite pleasurable for these boys means that they’ll make natural sexual partners for other men, for real men.  We just need to make sure they know that it’s okay.  If at all possible, we should encourage it.” 
 
    The whole room fell silent for a long stretch. Sikes spoke up, “It will be difficult, but I think it’s more than possible.  I think I have a plan.” 
 
    And so, he outlined his proposal, which was a three-pronged strategy in which they attacked the white male’s sense of masculinity, made him feel okay about his newfound sexual urges, and a push to separate the white males from other, unchanged men.   
 
    The first would be the most difficult, and thus, the most complicated.  The agency would plant a series of articles on the internet and in various magazines with the intent of persuading these white men that they were quite different from a real man, and ultimately, that they should embrace those differences.  They would have articles ranging from how a white man should dress to how he could acquire sexual partners.  In addition, Sikes assured them that they could get the fashion and entertainment industry to play along, portraying white men as something quite akin to women. 
 
    The next part was trickier, and it was intertwined with the first.  Basically, they needed the pornography industry behind them.  People needed to see white men trying and failing to have sex with women.  They needed to see them as submissive partners for real men.  Nothing influences culture quite so much as porn, and they intended to harness that influence. 
 
    Finally, they would push legislation through state governments that made sure that men and white boys would remain separate.  They would require separate bathrooms, separate dressing rooms, and separate locker rooms.  This would serve two purposes: first, it would prevent sexual assaults.  And second, it would let these white men know that they are attractive to real men, and thus, needed to be separated.   
 
    When they finally finished brainstorming, they were about to break the meeting when Owens said, “Jones – one more thing.  If we’re going to do this, we need to make sure that all government employees dress appropriately.  That means you’re going to need a new wardrobe.  We all will.” 
 
    “Y-yes, sir,” Jones said.  And then an idea hit him.  “We should call them bois.  B-0-I-S.  It’ll be easier than referring to them – or us – as white males.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, Jones was sifting through Bell’s financial records when Ms. Wilson came in.  Jones looked up.  “Hey,” he said. 
 
    “Hey,” she responded.  “I just wrote this article, and I wanted to know if this works.  Will you read it?”  
 
    “Sure,” he said, and she handed him a sheaf of papers.  He looked down to see that it was titled “Adjustment: What Every Boi Should Know” by Yvonne Harris.   
 
    The article read as follows: 
 
      
 
    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.   
 
      
 
    Jones read through it a couple of times, then looked up, saying, “That’s perfect, Ms. Wilson.  It’s everything we talked about.” 
 
    She grinned, saying, “You can call me Kim, you know.” 
 
    “You seem to have given this a lot of thought,” Jones noted.  Kim shrugged noncommittally.  “Maybe you can help me, then?” 
 
    “With what?” Kim asked. 
 
    “Owens said that I need a new wardrobe,” he said.  Looking down at his too-large ensemble, he continued, “I can’t disagree.  None of my clothes fit anymore.  I was just wondering if you might help me acquire some new clothes.” 
 
    It had felt like pulling teeth.   
 
    “Of course, honey,” she purred.  “When?” 
 
    Jones shrugged.  “Now?” he suggested.  “I need a break.” 
 
    Kim fixed him with an unreadable expression.  “Well,” she said.  “First things first – we need to know what size you are.  Do you think you’ve stopped changing?”  
 
    “I think so,” Jones said.  “I can’t be sure, but judging by the other cases, I’m close.” 
 
    “Do you want to do it here?” Kim asked.  “I’m sure I could rustle up a tape measure.” 
 
    “Here’s as good a place as any,” Jones responded, and Kim disappeared out the door, returning a few minutes later.   
 
    And so, she started measuring the transformed boi.  His waist measured twenty-one-and-a-half inches, and his hips ballooned out to thirty-four.  She measured his inseam, his arms, around his chest, and every other place imaginable, writing them down the whole time.  When she was finally done, they left, Kim looking pleased and Jones looking terrified.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    The two arrived at the mall a while later, and Kim dragged David towards the lingerie section of the department store.  He was content to let her have free reign, if only because he was terrified and out of his depth.  Kim, however, seemed to be in her element, and she picked out myriad panties for him in all sorts of styles.  Then, they bought some business suits – skirted, of course – some jeans, a few pairs of shorts, and some tops.  They even bought a few casual dresses and skirts, some new shoes, and, to David’s embarrassment, some stockings.   
 
    As they moved through the store, Jones noticed other bois shamefully browsing through women’s jeans and tee-shirts, usually accompanied by a woman.  The bois were obviously uncomfortable, but they were there.  That’s what was important.  They’d already begun to accept their differences, and it was only a matter of time before their plan pushed over the edge into fully embracing it.   
 
    Kim wanted to make sure the clothes fit, so they stopped by David’s apartment before returning to headquarters.  The spy tried on each outfit, and he was surprised at how well they fit.  Sure, the jeans and shorts were much tighter than he was accustomed to, but it wasn’t uncomfortable.  That was just how they were cut.  As for the skirts and dresses – those felt strange.  He couldn’t help but feel somewhat vulnerable in the flouncy garments.   
 
    “You’re going to have to learn to walk in heels, you know,” Kim said as he padded into the living room wearing one of the suits.  Underneath, he wore panties, a garter belt, and stockings.  “It’s going to look strange if you’re wearing those skirts without at least some modest heels.” 
 
    “I think I’ll just wear a pair of jeans back to the office,” He said.  “I don’t know if I’m quite ready for skirts.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kim replied, grinning.  “You look pretty good to me.” 
 
    Jones returned the smile, then disappeared into his bedroom.  He quickly stripped off his clothes, then his lingerie, and was about to pull on a pink thong when Kim knocked on the door.  Trying to embrace his new role, He slipped the panties up his smooth, shapely legs and said, “Come in.” 
 
    “I –” Kim said, coming through the door.  She stopped, mid-sentence as she looked David up and down.  “I didn’t realize you were so…so…” 
 
    “Girlish?” he suggested. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Kim corrected.  “I took your measurements, but…I mean…wow.  Just wow.” 
 
    “Thanks,” David said in a small voice.  “I guess.” 
 
    Kim, whose gaze hadn’t strayed too far from his groin, blurted out, “Is it really as tiny as they say?” 
 
    “What?” Jones asked, knowing full well what she was talking about.  He’d resolved not to feel ashamed of it.  After all, he couldn’t help what he couldn’t control. 
 
    “Your, you know…your thing,” she said, pointing to his crotch. 
 
    With a sigh, Jones pulled down his panties. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” she exclaimed.  “It’s so cute! Oh…oh, God – I’m sorry.  I said that before I thought about it.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Jones said, pulling his panties back up.  “I should probably get used to that reaction anyway.  Besides, according to your article, it’s perfectly natural, right?”  
 
    Jones smiled, but he felt a little piece of himself die.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David went back to work that day like nothing had happened, but he couldn’t get his mind off the events of the day.  They really were going to encourage white males to let go of their masculinity.  He, as one of them, was supposed to embrace his attraction to men.  He couldn’t help but wonder if what they were doing was wrong, even though he thoroughly believed it was necessary.  Even when he could let that though slip from his mind, he was acutely aware of his attire.  It wasn’t that it was uncomfortable.  It was more along the lines that he didn’t like the attention that came with it.  So, he sequestered himself in his little office for as much time as possible. 
 
    Days went by, and slowly, David began to build a profile of Bell’s finances.  After three weeks, he was finished.  It was another month before David found Dr. Bell’s whereabouts.  The scientist had bought a huge luxury yacht, and through some contacts, David had found that Bell was using it as his mobile base of operations.  That opened up a host of difficulties, first among them that the doctor could basically be anywhere at any given time.  Jones’ contacts told him that the doctor would often go months without resurfacing.   
 
    In the meantime, their plan was working.  “Boi” had become an accepted term to describe a white male, and those bois had routinely begun to wear feminine clothing.  Further, it was quickly becoming more commonplace for bois to be seen on the arms of men – usually black, though many members of other ethnicities had escaped the effects of Bell’s tampering.  Most of all, though, the population was calm.  There had only been a few protests and no riots.  David didn’t think the bois knew exactly what they were protesting, but it didn’t seem to matter.  Some people just wanted to complain.   
 
