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The band got off the plane and wandered through the Amsterdam airport. It was the first time any of the three had been to Europe.

“Wow, I can’t believe we’re in fucking Amsterdam. This is crazy,” Johnny said.

“Dude, we have to find a coffee shop ASAP,” Roland said. The drummer was short and squat and always kept his head shaved bald.

“For sure bro,” Dane said. The bass player towered over the drummer and standing next to him with his long blonde hair the effect was comical.

“Guys, let’s take it easy tonight,” Johnny said. Yeah, he was the lead singer and lead guitarist but he also did almost everything else to coordinate the band: booking their shows, handling the studio time, designing t-shirts. And on top of all that, Johnny was always the one making sure the other two didn’t go wild with drugs and booze. It had been like that ever since they’d started the band in high school, but Johnny didn’t mind so much since they were excellent musicians. “This show tomorrow could be huge for us. Let’s make sure we’re in good condition to perform. Not like in Seattle last year.”

“Dude,” Roland said, “are you ever going to forget about that?”

“Not likely. I don’t think anyone will forget you stripping down in the hotel bar and serenading that old lady,” Johnny said. “I’m not saying we’re not going to party. Shit man, it’s our first European tour, we’re gonna party like crazy. But we’re not rock stars yet. I had to practically get down on my knees and beg to get us on this tour and we need to make a solid first impression.”

“Stop worrying man,” Dane said. The bassist flipped his blonde hair back out of his eyes. “We’re going to crush it.”

“Yeah,” Roland said, “we’re going to make that show our bitch.” Then he bit his lower lip and started humping the air, mimicking like he was banging a girl from behind, smacking her ass with a long windmill motion.

Johnny noticed some Europeans staring at the short, bald American, shaking their heads and he couldn’t help but laugh at the scene and relax some. “That’s the spirit,” he said.



 

They made it to the hotel with all their gear and luggage and checked in. It was way nicer than they were used to.

Usually when they toured in America they would try to find a fan at the show that would let them crash on their couch, and if they couldn’t do that they would just sleep in the van. But this tour was going to be a whole step up because the act they were opening for was huge.

They found their room and went in. Dane ran over to the bed and jumped up high, turned his body in the air like an expert gymnast and bounced down onto his back. “Damn bros, this place is fucking nuts. I could get used to this.”

Roland spotted a mini fridge and opened it. It was full of tiny liquor bottles. “Jackpot, bitches!” He took a small bottle of vodka out.

“Don’t forget, we’re taking it easy tonight,” Johnny said.

The phone in their room rang and Johnny answered.

“Hello?”

“Hello,” the person on the other end said. “This is Jack Green.”

Johnny eyes got wide, and he frantically waved his hand at his other two band mates for them to be quiet. He put his hand over the mouthpiece and said to them in a hushed voice, “It’s fucking Jack Green.”

They both hurried over and put their heads close to the phone, trying to hear.

“Jack. This is Johnny. How are you?”

“I’m great. Do you guys like your room?”

“It’s amazing, really amazing. And I’d like to thank you for giving us the opportunity to open for you. We’ve been huge fans of yours forever.”

“Yeah, no problem man. I listened to your album earlier. That shit is good.”

Johnny put his hand over the mouthpiece again. “He said our album was good!”

Dane and Roland high-fived each other.

“Wow. Thank you so much. That means so much to us.”

“Sure. Hey, I’m having a little party in my suite, do you guys want come up?”

“Oh hell yeah we do,” Johnny said.

“Ok, cool. We’re in the penthouse on the top floor. Come on up.”

“Awesome. See you soon,” Johnny said and hung up the phone. “Holy shit! I can’t believe I was just talking to fucking Jack Green!”

“What did he want?” Roland asked.

“He’s having a party in his penthouse and he invited us up,” Johnny said.

Dane and Roland jumped up and chest bumped each other and started whooping.

“This is so surreal,” Johnny said.

“It’s fucking real, man,” Dane said.

“Yeah, bro,” Roland said, “this is the big time. We’ve made it.”

