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    Jackson Riley glared across the table, past the salad and endless breadsticks, at his mother.  He barely spared a glance for the faux Tuscan décor or his sister’s fake smile.  No – he was too angry.  Too disappointed.  Too right.   
 
    “You’re actually marrying him?” he growled, clutching his fists beneath the table until his knuckles were white.  “After everything, after what you did to dad, you’re marrying this asshole?” 
 
    “Watch your language!” hissed his mother, a youthful-looking blonde whose only signs of aging were a few crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes.  Other than that, she looked like a woman ten years her junior.  Blonde, with a surgically enhanced bosom and a body sculpted via hours doing all manner of aerobics at the gym, she looked exactly like the trophy wife she’d once been.  However, despite her appearance – and her actions, she still wanted to act the mother, a fact which Jackson found especially galling.   
 
    “Jesus, Jack – can’t you just be happy for her?” sneered his sister, Shannon.  She was the dark-haired mirror image of her mother, though she was far more plump.  More natural.  Prettier.  “It’s not always about you.  You are so selfish.”  
 
    He shook his head, then ran his hand through his shaggy brown hair.  He knew that he, like his sister, favored their mother.  And he hated it.  He’d have much preferred to look like his father.  More, though, he loathed the idea that he shared anything – be it DNA or facial features – with a woman as despicable as his mother.  She was, as far as he was concerned, the devil, and she was responsible for everything bad in his life.   
 
    “I’m selfish,” he muttered, almost to himself.  It was a ridiculous claim.  “Really?  You’re going to sit there and say that about me when she’s sitting right there?  After what she did?”  
 
    “I said what I said, Jack,” Shannon persisted.  “It doesn’t matter what happened before.  The past is in the past.  It’s not healthy to dwell on –” 
 
    “The past is in the past?” Jackson interrupted. “Seriously?  We should just forget what happened, huh?  Just act like she didn’t kill dad?  I’m sure you’d love that because you’re just like her, aren’t you?  Actions have consequences, and she never even considered that cheating on dad would destroy him.  Do you know why she never considered it?  Because that’s not how she’s built.  She’s a horrible person.” 
 
    “Take that back!” Shannon spat.  “She’s sacrificed –” 
 
    “Enough!” came their mother’s sharp rebuke.  The older woman had tears in her eyes, though none fell down her cheeks.  “I just want to have one nice meal together. That’s it.”  
 
    “And your idea is to come to Olive Garden?” Jackson scoffed.  “Because of course it is.” 
 
    “You’re such an asshole,” Shannon said. 
 
    Jackson shrugged.  “I just call it like I see it,” he said.  “Same as always.”  
 
    A long, pregnant silence stretched across the table as the three people stared at one another.  Jackson, with his haughty smile, knew he had the moral upper hand, though it didn’t really taste as sweet as it might have if it hadn’t involved him.  Shannon stared daggers at him, angry because she only wanted her little brother to deal with the tragedy of their father’s suicide in a healthy manner.  He was just lashing out, she knew.  He would come out of it one day.  She only hoped that, when he did, it wouldn’t be too late.  And their mother, she was just sad.  Hopelessly sad because she knew she’d lost her son forever.   
 
    “I…I’m going to the restroom,” the blonde woman said, pushing away from the table.  “I’ll be back in a second.”  
 
    When she was gone, Shannon said, “Way to go.  You know she went in there to cry, right?” 
 
    “Crocodile tears,” Jackson answered.  “And if they’re not, she’s just sad because she has to deal with the consequences of her actions.  She doesn’t really care about anything or anyone but herself.”  
 
    “Jesus Christ, Jack,” Shannon said, shaking her head.  “Just drop the self-righteous act.  She made a freaking mistake.  Don’t you think –” 
 
    “A mistake?” asked Jackson.  “You’re kidding, right?  I mean, I could maybe understand this if she just did it once.  Maybe if she just had a drunken one-night-stand, I could get behind that.  But she was fucking that asshole for over a year before I caught them.  Over a year, Shannon.  That’s not one mistake.  That’s a whole year’s worth of choices.  Every time she was with him, she had to acknowledge that if anyone found out about it, she’d hurt everyone in her life.  She’d hurt dad.  She’d hurt us.  Everyone.  But she picked him.  Over and over again, she picked him because she’s selfish.”  
 
    “It’s more complicated than that,” Shannon said.  “Cheating doesn’t just happen in a vacuum.  Dad wasn’t a great –” 
 
    “Blame the innocent man,” Jackson said, once again interrupting his sister.  “That’s your go-to, huh?  Whatever mental gymnastics you have to go through to make the woman the victim, right?  For fuck’s sake, Shannon, do you even listen to yourself?  This is a man who worked every single day of his life to give her the life he thought she deserved.  He gave her a house, a car, anything she wanted.  And you’re saying that because he was busy working to make the money a life like that costs, she was justified in going to another man?  Because he couldn’t spend every waking moment in the gym or paying attention to her, you agree with her decision?  I mean, come on.  I know you’re a misandrist, but even you can’t be that biased.”  
 
    “A misandrist?  I’m a feminist, Jackson.  Every reasonable person should be,” she said.  “And I’m not saying that what she did is okay.  I’m not.  I’m just trying to make you understand that, just because she did something bad doesn’t make her a bad person.”  
 
    “That’s the very definition of it,” Jackson said.  “But it’s not like I blame her.  She can’t help it.  That’s how all of you are.”  
 
    “All of us?  Women, you mean?” she asked.  “That’s not –” 
 
    “I’m just making a judgment on what I see,” he said, interrupting her again.   
 
    “You’re wrong,” was Shannon’s simple response. 
 
    He shrugged.  “I don’t think so,” he said.  They’d had that argument before, and he had no interest in defending himself further.  As far as Jackson was concerned, his logic was airtight, and his conclusions were unassailable.  He knew – in his core, he knew that all women were like his mother. Selfish, monkey-branching cheaters who would always make the decision that benefited them the most.  More, he knew that society, in its quest for equality, had overcorrected its course and would excuse women for nearly any behavior.  One need only look at the travesty that was the justice system and the sentencing inequality therein to see his point.  However, as right as Jackson knew he was, he also knew that his sister, like most women, would forever refuse to see the truth, precisely because it would mean an end to their free reign to walk all over any man they saw.  It was disgusting. 
 
    “This is why you don’t have a girlfriend,” she said.  “If you keep going like this, you’re going to end up spending your whole life alone.  You can’t want that.”  
 
    “There are worse fates,” he said. “Like getting engaged to a girl who’s spend the past five years riding the cock carousel.  Like marrying a woman who’ll only settle for the safe, responsible man after she’s tried out every Chad in the zip code.  Yeah – I’m out on that, Shannon.  Speaking of which, have you and Peter discussed your body count yet?  Because I –” 
 
    “That is none of your business!” she barked, slapping her hand on the table.  The silverware and glasses rattled, and the restaurant’s other nearby patrons looked everywhere but at their table.  Jackson smiled condescendingly, knowing he’d hit a nerve.  Of course, none his sister’s generation – or any woman, for that matter – wanted to be reminded that their past might catch up to them.   
 
    “I’m just saying,” he said, calmly taking a sip of his ice water.  “If he knew how you spent your college years, he might be a little less eager about the wedding, huh?  How long did you make him wait?  I bet it was a while.”  
 
    She just stared at him, open-mouthed, and in disbelief.  That wasn’t surprising – not to Jackson.  He knew his sister.  And he knew – whether he wanted to or not – that she’d been less than discerning when it came to sexual partners during college.  Promiscuous was far too weak of a word to describe what she’d often called her “slut phase” to her friends.   
 
    “That…that’s none of your business,” was Shannon’s stammered response.  “I’m not…that’s…I mean…it’s just none of your freaking business.”  
 
    “Oh, I bet it was months,” Jackson said.  “You were giving it away without even a second’s thought, and now, you make him work for it?  That probably wouldn’t make him feel so special, huh?  Never mind the used goods.”  
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “You little fucking shit,” she spat.  “That’s how you talk about your sister?  Used goods?  Seriously?”  
 
    “Guess I touched a nerve, there,” he said, pushing away from the table.  “Look – I don’t even care, okay?  As far as I’m concerned, Peter’s getting what he deserves for being the simp that he is.  And so is Glenn or whatever mom’s boy toy’s name is.  I don’t even care.”  
 
    “That’s not true,” Shannon said. “We’re your family, and we deserve –” 
 
    “Mom’s the woman who pushed dad to suicide by fucking her personal trainer,” he said. “And you’re the woman who thinks that’s a-okay.  Yeah – I’m good on the whole family front.  As far as I’m concerned, you can all go fuck yourselves.”  
 
    He stood up, but Shannon grabbed his wrist.  “You can’t mean that,” she said.  “Please, Jack – we’re just trying to –” 
 
    Jackson jerked away.  “Tell mom I wasn’t hungry,” he said.  “And tell her I won’t be at her wedding.  Or yours, probably.  Not unless you come to your senses and acknowledge how fucked up it is that she’s marrying the man she was cheating on dad with.  No?  I didn’t think so.  Have a nice life, Shannon.  I hope you see mom for what she is before she fucks you over, too.”  
 
    With that, he turned around and left, still seething with anger.  It had been almost a year since their father had taken his own life in the wake of the discovery of his wife’s infidelity, but the pain still felt fresh because no one had ever paid the price for driving him to it.  In fact, his mother still hadn’t even acknowledged that she had contributed to it.  Instead, she had continued to maintain that he was simply a troubled man who’d finally come to the end of his rope. 
 
    Bullshit, he thought, leaving the restaurant.  It was bullshit.  She had killed him as surely as if she’d pulled the trigger herself, and he owed it to his father’s memory to never forget that simple fact.   
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    Jackson sat across the table from Dean Reed, watching the young man concentrate on the problem before him.  It wasn’t complicated.  Indeed, it was the sort of essay he should’ve mastered years before.  However, Reed wasn’t exactly academically gifted. If Jackson had had to guess, he would’ve pegged the other young man as having an undiagnosed learning disability.  But nobody had ever cared whether or not Dean Reed, of all people, could learn.  He could throw a baseball, and that was all that mattered.  Or at least, that had been the case until he’d gotten to college, where NCAA rules dictated that he had to maintain a certain average or he couldn’t play baseball.  If he failed – which he most likely would, without help – he’d lose his scholarship and end up having to move back home.  Which is where Jackson came in.   
 
    Dean took a few more moments to look over his work, then passed the paper to Jackson, saying, “How’s that?”  
 
    Jackson read the essay, which was, at best, rudimentary.  However, it would pass muster.  If Dean could repeat the feat in an actual testing situation, he’d be okay.  “Better,” Jackson answered.  “There are still some grammatical errors, but nothing egregious.”  
 
    Dean looked relieved.  “I’ll work harder,” he said.  “But shouldn’t we, you know, be studying the material?  I mean, this is a psychology test.  It’s not English.”  
 
    Jackson shook his head.  “You know the material,” he said.  “Your problem’s with getting it down on paper.  Why you ever decided to take a class with essay questions on the tests is beyond me.  I thought you guys in the athletic department got the inside track on all the easiest classes.” 
 
    Dean shrugged. “Abnormal psychology sounded interesting,” he said, sounding sheepish.  It was a difficult impression for Jackson to process, because he knew, first hand, exactly what kind of a person Dean was.  They’d grown up together, and that time hadn’t been a pleasant experience for the much more bookish Jackson.  In fact, it had been downright hellish, and Jackson had never really forgiven the other young man for how he’d been treated. 
 
    Of course, it was understandable, though.  Dean was tall, broad-shouldered, and the very picture of a clean-cut, all-American boy-next-door.  And he had always known it.  From the very first time he’d pushed Jackson down in recess to the many times he’d humiliated Jackson during middle- and high school, Dean had known he was the alpha.  And Jackson, to his shame, knew he was the beta.   
 
    However, that dynamic had begun to change the moment Jackson had been assigned to tutor Dean.  In an arena where his looks or athletic prowess didn’t matter, Dean was forced to acknowledge that, at least academically, he was the lesser man.  And it was a humbling experience for him.   
 
    “Interesting?” Jackson asked.  “Seriously?  You’re probably going to get drafted.  You should be taking the same classes all the football players take.”  
 
    “I already was drafted,” Dean said. “Twenty-third round.” 
 
    “And you chose to come play for Mississippi State instead?” Jackson asked.  “Not your best decision.”  
 
    “I want to graduate,” Dean said.  “My dad said I couldn’t.  My mom said I shouldn’t.  And all my coaches said I was stupid to even try.   I want to prove them wrong.”  
 
    “That’s dumb,” Jackson said. 
 
    Dean shrugged. Once, he would’ve hit Jackson.  Or called him a name.  Or done something else to humiliate him.  But this time, he said, “Maybe.  I’ve thought that a few times over the past two years.” 
 
    Jackson pushed the paper back toward Dean.  “Well, it’s my job to help you through this,” he said.  “So, if you’ll look at the second paragraph, I’ve circled –” 
 
    “Honestly, we’re probably not even going to have class tomorrow,” Dean said. “What with the terror attack and all.” 
 
    Jackson narrowed his eyes. “What are you talking about?” he asked. 
 
    “Seriously?  You haven’t heard?” he asked. “You been under a rock?” 
 
    Jackson shook his head.  In truth, he might as well have been under a proverbial rock for all the contact with the outside world he’d recently had.  After his disastrous dinner with his mother and sister, he’d retreated within himself.  And for Jackson, that meant planting himself in front of his computer and playing Civilization IV for hours at a time.  He’d barely stopped to eat or sleep, much less pay attention to anything outside of the small apartment he rented.  That had gone on for three days before he’d been forced to pull himself out of his game-induced stupor and venture back into the world to fulfill his obligations as Dean’s tutor.   
 
    “Just act like I have,” he said. “I’ve been sick.” 
 
    “Right,” Dean said.  “Well, there’s this guy, okay?  Omar Bell.  You ever heard of him?” 
 
    Jackson shook his head.  “No,” he answered. “Should I have?” 
 
    Dean nodded.  “Yeah, man,” he said.  “He’s, like, a black Bin Laden or something.  Worse, the news says.  Anyway, he’s this black physicist.  Or geneticist or something.  I forget.  But the point is that he’s a scientist.  A really smart one, too.  Like Einstein or something.”  
 
    “A terrorist Einstein,” Jackson said. 
 
    “Exactly,” was Dean’s response.  “Anyway, he made, like, this poison, and he released it into the air.  And –” 
 
    “Wait, what?  A poison?” Jackson asked. “Like a nerve gas?”  
 
    Dean shrugged.  “Dunno,” he said.  “What I do know is that it’s supposed to be everywhere.  That’s what he said in this letter he sent to all the news stations.  I read it, and it’s fucking crazy man.  Like, he wants to turn all of us into girls or something.”  
 