    As for his personal dress, David had embraced it like any other project he’d undertaken in his life.  He learned to walk in high heels within a week of buying his first pair, and was, by now, used to wearing his new clothes.  He’d even begun to develop his own personal style, often shopping for more online.   
 
    But with his new attire came a problem.  He’d assumed that the newfound attention could be chalked up to being a boi dressed like a girl – a rarity when he started – but the stares hadn’t stopped.  If anything, they’d become more common.  No – they were staring at him because of the way he looked.   
 
    For most of his professional life, David had taken his nondescript looks for granted.  His ability to blend into a crowd was one of his biggest assets in the field.  So, he was unused to admiring stares – from anyone, much less men.  He didn’t really like being noticed, but that didn’t stop it from happening.  More than once, he’d been hit on by men, and he’d been forced to learn how to politely refuse. 
 
    Time went on, and things settled into a rhythm.  David continued to wait for more information, ever building his profile.  Dr. Bell briefly reappeared about a year after he first released the compound, but he quickly vanished before anyone could take him into custody.  But David was patient.  He watched, and he waited.   
 
    At the fourteen-month mark, David contacted one of his informants who told him that Bell would come to his city every two to four months to resupply.  In addition, the scientist would abscond to a local club to pick up his harem for the duration of his absence.  Apparently, Bell was quite active, sexually speaking, and he was willing to pay girls or bois quite handsomely to live on his yacht for a time.  He had no shortage of attractive mates. 
 
    That was the break David had been waiting for.  He knew where Bell was going to be.  He simply had to go there and wait.  Eventually, the scientist would show up.  Excited, David went to Owens with the new information.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    “So,” said Owens, his tone skeptical.  “You want to go there and catch him?  To what purpose?” 
 
    “Seriously?” asked David.  “To take him into custody.  To make him create a cure.” 
 
    “He won’t do that,” Sikes interjected.  The black man had all but taken over the agency.  Owens led in name alone.  “He’d rather rot in prison than give that up.” 
 
    “No – it has to be something else,” Owens said. “It’s a long shot, but I think we need to get someone on that boat.  It’s likely that he keeps his work onboard, right?” He looked to Sikes, who nodded.  Owens beamed.  “He might even keep a sample of the compound’s source.  With that, we might be able to reverse engineer some cure.” 
 
    “If that was possible, couldn’t our scientists have already done that?” Jones asked.  “You’ve got all the samples you need in the air.” 
 
    “No,” answered Kim.  “It had degenerated too much by the time we found it.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” asked Jones. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” asked Sikes.  “The yacht has only one real weak spot – the girls and bois he brings onboard.  We’re going to have to sneak someone in.” 
 
    “But who?” Owens asked. “A female agent?” 
 
    “No,” Jones said. “Me.” 
 
    “But –” Owens began to protest, but Sikes cut him off with a glance.  The older boi closed his mouth immediately.   
 
    “My contact says he takes at least two or three bois each time,” Jones said. “And modesty aside, I know how I look.  I can do this.” 
 
    Kim said, “Not without training, you can’t.  You’re beautiful.  You know that.  But you don’t move like you should.  You don’t act like you should.  You need to let go of your inhibitions and become a real boi instead of just dressing like one.” 
 
    “So, I need a crash course in boihood, I guess,” Jones said.  “You seem to know a lot about it.  Teach me, then.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    David arrived at Kim’s apartment later that day.  She answered the door, allowing him in.   
 
    “Where do we start?” asked David, eager to begin. 
 
    “First things first – you have to agree to do what I say when I say it,” she said.  “This has to be quick, and it’s going to get dirty.  I don’t want to have to hear your objections.” 
 
    “Deal,” said David. 
 
    “Strip,” Kim said, and David obeyed.  He stood there, naked and clutching his arms across his chest as Kim circled him.  Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she said, “You’ve got a good start.  You have the raw materials.  But you need to stand with your back slightly arched.  Make it feel like you’re poking your butt out.  Good.  Later, I’m taking you to a ballet studio.  Nothing builds grace like ballet.  After that, we’re going to hit the town.  But I want you to keep your back constantly arched like that.  It should be your default posture.”  She stopped in front of him, asking, “Are you a virgin?” 
 
    “No,” David said, a note of defiance in his voice.  “I lost my virginity when –” 
 
    “I’m not talking about that,” she said.  “I’m talking about whether or not you’ve been fucked in the ass yet.” 
 
    “I haven’t,” David admitted.   
 
    “We’re going to have to fix that,” the woman said. 
 
    “I –” 
 
    “No arguments, remember?” she said. “You’re a boi.  Bois like men.  Bois want to get fucked by men.  Bois who go on that yacht will definitely be fucked by men.  If you can’t think like that, you may as well bow out now because you’re going to get yourself killed.” 
 
    David nodded, and she continued to coach him on posture, mannerisms, and comportment.  It was frustrating, but he had to feel that, after a while, it felt right.   
 
    Later that day, Kim took him to a ballet studio, just like she’d promised.  David wore a pink leotard while the ballet teacher gave him his lesson.  It was much more difficult than he might have expected, but he got through it okay, and Kim took him back to her apartment.   
 
    “I know you don’t have any appropriate clothes,” she said.  “So, we’re going to put you in some of mine.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” he asked. 
 
    “You’ll see,” she answered. 
 
    Kim picked out a light, purple skirt which scandalously short, some white thigh-high stockings, and a tight, white tee-shirt which barely came down to his ribs.  The tee-shirt had the word “Hottie” written across its front, which made David feel ridiculous.  After he was dressed, Kim showed him how to apply his makeup properly, with special attention to the eyeliner.  And finally, she helped him style his still-short hair.   
 
    “Lots of bois have short hair, so it’s not a problem,” Kim explained. “But it wouldn’t hurt to grow it out some before you go on the mission.” 
 
    When Kim deemed him ready to go, they left.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    They stood outside Club Universe for a few moments as David tried to gather his composure.  He’d read the sign what felt like a hundred times, and the words “100% All-American Beef” kept running through his mind.  Finally, Kim dragged him into the all-male strip club, and he gasped, speechless as he beheld the scene.   
 
    On the stages were muscular men in various stages of undress.  Most were black, but there were a couple of Latinos and even one man of obvious Asian descent.  Some were halfway through routines, and thus, wore only parts of their costumes.  Others wore only G-string bikinis which only barely contained their manhood.  Still others wore absolutely nothing, their impressive cocks flopping around almost hypnotically as they gyrated onstage.   
 
    And then there were the customers; they were a mix of bois and women of all shapes and ages.  Not all bois had been as lucky as David.  There were fat bois.  Ugly bois.  And pretty bois.  Young, middle-aged, and downright old, they were all eager customers, throwing bills at or stuffing the same into beefy strippers’ barely-there G-strings. 
 
    David had been vaguely aware of the recent boom in male strip clubs, but only as a statistic that confirmed that their plan was working.  He’d never really thought of them as such visceral places.  Clubs aimed at men still outnumbered them by quite a bit, but the game had closed considerably.  It only made sense.  There were quite a few more customers now, and the market had reacted in kind. 
 
    “W-what are we doing here?” David asked during a rare lull in the thumping music.  She didn’t immediately answer, instead leading him to a pair of seats near the stage. 
 
    “You’ve got to get used to it, David,” she said, sitting down.  “You’re going to be in close contact with real men.  You’re supposed to be a club boi during this mission. You can’t act like you’re acting now.  You can’t be so reserved.  Inhibited.  You have your boihood.” 
 
    “So I have to act like a slut?” he asked, a tone of indignance coating his words.  “Not all bois do, you know.  Most just went on living their lives like before and –” 
 
    “But you’re not posing as one of them,” she said, interrupting him.  “You’re supposed to be the type of boi who will accept money to be the sexual partner of a rich man.  So, you have to become that person.” 
 