“Listen guys,” Johnny got serious for a moment. He wanted them to understand what he was thinking. “This is a huge opportunity. It’s so hard to make it in this business and up until now, we’ve been standing at the front door, knocking, waiting for someone to open it. And now somebody opened it for us but the thing is it’s only barely open. Just a crack. It’s our job to push that fucker open and bust through like gangsters. You understand? And step one is us playing the best show we’ve ever played in our lives tomorrow night.”

“Dude,” Roland said, “you should be a motivational speaker.”

“Let’s go party!” Dane said.

“I’m just saying,” Johnny said, “let’s not go crazy, and party like rock stars tonight because we aren’t rock stars yet. We need to not be hung over tomorrow.”

“We got it mom,” Roland said.



 

Outside the door to the penthouse they could hear loud music and people talking. Johnny knocked on the door but nobody came. He knocked again and looked at his band mates. “Should we just go in?”

“Fuck yeah, we’re busting through like gangsters, remember?” Dane said. The tall, blonde bassist opened the door and went in and Roland and Johnny followed him.

The penthouse was full of people–mostly dressed like hip Europeans–milling around drinking from champagne glasses. Nobody paid any attention to them so they walked around the huge suite looking for Jack Green.

And they found him. He was out on the balcony, in a hot tub full of naked girls, chugging from a champagne bottle.

When he saw them, he put the bottle down and stood up in the hot tub. “Gentlemen. You must be Infinite Switch. Girls, this is the band that’s touring with me.” He put his arms straight out to his sides. “Welcome to Amsterdam, guys. Please, join me.”

One of the naked girls was puffing on the biggest joint Johnny had ever seen in his life. Like something out of a high times magazine. She climbed over the side and stood in front of him, water dripping off of her large, tanned breasts and she handed him the spliff.

“Ya,” she said with a cute European accent. “Please, join us.”



 

When Johnny woke the next day, it was pitch dark in the hotel room and it took him several moments to remember where he was. Fragments of the night before came to him slowly, but it was hard to concentrate because his head pounded and every time his heart beat it sent a searing pain through his entire skull.

His stomach turned over and he realized he was about to barf so he rolled towards the edge of the bed but he ran into someone’s naked body. He couldn’t hold it in anymore so he tried to point his head away from whoever was in bed with him. Vomit lurched up from his stomach and shot out of his mouth, mostly landing on the floor.

The unknown naked person woke up from the noise of him barfing and, realizing what was happening, started to shriek.

Yep, that was definitely a woman. It was still dark and he couldn’t see who it was but the girl’s scream pierced his head and he moaned again and found a pillow in the darkness to cover his face.

Then the lights came on and he opened his eyes. Dane stood there in his underwear looking at the vomit on the floor.

“Dude, you are a fucking rock star.”

The girl stopped squealing when she realized none of the vomit was on her. But she was now on the other side of the bed from Johnny with her arms wrapped around her knees, staring at him.

Johnny looked at the pile of hurl on the floor, then to the naked girl, then to Dane. He tried to say ‘What happened last night?’ but all that came out was a horrid croaking noise that sounded like a buffalo in heat.

“Man,” Dane said. “I haven’t seen you party like that since high school. You and Jack Green were up all night, chugging vodka, screaming made-up metal lyrics at each other. It was awesome.”

Johnny tried to say something else, but again only a terrible croak came out.

“Roland and I thought about trying to get you to go to bed but you seemed to be having so much fun. Although, I thought it was kind of funny that you partied so hard after that whole speech you gave us about this being our big chance and we can’t fuck it up. But damn that was awesome. Jack was loving it. Do you think we should get housekeeping in here to clean this up?”

Once more he tried to speak but he knew nothing would come out. Fuck. On the bedside table was a pen and pad of paper. He quickly scribbled a message on it then showed it to Dane.

Dane read it aloud. “I lost my voice.” Then he turned back to Johnny. “I’m not surprised bro, the way you were screaming last night.”

You don’t understand asshole.
Johnny wrote another message underneath that one and showed it to him.

“I can’t sing tonight.” He looked at Johnny again. “Shit, dude. Are you serious?”

Johnny’s shoulders slumped. He nodded his head then sunk back down into the bed, clutching his head and moaning from the terrible pain.