    Jackson stared at Dean with a mixture of disbelief and amusement. “You’re kidding, right?” he said. 
 
    “Look it up if you don’t believe me,” was Dean’s answer.  “I swear, it’s true.  Just look it up.  Omar Bell.  You’ll find it online.”  
 
    Jackson rolled his eyes, thinking that he was the butt of another one of Dean’s jokes.  Still, he couldn’t keep himself from unlocking his phone and searching the man’s name.  What he found was, to put it mildly, concerning.   
 
    After reading that Omar Bell was a Nobel Laureate and renowned biochemist, Jackson quickly found himself being redirected to the man’s manifesto.  It read: 
 
      
 
    Dear World: 
 
      
 
    For too long, African Americans have stood by, letting the rest of the world dictate our fate.  We’ve been oppressed, enslaved, and discriminated against.  Our pleas for equality have gone unheard.  Racism continues to run rampant.  Our people are systematically harassed, killed, and imprisoned for no other reason than the color of our skin.  Today, that ends.  Today, we fight back. 
 
    I’ve spent my life trying to make the world a better place.  I’ve cured diseases.  I’ve established vaccines.  And now, I’ve set my sights on inequality.  I know what they’ll say, that this is a hoax; I assure you – it is not.  Over time, you’ll no doubt realize that.   
 
    For the last decade, I’ve dedicated my time to changing our social hierarchy, and earlier this week, I released a biological agent into the atmosphere.  We have one-hundred percent coverage. 
 
    Do not panic.  I’m not trying to kill anyone, though I’m sure some would wish it.  No – the agent is designed to do one thing: reassert the dominance of the black race.  This chemical will only affect white males, and will establish a biological precedent, the denial of which will be impossible.  By the time this is all said and done, our world will experience an equilibrium the likes of which we’ve never seen.  And from that state of equality, a period of societal growth will blossom.  We will be all the better for it. 
 
    Ah – but there will be growing pains.  Some will cling to the old ways.  Some will deny the changes, even in the face of irrefutable evidence.  That is to be expected, because change – true and necessary cultural change – is difficult – 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. 
 
      
 
    Jackson read the manifesto a handful of times before he dared to look away from his phone.  And when he did, he found Dean staring at him with an expectant expression.  He set his phone on the table, saying, “It’s a hoax.”  
 
    “What?  The news says –” 
 
    “The news says a lot of things that aren’t true, Dean,” he said, interrupting him.  “Think about all the times in the past couple of years they’ve been wrong.  When they’re not just making things up, they’re stretching the truth to cause panic.  That’s what this is.  Some crazy asshole probably just went off the deep end, and they’re treating this like it’s real because it gets them clicks.  That’s it.  So, don’t worry about it.  None of the stuff in that manifesto is even possible.”  
 
    “Really?” asked Dean. 
 
    “Think about it,” Jackson said.  “First of all, you’d have to have some kind of worldwide dispersal method for whatever chemical you’re using.  Even if you could make something like that work, there’s no way to differentiate between white people and any other race.  Genetically, we’re just not different enough.  It’s all nonsense. Utter nonsense.”  
 
    Dean seemed comforted by that.  “If you say so,” he said.  “You’re the smartest person I know, so…I guess you must be right.  Yeah.  It’s nonsense.” 
 
    “Glad you agree,” said Jackson.  “Now, let’s get back to work.  You’re not going to get out of your test just because some crazy guy sent a letter to the media.”  
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    Jackson tried not to stare at his lab partner, Alexis.  But it was difficult.  It wasn’t that she was the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen.  Obviously, she was pretty, but she wasn’t a model.  Nor did she have the best body.  She was too short. Too plump.  There were a million reasons she wasn’t perfect.  She’d never grace the cover of magazines or star in the videos he so often found himself staring at online, but that was the point.  She wasn’t like other girls.  She was real.  She was down to Earth.  And she was nice.  In short, she was the exception, and Jackson was in love.   
 
    If only he could ever bring himself to ask her out, Jackson was absolutely positive that they’d live a fairy tale life together.  She’d be the perfect, devoted partner – the one-in-a-billion girl who could subvert her selfish nature so long as she had a nice, solid guy who was worth it.  Jackson could – no, he would be that guy.  He deserved to be.   
 
    “You even listening?” she asked, adjusting the microscope.  “Or did you space out again?” 
 
    “What?  No,” Jackson said, looking around nervously.  He barely saw the instructor – some teaching assistant who’d drawn the short straw and had been forced to teach the lab for an introductory biology course – or the other students.  He didn’t see anything, really; he was too worried about how he must look to Alexis.  “I was just…um…I was just thinking about, you know, cells and stuff.”  
 
    “Sure,” Alexis said.  “Well, come on.  Let’s get this done.  If we get finished early, we can leave, and I’ve got work tonight.”  
 
    Work.  Alexis waited tables at a popular chain restaurant; Jackson had visited it a couple of times, but he’d been unable to get a table in her section.  But she’d waved once.  That was something, wasn’t it?  And she was always so nice to him.  They’d even shared a couple of jokes on occasion.   
 
    “Right,” he said.  “I…I’ve got to go to work, too.  I work at the Game Stop by the Wal-Mart –” 
 
    “I know,” she said, interrupting him.  “You’ve told me before.  I still need to swing by and get the new Smash Bros. game.  Me and my little brother loved the last one.”  
 
    “Yeah – the new one’s awesome,” he said. “It has, like, every character.  And the controls are super tight.  When you come by, I can probably even get you a discount.”  
 
    She smiled. “You’d do that?” she asked.  “For me?” 
 
    “Of course,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said.  “But first, let’s get this project completed.”  
 
    He rolled his eyes.  “It’s just Biology 101,” he said.  “Nobody takes this kind of thing seriously.” 
 
    Her smile faded. “I’m a biology major,” she said. 
 
    “Oh,” was his response.  “I didn’t…um…I guess…yeah…I was just –” 
 
    “I’m kidding!” she said.  “God, could you imagine?  No – I’m majoring in Drama.” 
 
    “Actress?” Jackson asked, knowing that wasn’t the case.  Almost as soon as he had been paired with the girl for their lab, he’d started researching her various social media accounts. And from that, he’d deduced that she wanted to work behind the scenes.   
 
    She shook her head.  “Not likely,” she said. “What I really want is to be a playwright, like my cousin.  She’s got a play off-Broadway right now.  I’d love to do that.”  
 
    “You will,” Jackson said.  “I know it.”  
 
    She pursed her lips.  “Love the vote of confidence,” she said.  “Probably would mean a lot more if you really knew me, but I’ll take it.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You’re not serious,” said Jackson, standing behind the counter at the Game Stop where he worked.  The shelves were lined, floor to ceiling, with various games for a variety of different systems.  But there were no customers.  Internet sales and downloadable games had cut into the brick-and-mortar business model just as surely as it had put video rental stores out of business.  Not that Jackson or his coworkers cared; they were there because it was an easy job where they could talk about games all day.  And talk, they did.  Endlessly.  “Call of Duty?  A great game?”  
 
    “Modern Warfare – the original, not the remake – is a great game,” insisted Chase, the keyholder-on-duty.  The Asian-American young man was only a year older than Jackson, but that was where their similarities ended.  To put it bluntly, Chase was as cool as Jackson was awkward, and he had a beautiful girlfriend who had thousands of followers on Twitch, to boot.  Despite the fact that Jackson disapproved of most women in general, he couldn’t help but feel a little jealous of his coworker.  However, in spite of that, the two got along famously.  “Everybody knows that.”  
 
    Jackson rolled his eyes.  “You can’t really believe that.  It’s the perfect example of the games-for-money paradigm that is ruining the whole industry,” he said. “If they’d had loot boxes back then, I bet they’d have had them.”  
 
    Chase shook his head.  “Games-for-money paradigm?  Jesus, man – they’re all made for money,” he said. “That’s the whole point.  But that doesn’t make them bad games.”  
 
    “Says you,” Jackson said. “But my point is that there’s no passion in it anymore.  Game developers don’t care about making the best game possible.  They just care about profits.  That’s the problem.”  
 
    “So cynical,” he said.  “For one so young.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Jackson said.  “I guess.”  
 
    The two were silent for a long moment before Chase asked, “You hear about that Omar Bell stuff?”  
 
    Jackson nodded. “I read about it,” he said. “Bunch of crap, if you ask me.  Why?”  
 
    Chase shrugged.  “It’s nothing,” he said.  “I mean, it’s probably nothing.  But you know my dad’s white, right?”  
 
    “I didn’t,” Jackson said. “What’s that got to do with anything?”  
 
    “Nothing,” said Chase.  “It’s just…I mean…what triggers something like that?  Is it based on how much white blood you have?  Or is it something else?” 
 
    “It’s bullshit,” Jackson said.  “It’s all just a load of shit.  Do you know how I know this?  Because of just what you’re asking.  There’s no difference between you and me or a black guy or whatever.  It’s just superficial.”  
 
    “Yeah,” he said.  “I don’t know, man.  I guess I’ve always just been a little self-conscious about it.  I mean, I’m Korean.  I feel Korean.  I was raised Korean.  But my dad’s white.  Like, lily white.  And I guess all this Omar Bell stuff just made me start to wonder what matters more.  Like, am I Korean?  Or white?  Or both?  I don’t know.”  
 
    “You were born in Tennessee,” Jackson said.  “That makes you American.  Everything else is just details.” 
 
    Chase smiled.  “I wish everybody else thought like that,” he said. “You know Cammy, right?” 
 
    “We’ve met,” Jackson said, thinking back to the one time he’d seen Chase’s girlfriend.  She was exactly what one might expect from the sort of girl who streamed video games online.  A step below an Instagram model but a step up from a cam girl, she was still one of the prettiest girls he’d ever seen.  “Why?”  
 
    “Well, she’s, like, full Korean,” he said.  “Both parents.  I can’t help but wonder if she would care if she knew my dad was white.  I haven’t talked to the dude in fifteen years, but it’s like he’s suddenly on my mind.  It’s weird.”  
 
    “First of all – I can’t imagine she’d care,” Jackson answered.  “Second, there’s no way she’d ever find out if you didn’t tell her.  And third, I’m probably not the person you should be asking for relationship advice.”  
 
    Chase grinned. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re right.  On all three counts.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jackson sat in front of his computer, grinning like a sadistic idiot as he typed his latest response.  It wasn’t so much that he believed in what he was typing.  He did, but that wasn’t the point.  The point was that he loved the idea of getting people so riled up that they could hardly think, much less form an intelligent argument.  In short, he was a troll, and he loved it.   
 
    He hit the submit key, and sure enough, within a few minutes, his inbox was flooded with replies from angry feminists.  Saying that women were probably better off before they got the right to vote was always like kicking a hornet’s nest, and this time was no different.  It was much the same every time he pointed out the innate physical differences between men and women.  Or when he brought attention to the hypocrisy of the modern dating scene; it was okay for women to specify that they didn’t like men under a certain height, but the first time a man said “no fatties”, he was called an asshole and a jerk and made into a social pariah. 
 
    Even with the joy of one of his favorite pastimes buoying his spirits, Jackson couldn’t quite escape the reality of his lonely existence.  Not for the first time – and certainly not for the last – he had a moment of clarity.  People, no matter how monk-like they claimed to be, needed companionship.  They needed the opposite sex.  He needed it.  And just like that, he clicked away from the discussion forum and to a porn site.   
 
    Before long, he found a video featuring his favorite porn star.  It was no coincidence that she looked a lot like Alexis.  In fact, he often imagined it was her and that whoever she was with was him.  Obviously, none of the porn star’s partners resembled him in the slightest; they were all tall and muscular and had enormous tools between their legs.  Jackson, by contrast, was thin and weedy, and though he was an inch or two above average, he still didn’t break the coveted six-foot mark.   
 
    But the fantasies flowing through his brain as he reached beneath the waistband of his sweatpants weren’t about reality.  They weren’t even about what was playing out on the screen.  No – they were about Jackson’s need for intimacy and his inability to satisfy those needs.  Still, that didn’t keep him from trying.  Vigorously.  Multiple times throughout the night.  And once when he got into bed.   
 
    It didn’t make him feel better.  Not for long, at least.  Never for long.   
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    Water cascaded over Jackson’s naked back, and he hung his head, letting the warmth soothe his aching muscles.  He hadn’t been working out.  Or running a marathon.  Or doing anything at all strenuous.  Instead, he’d been sitting for hours on end, hunched over his computer screen and playing his favorite game.  The soreness was the result of poor posture.  But he wasn’t thinking about that; rather, he was too focused on the hot water on his skin.  Still, even he couldn’t fail to notice the tiny hairs suddenly accumulating around the drain.   
 
    Alarmed, he shut off the water and quickly stepped out of the shower, thinking to find himself suddenly bald.  However, what he found was even more startling.  His entire body, save his eyebrows and the hair on his head, had been denuded.  Not a single hair remained on his now-smooth skin.  Even his groin, which had once sported an impressive tangle of pubic hair that had never felt the touch of a trimmer, was completely gone. 
 
    His heart beating out of his chest, a sense of panic began to overwhelm Jackson.  Was he sick?  Was there something in the water?  Something toxic?  Carcinogenic?  His mind raced as he tried to make sense of what he saw reflected back at him in the mirror, and all the while, he felt more naked than he’d ever felt in his entire life.  It was uncanny.  And disturbing.  Snatching a towel off a nearby hook, he quickly dried himself and left the bathroom, desperately trying to ignore the obvious issue of his hairless body.  It wasn’t until he’d tugged on his boxer shorts that he began to remember the manifesto he’d read weeks before.   
 
    “Oh, my God,” he muttered, tugging on a tee-shirt emblazoned with the Nintendo logo.  His clothing felt strange against his smooth skin.  Far too rough.  He ignored it.  “The fucker did it.”  
 
    Without another word – who would listen, anyway?  The apartment was empty, but for Jackson – he found his way to his computer and searched for stories similar to his.  He found hundreds.  Thousands.  Over and over, they were all the same.  Sudden body hair loss.  A few men had even reported that their voices had changed.  Further research showed that the experts were of two minds about what it all meant.  Some – the rational ones, Jackson thought – reasoned that the current issues were the extend of the changes to be wrought by Bell’s concoction.  Anything else – the more drastic changes – were obviously impossible.  Most scientists agreed. 
 