    With that on his mind, David sat, watching the dancer nearest him.  The man started his routine dressed like a cowboy, gradually removing layers until he were little more than a pair of chaps.  His big, black cock danced as the man moved in time with the music, and to his dismay – or shame, probably – David felt his tiny penis harden.  Summoning his courage, he added a few dollars to the man’s take.  It was one of the most embarrassing things he’d ever done. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” Kim said, disappearing into the crowd.  David sat, uncomfortably watching the next man’s routine.  He was so engrossed in the show that he barely even noticed when Kim returned.  She took his hand in hers, pulling him away. 
 
    “Come with me,” she said, leading him through the throng of horny, shouting women and bois.  After some difficulty, they reached the back of the club, positioning themselves in front of a dark curtain.  With a knowing smile, a bouncer pulled it back, letting them through.  Kim pushed David into a chair, and he asked, “What are we doing?”  
 
    He didn’t really need to ask.  He knew exactly what a champagne room was for.  A moment later, his suspicions were confirmed when a shirtless man sauntered into the room, his oiled muscles gleaming in the low light.   
 
    “This is my boifriend,” Kim said, gesturing to David, who tried to sink into the chair.  “Give him a good time, will you?”  
 
    And then, without another word, she left him alone with the man.  David’s heart pounded as the stripper started dancing, first stripping off his pants, then the G-string he wore underneath.  It was the first time David had ever seen a cock up close and personal.  It was so huge.  So veiny.   
 
    “You can touch it, you know,” the stripper said.  “You don’t have to just sit there.” 
 
    The man turned, shaking his ass.  His big, muscular ass.  David took a deep breath, then reached out a tentative hand, gently stroking the man’s rear.  It was like granite.  He let out a long, slow sigh as his other hand joined the first.   
 
    “That’s it,” the stripper said. “Loosen up.” 
 
    And David did.  He was as horny as he’d ever been, but Jones had made a habit of controlling his baser instincts.  Everything was cold and calculated; strong emotions were buried deep below the surface.  Even as a man, he’d rarely let his carnal instincts run free.  Certainly, he’d had many sexual partners, but it was only for the release.  He felt attraction.  He felt arousal.  But it was always in the back of his mind.  
 
    Now, though, it was so different.  He’d let his desires reach the forefront.  In fact, he’d all but yanked them to the surface, forcing himself to acknowledge his own arousal.  It was like opening a floodgate, and it nearly overwhelmed the nervous boi. 
 
    Soon, David’s hands were all over the muscular stripper.  He ran his fingers over the man’s rigid abdominal muscles.  He stroked his shapely pectorals.  He ran his hands along the stripper’s big, strong arms.  And then, finally, David touched his semi-hard member.  It was softer than he’d expected.  Heavier, too.  He wrapped his dainty hand around the big, black cock.  It would barely encircle it.  It responded to his touch by growing slightly harder.   
 
    Then, almost as if on instinct, David began stroking it.  He went slowly, enjoying the masculine tool’s feel.  It grew harder until it was fully erect, standing out from the man’s groin proudly.  Without thought, David bent down, licking it.  He withdrew almost immediately, horrified at what he’d done.  “I’m sorry!” he pleaded.  “I didn’t –” 
 
    “It’s okay, baby,” the man said, stroking David’s hair.  “Do what you want.  It’s your dime.  If you want to lick it, go ahead.  I won’t complain.” 
 
    David gave the man a sheepish smile, then bent down and tasted the cock.  He only licked it at first, with one hand playing with the stripper’s heavy balls while the other felt his muscular torso.  After a few minutes, though, David started to take the head into his mouth.  It hardly fit, but he was determined – not to mention horny – so he persevered.  It wasn’t long before he was sucking it, his head bobbing up and down with the muffled sound of the club’s music thumping in his ears.   
 
    And so went his first blowjob.  It was quick.  It was dirty.  And it was sloppy, but he got the job done.  The stripper came in David’s mouth.  It was salty.   
 
    David spit it out on the floor after the stripper stepped back, his cock shrinking as the erection faded.  The man grinned.  “I had you pegged for a swallower,” he said.  “Come back and get seconds anytime.” 
 
    And then, he pulled his G-string on and walked away. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    “You did a great job tonight, David,” Kim said on the way back to her apartment.  “I know it was scary for you, but I was impressed.  I thought it might take you a few more days to get past any sexual blocks you might have, but you surprised me.  Obviously, you need a lot more practice, but it’s a great start.” 
 
    David smiled.  The two had stayed for a few more hours at the strip club, and David had to admit that he’d quite enjoyed himself.  He knew the science behind it.  His body had simply been reacting to pheromones.  But he couldn’t deny that it worked.  He was very attracted to men.  Soon, he knew, his body would begin to associate the sight of a male body with attraction, and he would begin to think of them as appropriate mates, even without the pheromones.  Maybe he already had.  But knowing the reasons didn’t mean he could help it.   
 
    “You’ll be staying with me for the duration of your training,” Kim said as she parked the car outside of her apartment building.  “You’ll spend the entirety of your time in the apartment naked.  We can’t have that pesky self-consciousness poke its nasty head out again, can we?  You must get used to your body and to people’s reactions to it.” 
 
    And so, for nearly two weeks, David spent the majority of each day either in ballet or practicing his boi-ish comportment.  At night, Kim took him to various clubs.  Some, like the first, were strip clubs.  Others were more traditional dance clubs.  Once David had decided to commit himself to the role and throw his inhibitions aside, everything started clicking in place.  Part of it, he knew, was his mind subconsciously trying to adjust to his new place in the world, but he also consciously pushed himself to become the boi Kim wanted him to be. 
 
    Though David found himself acting the part of a club boi, David refused all sexual advances, of which there were so, so many.  After his first real intimate encounter with a man, David was terrified of returning to that situation.  His emotional release frightened him far more than the changes to his body.  He knew it was coming.  He knew that he’d have to experience sex with a man before he put himself in the field.  But he delayed it as best he could.   
 
    And then, the last night of their allotted training dawned.  Kim and David were driving from one club to another when Kim broached the subject. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do it, you know,” Kim said.  David looked at her as if he didn’t understand her meaning.  “With a man.  It’s a big part of really becoming a boi.  You know that.  I was hoping you’d do it on your own, but I guess not.  I know this is difficult for you, David.  Believe me, I do.  But it has to be done.  If it makes you feel any better, we can do it together.  Maybe that’ll make it feel less intimidating.” 
 
    David was a little surprised by her openness.  But Kim had it all wrong.  He didn’t so much mind the idea of sex with a man.  In fact, on an instinctual level, he knew he’d enjoy it.  Rather, it was the way he might react that scared him.  He didn’t want to lose control.  In the end, though, he agreed.  Kim seemed almost excited. 
 
    It didn’t take the two long to pick up a man once they’d arrived at the club.  They were, after all, both quite attractive.  Not many men will turn down the chance at a threesome with two, eager, and sexy sexual partners.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Kim and David arrived back at her apartment later that night, leading a tall, strong, black man into the domicile.  The three were naked and kissing one another in a matter of minutes.  David did his best to push his innate inhibitions into the back of his mind, forcing himself to participate with gusto. 
 
    The kissing quickly progressed, and soon, the boi and woman knelt in front of the man.  David took the cock first, and Kim smiled as she watched him suck it.  He had come so far.  They alternated back and forth, with one sucking and the other kissing and licking the man’s balls, switching every so often.  A few minutes passed, and soon, he was ready. 
 
    Kim guided David onto his back, spreading his legs wide.  His little dick was rigid, stretching almost three inches from base to tip.  The muscular man climbed atop David, and without preamble, entered him.  It was crude.  It wasn’t loving or artful or sensuous.  It was raw and to the point.  David let out a strangled cry of pain as the man filled his virgin ass.  He was huge.  Too big.  David felt like he was being ripped apart.  At first, he wanted it to stop.  But after a few thrusts, the pain turned to pleasure, and David changed his tune. 
 
    The two fucked like that for a few minutes, with David forgetting, for a time, that Kim was even there.  However, it was over before the boi would’ve liked.  Then, it was Kim’s turn.  She positioned herself atop him, straddling his waist.  David’s mouth found her ample breasts as their partner gripped her hips, pushing his cock into her moist pussy.  He fucked her doggystyle while David turned his attention to her nipples.   
 
    They took turns, one after the other, getting fucked for a good while longer.  However, sooner than either of them might have liked, he was spent.  He left his number with them before he left the apartment.  David felt satisfied in a way he’d never quite experienced.  Still horny, but satisfied. 
 
    The next day, while lying in bed next to Kim – the two had fooled around a little after the man had left – David understood why his mentor had insisted on his having sex with a man.  His entire outlook on life had changed.  It didn’t feel shameful or sleazy, not how he’d expected.  It was so strange, but he couldn’t get his mind off Kim’s faked article.  He was a boi.  Bois belonged with men.  How true that statement was, even though Kim hadn’t known it at the time.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
    David and Kim entered the headquarters that day, and every eye followed them through the high-tech facility.  Or perhaps it would be better to say that all eyes were on David.  They had a meeting with Owens, Sikes, and Dansby, so the two quickly found their way to the conference room. 
 
    Inside, Owens looked better than he had before, and it took David a moment to realize that the older boi was wearing makeup.  Dansby was still fat, but he’d lost a little weight.  He also wore makeup.  The effect was a slightly matronly look on the middle-aged boi. 
 
    When David walked in after Kim, the effect was immediate.  He’d chosen to wear a mini-skirted business suit that showed off his body to great effect.  He knew he looked amazing. 
 
    “Wow,” Dansby blurted. “It’s incredible.” 
 
    “Remarkable,” Owens supplied. “You two have done a fantastic job.  I can’t quite put a finger on what’s changed, per se, but…you’re different, Jones.  A lot different.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Kim and David said in unison, beaming. 
 
    “I was skeptical before,” Sikes added.  “But now you have my full support.” 
 
    Owens cleared his throat.  “I have to ask, though – do you really want to do this?” he asked. 
 
    Dansby reacted before anyone else did.  “What do you mean?” he asked. “This is a good plan.” 
 
    “No – I’m not talking about the plan,” Owens said, shaking his head.  “Do we really want things back the way they were?  The boihood campaign has been a resounding success.  We haven’t had any issues with violence against these bois, unless you count the odd domestic disturbance – mostly between women and bois.  Black women, in particular, have become quite aggressive when it comes to protecting their territory.  But overall, violence is down almost thirty percent in this country.  In general, all felonies have followed suit.  That sort of decrease is unprecedented.” 
 
    He continued, “Statisticians have credited the drop to a new demand for black men in more physically demanding jobs.  It’s a much smaller pool of workers now, with white men being mostly unsuited for such roles.  Most professional bois have landed on their feet and moved on with their lives.  Bois with skills have also retained their jobs.” 
 
    “So – are you saying that we should just leave it like it is?” Jones asked.  “Let Bell get away with it?” 
 
    “I’m saying that we should think about it,” Owens responded.  “Our economy is growing.  Crime is at unprecedented lows.  Sure, it took some adjustment, but the country is doing better now than it has in decades.  Maybe ever.” 
 
    “But what about the bois who haven’t adjusted?” Jones demanded.  “They’re out there, you know.  Just because your statistics don’t say anything about them doesn’t mean they don’t exist.  They’re living their lives as best they can, but they know that they’re not who they should be.  Nobody wants to hear about them.  Nobody wants to see a story about a sad, depressed boi who shuts himself up in his house, rarely venturing outside.  Should we just say to hell with them because we want a low crime rate?” 
 
    “I’m only suggesting that we look at the bigger picture,” Owens stated. 
 
    “We need to do this,” Kim interjected.  “These people need to have a choice to live the way they want to live.” 
 
    “I agree,” Sikes said. 
 
    “Dansby?” Owens said, looking at the plump boi.  “Do you have an opinion?” 
 
    Dansby didn’t immediately answer.  When he did, his voice was quiet.  “I’m happy like this,” he said.  “But I know a lot of people who aren’t.  They shouldn’t have to live their lives as something they know in their hearts they aren’t.  I say we go ahead with the mission.  If we get the compound and develop a cure, great.  If we don’t, at least we tried.” 
 
    “I suppose I’m overruled, then,” Owens said.  “Let’s get down to details, then.” 
 
    And then, they began to plan the mission.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Davy stood in front of his closet for close to an hour, trying to decide what to wear.  In an effort to find the perfect outfit, he chose and discarded dozens of outfits.  Butterflies danced in his stomach as he thought about the upcoming night.  The plan was simple.  He’d pose as a club boi looking for a good time.  Rationally, he knew it was very unlikely that Bell would come into the club on that specific night, but he couldn’t help but imagine how it might be if he did.  He shook himself from his idle thoughts.  It was starting to get late. 
 
    In the time he’d been trying to decide what to wear, he’d only chosen so much as his underwear – a hot pink thong.  After a while, he chose a matching dress.  It was quite short and loose, with an elastic band around the bottom.  On top, it was flimsy and nearly translucent.  After slipping it on, he looked in the mirror. 
 
    Satisfied with his look, Davy put on a pair of strappy heels and left the hotel.  It’d been decided that Davy would undertake his mission alone.  Kim, of course, had volunteered to accompany him, but she lacked the training necessary to keep herself out of danger.  Davy, by contrast, had spent years of his life undercover.  He’d been trained to kill, to fight, and to get himself out of just about any tough situation.  He was prepared.  Or at least, he thought he was.   
 
    When he arrived at the Club Mist, Davy was impressed by the size of the place.  It held hundreds of people.  The doorman – one of Davy’s contacts – let him skip the line, and he walked inside, his hips swaying subtly with the music’s deep bass.   
 
    The night, as it turned out, was a bust.  Davy danced all night, but Bell didn’t show up.  He politely rebuffed a few would-be suitors, but he did allow quite a few men buy him drinks.  He danced with a few.  A couple felt him up.  But in the end, he went back to his hotel disappointed.   
 
    The days passed, and each night, Davy went back to the club.  He’d been avoiding it, but he knew he had to augment his reputation.  A beautiful, sexy boi who showed up every night but never went home with anyone drew suspicion.  So, every few nights, Davy invited a stranger back to his hotel room.  He chose only successful-looking men with which to copulate, all the better to establish his reputation. 
 
    As the days passed into weeks, and weeks into more than a month, Davy began to realize that stereotypes about black men were completely without merit.  He saw all manner of penises – big, small, short, long – they varied so much.  The men themselves were very different as well.  There were shy ones.  Dominant ones.  Davy even encountered a sweet, sentimental man or two.  And once, he found an older man who’d been unable to get it up.  No, Davy decided, black men were just like men of any other race.   
 
    Davy tried his best to stay cold and calculated beneath his party-boi façade, but it was difficult.  If one plays a part long enough, soon, the act would become a part of reality.  With each night in the club spent flirting and dancing with men, not to mention each new sexual partner, Davy lost more and more of his ability to separate the spy from his club-boi alter ego. 
 
    After another few weeks, he’d simply let it go.  He still kept his goals in mind, and he still endeavored to notice everything.  But his propensity to stick to the shadows and try not to be noticed faded into the background, probably never to be seen again.  Davy had become something else, something more than he’d been before.  Where once, he’d been content to simply watch from afar, now he wasn’t happy unless he was part of the show.  It was a jarring change, but a welcome one. 
 
    After three months, Davy’s patience paid off.  He was dancing with a short, stocky man when a he saw a crowd of people come into the club.  That wasn’t particular unusual; important people always traveled with an entourage.  However, Davy couldn’t help but recognize the man at the center of it all.  Bald.  Black.  White goatee.  It was Bell.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Davy knew that Dr. Bell had noticed him, but he didn’t give any indication.  Rather, he simply continued to dance as the older man watched him from a nearby balcony.  He could feel the scientist’s eyes boring into him until, a few minutes later, one of Bell’s bodyguards – a huge hulk of a man – came to collect him. 
 
    Showtime, Davy thought. 
 