    But then there were the others.  The minority.  The crazy ones.  Those claimed that the current changes – seemingly confined to voices and hair loss – were just the tip of the proverbial iceberg.  More were coming, they said.  Eventually, everything Bell had predicted would come to pass.  Anyone who said otherwise was living in denial.  Obviously, the public had latched onto the second group, the doomsayers, and the internet was alive with panic.  And Jackson had difficulty not getting caught up in it.  However, he knew the truth – maybe not about Bell and whatever he’d managed to poison them with, but rather, he knew that the media only cared about its own agenda.  They wanted a story.  They wanted panic.  They wanted controversy.  And nothing in recent memory would stir that up quite as effectively as telling a good portion of the population that they were doomed to femininity.   
 
    So, with an effort of will, Jackson put it out of his mind.  It wasn’t easy, especially when he went back to class the next day.  It was all anyone wanted to talk about.  The same was true when he went to work.  But Jackson held strong, and soon, the panic began to subside.  In fact, Jackson barely even skipped a beat when his voice cracked and permanently slipped into a higher register.   
 
    “Dude,” said Chase, whose voice had changed a few days before.  “Your voice.” 
 
    “What about it?” Jackson said.  Then he heard it.  “Oh.  That.  Temporary.  I read that the government’s already working out the kinks of a cure for all this ridiculousness.”  
 
    “Ridiculousness?” Chase asked.  “Seriously?  That’s what you call it?  This guy wants to change the world, and you call it ridiculousness?” 
 
    “It’s basically a big prank,” Jackson maintained, resisting the urge to think less of his coworker and friend.  It was, after all, just a voice.  But the other young man did sound ridiculous. “Oh, I don’t have hair on my legs anymore!  Big deal.  My voice is a little higher.  What ever will I do?  It’s only a big deal if we let it be a big deal.”  
 
    However, even as he spoke, Jackson couldn’t deny that the sound of his own voice troubled him.  Already riddled with self-doubt, sounding like a high school cheerleader didn’t make things easier.  He knew that it would be difficult for anyone to take him seriously.  Even though he knew it was silly, he felt like less of a man. 
 
    “You think it’s going to end here?” Chase asked. 
 
    “I know it is,” was Jackson’s response.  “It has to, right?  I mean, I’m not a geneticist, but the other changes Bell described?  That’s just not possible.  That’s not how the human body works. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” said Chase.  “You’re right.” 
 
    Jackson nodded, but he didn’t miss his friend’s tone.  Nor could he ignore the fact that Chase, who’d once been of a height with him, seemed somehow shorter.  And slighter.  Was he shrinking?  Or was that just how he was standing?  It had to be the latter; it was the only thing that made sense.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Weeks passed, and Jackson tried to ignore the obvious, both in himself and in the other men in his life.  It was an exercise in well-practiced denial.  Even as he – and the people around him – suffered the very transformation Bell had described in his manifesto, Jackson soldiered on, trying to pretend that nothing was wrong.   
 
    Jackson avoided looking in the mirror.  He stopped paying attention to his ever-larger clothes.  He tried to ignore the fact that even his feet seemed to be shrinking, day by day.  Nor did he acknowledge the obvious changes in his shape.  His hips widened even as his waist narrowed.  Whatever muscle tone he had, which was negligible, disappeared, replaced by the smooth, thin limbs of an adolescent.  Or, he dared not think, a teenaged girl.  Denial became his mantra, and it ran his life to the point that he even began sequestering himself in his apartment.  He didn’t go to class.  He stopped showing up for work.  His phone went unanswered.  And aside from infrequent trips to the corner store to get essentials, he lived the life of a hermit.  He even stopped going online, because the rest of the world seemed obsessed with the changes wreaking havoc on the world’s white male population.   
 
    And for a while, it worked.  More than a month passed, and he was able to live his life of denial free of distraction.  However, that was shattered when, in the sixth week since his body hair fell out, there came a knock at his door.   
 
    Jackson levered himself out of his chair, grabbing the waistband of his sweatpants to keep them from slipping down, and covered the short distance to the door.  He looked through the peep hole to see his sister, Shannon, waiting impatiently.   
 
    “I know you’re in there,” she announced.  “Just open the door.  I’m worried about you.”  
 
    “Go away,” he announced, subconsciously trying to deepen his voice.  The result was that he sounded like a child trying to imitate an adult.  Or a woman trying to mimic a man.  Either way, it wasn’t convincing.  “I’m fine.” 
 
    “You’ve barely left the apartment in over a month,” Shannon said.  “I’m not leaving until I see for myself that you’re okay.” 
 
    “What?  I’ve left,” he said.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “You’re still on mom’s nanny app,” she said, referencing the phone application their mother had used to track their whereabouts during high school.  “So, I know where you’ve been.  Or not been.  Just open the door, Jack.  A quick conversation – that’s all I want, and then I’ll leave.”  
 
    Jackson almost left her out there.  He could’ve gone back to his computer, put on his headphones, and ignored anything she might scream from the other side of the locked door.  But he couldn’t bring himself to do that.  Maybe it was the fact that she was his sister.  Perhaps he felt like he owed her.  Or maybe he simply needed to talk to someone about how freaked out he really was by the changes that had transformed his body.  Whatever the case, he found himself opening the door.  And as soon as he saw his sister’s concerned expression, he almost closed it right back.   
 
    “Oh, my God,” she muttered, her hand to her mouth.  Jackson hardly even noticed the two trash bags at her feet.  “Y-you’re…oh, God.”  
 
    “Good to see you, too,” he said, stepping aside to let his sister inside.  She didn’t move for a few seconds, but her brain eventually caught up with the situation, and when it did, Shannon stepped inside, dragging the trash bags behind her.  Jackson closed the door, saying, “Just say what you want to say.  I’m busy.”  
 
    “Y-you’re…you look…God, Jack – I knew you had to have changed, but I didn’t expect this,” she said.  “Does it hurt?  Are you okay?”  
 
    “Right as rain,” he deadpanned.  “I don’t know why you’re so surprised.  Apparently, this has been happening everywhere, right?  Well, hasn’t it affected your fiancée?”  
 
    “It…it has,” she said. “And…um…he’s kind of not my fiancée anymore.”  
 
    “He found out he could do better?” Jackson asked. 
 
    “What?  No!” Shannon said. “I just…w-we…um…he hasn’t taken this well, and…uh…he kind of lost his job last week.  You’d think they would’ve understood about all of this, but I guess investment banking is as cutthroat of an industry as they say.  I would’ve thought –” 
 
    “Get to the point,” Jackson interrupted. 
 
    “As polite as always, I see,” she said. “My point is that Peter and I decided it was probably best to postpone the wedding until…well…until after this all blows over.”  
 
    “You mean that he’s suddenly not as financially attractive as he was, so you’re cutting bait and running for the hills,” Jackson said.  “In sickness and in health, right?”  
 
    “It’s not like that!” she half-screamed.  Shannon was about to say more before she took hold of her emotions, took a deep breath, and calmed herself.  “I’m not here to talk about me, and I won’t let you goad me into it.  I’m here to make sure you’re okay.”  
 
    “I am,” was Jackson’s curt response. 
 
    Shannon reached out, fingering his shoulder-length hair.  He flinched away.  “You need a haircut,” she said.  Then, looking him up and down, she added, “And some clothes that fit.”  
 
    “The news says all this is going to pass,” Jackson argued.  “I’m not going to waste money buying clothes that are going to be useless in a month or two.”  
 
    “Thought you’d say that,” Shannon said, opening the bags to reveal bundles of clothing.  “That’s what these are for.”  
 
    “What?  Did you raid a freaking Good Will store or something?” he asked, kneeling beside them.  It wasn’t until he retrieved a pair of shorts that he recognized what was in his hands.  “Oh, God.  No.  Just no, Shannon.” 
 
    The shorts, like the rest of the clothes in the bag, belonged to his sister.  They were blue, cotton, and obviously cut for a girl.  They were even emblazoned with their school’s logo, a yellow silhouette of a Viking head.  He didn’t dare investigate the bag further. 
 
    “I read this article online that said that women’s clothes would fit better than boys’,” she said.  “And all of this is unisex.  Like, completely.  Besides, it’s not like you’ve been leaving the house.  Nobody’s ever going to see it.”  
 
    “Just go,” Jackson said, standing.  “And take your garbage clothes with you.”  
 
    “Jackson, don’t be silly – they’re just –” 
 
    “I said go!” he barked, pointing to the door.  “Just go.  I’m not going to let you play dress-up at my expense.  What the hell do you think this is?  I’m sick.  I’m not messed up enough to let you goad me into crossdressing.  I’m not a freaking idiot, Shannon.”  
 
    “I was just trying to help,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jackson scoffed.  “Well, not accepted.  Now, get out of my apartment.”  
 
    “But –” 
 
    “Get the fuck out!” Jackson repeated.  “Or I’m going to call the police.  I might even tell them you hit me or something.  That you’re crazy.”  
 
    Jackson wasn’t sure where that idea had come from, but it was certainly believable.  Whereas he’d once been quite a bit taller than his sister, she now had a few inches and quite a few pounds on him.  In a physical contest, there was no question about which would come out the victor, which would make his proposed accusation all the more believable.  Obviously, Shannon thought the same thing, because she immediately nodded, backing away.   
 
    “Fine,” she said. “But I’m not…I’m not taking the clothes with me.  You need something to wear.” 
 
    “Fuck it,” he said. “I’ll just throw them away when I take out the rest of the trash.  But you’d better go now or I am calling the cops.”  
 
    Shannon was out in the space of a few seconds, and Jackson couldn’t help but smile at the sound of the door slamming behind her.   
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    Jackson stared at the pile of clothes on his bed, his heart beating out of his chest.  Over the previous three weeks, the pair of trash bags had remained beside his door, untouched and ignored.  Or that’s what he told himself.  However, every single time Jackson had to re-ty the drawstring of his pants or felt his tee-shirt practically tickling his knees, he thought of it.  Still, though, he’d been steadfast in his determination to push it from his mind.  And it worked – most of the time.  When it didn’t, though, the bags and their contents loomed large in his thoughts.  More than once, he found himself bargaining with himself, thinking that it wouldn’t be so wrong to at least pick out a pair of sweats or a tee-shirt or something.  It didn’t get more unisex than that, right?  But each time, Jackson came to his senses.  He knew they were girls’ clothes, and he wasn’t going to let his sister win, even if she had no way of knowing about her own victory.  So, he stubbornly kept wearing his old clothes, uncomfortable and inconvenient as they were.   
 
    It wasn’t all that dissimilar from his attitude concerning his transformation.  Ignore it, and maybe it’ll go away, he thought.  And as silly as that stance was, he clung to it like it was the only thing keeping his sanity afloat.  However, each day that passed, with every change that rocked his body, Jackson found it more and more difficult to keep that attitude at the forefront of his mind.  It was driving him crazy, and Jackson knew it.  But he couldn’t do anything about it, save to endure.  Or at least that’s what he kept telling himself that right up until the point when he found himself sitting in front of his computer, watching videos on his favorite porn sites, and tugging on his stubbornly limp penis.  Try as he might, no matter how much he stroked it, now matter how he gripped it, it remained flaccid and unresponsive.   
 
    That scared him.  Terrified, actually.  And nauseous.  Without that, he wasn’t much of a man, was he?  No matter how often he’d told himself that he could survive without sex, he knew he was no monk.  Porn and sexual gratification, even if it was self-inflicted, was far more important than almost any other part of his life.  And now, it was just gone.  That shook him, and badly.  In fact, it pushed him right up to the edge, and he knew he had little choice but to finally do something about his situation or go insane.  He chose the latter, making an appointment at his doctor, which is how he found himself staring at the pile of clothing.   
 
    To Shannon’s credit, most of it was completely innocuous.  It wasn’t until she got to college that she’d entered her risqué phase, and the hand-me-downs reflected that.  Jeans, tee-shirts, shorts, and sweats made up the bulk of the collection, but he was horrified to see that more than a few pairs of panties were sprinkled in there as well.  They weren’t overtly feminine.  Cotton briefs, mostly.  But they were clearly panties.  He ignored them as he selected a pair of jeans and a simple, black tee-shirt.   
 
    However, it wasn’t long before he realized that his bulky boxers simply wouldn’t work.  With the cut of the jeans and the ill-fitting nature of his own underwear, the whole situation was disappointingly uncomfortable.  No matter how he tried to adjust it, Jackson kept coming to the same conclusion: unless he had his own briefs, he had little choice but to wear his sister’s old panties.  So, it was with quite a bit of trepidation that Jackson found himself pulling a pair of white, cotton briefs up his smooth, hairless legs.  The panties settled snugly onto his groin, fitting almost perfectly.  That gave him a sick feeling that only worsened when he pulled the jeans on; they fit well, even if they were a little too big in the waist and tight in the hips.  But they were far better than his own clothes.  The tee-shirt fit just as well, but it felt strange because it had capped sleeves and a strangely shaped neckline.  However, like the jeans and the panties, it was far more comfortable than any of his own clothes.  He capped the outfit off with a pair of his sister’s old gym sneakers, which, unsurprisingly, were a little too big.  That he was more petite than his sister had been during high school was a shock to his sense of masculinity, but Jackson pushed it out of his mind.  It wasn’t his fault.  And the clothes were just temporary.  As soon as he finished at the doctor’s office, he would go out and buy something more appropriate.  But until then, he had little choice but to suck it up and make do. 
 
    So, he did.   
 
    After brushing his hair, trying his best to ignore the face looking back at him, Jackson left the apartment, descended the stairs, and found his way to his car.  It took him a couple of minutes to adjust the seat settings and the mirrors, but he was soon on his way, weaving through traffic as he drove to his doctor’s office.  He arrived about twenty minutes later, pulling into a parking spot and quickly covering the distance to the building.  A short elevator ride later, and he was in a waiting room, his stomach tying itself in knots as he tried not to notice the other people waiting for their appointments.   
 
    He was unsuccessful. 
 
    Every man he saw looked much as he did.  Shrunken.  Scared.  Disheveled.  Most wore ill-fitting clothing.  Some had a deadness to their eyes that said they’d completely lost it.  And almost all had a woman with them, doing her best to look strong.  Stoic.  Steadfast.  No doubt, Jackson thought, they thought there was something in it for them.  That was comforting, after a fashion.  Those women would’ve been long gone if they didn’t think there was any coming back.   
 
    “Jackson Riley?” came a voice from a nearby door.  Jackson looked up, past the room’s modern, yet sterile décor, to see a woman in pink scrubs.  He stood up and walked to her.  As she led him back, she asked, “How are you doing today?”  
 
    “Peachy,” he responded.  “Just like everybody who comes here, I imagine.”  
 
    She cut her eyes at him, but otherwise didn’t respond.  When they reached a set of electronic scales, she directed him where to stand.  He did, and she pressed a button.  “One-oh-two,” she said.  Then, she instructed him to stand with his shoulders back before measuring his height.  “Sixty-one inches.  Follow me.”  
 