    Davy, along with a few other bois and women, was led to the VIP section.  Davy put on the best show he could, alternately teasing Dr. Bell, dancing suggestively, and even kissing and dancing with the other girls and bois.  He employed every ounce of skill he’d learned since his transition, hoping all the while that it was enough.   
 
    He was delighted to notice that Bell’s eyes rarely left him.  The night wore into early morning, and soon, the club’s crowd began to thin out.  Before the night was through, Clarence – Bell’s massive bodyguard – pulled him aside, saying, “Dr. Bell has taken a liking to you, boi.  He wishes you to accompany him on his yacht for a few months.  You will be compensated for your time.” 
 
    Davy feigned speechlessness, but Clarence continued, “Is this agreeable to you?  Your every want, your every need will be satisfied.  And as I said, you will be generously compensated.” 
 
    Davy nodded. 
 
    “Good,” the big man said, handing Davy a card.  “The yacht is moored at the address on the card.  Be there tomorrow at nine o’clock.” 
 
    And with that, Clarence stepped away, walking to one of the other bois, presumably to offer the same invitation.   
 
    Davy could hardly contain his excitement.  He was in.  A few minutes later, Bell approached, took his hand, and kissed it.  “Until tomorrow morning, my lovely,” he said.  And then, he, along with his entourage, was gone. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Davy lounged naked on the deck next to two girls and another boi.  Each was incredibly striking.  None had bothered with bathing suits.  However, Davy knew – and took more than a little pride in the fact – that he was the most beautiful.  It had been a whirlwind of a day, and he was glad to settle down and relax.  Jones had arrived at the dock a little before nine that morning, having chosen to wear a cute, short pair of denim shorts and a tank top which revealed more than a little midriff.   
 
    He’d then been escorted onto the sleek yacht, which he estimated was at least ninety feet long.  It had multiple stories, a helicopter pad, a jacuzzi, and a small saltwater pool.  Davy knew that the thing had to have cost upwards of a hundred million dollars.  After a short tour of the massive boat – during which, he acted suitably impressed – he was shown where he’d be sleeping.  It was a huge room which took up nearly an entire level.  He’d be sharing the bedroom with the other concubines – two bois and four women, besides himself – but there was ample room. 
 
    “Dr. Bell likes the idea of you all sleeping in the same bed,” Clarence had explained, his voice a rumbling bass that sounded like it could’ve originated in the heart of a volcano. “But do not feel that you are required to do so.  Other arrangements can be made.” 
 
    None of them wanted to displease their benefactor, so they all agreed that one bed was perfect.  As it turned out, the bed was absolutely enormous, and it had plenty of room for all seven of them.  There were two bathrooms and an extra hot tub dedicated to their use as well.  Dr. Bell, it seemed, wasn’t above doting on his harem. 
 
    Davy’s mission was simple, but at the same time, quite complicated.  He was expected to find out whether or not the doctor kept a sample of his compound onboard – which most intelligence claimed that he did – find a way to retrieve it, and to abscond, sample in hand.  In addition, he was to collect as much of the doctor’s research as was possible.   
 
    Simple.   
 
    But even the best circumstance meant that he would be spending up to four months as the harem boi of a known terrorist.  That, however, was better than the alternative – getting caught and killed.   
 
    And so, he stayed in character.  It wasn’t difficult, as he’d bene posing as Davy, the party-boi for the last few months.  That first day set the tone for his entire stay.  For most of the day, he lay near the pool, sunbathing naked with the others.  From time to time, one of the crew would happen by, staring at the beautiful bois and women before going about their tasks.  It was a pleasant idea, being wanted to blatantly.   
 
    Inevitably, the harem’s members talked about their lives.  One of the bois – a blonde named Percy – had been a construction worker before the change.  The other boi was a brunette named Eric who was a college student majoring in philosophy.  The women’s names were Amy, Ingrid, and Betty.  Amy was a short, curvy brunette and an exotic dancer by trade.  Ingrid was an aspiring model, and Betty was a former housewife whose marriage had recently been dissolved by the state.   
 
    Introductions were barely through when Clarence came to them.  He pointed to Davy.  “You,” he said. “Dr. Bell wishes your company.” 
 
    Davy rose languidly, taking note of Clarence’s stare.  The big man led him into the first floor of the yacht, then into an elevator which rose all the way to the top.  The door opened to the sort of opulence it was difficult to ignore.  A crystal chandelier sparkled as it swayed with the gentle rocking of the waves.  Everywhere, there was dark, polished wood.  Expensive looking art hung on the walls, and oriental rugs decorated the floors.  The furniture looked expensive, which meant that, aesthetically, it was peerless, but from a comfort perspective, it appeared to leave quite a bit to be desired.  In the back of the room were a pair of staircases, which went in opposite directions, leading up to the balcony, on which rested a four-poster, king sized bed.  Bell stood on the balcony, looking at them as they approached.  He wore only a simple bathrobe and a pair of patterned, silk boxer shorts. 
 
    “Ah,” he said, his voice smooth.  “My lovely.  Let’s get acquainted, you and I.” 
 
    Davy mounted the steps, his little cock bouncing.  When Davy stood in front of him, Bell said, “Let’s get a good look at you, then.”  He twirled his finger, indicating that Davy should turn in a circle.  The boi did, feeling the doctor’s hungry eyes caressing him all the way.  When he’d completed the revolution, Davy saw that Bell’s face had erupted into a wide smile. 
 
    “I did that to you, you know,” Bell said.  “I made you what you are today.” 
 
    “I know,” Davy responded.  “Thank you.” 
 
    “What did you do before the change?” the man asked. 
 
    “I-I was…I still am a school teacher,” Davy lied, his story springing forth without much prompting.  Public records would back him up.  “Ninth-grade English.” 
 
    “Is that so?” asked the intrigued doctor, stepping forward.  He pinched Davy’s nipple, eliciting a sharp gasp.  “And why are you not in class right now, teaching pubescent teenagers the ins and outs of the English language?”  
 
    “I…I took a year off to acclimate myself to the…ah…changes,” Davy said.  He and Kim had come up with his fictional past.   
 
    “And how is that going?” Bell asked, his hand sliding down to the boi’s waist.  “Are you acclimated?”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” Davy answered, trembling under the man’s touch.   
 
    “Show me,” commanded the doctor, pulling him close and forcing his tongue between Davy’s parted lips.  The boi accepted the man’s kiss eagerly, thanking his training.  Without it, he surely would’ve pulled away in disgust.   
 
    But his training held true, and he kissed the man back.  After a few seconds, Davy broke away, working tiny kisses down the contour of the man’s neck.  The kisses continued down his chest as Davy tangled his fingers in a dense thicket of chest hair.  Davy couldn’t help thinking that Bell could use a little less lounging and a lot more physical activity as he worked his way down the man’s torso.   
 
    Without missing a beat, Davy flowed down to his knees, hooking his fingers under the waistband of Bell’s boxers.  With practiced ease, he yanked them down, revealing the man’s cock.  It wasn’t tiny, but it was a long way from being the biggest the boi had ever seen.  Average.  Maybe a little smaller, he judged.  Davy started kissing it, employing every ounce of talent he’d developed over the months since his first blowjob.  He didn’t want to rush it, knowing the teasing would make it that much better when he finally took the shaft into his suddenly-eager mouth.  So, he licked it for a couple of minutes, briefly wrapping his plump lips around the head every so often.   
 
    And then he started to suck in earnest, his head bobbing back and forth with practiced precision.  He’d learned a lot in his time as a party boi, and he’d become quite a proficient cocksucker.  He was proud of his skills.   
 
    “Get on the bed,” Bell said, pushing the boi away after a few more minutes.  “I want to fuck that sweet little ass of yours.”  Davy complied, lying on his back and spreading his legs wide.  His tight hole ached to be filled.  “No – on all fours,” the doctor commanded, and Davy quickly complied. “Just like that.” 
 