    Jackson did, but he was in such a daze that he barely even noticed when she took his temperature and blood pressure.  Hardly a hundred pounds.  Barely over five feet.  He’d shrunken by over fifty pounds and at least nine inches.  It was unbelievable. 
 
    “I’m going to need you to strip down, honey,” she said, handing him a pink hospital gown.  “And put that on.”  
 
    “W-what?  Why?” Jackson asked. 
 
    “Standard procedure for boys like you.  We’re going to need to examine you completely,” the nurse answered.  “You can’t be wearing clothes for that.  You’re not shy, are you?” 
 
    Jackson glared at her.  “Fine,” he said, starting to unbutton his pants.  The woman left the room, and he did as he’d been bidden, and soon, he was wearing the revoltingly hued garment as he sat on the examination table.  He didn’t have to wait long before a doctor burst into the room.   
 
    At first, Jackson was sure that there had been some mistake.  His doctor was a man, and a great, burly one at that.  Jackson had been one of Dr. Holt Moore’s patients for over five years, and the huge, smiling man had been one of the few people to ever fully gain Jackson’s trust.  But the person standing before him certainly had nothing in common with the man he remembered. 
 
    “W-who are you?” Jackson demanded.  “Where’s Dr. Moore?”  
 
    “I see that you’re confused,” the woman said.  She was only a few inches taller than five feet, and she had the slim, willowy body of a dancer.  Even the white lab coat couldn’t hide that.  But more, she had the kind of grandmotherly features that threatened to put him completely at ease.  Her grey hair, arranged in a stylish bob, only accentuated that affect.  “But surely you didn’t expect me to be unaffected by The Great Change, did you?” 
 
    “The…The Great change?” Jackson echoed. 
 
    “That’s what they’re calling it,” the woman said.  “Craziness is what I’d prefer.  But I suppose they have to call it something.” 
 
    That’s when Jackson realized that the woman before him wasn’t a woman at all.  No – it was Dr. Moore.  The great bear of a man had been transformed into a slim slip of a…something…and there wasn’t a masculine thing about him left.  It was as disheartening as Jackson’s on transformation, but he forced himself to take it in stride.   
 
    “Is there…I mean…they’re going to cure it, right?” Jackson asked. 
 
    Moore nodded. “Of course they will,” he said.  “It’s only a matter of time.  I’ve looked into Bell’s work, and brilliant as he is, he’s not some kind of wizard.  It’s science, and once the country’s top minds get on this problem, they’ll figure it all out.  I’m completely confident that within a few more months, we’ll have put all this behind us.  But in the meantime, what brings you here?”  
 
    Suddenly, Jackson felt silly.  With all the rest of the world affected by the transformation – or The Great Change, as it were – why had he felt the need to visit a doctor?  Surely, if it was dangerous or life-threatening, someone would’ve mentioned it by now.  His silence was all the answer the doctor needed.  The transformed man put his hand on Jackson’s shoulder, saying, “It’s okay.  We all need a little reassurance that everything’s working properly.  Plus, unless I’m mistaken, you’re due for a checkup anyway.  So, we’ll get that out of the way while you’re here, huh?” 
 
    “O-okay,” Jackson said.   
 
    “Good,” the doctor said.  Then, he proceeded to go through with a thorough examination.  Jackson’s heartbeat was good.  So was his blood pressure.  Reflexes were normal.  In fact, everything was completely optimal.  “Okay – go ahead and take off your gown, then.”  
 
    “W-what?” Jackson asked.  “Why?” 
 
    “For the rest of your exam,” the doctor answered.  “Go ahead.  It’s normal to be a little nervous.  Just know that you don’t have anything I haven’t seen quite often in the past few weeks.”  
 
    Jackson wanted to argue that he wasn’t nervous.  He wasn’t afraid.  He just didn’t see the point in getting naked.  But he didn’t because he knew it was completely silly.  Instead, he soon found himself shrugging off the pink gown and standing naked before the doctor.   
 
    “Now,” the doctor said. “Tell me how this feels.”  
 
    Suddenly, the doctor was pinching Jackson’s nipples.  “Ow!” he exclaimed as lightning shot through his chest.  He jerked away. “Don’t do that!”  
 
    “Nipple sensitivity is normal,” the doctor said, marking something on his notepad.  “Genitals have already atrophied.  Any erectile dysfunction?”  
 
    Jackson nodded. “I…um…I guess,” he admitted. 
 
    “Normal,” he said.  “And the anus?  Sensitive?  Let’s get you in the chair, huh?”   
 
    “What?  No!” Jackson said. “It’s…um…it’s fine.”  
 
    “If you don’t get in the chair, I won’t be able to tell if everything’s normal,” the doctor stated, already tugging on a pair of latex gloves.  “Believe me, this is completely routine.  I promise.” 
 
    Jackson didn’t want to do it.  Even the sight of the chair, with its stirrups and such, was intimidating enough that he wanted nothing more than to run screaming from the examination room.  But he couldn’t let himself show weakness – not in the face of everything that had happened to him.  So, he climbed onto the chair, put his feet in the stirrups, and awaited the doctor’s pleasure. 
 
    Moore rolled his stool between Jackson’s outstretched legs.  “Now, you’re going to feel a little discomfort,” he said. “But it’ll pass quickly.”  
 
    Jackson was about to respond when he felt the doctor’s finger slip inside of him.  And when it did, his whole world came crashing down on his head because, despite the humiliation of it, despite the discomfort, he could feel the promise of pleasure, should the doctor only go a little further.  He almost jerked away, then and there.  But he didn’t.  Instead, he endured, biting his lip as the doctor continued his examination.   
 
    A few more humiliating tests later, and Jackson was told to get redressed.  Once he was, the doctor announced that he was completely healthy, and as soon as the government figured out how to combat the transformation, he’d go back to being the same man he’d always been.  That, to Jackson, was a relief.  But he wasn’t sure if he believed it.  No – after what he’d felt, he wasn’t certain he’d ever be the same again.   
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    “Dude,” said Dean, over the phone.  Or Jackson assumed it was Dean; the voice on the other end of the phone was unrecognizable as belonging to the baseball player he’d been tutoring for the past couple of semesters.  “I need you, okay?  I’m going to lose my scholarship.  Just come over.  An hour.  Maybe two.  I’ll pay you straight out of my own pocket.”  
 
    Just like every other commitment in his life, Jackson had eschewed tutoring in the wake of what he’d now confirmed had become known as The Great Change.  He had been far too worried about his own well being to focus on helping anyone else.  However, the pleading tone of Dean’s high-pitched voice was enough to convince him to set aside his own selfishness for a couple of hours.  So, he said, “Fine.  I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you so much!” Dean said.  “I’ll see you then.”  
 
    Jackson hated the overly enthusiastic tone that made the baseball player sound like an overzealous cheerleader, but he wasn’t really in a position to judge anything.  After his humiliating trip to the doctor, Jackson had begun doing his own research into the problem, and, despite Dr. Moore’s confidence, the situation didn’t look so good.  The government, according to just about every source on the internet, didn’t seem any closer to finding a cure than they had when the changes had first begun.  No – he would be stuck like this for the foreseeable future, and Jackson was just beginning to accept that as his new reality.  But he wasn’t there yet.  Not quite.   
 
    In any case, focusing on teaching Dean how to not write like a caveman was just the sort of distraction he needed.  So, he quickly dressed in a pair of jeans and a hoodie emblazoned with his high school’s logo and set off for the athletic dorms where Dean lived.  Because he lived so close to campus, Jackson got there in the space of only a few minutes, and soon, he found himself knocking on Dean’s door.  When it opened, a sense of shock washed over him.   
 
    He’d fully expected Dean to look different.  Jackson had seen enough transformed men, both in person and online, to know what to expect.  However, the reality far outstripped his expectations, and as he looked at Dean, his mouth fell open.   
 
    The other boy was actually smaller than Jackson.  Maybe five feet, even, and less than a hundred pounds, if it wasn’t for Dean’s obviously curvaceous figure, one might’ve mistook him for a prepubescent girl.  As it was, though, nobody would ever think that, even with the telltale lack of breasts.  And he was beautiful.  There was no other word for it.  Big, blue eyes, chin-length blonde hair, pouty lips, and a slightly upturned nose gave Dean the perfect girl-next-door look.   
 
    But most surprising was the expression on Dean’s face.  Jackson knew that it reflected his own.  Shock mingled with admiration, with a hint of attraction lingering on the surface.  It was the first time Jackson had ever seen anyone – male, female, or otherwise – look at him like that.   
 
    “Jesus,” Dean said.  “You’re gorgeous.”  
 
    Jackson was taken aback.  “W-what?” he asked. 
 
    “I guess I kind of expected you to look a little like your sister,” he said, absently pushing his hair behind his ear.  “But…I mean…you’re way prettier than she ever was.  I bet you’re prettier than any girl from our high school.”  
 
    Unused to compliments, especially ones as gendered as the ones Dean had just lobbed his way, Jackson sputtered an inarticulate response, adding, “You look…um…nice, too.”  
 
    Dean beamed.  “Thank you so much,” he said.  “Love your shoes.  Come on in.”  
 
    Jackson glanced down at the sneakers he’d chosen at random from the collection his sister had left in his apartment.  They were white with pink highlights and had obviously been made for women.  He wanted to die from embarrassment, but, instead, he pushed through the door and found that Dean’s dorm room had changed at least as much as its owner.   
 
    Everywhere Jackson looked, there were clothes.  Panties – and not just cotton briefs – were draped over the headrest of the bed.  Piles of obviously feminine clothing – from dresses to the aforementioned panties to everything in between – lay all over the floor.  And that’s when Jackson noticed Dean’s attire.   
 
    “Y-you’re wearing a skirt,” he blurted. 
 
    Dean’s smile broadened.  “You like it?” he asked.  “I mean, I wasn’t sure, but when I went to the mall, this woman who helped me said it was the latest fashion for bois.  With an ‘I’, by the way.  That’s what they’re calling us, now.  Better than ‘transformed men’, I guess.”  
 
    Jackson didn’t know how to respond, so he just skated past it.  “You said you needed help with something?” he asked.  “I’m…um…I’ve been really busy, so I guess we need to get started.”  
 
    So, they did.  And after only an hour, Jackson had helped Dean craft an acceptable essay about the fall of communism in the Soviet Union.  Obviously, the subject demanded an entire term paper, but it would net Dean a passing grade.   
 
    “Thanks,” said Dean.  The two sat cross-legged on the bed opposite one another.  Jackson found it quite difficult not to stare at the other boy’s bare legs.  More, he couldn’t help but wonder if his own would look as good in a skirt like that.  “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”  
 
    Jackson nodded. “Happy to help,” he said. 
 
    “You know,” Dean said. “I’ve been thinking a lot over the past few weeks.  About you and me.  I was a real asshole to you growing up, wasn’t I?”  
 
    Jackson shrugged.  “I guess,” he admitted, resisting the urge to elaborate.  He wanted to tell the other boy – or boi, as it was – that he’d basically ruined his childhood.  But he didn’t.  Instead, he just said, “But the past is in the past, right?” 
 
    “Not to me,” Dean said.  “I don’t know.  It’s just that with my baseball career suddenly seeming like it’s going to be on hold – did you know that the university suspended the team until after all this passes?  Yeah.  They did.  Anyway, with everything being the way it is now, I guess I’ve had a lot of time to think about all the ways I hurt you and some of the other guys during high school.  I’m sorry.  I really am.  I wish I could make it up to you somehow.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” Jackson insisted.  “Really.”  
 
    “But it’s not,” Dean stated.  Then, after only a split second, he grinned.  Reaching out to grip Jackson’s leg, he said, “I’ve got a great idea!  I know just how to make it up to you.”   
 
    “What are you talking about?” Jackson asked. “I just said you don’t have to –” 
 
    “I’m going to take you shopping!” was Dean’s response.   
 
    “Shopping?” asked Jackson.  “I don’t…I mean…I don’t need any clothes.  I’m fine.  Really, I am.  The apology is enough.” 
 
    Dean wasn’t going to take no for an answer, though.  “Nope,” he said, dragging Jackson to his feet.  It was a strange thing, realizing that he was bigger than the boi who’d spent the better part of their childhood bullying him.  If he wanted, he could’ve asserted his dominance, right then and there.  But it seemed silly and pointless.  “We’re going shopping, and that’s that.”  
 
    Jackson protested, but within a few minutes, he’d been dragged out of the dorm and to Dean’s truck.  The shorter boi struggled to climb into the lifted thing, but soon, they were on their way to the mall.  And all the while, with the truck’s engine rumbling and the country music blaring through the sound system, Jackson kept wondering how he’d let himself be dragged into that situation.   
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    Jackson was silent for the entire drive to the mall, mostly because he was too busy trying to think of some reason, some valid excuse for why he couldn’t go to the mall.  However, even when he finally settled on one excuse or another, it was all he could do to slip a single word in between Dean’s constant chattering about fashion, baseball, or, in a ghastly turn of events, men.   
 
    “I’m not saying I’d do it,” Dean said. “But I’ve read that it’s kind of normal.”  
 
    “You’ve read that being with men is normal?” asked Jackson, his voice incredulous.  “Like, seriously?  What kind of crap are you reading?”  
 
    Dean rolled his eyes as he pulled into the mall’s parking lot, paying little heed to the pedestrians scurrying out of his way.  “Everything says the same thing,” Dean said.  “Have you been living under a rock?  I mean, it’s kind of everywhere now.”  
 
    “What is?” Jackson asked. 
 
    “Bois and men,” was Dean’s answer.  He pulled the truck into a pair of parking spots; the enormous thing wouldn’t fit in just one, so he straddled a line.  “You’ll see, though.  You’ll see.”  
 
    “I doubt it,” Jackson said as Dean shut the engine off.  The world seemed incredibly quiet without the roar of the thing’s ridiculous engine.  “Let’s just get this over with, okay?  I’ve got things to do.”  
 
    “Sure you do,” Dean said, opening the door.  “You need to embrace this.  It’s fun.  And looking like you do, it’d be a shame if you kept dressing in frumpy sweatshirts and baggy jeans.”  
 
    Dean climbed out of the truck, and Jackson followed suit.  The vehicle had never seemed quite so imposingly high, but with his decreased height, it was all too apparent.  In any case, he was eager to leave the thing behind, and he hurried to follow the skirted Dean into the mall.  When they went inside, though, Jackson was floored by the changes.   
 
    Every store seemed to have adjusted to the needs of what amounted to a new gender.  Everywhere he looked, there were signs advertising “Bois’” clothing, accessories, and, to his embarrassment, lingerie.  And Jackson was unsurprised to see that most of the clothes designated as such were little different, if at all, from the garments marketed toward women.   
 
    “First things first – you need some new underwear,” said Dean, grabbing Jackson by the hand and leading him into a nearby store.  It took Jackson a few seconds before he realized they’d entered a Victoria’s Secret.  “Something sexy and lacy, I think.  I bet you’re wearing cotton, right?”  
 
    Jackson blushed.  “None of your business,” Jackson said. 
 
    Dean grinned.  “That’s what I thought,” said the smiling blonde boi.  And after a whirlwind of activity Jackson could barely follow, he found himself carrying two bags of panties in various styles.  Dean had even convinced him to get a couple of “boi bras”, which were like their feminine counterparts, except without the added necessity of offering support.  Instead, they were meant to keep bois’ nipples from showing too prominently through their tops.   
 
    Until that point, Jackson hadn’t even really acknowledged that his own chest looked very different than it had a couple of months before.  It wasn’t just the weight loss.  Or the muscle loss.  That was part of it, but more noticeably, his nipples had grown considerably until they were bigger than pencil erasers and nearly half an inch long.  That, and his puffy areolas had become the size of silver dollars.  In short, they looked – and presumably, felt – much like women’s nipples, save that they weren’t attached to the swell of breasts.  And knowing that, he was suddenly very self-conscious about the fact that, even through his hooded sweatshirt, they were clearly visible.  More than once, he had to keep himself from crossing his arms to keep them covered.   
 
    After the lingerie store, Jackson let Dean lead him through the rest of the mall, making stops at various stores – from Forever 21 to a few locally owned boutiques – and they both tried on a wide variety of outfits.  Jackson even let himself be convinced to try a few dresses and a couple of skirts.   
 
    “When in Rome,” he said, after trying on one such garment – a white sundress that barely reached his mid-thigh.  He’d struggled to get the thing on, but when he did, it fit perfectly.  Disturbingly so.  Excitingly so.   
 
    “What was that?” asked Dean from the next stall over.   
 
    “Nothing,” Jackson said.  “Just…I guess I just never expected to be wearing a dress.”  
 
    “Believe me, I get it,” said Dean.  “Can you come in here and zip me up?”  
 
    “Sure,” said Jackson.  He’d done the same a few times before, so he thought nothing of ducking out of his own mirrored stall and into Dean’s.  However, he was a little surprised to see that Dean was, aside from a skimpy thong that hid absolutely nothing, completely naked.   
 
    “Close the curtain, dummy!” the blonde boi said, his tone good natured. “You want to show everybody in the store the goods?  You look super pretty in that dress, by the way.”  
 
    “Oh,” Jackson said, training his eyes on the other boi’s face.  He didn’t want to let them drift down to the taut, curvaceous body.  Or the erect nipples.  Or the tiny bulge in the boi’s red panties.  “Thanks.”  
 
    “You really need to loosen up,” said Dean, gripping Jackson’s upper arm.  “We’re both bois here.  You don’t have to act so weird about it.”  
 
    Jackson agreed, laughing nervously as Dean stepped into a criminally tight and incredibly short red dress.  It barely covered the boi’s rear end, and it had a neckline that plunged almost to Dean’s pierced belly button.   
 
    “W-when did you get that?” asked Jackson, nodding toward his friend’s navel. 
 
    “Oh,” Dean said. “That.  Some of the other guys on the team were doing it a couple of weeks ago, and I kind of got drunk and went along with it.  When I sobered up, I kind of liked it.  Why?  You think it’s too slutty?”  
 
    Too slutty.  Having that terminology applied to a man – no, a boi – was disconcerting.  But it seemed appropriate, especially given that he was currently wearing a dress. 
 
    He shrugged.  “I don’t know,” he admitted. “I guess it’s fine.  Cute, I guess.”  
 
    “I think so,” Dean said, smiling.  He turned around, “Zip me up?” 
 
    Jackson did, and when Dean turned around, he said, “You look amazing.”  
 
    The dress hugged Dean’s every curve.  But more, it made it obvious that he wasn’t a woman, either.  He was a boi, and he was proud of it.  Jackson wondered if he could ever pull off that level of confidence. 
 
    “I’m going to get it,” Dean announced.  “And you should definitely get that sundress.  It’s adorable.”  
 
    After making their purchases, the two continued shopping, eventually making their way into a small boutique that sold what Dean declared “the cutest shoes in the world”, like he was an excited sorority girl.  In retrospect, there probably wasn’t that much difference between the two.   
 
    “Oh, I just love bois who’ve embraced their place,” said the shop attendant.  She was an older, busty woman with raven black hair.  Aside from a few light wrinkles, she looked very pretty, though.  “My husband was an early adopter.” 
 
    “W-what?” asked Jackson.  “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Excuse my friend,” said Dean.  “He’s a little behind the times.” 
 
    “Oh, I understand,” the attendant said.  “My little Bobby probably would’ve been the same way if I hadn’t been so forceful. But now he’s just the most adorable little thing.  Kind of slutty, though, if you ask me.  I try not to get jealous, but every time he comes home the morning after a night out, I can’t help but feel a little twinge.  But we have our arrangement.  He gets to have his fun with any man he wants, and I get to do the same.  It’s really the only way a modern relationship can survive.”  
 
    It took Jackson a few seconds for his mind to catch up with the woman’s overly familiar revelation, and when he did, he almost fell out of the chair in which he sat.   
 
    “You okay, dear?” asked the woman.  “I’ve seen a lot of bois fall when they tried heels for the first time, but not many fall before they even stand up.”  
 
    “He’s fine,” Dean said.  “It’s just a lot to take in, all at once.  Right, Jackie?”  
 
    Jackie.  It kind of fit.  And Jackson hated that fact.  He nodded, and the two continued to try on shoes while the woman explained all the intricacies of her changed relationship with her husband.  It was just about more than Jackson – or Jackie, he kept reminding himself – could take.   
 
    When the shopping spree was finally finished, Jackie had acquired what amounted to the better part of an entirely new wardrobe.  A decidedly feminine one, too.  Dean had bought quite a few clothes as well.  But more than that, Jackie had gotten perspective.  And knowledge.  And he had no idea how he was going to live with either.   
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    Jackie sat on his bed, wearing nothing but a skimpy, cotton thong.  For a few days, he’d refused to wear any of the clothes he’d bought on his shopping trip with Dean.  Or Dee, as his friend had insisted upon being called.  After the high of shopping had faded, Jackie had been horrified at the things he’d done.  He made excuse after excuse – he’d been manipulated, he had gotten caught up in Dee’s excitement, he hadn’t wanted to be rude – but, in the end, he’d been forced to admit that he had enjoyed himself.  Not only was the experience itself intoxicatingly fun, but the clothes – or more importantly, the way they made him feel about himself – felt appropriate in a way he couldn’t really bring himself to tackle.  The long and short of it was that, soon, his resolve cracked, and he dove headfirst into wearing the wardrobe he’d acquired.   
 
    With that out of the way, he had little to think about except for the trip itself.  For days, he’d been trying to make sense of all the things he had seen.  From the designated “bois” restrooms to the market for bois’ clothes, it all seemed so surreal. After only a few months, everything he knew had changed.  But that wasn’t even the most troubling.  No – that designation belonged to the number of couples comprised of men – usually black, but sometimes Hispanic, Asian, Middle Eastern, or a bunch of other ethnicities that weren’t white – and white bois he had seen.  That, combined with the shop attendant’s comments about her husband’s exploits had left Jackie curious about the obvious change in relationship expectations for his peers.  So, as was his habit, Jackie went online to do some research. 
 
    And what he found was, to put it mildly, surprising.   
 
    The first few hundred hits were porn.  He didn’t know if it was his search history or what, but he soon found himself watching – and, embarrassingly enough, liking – black men with enormous members fucking bois who didn’t look so different than he did.  And those bois seemed to be enjoying it immensely.   
 
    Jackie had watched a lot of porn in his life.  In fact, some would’ve described his habit as an addiction, he’d seen so much.  And in his experience, it wasn’t difficult to tell when a woman – or now, a boi – was faking an orgasm.  These bois weren’t faking.  More, as their climactic screams threatened to destroy Jackie’s eardrums, tiny drops of watery semen erupted from their own tiny and shrunken penises.  Even as Jackie watched, he couldn’t help but imagine taking one of their places, and when he did, he felt a telltale wetness in his anus that announced just how excited he really was.  He quickly clicked away, and soon found that most of those bois in the videos had once been male porn stores in their own right.  That seemed simultaneously fitting and a little frightening, both at the same time.   
 
    After a little more time clicking around the internet, Jackie came upon an article written by a woman named Yvonne Harris.  It was titled “Adjustment: What Every Boi Should Know”.  It 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 event 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.   
 
      
 
    Jackie read the article greedily, and all the while, he found himself nodding his head in agreement.  It all made so much sense.  And none, if he was even remotely honest with himself.  The simple premise behind the article was unassailable.  He was different.  So were all the other bois.  And accepting that fact, even if it was temporary, was necessary to maintain his sanity.   
 
    He’d already tackled the wardrobe part, too.  So, was the rest of it really that difficult to accept?  On paper, no.  In practice?  Yes.  Throwing away twenty years’ worth of masculine conditioning wasn’t going to happen overnight – not that he wanted to.  Nor did he relish the idea of having sex with men.  That wasn’t who he was.  Right?   
 
    So, why was he still thinking about what it would feel like to switch places with those porn stars he’d seen in those videos?  More, why couldn’t he forget the way it felt when his doctor had shoved his finger into his anus?  And why was it that, every single time he thought of either incident, he could feel the moisture building in his panties?   
 
    That wasn’t important, he kept telling himself.  Whatever had been done to him was temporary.  And it would pass, one way or another.  He could resist whatever urges the changes in his body dictated.  He could, and he would.  But just because he refused to run right out there and start sleeping with men didn’t mean that he couldn’t have some fun on his own.  To that end, he soon found himself shopping for sex toys.   
 
    His initial impression was the bigger the better.  He craved the idea, the feeling of being filled up.  And a huge dildo that rivaled the equipment wielded by all those men in those videos would do just that.  His heart rate increased just thinking about it.  However, he managed to corral his lust, and his better judgment wrested control from his libido.  He ended up ordering a modest-sized, realistically fleshy dildo off of a well-known adult toys site.   
 
    And immediately, he regretted it.  More than once, he thought about cancelling the order.  However, as his mouse’s cursor hovered over the appropriate button, he couldn’t help but hesitate.  And think better of it.  He wanted it.  In some ways, he needed it.  And in others, he was incredibly curious about his own new equipment.  But more than anything else, Jackie wanted to experience the same earth-shattering orgasms he’d seen in those videos.  So he didn’t cancel.   
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    The two days it took for the toy to arrive were the longest in Jackie’s life.  He couldn’t concentrate on anything – not his video games, not Dee’s inane texts about men and clothes, and certainly not his sister’s incessant calls checking up on him.  No – he was far too preoccupied to think about anything but his own mounting anticipation.  So, when the package finally arrived, he snatched it from the delivery woman and rudely slammed the apartment door in the woman’s face.   
 
    He couldn’t get the thing open quickly enough.  After ripping the box open, he was confronted with the plastic, child-proof packaging.  He struggled with it for a second before popping it open and revealing his new little friend.  As he pulled it from the packaging, he held it in his dainty hand, marveling at the size.  Long and thick, with a suction cup at the base, it was realistically modeled with all the features of a real penis.  That made it all the more intimidating.  Or exciting.  Jackie couldn’t quite figure out which one was more appropriate.  In any case, he was practically skipping as he made his way to the bathroom.   
 
    Over the previous two days, Jackie had considered how best to try out his new toy.  In the bed?  No.  That could get messy.  Straddling it in a chair?  It had potential, but it wasn’t perfect.  In the end, he chose to affix the dildo to his shower’s wall, and back himself up to it, simulating having sex in a doggystyle-like position.  That seemed appropriate.  And hot.  But even so, once he’d stripped down and gotten into position, Jackie hesitated.   
 
    Was this really what he wanted?  His body said that it was.  Jackie could already feel his juices flowing; he was practically dripping in anticipation.  But his mind said that he shouldn’t do it.  Giving in to such a desire would, inevitably, invalidate his manhood, wouldn’t it?  He should resist.  He should throw that dildo in the trash, along with all his pretty new clothes, and maintain his masculinity.  That was what his father would’ve done.   
 
    But he couldn’t.   
 
    He knew that as surely as he’d known anything in his entire life.  And as disappointed as he was with himself, he couldn’t even begin to resist the urges flowing through his mind.  So, reaching back and gripping the rubber toy, he guided it to the entrance of his anus.  And then, he pushed back.   
 
    “Oh, God!” he gasped, feeling the head stretching him in a way that made him feel like he was about to be split in two.  In that moment, he almost stopped.  Almost.  But not quite, because beneath the pain, there was the promise of something else.  He forced himself to relax, and the agony faded into mere discomfort.  A moment later, as he rocked back and took another couple of inches inside of him, that discomfort became something else.  And in that moment, half-impaled by a dildo, he knew that the article he’d read was absolutely, unequivocally right.  His ass was made for penetration.  And he wanted more. 
 
    He pushed back even further, taking that toy deeper and deeper until it was completely inside of him.  He let out a quivering moan of contentment combined with pleasure and a sense of accomplishment.  He’d taken it all, and on the first try.  He felt a jolt of pride.  And the butterflies already dancing in his stomach fluttered more furiously.   
 
    Jackie pulled away, feeling ever single inch of the thing withdrawing.  It was exquisite, but it didn’t even begin to compare with what it felt like when he slammed his ass back toward the shower wall, taking it back inside of him, hard and fast.  Then out again.  Back in.  Back and forth, he went, moaning all the way.  It felt so damned good that he lost all sense of himself.  There was no control.  It was just him and the dildo.  Back and forth.   
 
    A pregnant bubble of pleasure began to build.  Slowly, with each thrust of the dildo, Jackie felt it pressing against him.  He knew it was going to pop.  And he knew he wanted it to.  Faster and faster.  Back and forth.  He was screaming for more when the thing finally burst, and the pleasure he’d been feeling paled in comparison to the waves of ecstasy that washed over him.  His every muscle clenched.  He let out an inarticulate, keening wail.  His tiny penis, barely an inch long, erupted in a shower of watery semen.  And the orgasm sent Jackie reeling.   
 
    Jackie had no idea how long he was in that shower.  And, after that first, he lost count of the number of subsequent orgasms he experienced.  But that first one, his initiation into boihood, it changed his life and his perception forever.  Even as it washed over him, he knew that he’d never be the same.  And he was perfectly fine with that.   
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    “Long time, no see,” came the familiar voice of Alexis.  Jackie turned to see his former crush staring back at him.  Once, he would’ve been over the moon that she would choose to approach him.  Most of the time, their only contact was during the lab they’d briefly shared before Jackie had all but dropped out in the wake of The Great Change.  But now, looking at the girl, he couldn’t quite muster the same excitement he’d once felt.  She sat next to him, saying, “I almost didn’t recognize you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jackie said. “I guess a lot’s changed.” 
 