    The bed squeaked slightly as Bell climbed onto the bed behind Davy.  In seconds, his cock slipped inside the boi’s moist ass.  It went in easily, and he started fucking.  The man had little skill and even less stamina.  He simply rammed it in there over and over again until he came.  It wasn’t completely devoid of pleasure, but Davy didn’t orgasm.  Instead, he faked it.  The whole thing was over in only a couple of minutes.   
 
    Still panting as Davy collapsed onto the bed, the man’s seed leaking out of his ass, Bell said, “You can go now.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    And so it went for the next couple of weeks.  Sometimes, Bell only wanted one of them, though Davy couldn’t help but notice that he was picked far more often than the others.  Other times, Bell wanted two, three, or even all of them.  He particularly liked watching the bois lick and finger one another.   
 
    As for his Mission, Davy dared not try anything so early in the trip.  He knew he was being watched closely.  They all were.  So, he continued to play his part, mentally marking every detail of the yacht.  He even figured the most likely places for Bell’s lab, workshop, or office.  It was below decks, and Davy had caught glimpse of it once when he was being escorted to Bell’s quarters.  Two armed guards stood in front of it, and it sported a keypad near the knob. 
 
    One day, almost three weeks out to sea, he and the rest of the harem were sitting on the bed – naked, of course; they rarely wore clothes, and when they did, it was usually just lingerie – talking when an interesting subject came up.   
 
    “Let’s say that an antagonist of a story is racist,” Eric, the brunette knockout with an amazing set of curves, said.  “Does that make the story itself racist?” 
 
    As an “English teacher”, Davy was the first to respond, “Of course not.” 
 
    “No – let me finish,” Eric said. “Let’s say that the entire story is based on a racist act.  For instance, let’s fictionalize the situation we’re in, just for the sake of argument.  Now – in each of our stories, we’re the protagonist.  We’re the hero, right?  So, who’s the villain?” 
 
    “Dr. Bell,” Amy said, her southern accent apparent. 
 
    “Right,” said Eric, pointing at the girl.  “He unleashed this compound on the world for a blatantly racist reason.  So, let’s say somebody wrote a story about that – does that make the author racist?  Or the story?  Or neither?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t think so,” Davy replied.  “I mean, if Bell’s the villain, doesn’t that mean that the story doesn’t really condone what he’s done?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Eric said.  “Now, let’s take it a step further.  We’re all happy with the way this turned out, right?  Does that change the fact that he’s the villain of this story?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Davy said. “Just because the character in this fictional story persevere, making the best of their lives doesn’t mean that anybody would approve of the villain’s actions.  In fact, it might mean the exact opposite.  I’d suggest that the story is, at the very least, a satire – probably poorly written, badly paced, and convoluted – but a satire which makes fun of the idea that anyone should have to pay for the crimes of their ancestors.  The idea that people use past persecutions to justify current actions is prevalent in almost any society.  People like their excuses.  But it’s a bad write who has to spell all that out.” 
 
    “Get off your soap box,” Betty groaned, throwing a pillow at Davy.  “Nobody cares.” 
 
    The conversation devolved into what-ifs and other hypothetical stories, ranging from a discussion about whether stories depicting racism were somehow worse than books involving other despicable crimes like kidnap, torture, pedophilia or rape.  It was a pointless, almost masturbatory discussion, but they were all bored, and it served to pass the time.  It filled a couple of hours, which was all it was supposed to do. 
 
    All in all, though, Davy had begun to find a measure of respect for his harem mates.  That night, they all snuggled close as they slept.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    The days dragged on, each as repetitive as the last.  And Davy got bored.  Sure, they all had plenty of sex, most of it kinky, and Davy enjoyed the company of the rest of the harem, but he couldn’t help but feel like the clock was ticking.  A month passed, and he still hadn’t made much headway regarding his mission.  He was still Bell’s favorite sexual partner, but that afforded him little opportunity to work towards accomplishing his task. 
 
    One month turned into two, and he knew that he’d soon have to make his move.  Bell had already tired of both Betty and Percy – those two had found themselves passed on to Clarence, and they’d claimed that he was a much more attentive lover than Bell, which wasn’t saying much.   
 
    Two months became three, and Davy was on the verge of panic.  The rest of the harem were rarely seen by Bell, which meant that Davy found himself in the doctor’s arms nearly every day.  Then, after he’d been on the yacht for three-and-a-half months, Clarence came to him, saying, “We will be docking tomorrow evening.  Before we do, Dr. Bell wishes to see you.” 
 
    It went like any number of other such sessions.  Clarence led Davy to Bell’s quarters, and soon enough, Bell had him all fours, screaming in feigned pleasure.  When the doctor had cum, the two lay there for a few seconds before Davy rolled off the bed, expecting to leave. 
 
    “No,” said Bell.  “Stay a moment longer, Davy.” 
 
    Curious, Davy sat on the bed.  It creaked a little under his slight weight.  The scientist patted the bed, indicating that Davy should lie down.  He did, his ass to Bell’s groin.  The older man reached around, absently toying with the boi’s nipple.   
 
    After a few moments, the man said, “I know who you are, David Jones.  Government agent.  There’s no point in denying it.  I’ve known since that first day you were on the yacht.  I have to say that it was quite a thrill, fucking the boi who wanted so badly to bring the world I created to ruin.  I daresay you enjoyed yourself quite a bit as well.” 
 
    Davy felt panic rising in his chest, but he suppressed it with a harsh chuckle.  “No,” he said.  “Not really.  With that small cock of yours?  I thought you might be a boi yourself when I first saw it.” 
 
    Bell slapped his ass, and hard.  “Good bois don’t mock their superiors,” he growled.  “As Clarence told you, we’ll be docking tomorrow evening.  You will not be allowed to leave.  You may return to your room, but for the two days we’re ashore, you will be locked away.  You may go.” 
 
    Davy winced as he felt another stinging slap.  “And once we’re back at sea,” the man stated, his voice emotionless.  “You will not return to my bed.  I can not abide ungrateful bois.” 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Davy’s mind raced as he returned to his room.  His face must have shown his distress, because Eric asked, “What’s wrong?  What’s happened?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Davy lied.  “I must’ve eaten something that didn’t agree with me is all.  And Bell just asked me to stay a while longer.” 
 
    The others smiled, congratulating him heartily.  Amy spoke up, saying, “If you don’t watch out, he might marry you.  Mrs. Davy Bell.  It has a nice ring to it, right?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Davy said, lying down.  “I guess.” 
 
    Betty sat in one of the nearby tubs, shaving her legs.  She said, “You bois have it all.  You don’t have to worry about getting pregnant.  Your bodies are fantastic.  And you never, ever have to shave your legs.  What I wouldn’t give to never have to deal with razor burn ever again…” 
 
    Davy quit listening.  He’d heard it all before.  In any case, he had other things on his mind.  And for the first time in his life, he had absolutely no idea what to do next. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    A few hours before the planned landfall, Clarence the bodyguard appeared in the harem to escort Davy to a more secure location.  After saying a few, brief goodbyes, he promised to get back in touch with his harem mates when he finally left the yacht.  It was a lie.  He knew his chances of ever leaving the boat alive were slim, going on none.   
 
    Then, Clarence escorted him the length of the boat, to what appeared to be his own quarters.  It wasn’t nearly as opulent as Bell’s, but it was nice, if a little small.  It only had a single bed and barely any space to move.  Clarence motioned for Davy to sit, then planted himself in a chair next to a desk.   
 
    “I’ll be your guard for the next two days,” the man said.  “You may get dressed if you so wish.  There’s little need for nudity here.” 
 
    Suddenly, Davy felt terribly exposed.  He had been nude for the better part of three months, but one disapproving look from the hulking guard, and he was inexplicably embarrassed.  Davy opened his small suitcase, retrieving a pair of skimpy panties.  He slipped them on before finding a pair of cotton shorts and a white tee-shirt.  He donned those as well, which made him feel a little better.   
 
    He lay down the bed, trying to gather his thoughts.  There had to be a way out.  There had to be some way he could still accomplish his mission.  Idly, he studied his guard while his thoughts catalogued his situation.  There was little chance of physically overpowering the man; Clarence was built like an NFL defensive lineman – a giant slab of muscle that looked far lighter on his feet than a man his size had any right to be.   
 