    That was an understatement.  Everywhere Jackie looked, there were white bois.  Most, like Jackie, were dressed in appropriate clothing.  Skirts and dresses weren’t uncommon, but even the jeans and tee-shirts had a decidedly feminine bent.  Almost all of them seemed hellbent on accentuating their feminine features.  However, there were a few holdouts who had tried to hide their boihood beneath baggy sweats and masculine haircuts.  They looked distinctly out of place.   
 
    “You can say that again,” Alexis said.  “I didn’t know you were in this class.” 
 
    “I wasn’t,” Jackie said.  “But things got shuffled around with everything going on, and they merged my sociology class with this one.”  
 
    She nodded, accepting his explanation.  The truth was that Jackie wasn’t alone in his abandonment of his studies, and the school had been forced to scramble to make accommodations for the university’s white male population.  Even so, quite a few bois had chosen to drop out, which left some of the classes vastly underpopulated.  So, they’d merged a few.   
 
    “That makes sense,” she said. “You’ll like it, though.  Dr. Hayes is awesome.  He really knows his stuff.”  
 
    “I’ve heard,” was his response.  He had also heard from Dee that Hayes was, in his friend’s words “super hot”.  And when the man himself walked into classroom, Jackie was forced to acknowledge that Dee was, in fact, right.  More than right.  The man was an ebony god if ever there was one.  Bald and with a thick beard, he had the kind of body most men simply couldn’t achieve.  Thousands of hours in the gym were all well and good, but genetics had their part to play as well, and with Dr. Hayes, they certainly had.  Wide-shouldered, narrow waisted, and with muscles straining the confines of his thin, collared shirt, he looked like a superhero come to life.   
 
    Jackie didn’t even realize that he’d let out a quivering sigh until he heard Alexis giggling beside him.  “A little less obvious, slut,” she said. 
 
    Jackie shot the girl a withering glare.  He was not a slut!   
 
    “For you newcomers,” the man said, his voice a deep baritone as he set his briefcase on the nearby desk.  “I’m Dr. Hayes.  And this is Sociology two-oh-two.  If you meant to be somewhere else, this is your cue to leave.”  
 
    The class shifted around uncomfortably, and the professor said, “Good.  Now that that’s out of the way, let’s get to it.”  
 
    From there, the man led the class.  Jackie barely heard a word he said.  Nor did he really care about Alexis’ whispered comments about the lecture.  No – Jackie’s entire attention was on fantasizing about all the things he wanted Dr. Hayes to do to him.  He was in the middle of one such fantasy – where the professor demanded that he come to the front of the class, where he stripped Jackie down and fucked him in front of everyone – when the class ended.  He was up and moving, his heart beating and his panties moist, without thought.   
 
    “That…that was a really good lecture, Dr. Hayes,” he said, clutching his book to his chest.   
 
    The professor looked up from where he was shoving papers into his briefcase and smiled.  “Thank you,” he said.  “And your name?”  
 
    “I’m…um…Jackie,” was the boi’s response.  “Jackie Riley.  I came over from Dr. Lane’s class.”  
 
    “Ah, then you’ll be more than caught up,” the man said, towering over Jackie.  Up close, his muscles were even more impressive.  And he smelled wonderful.  “Jim’s a good teacher.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Jackie said. “Well, um…I was just…you know…I mean…I just wanted to say that I’m glad to be in your class.”  
 
    The man grinned, and Jackie’s breath caught.  “Good to have you,” he said.  “Now, if you’ll excuse me…” 
 
    And just like that, he was gone, leaving Jackie with a vague sense of excitement.   
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” he muttered to himself.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You made an idiot of yourself,” said Dee, shoving his clothes into a bag.  “That’s what happened.”  
 
    “I did not make an idiot of myself,” was Jackie’s retort.  “I was just…I was just being nice.”  
 
    “Sure,” Dee responded.  “And I bet he’s got bois and girls ‘just being nice’ to him all the time.  You may as well have asked to suck his dick right then and there for all the subtlety you had.”  
 
    Jackie stared at his friend, his mouth agape.  Then, he stammered, “I…I didn’t…I don’t want…I mean…I just never…” 
 
    Dee grinned.  “I love seeing you flustered,” he said. “It’s probably one of my favorite things in the world.”  
 
    “Can you stop for, like, two seconds?” asked Jackie, grabbing Dee’s wrist.  “Why are you even packing, anyway?  Where are you going?  And can you please just stop assuming I’m as man-crazy as you?  Just because I told you about my…toy…doesn’t mean I’m just aching for the real thing, like you keep saying.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Dee said.  “It kind of does.  But I’m going to ignore that right now.  I’m packing because I don’t really go to school here anymore.  They disbanded the baseball team until they can populate it with appropriate players.  I can’t really say I blame them.  I tried throwing a few days ago.  Got the radar gun out and everything.  I couldn’t even crack forty-five.  I was throwing faster than that when I was ten.  There was an arc to the ball, for God’s sake.”  
 
    “Shit,” Jackie said. “I’m sorry…” 
 
    Dee shrugged.  “Don’t be,” he said.  “I’ve been thinking a lot about my life, you know?  About baseball and what I want.  And I’ve come to realize that baseball was never really my dream.  It was mostly my dad and my uncle.  They used to push me so hard, and when I did well, they made me feel like the king of the world.  I had personal pitching coaches.  Hitting coaches.  I used to travel all around the south playing baseball on these travel teams.  And for what?  So I could get to the big leagues?  Now, that’s all gone.”  
 
    “But the government’s still looking for a cure,” Jackie argued.  “They’ll figure it out before –” 
 
    “It’s been almost six months now,” Dee said.  “And that’s just since we all started changing.  They’ve known it was coming for longer, and they haven’t figure anything out yet.  Who’s to say they ever will.  I can’t live my life hoping for that.  It’s not worth it.”  
 
    “So, you’re giving up?” was Jackie’s question. 
 
    “Giving in,” Dee said.  “To reality.  This is who we are, now.  I talked to my parents a few days ago, and they’re getting a divorce.  Apparently, my mom caught my dad sleeping with one of the mechanics at the car dealership where he works.  Dad says they’re in love.  I have a hard time imagining it, but whatever.  My point is that the whole world’s changed, Jackie.  We’ve got to change with it.”  
 
    “And you’re leaving,” Jackie stated. 
 
    “So I’m leaving,” Dee agreed.  “I got a job waiting tables, and I’m moving in with one of my sister’s friends until I can get a place of my own.”  
 
    “And this is what you want?” Jackie asked. 
 
    “It’s the only way forward,” Dee said.  “We can’t keep living in the past, Jackie.  That’s the one thing I know for sure.  We just can’t.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Wait, what?” asked Jackie, staring at the earnest young man with a sense of confusion.  “What’d you just say?”  
 
    “I asked if you’d like to get coffee sometime,” he said, a hopeful cast to his voice.  “I mean, I understand if you don’t want to.  I’m still not quite used to the way all this works.  And I understand if you’re not into this kind of thing, but –” 
 
    “You’re asking me out?” Jackie asked. 
 
    He grinned.  “Yeah,” he said.  “I guess I am.”  
 
    “How old are you?” was Jackie’s next question.  He looked the dark-hued young man up and down; there was no way he was of age.  But he was handsome.  And well-built.   
 
    “Seventeen,” he announced.  “You?” 
 
    “Give it a couple of years,” Jackie said.  “And maybe.  Sorry – you’re a bit too young for me.”  
 
    “Shit, sorry,” he said, and Jackie felt a sudden stab of empathy.  He well knew exactly how difficult it was to muster the courage to approach a girl – or in this case, a boi – and ask them out.  And the disappointment of being turned down was written all over the young man’s face.  Then, he grinned. “I guess I had to take my shot.  Maybe I’ll hit you up in a couple of years, yeah?”  
 
    “Do that,” Jackie said, barely even acknowledging the fact that, if he’d been of age, he’d have gone out with the young man.  Probably more, too.  As much as he liked his toy – and he did, more and more every night – he’d been craving something more.  Or more particularly, someone.  A specific someone, too. 
 
    “You could’ve gone out with him,” said Dee, approaching from behind.  Jackie turned to see his friend, who was dressed in the restaurant’s uniform, which was to say not much.  He wore a hot pink bikini that left very little to the imagination and a pair of high heels, just like the restaurant’s other employees – all bois.  He set a drink down on the table.  “You re-think my boss’ offer about working here?”  
 
    “He was seventeen,” Jackie said.  “And no thanks.  You know I don’t need the money.”  
 
    That wasn’t necessarily true, though Jackie didn’t want to explain his finances to the other boi.  The life insurance he’d gotten when his father had died would eventually run out; the more he saved now meant the more he had to start his life once he graduated from college.  But that was none of Dee’s business.   
 
    “It’s not just about the money,” Dee said. 
 
    Jackie rolled his eyes.  Dee, like all the other bois at the restaurant, was required to flirt with the restaurant’s patrons.  And often, that flirtation led to much, much more.  Dee had already regaled Jackie with a handful of tales featuring orgasms and men with huge dicks.  But as much as Jackie wanted to disapprove, he simply couldn’t because he understood the draw.  More than just about anything, he wished he could be as cavalier about sex as his friend.   
 
    But he couldn’t.  He didn’t dare, and it was mostly because he was terrified.   
 
    “You may as well become a prostitute, and cut out the middle-man,” Jackie said. 
 
    “Or better yet, a porn star,” Dee supplied.  When Jackie looked at him in surprise, he grinned, “So I’ve thought about it.  Don’t judge me.  I mean, getting paid to have sex with a bunch of hunks?  Where’s the downside?”  
 
    “Besides the fact that it’s morally wrong?” Jackie asked. 
 
    “Says you,” was Dee’s response.  “But I don’t want to talk about that.  What I want to talk about is that me and some of the bois are driving up to this club in Memphis.  We’re going to stay at my friend Joey’s sister’s boyfriend’s place.  You in?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Jackie muttered.  “I mean, I’ve got class on Monday.” 
 
    “And you’ll be back on Sunday,” Dee said.  “Come on.  You’re my best friend.  I want you to be there.  It’ll be fun.  And I think you need it.  Please!  Don’t make me get on my hands and knees and beg.  I’ll do it, too!”  
 
    Dee was in the process of kneeling down when Jackie finally said, “Fine!  I’ll go.  I’ll go, okay?  Just don’t get on your knees, you weirdo.  People are staring.”  
 
    Dee slapped his own ass, saying, “Let them stare.  That’s kind of the purpose of this whole restaurant, right?  I’ll tell the bois you’re coming.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jackie stared at his own reflection, unsure of whether or not he could go through with going out in public in the glittery, silver dress that barely covered his modesty.  No – it wasn’t just that it didn’t cover much.  It didn’t, but what made the dress so scandalous was how it seemed to accentuate his every curve, the way it hugged and cupped his ass, bringing as much attention to it as possible.   
 
    “God damn, boi,” said Micah, one of Dee’s coworkers.  He was a long-limbed redhead with a tomboy-esque body.  He fought against that by wearing a miniskirt that didn’t even cover his panties.  “You are sexy as hell.  Why aren’t you working at the restaurant again?”  
 
    “He’s too good for a place like that,” said Dee.   
 
    Micah snorted.  “I know you’re joking, but I can’t really disagree,” he said.  “You two ready?”  
 
    Jackie nodded.  “As ready as I’ll ever be,” he said, resisting the urge to tug at the hem of his incredibly short dress.  He felt exposed and half-naked, which wasn’t a terribly inaccurate assessment.  But it was far too late to back out now, and he had little choice but to move forward.   
 
    Dee shoved a glass of vodka in front of Jackie’s face, saying, “Courage?”  
 
    Jackie, who rarely drank, hesitated.  But if there was ever a time to get a little liquid bravery in his system, it was now.  So, he took the glass and downed the contents.  “Thanks,” he said.  “Let’s go.”  
 
    Fifteen minutes later, the half-dozen bois who made up the party strolled up to the club’s entrance.  The doorman – a hulking Hispanic man – took one look at the scantily clad bois and let them inside.  Jackie, who was already feeling the effects of the alcohol, followed the others into the dark, noisy club, and he was almost immediately assaulted by a thousand different sights and sounds.   
 
    Everywhere he looked, there were men and women or bois dancing provocatively.  Some of the bois were half-clothed, and in a couple of corners, there were bois kneeling in front of men and giving them blowjobs.  Nobody paid them any mind.   
 
    “Jesus,” Jackie muttered. 
 
    “What?” screamed Dee over the thudding music.   
 
    “Nothing!” Jackie said, trying to make himself heard.  “I need a drink!”  
 
    Almost as soon as the words left Jackie’s mouth, someone shoved a fruity drink into his hand.  Not looking a gift horse in the mouth, he downed it.  Then another.  And another.  Soon, he was well and truly drunk and dancing with a variety of different men. 
 
    For some bois and girls, losing their virginity was a beautiful, perfect thing.  But for Jackie?  Well, from what he could remember through the haze of alcohol-induced amnesia, he let some guy bend him over in that club’s bathroom and fuck his brains out.  And while he certainly remembered enjoying it – loudly and enthusiastically – it certainly wasn’t the coupling he’d fantasized about so often.   
 
    Or maybe it was.  His fantasies certainly weren’t about candlelit, romantic dinners.  He loved the idea rough, dirty sex, and his encounter at the club certainly fit that bill.  Later, he just wished he could remember it.   
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    “Oh, God,” groaned Jackie, rubbing his aching forehead as he lay in the bed.  The light filtering through the window pierced his eyes.  “Why did you let me drink so much?”  
 
    Dee, who sat beside him, wearing nothing but a pair of panties and an oversized, maroon tee-shirt emblazoned with Mississippi State mascot, glanced back at him.  The expression on his pretty face was unsympathetic.  “You went a little nuts last night,” the petite boi said. 
 
    Jackie shut his eyes.  From what he could remember, that statement was more than true.  Not only had he drunk an inordinate amount of alcohol – and suffered the inevitable consequences – but he’d had sex with at least two men.  Probably more, given the soreness he felt.  His whole body ached, though, which drowned out the admittedly not-so-far-from-pleasant pain in his rear.   
 
    “Did I make an idiot of myself?” Jackie asked. 
 
    “No more than most bois when they finally let loose,” Dee answered.  He put his hand on Jackie’s naked thigh.  “I’m assuming that was your first time.  Or times, I guess.”  
 
    “Y-yeah,” Jackie answered.   
 
    “Mine was even more embarrassing,” Dee said.  “I was in the locker room after practice a couple of weeks after everything kind of settled into place.  This was before the team was disbanded.  Anyway, I was kind of low after not being able to play like I knew I should, and I saw my teammate, Julio – you know him, right?  From Venezuela.  Barely speaks English.  Anyway, he was in the shower, and something just came over me.  Before I even knew what was going on, I was on my knees and sucking his dick.”  
 
    “That doesn’t sound so bad,” Jackie said, not even bothering to examine the transformation in his mindset that allowed him to think that someone like Dean Reed blowing some random guy in the locker room was practically normal.   
 
    “Yeah – it wouldn’t have been if it had ended there,” Dee said, his face framed by the morning light.  “But it didn’t.  I was bent over one of the benches and calling him ‘daddy’ when my coach walked in.  A few seconds later, a few recruits followed.  The team was disbanded a few days later.”  
 
    “Shit,” Jackie said, sitting up.   
 
    “Something like that,” Dee responded.   
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Jackie said. 
 
    Dee shrugged.  “Maybe not,” he said.  “But it feels like it.  Julio still calls me over like twice a week.  And I go every time.  But this is the point – there’s nothing to be ashamed of.  Sex is fun.  It feels good.  And there’s no shame in doing what you want to do.  So, here’s my advice – just keep doing what makes you feel good.  If that means fucking two or three random guys in a club bathroom, then so be it.  You won’t get any judgment from me.” 
 
    Jackie nodded.  “I guess you’re right,” he agreed.  However, there was a war of differing opinions being waged in his head.  On the one hand, he’d never approved of women – or men, for that matter – who slept around.  It was a sign of low character, as far as he was concerned.  But he didn’t feel immoral.  He hadn’t hurt anyone, after all.  In fact, from the snippets he remembered, the men he’d coupled with were more than satisfied.  So, without a victim, where was the crime, moral or otherwise?   
 
    But he still felt guilty, like he shouldn’t have enjoyed it.  Like he shouldn’t be looking forward to doing it again.  Like the butterflies shouldn’t already be dancing in anticipation, imagining his next encounter.   
 
    For most of his life, Jackie hadn’t been desirable.  Sex just wasn’t on the table unless he paid for it, which he refused to do on principle.  So, at twenty years old, he’d been a true virgin in every sense of the word.  He had never even kissed a girl.  But now he’d had sex in a dirty bathroom.  Now, he was an object of desire.  And it felt good.  More than good – empowering.  And he was ashamed that he felt that way. 
 
    More than once on their way back to Starkville, Jackson felt a deep sense of shame and embarrassment about his actions.  He couldn’t stop asking himself what his father would have said about the things he’d done.  Disapproval would have been a vast understatement.   
 
    Or maybe it wouldn’t.  Everywhere Jackie looked, bois had accepted their new roles.  Certainly, he’d read about holdouts.  Some bois refused to admit that the world had changed.  And the shouted about it until they were hoarse.  But their voices dwindled each day, and Jackie knew that, soon, there would only be a handful of dissenters left.  In less than six months, everything had been completely transformed.  If he hadn’t lived through it, Jackie never would’ve believed it was possible.  However, he couldn’t shake the feeling that, were he still alive, his father would’ve clung to masculinity with a death grip.   
 
    Those thoughts occupied his mind all the way back home, but he couldn’t even begin to make sense of it all.  More, he couldn’t poke any holes in his friend’s philosophy.  If it felt good, and it didn’t hurt anyone, why would he resist his urges?  He couldn’t find an answer, probably because there wasn’t one. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jackie buried his face in the pillow, reveling in the feeling of being pounded from behind.  He didn’t know the guy’s name.  Lately, it was easier not to try to learn them.  But he did know that his latest sexual partner was quite sexually gifted, handsome, and more than willing to give Jackie the release he so desperately needed.   
 
    Over the previous month, Jackie had gone through more than a dozen lovers.  Most were like his latest – big and black and with an enormous cock – but there had been a couple of Latinos and even one Korean.  All were well-equipped to please him, which was all Jackie cared about.   
 
    In the wake of his lost virginity, Jackie had descended into a life of debauchery.  With that first seal broken, he’d lost all sense of propriety.  He didn’t care about social mores.  He didn’t care what people thought.  No – all he cared about was pleasure.  And so, for a month, he’d lived a purely hedonistic lifestyle where most nights ended with him finding a guy to fuck him to within an inch of his life.   
 
    And there were plenty of suitors lining up for the pleasure.  Even with the flood of options, Jackie stood out enough that he got the pick of the proverbial litter.  All the other girls and bois – and there were plenty – vying for the comparatively smaller number of eligible men’s attentions, and Jackie had never once gone home empty-handed.  The same couldn’t be said for all the rest.  He took pride in that. 
 
    But in the moment, with his latest lover’s cock buried deep in his ass, Jackie couldn’t think of much aside from the impending orgasm.   
 
    “Give it to me, daddy!” he screamed.  “Fuck me harder!” 
 
    And the man did, thrusting his long, thick cock deep inside him.  Jackie’s body responded in kind, and he slammed himself back with each push, wanting the man’s manhood to go somehow deeper.  Harder.  Faster.  He could feel his plump ass jiggle with every violent thrust. 
 
    The man grabbed Jackie’s hair – he hadn’t cut it since The Great Change – for leverage, arching the boi’s back.  Jackie basked in the feeling of being manhandled, of being used so thoroughly.   
 
    And then the orgasm descended upon him.   
 
    “Oh, fuck!  I’m cumming!  I’m cumming!” Jackie screamed.  The man kept thrusting, his grunts of passion accompanying the sound of flesh against flesh.  Jackie barely notice any of it as the familiar waves of ecstasy washed over him.  He felt like he was dying.  Or, for the only time in his life, living.  Maybe it was a bit of both.  In any case, it was an earth-shattering, live-changing feeling that reaffirmed every decision he’d made over the previous month.  Nothing bad could ever feel so good.   
 
    The orgasm went on for a handful of seconds before reaching its crescendo.  On the descent back into mere pleasure, the man came inside of Jackie, sending jets of thick, salty semen deep into the boi’s ass.  Jackie loved that feeling almost as much as the orgasm itself.  It was a sign of a job well done, and he couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride accompanying that accomplishment.   
 
    When the man pulled out, Jackie let himself collapse onto the bed.  His breath coming in ragged gasps, he felt the aftershocks of his orgasm rippling through his body.  He could also feel a wet spot where he’d discharged his own bit of watery seed.  But he didn’t move.  He simply lay there, basking in the well-fucked glow that enveloped his very being.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thank you for finally meeting me,” said Jackie’s mother, looking a little worse for wear.  The crows feet at the corners of her eyes seemed more pronounced, and there were other lines – still faint, but definitely there – on other parts of her face.  “I’ve been worried.” 
 
    Jackie nodded, though his attention was on a pair of men sitting at a table nearby.  They were handsome, if not quite as fit as Jackie would’ve liked.  However, they were well-dressed, and they both looked more than financially stable, a trait Jackie had begun to find incredibly attractive.  There were plenty of young studs out there who could please him sexually; they were practically lining up for it.  But a well-put-together and responsible man?  Those weren’t as common. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he said, tearing his attention from the two men.  “You don’t have to worry about anything.”  
 
    “Fine,” his mother said, shaking her head.  “You don’t look fine.” 
 
    “I look great,” Jackie said, feeling defensive.  He took great pride in his appearance, and, wearing a cute sundress, perfectly applied makeup, and a pair of wedged sandals, he knew he looked his best.   
 
    “No – that’s not what I meant,” his mother stated.  “I mean…I mean that you look so different.  Are you seeing a therapist or anything?  Someone to help you to cope with the transition?”  
 
    “I don’t need a therapist,” Jackie scoffed.  “I’m coping just fine.”  
 
    “That’s what Glenn said,” his mother responded. “Right up until the moment he left me for some asshole at the gym.  I mean, I knew his tastes had changed, but…I…I just…I never expected him to just jump into it headfirst.  He was never gay before.” 
 
    “And he’s not gay now,” Jackie said. “This is just the way we are, now.  But don’t expect me to be sympathetic, mom.  As far as I’m concerned, you deserve everything that happens to you.”  
 
    “I…I guess you’re right,” she said.  “It occurred to me a few weeks ago that I never apologized to you.  About what happened, I mean.  It must’ve been really difficult for you to see me like that.”  
 
    “Difficult?” Jackie asked.  “Seriously?  Understatement of the year.  I was sixteen years old, and I walked in on my mom riding some asshole personal trainer.  Difficult doesn’t even begin to describe it.”  
 
    The older woman looked away, pensive, and for a long moment, didn’t speak.  When she finally did, her tone was completely apologetic.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “More than you could ever know.  I was selfish.  I was a bad mother.  At the time, I thought I could separate my relationship with your father and being a mom.  As long as I loved you, as long as I cared for you and did all the things that came with being a mom, doing what I did to Colt…I guess it was all just an excuse for me to do what I wanted to do.  And I’m sorry for it.  I really am.”  
 
    Jackie was taken aback.  He’d said as much about his mother on more than one occasion, but hearing it come from her own mouth was very disconcerting.  “You expect me to forgive you?” he muttered. 
 
    She shrugged.  “I don’t know what I expect,” she admitted.   
 
    “Well, I can’t do that,” Jackie said.  “You could’ve just split up.  If you weren’t happy with him, you could have gotten a divorce.  But instead, you slept around and, when he found out, it broke him.  Did you know that I found him?  Yeah.  That was me, too.  I thought he was coming out of it.  After the divorce, it was bad.  I had to take care of him.  But he was getting better.  And then, I come home from school, and I find him passed out on the couch.  Or I thought he was passed out.  Turns out, he’d swallowed a whole bottle of sleeping pills.  He’d been dead for hours.”  
 
    Jackie felt tears falling down his cheeks, but he didn’t care if it ruined his makeup.  His mother wept as well.  “I’m so sorry,” she said.  “I knew he was unstable.  I shouldn’t have let him take you…” 
 
    Jackie’s face hardened.  “Let him?  I chose,” he said, pushing away from the table.  He stood up.  “And I’d choose the same again.  You still don’t get it, do you?  You killed him.  You gave up your rights as a mother the moment you decided to fuck around.  Shannon might have forgiven you.  But I won’t.  I never will.  So, you can take your little, useless apologies and shove them up your stupid ass.”  
 
    And with that, Jackie strode away, not looking back.  Not caring how much he’d hurt his mother.  And certainly not caring about the scene he’d caused.   
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    Jackie’s life descended into a deep pit of debauchery.  To anyone who saw, it made his previous foray into that realm look like a stroll in the park.  Every night brought a different guy – sometimes multiples.  He experienced a couple of gangbangs.  He had sex in public places.  He even experimented with a couple of women with strap-ons.  But nothing made him feel any better.  Though each encounter was a brief distraction, it didn’t take long after completion for his mind to wander back to thoughts of his decimated family life.   
 
    Dee was there, of course.  However, with his new job – working as an exotic dancer at a local strip club that specialized in bois – the former baseball player was more than a little distracted.  Not that it really mattered, of course.  Jackie was far too focused on his own demons to pay much attention to anyone else.   
 
    Still, somehow, even with his extracurricular activities, Jackie managed to pass his classes.  Barely.  Which is how he found himself turning in his final exam on the last day of his Sociology class.  Smiling as he passed the sheaf of papers to the handsome professor, he said, “Definitely an ‘A-plus’.  Just so you know.”  
 
    Hayes grinned.  “I bet it is,” he said.  Then, looking around almost conspiratorially, he said, “Look – I know this might be inappropriate, but can you come by my office this afternoon?  I have something I’d like to talk to you about.”  
 
    Jackie’s heart skipped a beat.  “Y-yeah,” he said. “I mean, sure.  Of course.  I’ll…um…I’ll be there.  I’ll…ah…I’ll see you later, then.”  
 
    As he left the classroom, Jackie felt like he was walking on air.  He barely even noticed the inevitable looks he got from interested men; no, he was far too busy imagining what his professor might want to discuss.  Or do to him, as his dirty mind inevitably settled on.  He spent the next few hours fantasizing about different scenarios, each ending with being bent over the man’s desk.   
 
    For the three months he’d been in Hayes’ class, Jackson hadn’t exactly been subtle in his flirtatious manner.  At first, he’d been unpracticed and clumsy, but as the weeks went on, he grew more confident.  He knew which buttons to push and exactly how to push them, but the stoic professor remained unaffected.  It was frustrating, to say the least.  But now?  Now, all his efforts seemed to have been worth it.  So, when he finally showed up at the professor’s door, his stomach was in anticipatory knots.   
 
    “Come in,” came the professor’s deep voice.  Jackie could easily get lost in it.  He turned the knob and pushed through the door to see the man in question sitting behind a desk.  Bookshelves lined the walls, and there wasn’t an inch of unused space in sight.  On his was a small plaque bearing his name, beside which was a photo of a much younger Dante Hayes shaking some man’s hand on a stage.  “Have a seat, Jackie.”  
 
    Jackie did, reveling in the reality that the handsome man knew his first name.  “What did you want to talk to me about?” he asked, settling into the seat.  He crossed his legs suggestively, giving the man the slightest peek beneath the short skirt he’d chosen for the meeting.  His reward was a slight tightening of Hayes’ mouth – a veritable grin, had he been another man.   
 
    “To put it bluntly, I’d like to talk about us,” he said.  “I’d like to take you out.”  
 
    “Blunt,” Jackie said.  “And to the point.  It’s not poetry, but –” 
 
    “I don’t do poetry,” Hayes said.  “Much to my wife’s disdain.  Ex-wife, I suppose.  In any event, this isn’t a date.”  
 
    “It’s not?” Jackie asked, disappointed.   
 
    “It’s not,” was the man’s response.  “I have a proposal for you.  I won’t discuss it here, but I think you’ll like it.”  
 
    Jackie’s heart fell.  A proposal.  The man made it sound like some sort of business partnership, which was, to put it mildly, confusing.  All the signals were there.  Jackie had been as forward as he dared be; so, why wasn’t it working?  And why did he find himself agreeing to meet the man for dinner?  Even after he left Hayes’ office, he had no idea.  However, he couldn’t help but feel a subdued sense of excitement.  Maybe he’d read it wrong.  Maybe Hayes really did want him.   
 
    Or maybe he wanted to tell him about some exciting, multi-level marketing business opportunity.  The only way to find out for sure was to go have dinner with the man.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jackie settled into the chair as Hayes, who’d insisted on being called Dante, pushed the seat closer to the restaurant’s candlelit table.  Despite his confusion, the man was certainly treating it like a date, and he was acting as the perfect gentleman.  Opening doors, holding out chairs – it made Jackie feel like a princess, a feeling heightened by the fact that he’d chosen his most elegant and least slutty dress for the occasion.  It was a simple, black affair that fell to med thigh, but it did little to hide his curves.  He’d worn his hair up, applied minimal makeup, and borrowed Dee’s best jewelry; in short, he looked the part as much as he felt it.  And it had worked, to a point; Hayes had already given him a compliment.  From Jackie’s experience, it wasn’t that long of a step between a compliment and having hot, wild sex in a bathroom.   
 