    “So,” Davy said. “How long have you worked for Dr. Bell?” 
 
    “Over ten years,” the man said.  “I was head of security for his organization before we…before he released the compound.”  Davy detected the slightest hint of bitterness. 
 
    “What did you do before that?” Davy asked.  When no answer was forthcoming, he said, “Look – we’re both stuck in here for two days, right?  I just thought a little conversation might make it all easier.” 
 
    The man remained silent for a long moment, and Davy leaned back with an audible sigh.  A few seconds later, Clarence finally answered, “I was a marine for fifteen years.” 
 
    “See much combat?” Davy asked. 
 
    “Some,” he stated.  “I don’t really like to talk about it.” 
 
    “And how do you feel about Dr. Bell being an enemy of the state?” Davy ventured. 
 
    “Omar Bell is a great man,” was Clarence’s only answer.   
 
    “But you must know that what he’s done is wrong,” Davy said. “Surely your moral compass isn’t as skewed as his.” 
 
    “Did you know that racism between white people and black people is almost nonexistent, now?” Clarence asked.  “Think about it.  Whites certainly don’t hate blacks; they actively pursue relationships with them.  And we don’t hate white people – not anymore.  There’s no reason.  Sure, there are a few fringe detractors, but they’re quickly becoming the overwhelming minority.” 
 
    “But what about the lives he destroyed?” Davy asked. “What about the families he broke apart?”  
 
    “Collateral damage,” Clarence answered, his voice forcefully steady.  “Dr. Bell is a great man.”  Davy got the feeling that he repeated it so often that he almost even believed it.  “Now, I have a question for you,” the big man said.  “Do you really enjoy sex with men?  I’ve heard you with Bell.  It sounds like you do.” 
 
    Davy shrugged.  “With him?” he asked. “I fake it.  But yes.  I’ve enjoyed sex with some men.  It depends on the individual, I suppose.”  It was an honest answer.   
 
    “I’ve heard that bois are incredibly horny,” the man said.  “I’ve heard that sex with men is extremely pleasurable for them.  There was one boi – Bell didn’t change him; some other guy did – well, this boi had bullied this other guy in high school.  To get back at him, this kid changed his bully into a boi.  Well, he was something else.  He loved sex more than any girl I’ve ever even heard about.” 
 
    “Leo,” Davy said.  “Leo Robertson.  He was transformed by George Young, the originator of Dr. Bell’s formula.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Clarence.  “That was him.  How do you know about that?” 
 
    “I spoke with him a while back,” Davy explained.  “He now goes by Leah.  Works at a strip club.  I can assure you that he is not happy with the situation because he actually broke down in tears telling me what happened.” 
 
    “Really?” asked a clearly surprised Clarence.  “He seemed happy when I saw him.  Dr. Bell had me look at the results first-hand.  He was working at this strip club, but he seemed to be enjoying himself.” 
 
    “That’s common,” Davy explained.  “Most bois go through a period of adjustment that can last up to two-and-a-half years, during which their libidos are quite high.  In addition, these bois are experiencing all these new feelings, all the new ways of attaining pleasure.  The result is greatly increased sexual activity.  After that, though, they go back to normal, and end up with similar sexual appetites to normal women.  Believe me, I’ve spent almost three years dealing with this.  I’ve done the research.  The picture is not as rosy as you think it is.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Clarence. 
 
    “Well – did you know that depression amongst these transformed bois is almost four times higher than in men and women?” asked Davy.  The big man shook his head.  “When they go back to normal, sexually speaking, they have so much more time and inclination to look at their lives.  And without the distraction of sex, a lot of bois don’t like what they see.  There’s been more suicides in the past year than there were in the previous five combined.  It’s probably gotten worse since I’ve been on this boat.” 
 
    “So, you’re saying that all of this, it’s an illusion?” Clarence asked.  “And this is all about to boil over?” 
 
    “Couldn’t have put it better myself,” Davy agreed. 
 
    “Interesting,” was Clarence’s only response.  No conversation continued after that. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, Clarence excused himself, leaving another man standing guard outside.  Davy noted that the new sentry held a semi-automatic weapon.  Clarence hadn’t said where he was going; nor did Davy ask.  The man had been lost in thought for hours, silently contemplating the implications of their conversation.  Davy could practically see the gears turning in the massive man’s head.   
 
    That had given Davy time to study his guard.  He was handsome enough, so long as one went in for the big type, and Davy had to admit that he did.  Clarence certainly wasn’t bodybuilder ripped, but he had muscle to spare.  His arms were as big, possible bigger, than Davy’s thin waist.  But there was something underneath that façade of a lumbering oaf; Davy saw a thoughtfulness in the man’s eyes that he hadn’t expected.   
 
    Davy was attracted to the stoic guard, and he didn’t even try to deny it.  It was a simple fact of life.   
 
    When Clarence returned, night had fallen.  The man sat down, and without preamble, he asked, “What about you?  Would you go back if given the chance?” 
 
    Davy considered the question for a few moments.  Moments turned to minutes, and nearly fifteen passed before he answered.  “I don’t think so,” he said, surprising himself.  Once upon a time, he would have said that he’d give anything to back to the man he was.  But things had changed.  “It’s been a difficult transition.  I won’t deny that.  But before, I was empty.  Hollow.  I didn’t let any emotion out.  Now, I feel like I can.  I feel freer than I ever have before.” 
 
    “So, who’s to say that others haven’t come to a similar conclusion?” Clarence queried, his deep voice sending a tremble down Davy’s spine. 
 
    “No one,” the boi admitted.  “That’s my point.  They…I mean, we should be given a choice.” 
 
    “Is that what you would do, then?” Clarence asked.  “You’d give people a choice?” 
 
    Davy didn’t hesitate before responding, “Yes.  That’s all we want to do.  If it makes you feel ay better, we actually did question whether or not we should.  It’s not an easy question to answer.  But we decided that those people who might take the choice of returning to manhood deserve the opportunity to make that decision for themselves.” 
 
    Clarence grunted, then went silent again.  Aside from a few bathroom breaks and Clarence offering to get food, which Davy eagerly accepted, the two remained silent until the boi fell asleep.   
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    “Is there any way we can take a walk?” Davy asked.  “I really need to stretch my legs.” 
 
    Another day had passed, and it was already dark.  Likely, Bell was in the process of procuring a fresh harem at that very moment.  The idea disgusted Davy. 
 
    Clarence looked up from the book he’d been reading.  “I suppose so,” he said, marking his place with a playing card.  He set the book on the desk.  “Just don’t try anything.” 
 
    Davy had no intention of doing so.  It would do him little good to go overboard; he needed what was on that yacht, and by the time he could contact anyone, it would be long gone.  And he couldn’t take out Clarence and the two armed guards near the office door.  So, he meant it when he said, “I won’t.” 
 
    A few minutes later, they were walking along the deck, the lights of the city’s skyline glittering in the distance.  In another world, in any other situation, Davy might have considered it romantic.  He leaned over the rail, enjoying the ocean’s breeze as he beheld the lights.   
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” he said, his voice almost a whisper. 
 
    “It is,” Clarence responded.  “And so are you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Davy said, his tone almost dismissive. He’d heard so many people compliment his beauty that the statement had almost effect on him. 
 
    “I mean it,” Clarence said, gripping the boi’s thin arm and turning him around.  “Inside and out.  I’ve never met anyone like you.  You don’t –” 
 
    “Not out here,” Davy said, nodding toward a few gawking members of the crew. 
 
    Clarence took the hint, escorting the boi back to the cabin which was Davy’s prison.   
 
    “You confuse me,” the man admitted after shutting the door.  “Mix things up.  You don’t treat me like other people treat me.  You actually think I’m capable of sorting out the answers.  Others just see a thug.  But you see through that.” 
 
    “You’re not a thug,” Davy said softly.  He saw an opening, a way to manipulate the guard.  More, he believed what he’d said.  Clarence might be a thug, but he was so much more.  Or at least, he could be.   
 
    “And you’re gorgeous,” Clarence said.  “Smart.  Sexy.  It’s –” 
 
    Davy stood, reaching up to place a finger over the big man’s lips.  He looked up at Clarence, saying, “Shhh.  I get it.  You like me.  I like you, too.” 
 
    Then, Davy wrapped his hand around the back of Clarence’s muscular neck and pulled.  The hulking man complied, bending down.  Davy, standing on his tiptoes, kissed him.   
 
    When they finally broke free a few moments later, Clarence tried to speak, but again, Davy silenced him.  In a fury of discarded clothes, they were both naked in a matter of seconds.  They hardly broke their lip lock during the entirety of their disrobing.  Naked, Davy playfully shoved Clarence to the bed, straddling him.   
 
    They continued to kiss, and Davy felt Clarence’s generous cock brushing against his ass.  After a couple of minutes, Clarence lifted the boi easily, laying him down the bed with his ass hanging off.  Then, he knelt between Davy’s legs.  Clarence took Davy’s small cock and balls into his mouth in one motion, tonguing them while his big fingers began to explore the boi’s rectum.   
 
    Davy gasped in pleasure.  He’d had a lot of sex in the past year, but no one had ever done that before!  It didn’t take long for Davy to cum, sending a weak, watery squirt of almost-sweet semen into the man’s eager mouth.  To Davy’s surprise, he swallowed it without a moment’s hesitation.   
 
    Then, Clarence stood and Davy got his first real look at the man’s penis.  It wasn’t the biggest he’d ever seen, but it was so much bigger than Bell’s.  He leaned over Davy and started to push against Davy’s asshole before the boi objected.  “No,” he said, breathless.  “I want to be on top.” 
 
    Clarence shrugged and picked up the boi as if weighed absolutely nothing.  Still holding him, Clarence sat on the bed.   
 
    “Lay back,” Davy said, his voice filled with lust.  “Let me do all the work?”  
 
    Clarence complied, and Davy reached back, grasping the big man’s thick cock.  He raised it to his ass until it barely brushed his anus.  Then, he guided it in.  It felt absolutely wonderful – much better than any of Davy’s other sexual partners.  In hindsight, he would realize that it had very little to do with the actual physical sensation.  No – Clarence was the first partner he’d actually chosen, not to advance the case, not as training, and certainly not to get something.  He had chosen him because he wanted him.  Nothing more.  Nothing less.  And it made everything all the better. 
 
    When they were finished, Davy simply collapsed onto Clarence’s broad chest.  He could hear the big man’s heart thumping, almost in time with his own.  Later, Davy felt a deep sense of contentment as he lay in his lover’s arms.  He was happy.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    The yacht weighed anchor and left the next morning.   
 
    Davy was careful not to mention his mission’s goals to Clarence, though he suspected the big man expected it.  Part of Davy’s reticence was because he didn’t want Clarence to think that he’d slept with him simply to gain access to Bell’s office.  The other part, the logical part, told him that it made no sense to do it now.  Wait until the boat docked again.   
 
    There were two reasons, but Davy only really cared about the first.  It was improbably, but in the short time they’d been together, Davy had developed a connection with the big man.  They’d only spent two days together, most of it silent, but Davy knew that his feelings were real.  And he recognized that same feeling in Clarence.  The man was intelligent, handsome, and loyal.  And while his loyalty had been misplaced when it came to Bell, it was still an admirable quality.  What more could a boi want from a lover?  What more could Davy need from someone who might potentially become something else? 
 
    Davy’s second tour on the yacht was quite a bit more enjoyable than the first, as he spent a good portion of it in Clarence’s cabin having wild sex.  The rest of the time was spent with the two simply sharing one another’s company.  Bell, it seemed, had forgotten about his passenger in lieu of breaking in his new harem.  Or perhaps he thought his loyal bodyguard deserved a reward.   
 
    It was probably the most enjoyable time of Davy’s life.  He was in love, and nothing could change that. 
 
    All was bliss until one day, three months in, Clarence came into the cabin and said, “We’re going to dock again tomorrow.  But bell wants to see you again.  I think I’ve convinced him to let you go.  I told him I love you.  He seemed happy about it.” 
 
    He’d obviously deluded himself into thinking Bell was his friend, but Davy wasn’t nearly so naïve.  He knew that his days were numbered. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    The two entered Bell’s quarters, and Davy was somewhat comforted by the fact that it hadn’t changed.   
 
    “Ah,” said Bell.  “Come in.  I want to show you something, Clarence.  You,” he said, pointing to Davy.  “Come here.”   
 
    Bell stood at the bottom of the stairs, so it only took a few strides to reach him.  When Davy stood before him, Bell said, “Strip, boi.”  Davy looked back at Clarence, who stood stoically.  Silently.  Resigned, Davy removed his clothing. 
 
    “Are you watching, Clarence?” Bell asked.  “Because I want you to see what your true love really is – a little slut, a whore of a white boi.  I bet he asked you to help him steal my research, didn’t he?” Bell stared unzipping his pants. 
 
    “He didn’t,” Clarence stated. 
 
    “Oh,” Bell said, his cock already out.  “Well, he would have.  Eventually.  Bend over, boi.”  When Davy’s compliance was too slow, Bell gripped his hair, bending him double as he shouted, “I said bend over, slut!”  
 
    Was Clarence really going to let it happen?  Had Davy been mistaken about the big man’s feelings? 
 
    “Don’t do this, Omar,” Clarence growled, his fists clenched. 
 
    “This,” he older man said, slapping Davy’s ass.  “This is mine.  And you – you’re my fucking employee.  You leave when I say you can leave.  You don’t dictate to me.  And you –” 
 
    Clarence tackled the maniac, and as soon as they hit the ground, his fists started in on the doctor.  His rage was such that he didn’t stop until the mad doctor was dead, his face a bloody, unrecognizable pulp.  Tears in his eyes, Clarence kept screaming, “You can’t have him!” 
 
    He didn’t stop until long after his hands were bruised, bloody, and likely broken.  And even then, he just knelt beside the monster, his hands limp by his side as he wept, his breath coming in ragged gasps.   
 
    Davy, having quickly pulled up his panties, approached Clarence cautiously, lest he catch a stray fist.  He needn’t have worried, though.  Clarence could never hurt Davy.  And so it happened that Clarence killed the most infamous terrorist in the world.  He laid his head in his lover’s lap, the tears flowing freely.  Clarence’s rage slowly subsided, but there he stayed, in Davy’s arms, sobbing like a child. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
      
 
    The next day, the yacht docked, and the pair of lovers disembarked, trailed by a confused bevy of sexy bois and women.  The crew had an idea of what had happened, but none knew the true story of where Dr. Bell had gone.  Clarence had unceremoniously thrown it overboard.   
 
    As for the mission, Davy never even had to ask.  Clarence had merely walked up to the guards, told them to step aside, and retrieved a canister of the original compound.  He also removed the hard drives from every computer in the lab which was behind the locked door.  He gave them to Davy, telling him to do what he’d set out to do. 
 
    The two went to the agency’s headquarters – the trip across the country was quite nice, as it felt like a holiday road trip, complete with lots of sex.  When they arrived, most of the agency was surprised that Davy had even survived, much less succeeded.  The only complaint was that Bell had perished, and therefore would not be able to provide them with further information.  Davy explained that the man’s death could not have been helped. 
 
    As it stood, though, it only took the agency’s scientists two years to concoct a cure.  A further six months later, and the cure was made readily available to anyone who wanted it.  Only about thirty percent took it, though the media reported a far lesser number.   
 
    As for Davy and Clarence, they were married nearly six years after Bell had released the compound into the atmosphere.  
 
    And so, life went on, with three genders replacing two.  Men.  Women.  Bois.  No one mourned Bell, but he did make it into the history books.  Clarence maintained that that was all the man really wanted.  Davy wasn’t so sure; he regarded Bell as a simple terrorist, a crazy man who’d had the means to change the world.  But he’d inadvertently done good, too.  Some, like Davy had finally found happiness.  Some, like Davy, were finally complete.   
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