    Dante sat opposite Jackie.  Wearing a dark suit, he looked like a male model.  The two exchanged pleasantries before the server took their orders.  A few moments after the woman had departed, Jackie asked, “So, what was that photo on your desk?  The one on the stage and everything.”  
 
    Dante’s shoulders tightened.  “That’s the night I got drafted,” he said, his face emotionless.  “First round.  Eighteenth pick.  The Cardinals.  That was probably the happiest night of my life, but it was also the moment everything started to go wrong.  I married my ex-wife the next week.  That was a mistake.  Obviously.”  
 
    “You played in the NFL?” Jackie asked.   
 
    “For three years,” Dante answered.  “I never even finished my first contract.  I used to tell people I got hurt.  Messed up my knee.  That’s true, I guess.  But the fact is that I never really loved football.  I could’ve rehabilitated.  I could’ve kept playing.  And for a little while, I went through the motions.  The thing about playing a professional sport, though, is that if your heart really isn’t in it, you’ll never be successful.  Everyone at that level has talent.  They all have ability.  The thing that separates the good from the great, and the successful from the unsuccessful is simple willpower.  Discipline.  Want-to.  I didn’t have the last one.  So, I washed out.  I was cut by the Cardinals, and I just never looked back.”  
 
    “You don’t miss it?” asked Jackie. 
 
    He shrugged.  “Sometimes,” he admitted.  “But it’s less about the game than about the people.”  
 
    Jackie responded, “I could see that.” 
 
    But he didn’t.  He could hardly imagine throwing something like that away.  The ability to make millions of dollars?  To get the adoration and respect of millions of people?  To be loved like a god?  Even the thought was intoxicating, and Dante had simply tossed it aside because he wasn’t enjoying himself?  It defied reason.   
 
    The two continued talking as they awaited their meal’s arrival.  Jackie told Dante about his childhood, skating over his father’s death and his issues with his mother.  He talked about his interests, such as they were; even though he’d all but abandoned his gaming hobby in the wake of The Great Change, Jackie still claimed it because he thought it made him seem less shallow.  Dante accepted it, sharing stories about his own childhood.  He talked about growing up poor, about being displaced by Hurricane Katrina, and about finding a purpose in sociology.   
 
    “Studying all the things that separate us is the first step to bringing everyone back together,” he said.  “That’s what I want.  I think that’s what everyone wants.”  
 
    Jackie nodded, though he wasn’t really interested in the man’s hopes and dreams or his idealistic nature.  Thankfully, the food arrived – a ribeye for Dante and a filet for Jackie – saving him the necessity of responding.  Conversation continued as they ate, though at a slower pace.  And eventually, once the meal was finished, Dante said, “I think this could work.”  
 
    “What?” Jackie asked. 
 
    “An arrangement,” the man said.  “No strings.  No commitment.  Just sex.  I don’t want a girlfriend.  Nor do I have any intentions of ever getting married again.  However, I do have needs.  That’s where you come in.”  
 
    “I’d be lying if I said I understood,” Jackie admitted.  “I mean, if it was just about sex, you could’ve had me in your office.  Heck, we can go the bathroom right now and –” 
 
    “Exclusivity,” he said, interrupting Jackie.  “That’s what I want.  And I can make it worth your while.  I’ll buy you a car.  An apartment.  I’ll pay for everything.”  
 
    “You want me to be your personal whore?” Jackie asked. 
 
    “Sugar baby,” Dante corrected.  “I want you to be my sugar baby.”  
 
    “B-but why?” Jackie asked, wanting to feel offended, but failing miserably.  In fact, the idea of being his kept partner was more than a little exciting.  “I mean, you can’t really struggle in that area.”  
 
    “I don’t want emotional investment,” Hayes said.  “And I’ve been watching you this whole semester.  I don’t think I’m wrong when I say that you’ve slept with at least half of the men in the class.  Maybe more.  To you, sex isn’t some sacred thing.  It’s just sex.”  
 
    “You’ve got me all figured out, huh?” Jackie breathed. 
 
    “I think I do,” the man said, sticking to his guns.  He crossed his arms.  “Tell me I’m wrong.”  
 
    Jackie couldn’t – not and maintain even a smidgen of honesty.  “Fine,” he said. “Whatever.  I don’t even care what you think of me.”  
 
    “So, you’ll do it?” the man asked, and for the first time, there was expectation in his voice.   
 
    “I don’t know yet,” said Jackie.  “And I won’t until I’ve had you.  So, pay the bill.  Take me home.  And maybe, we can both figure some things out.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *     *     * 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, you’re going to do it?” asked Dee, sitting on his bed.  He wore a pair of leggings and a sports bra.   
 
    “For a while,” Jackie said, rifling through Dee’s closet.  The sex with Dante had been, to put it bluntly, everything Jackie had expected.  He wasn’t the most gifted lover he’d ever had, but he had potential.  He was also well-equipped and enthusiastic; that went a long way to satisfying the promiscuous boi.  “Until I get bored, at least.  After that, we’ll see.”  
 
    “You are so lucky,” Dee said.  “I’d kill for that kind of arrangement.  He is rich, right?  What kind of car is he going to buy you?  What kind of apartment?” 
 
    Jackie shrugged.  “I’m really not sure,” he said, pulling out a dress.  “But I’ll make sure it’s all really expensive.  And that it’s in my name.  I don’t want him taking things back just because he figures out how one-sided this whole arrangement really is.  You mind if I borrow this dress?” 
 
    Dee shrugged.  “I never wear it,” he said.  “Have you thought about coming to dance at the club?  Leo keeps asking about you.”  
 
    Jackie shook his head.  “I don’t think Dante would like that,” he said.  “Besides, I’ve never been much of a dancer.  I’d probably look like an idiot up there.”  
 
    “Please,” Dee said.  “You know how to move.  Besides, it’s not really about dancing.  It’s about dry humping horny guys until they give you a few extra dollars.”  
 
    “So glamorous,” Jackie said, sitting beside his friend.   
 
    “You ever think about going back?” he asked.  “I mean, if they ever make a cure.  Do you think you could?” 
 
    Jackie leaned back against pillows.  “I don’t know,” he admitted.  “I look back sometimes, and I can’t help but be a little embarrassed about who I used to be.  For you, it’s different, I guess.  You were popular.  You had girlfriends.  You were an athlete.  But me?  God, I spent my nights playing video games by myself.  I can’t even begin to tell you how much porn I watched.  And I’d never had a girlfriend in my life.”  
 
    “I thought you were with that chubby girl,” Dee said.  “The one with the hair.”  
 
    “Alexis?” Jackie asked.  He hadn’t thought of her in months.  “She’s not chubby.  And what do you mean, with the hair?”  
 
    “The bangs, I mean,” Dee said.  “And okay – she’s not chubby.  But she’s kind of stocky, right?  I thought you two were dating.”  
 
    “No,” Jackie said.  “I might’ve exaggerated our relationship a little.  But that’s just another reason I don’t know if I’d go back.  I was obsessed with her.  I used to fantasize about finally making a move and…I mean…my life was shit, Dee.  Really shit.  That changed the moment I became Jackie.”  
 
    Dee was silent for a long moment before saying, “Good for you.  Really.  I’m glad it worked out for you.  Not everyone’s been so lucky.” 
 
    “You don’t have to be a stripper if you don’t –” 
 
    “I’m not talking about me, idiot,” Dee said.  “I’m talking about my parents.  My dad’s gone complete slut.  Mom’s a mess.  And my uncle?  God – I don’t even know where he is right now.  Last I heard, he’d moved out to California to follow some guy.  I’m just saying that the world’s not all sunshine and daisies out there.  As far as I’m concerned, a cure can’t come quickly enough.  Maybe I’ll take it.  Maybe I won’t.  But for some people, I think it’s necessary.”  
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    “You are such a fucking hypocrite,” snarled Shannon.   
 
    “Good to see you, too,” said Jackie, crossing his legs.  He wore a pair of faux leather pants and a loose-fitting, black top.  On his feet were red, three-inch heels.  The entire outfit had been purchased using Dante’s money, and Jackie hadn’t hesitated to splurge.  Nor had he gone cheap on the apartment or the BMW his former professor had leased for him.   
 
    It had been almost three months since the beginning of his arrangement with Hayes, and it had gone perfectly so far.  Certainly, the sex wasn’t exactly clicking all of Jackie’s buttons, but he had a few other suitors for that.  Hayes expected monogamy, but what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.  And besides, the man had made a show of being emotionally uninvested; Jackie wondered if he even felt feelings like normal people.  So, he didn’t even begin to feel guilty about straying.   
 
    “You’re a freaking sex worker, for God’s sake,” she said. “And you had the audacity to criticize me for sleeping around during college?  Jesus fucking Christ, Jack – you’re just sitting there with that smug look on your face, and you think you’re completely justified.  I swear, you might’ve changed on the outside, but you’re the same smug prick you always were.  Maybe worse, now.  Maybe a lot worse.  Are you going to say something?  Don’t you want to defend yourself?”  
 
    Jackie sighed.  He didn’t feel the need to justify his actions to someone like Shannon.  He didn’t respect her, and he never really had.  Certainly, there were parallels between their lives; even a blind man could see that.  But they were just that – parallels.  They weren’t the same.  They were barely even comparable.   
 
    Looking at Shannon, though, he did feel a bit of sympathy.  Like a lot of girls, she’d felt the sting of new competition, and she’d come out the worse for wear.  For most of her life, she hadn’t had to work for male attention.  She could simply spread her legs, and suddenly, there’d be a willing man ready to fall all over himself to please her.  But now?  With the influx of so many bois, men could be more selective.  And women like Shannon were, more often than not, left out in the cold.  Jackie couldn’t help but feel a little bad for her.   
 
    On top of that, she’d lost the life she thought was all sewn up.  Her fiancée had left her high and dry, for one.  And she’d been forced to put her useless degree to work, taking a job that paid far too little for way too many hours.  Her plan to let a man take care of her had fallen by the wayside, and she’d been forced to face the reality of having to take care of herself.   
 
    But that wasn’t the worst part, Jackie knew.  Not by a long shot.  No – that label belonged to the perception that her loser brother, the one who’d spent his entire life playing video games and ranting at strangers on the internet, was arguably a better gold digger than she had ever been.  And what’s more, Jackie had done so without any pretense of being anything else.  He was honest.  Dante knew the score.  Sex for security.  That was the deal.  And it galled Shannon that her little brother had figured it out so easily.   
 
    “Everyone who’s ever been married has been a sex worker, Shannon,” Jackie said.  “What do you think all those stay-at-home wives were getting out of the arrangement?  Love?  God.  Please.  They got a place to live.  They got food on the table.  They got security.  And in exchange, their husbands got ready and mostly willing woman to get them off and take care of the kids.  That’s it.  Relationships have always been transactional.  Everyone has to get something.  I’m just not dressing it up with flowers and hearts and whatever other bullshit the world’s sold everyone on.”  
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Shannon said. 
 
    “I can’t be?” was Jackie’s response.  “Look around you, Shannon.  How is what I’m doing any different from what you had with Peter?  Or whatever he goes by now?  Petra?  I think that’s what I saw on his Instagram.  He’s living in Jamaica, now.  Did you know that?  God, I can only imagine how many men he’s fucking every day.”  
 
    “Can you please not talk about him like that?” Shannon said.  “When the cure’s finished, everything’s going to go back to normal.”  
 
    “Do you honestly think that?” Jackie asked.  “I’m not going back.”  
 
    “W-what?” Shannon asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to be a man,” Jackie said.  “And why would I?  There’s no logical reason for me to do take some cure and go back to being Jackson.  Look at my life, now.  I have everything I want.”  
 
    “B-but this isn’t who you’re supposed to be,” Shannon argued.  “Dad wouldn’t –” 
 
    “Dad’s not here,” Jackie said.  “But if he was, he’d want me to be happy.  And I wasn’t as Jackson.  I really wasn’t.  You know that.”  
 
    “You don’t seem happy, now,” Shannon said. 
 
    Jackie shrugged. “Maybe I’m not,” he replied.  “But I’m happier.  That’s a step in the right direction.  Maybe it’ll get better.  Maybe I can figure it all out.  Maybe this is what was always meant to be.”  
 
    “Or maybe it’s just hormones and pheromones and media manipulation,” Shannon said.  “I read an article the other day about how the government put subliminal messaging in commercials right after…well, right after everything happened so they could prevent panic.  They got celebrities to jump on board with –” 
 
    “You’re a conspiracy theorist now?” Jackie asked.  “Seriously?  Does any of that even matter?  This is the world we live in, now.  And I’m going to bet that there are a lot of bois who think the same as me.  There are tons of us out there who won’t go back because things are just better this way.”  
 
    “I…I hope you’re wrong,” Shannon said. 
 
    “I’m not,” Jackie responded.  “I’m just not.”  
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    Nearly two years after that conversation, Shannon’s prediction that a cure would be found came true.  Across the entire world, bois flocked to clinics to be transformed back into the men they’d once been.  The process was painful and difficult, but it was also effective, and six months after the cure became available, these men retook their places in society.   
 
    However, there was a sizable contingent of bois who refused to go back.  When the dust settled, nearly a third of all bois steadfastly refused the cure; instead, they maintained the lives they’d built in the four years since the events of The Great Change.  Jackie was one of those bois.  So was Dee.  And millions of others across the world.   
 
    Dee eventually transitioned into porn after a little under a year working as a stripper.  He quickly became one of the world’s most famous porn stars, regardless of gender.  However, the drugs and overall toxic atmosphere of that industry quickly chewed him up and spat him out.  At the time of the cure, he was trying to live a quiet life going back to school.   
 
    As for Jackie, he eventually married Dante.  Two years later, after being caught cheating on his new husband, the couple divorced.  Jackie never did see the irony of that.  However, he did see the benefits of having a rich ex-husband, most notably that he got half of Dante’s wealth.   
 
    But was he happy? 
 
    No, not really.  He tried to convince himself that he was.  Even as he travelled, even as he had all the meaningless sex he could handle, Jackie never quite lived up to that standard.  At his lowest points, he’d blame other people.  His mother.  His sister.  Dante.  Omar Bell.  Even Dee or whatever man he’d most recently attached himself to.  But in his heart, he knew that he was just a bitter, angry person who truly needed the kind of help he probably would never get.   
 
    Man or boi, it didn’t matter.  Because in the end, people don’t change unless they really want to.  So it was with Jackie.  So it had to be. 
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