Dane went to go wake up Roland and tell him the bad news, leaving Johnny there to watch the naked woman walk around the room looking for her clothes.

He tried to remember going to bed with her but he couldn’t. Too bad; she was super hot. This tour he could have been pulling tail like that every night, but now he’d fucked that up royally. Jack Green would think he was an amateur now. Not able to play the first fucking show of the tour because he was too fucking hung over. Unbelievable. And who knew when his voice would come back. It felt like someone had reached in there while he slept and rubbed it raw with sandpaper.

The girl finally found all her clothes and put them on. Then she went to the door, took one last look at Johnny, shook her head and left without saying anything.

Dane came back in with Roland. “What the fuck man! You can’t sing?”

Johnny shook his head.

“This is so fucked,” Roland said. He looked at Dane. “You’re going to have to sing then.”

Johnny coughed and shook his head at them hard but they weren’t paying attention to him now. The only thing worse than Dane’s singing was Roland’s. It was amazing how bad they actually were.

“Ok, yeah. I can do that,” Dane said.

Fuck this, Johnny thought. He got up and threw on his clothes, grabbed the pad and paper off the table and headed for the door.

“Where they hell are you going?” Dane said.

Johnny stormed out and slammed the door behind him.


* * *

 

Out on the street, the cool air hit his face, and it raised his spirits a bit. I can fix this, he thought. I just need to find a doctor and get some medicine.

He hadn’t walked two blocks when he saw a sign for a hospital. Things were picking up already.

Inside the hospital, the waiting room was packed. There were no seats left and he had to carefully picks his way through the people who had decided to just sit on the floor. He spotted the desk and went over to it.

The nurse at the reception counter was rather well fed for a European. Weren’t they supposed to not have a problem with obesity over here?

She said something to him in Dutch and when he didn’t respond she tried again in English.

“What is wrong with you?” she asked.

Johnny pointed to his throat and tried to mime that he couldn’t talk.

She must have got the picture because she told him that it was a five-hour wait for all non-emergencies.

He wanted to tell her that it was an emergency; if he didn’t get his voice back by tonight he was screwed. And he even tried to say the words but pain shot down his throat as he did and all he could manage was a small cough. There was a pair of scissors on the desk and for a moment he contemplated grabbing them and stabbing them into his leg. That would surely qualify as an emergency.

“If you really need to see someone,” she said, “and you don’t want to wait, there is a Chinese doctor nearby you can try. Acupuncture, and all that.”

He must have looked horrible because she had a look on her face like he was a lost dog. All he could do was nod at her suggestion. Might as well try.

The Dutch street signs were confusing and he walked around for nearly an hour trying to find the place. Finally, he stopped someone and showed them the address and they pointed him in the right direction. He realized he’d been circling right by the place but you had to go down a small alley to find it.

The dirty sign next to the door read:



 


- Dr. Gau -

- Can Cure Anything -

- Cash Only -



 



 

It looked sketchy but he didn’t know what else to do so he went in.

A bell rang over the door as it opened and a strong smell of incense hit him in the face as he entered. The inside was dark and it took him a second for his eyes to adjust to the light.

“Can I help you?” A woman said.

He couldn’t see her because it was dark, so he just walked towards her voice. Then he saw the woman sitting behind a desk in the corner.

The way she was dressed, he thought for sure he’d stumbled into some kind of brothel or something. What she was wearing could technically count as a nurse’s outfit he thought, but it looked more like one of those costumes people get when they want to be a slutty something or other for Halloween. Her large breasts pressed against the white top of her uniform and it was so tight you could see between the spaces between the buttons through to her lacy white bra. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and she had on a bright red lipstick.

“Hello, sir, don’t be shy. Do you need to see the doctor?”

Johnny nodded his head yes. The woman had a slow, sexy, confident way of speaking.

“Ok, very good. And what seems to be the problem today?”

He pointed to his throat.

“You’ve lost your voice?”

He nodded again. Trying not to stare at her breasts.

“Ok, no problem, sir. We can see you right away for that. Dr. Gau is excellent at restoring all kinds of lost abilities. One moment please.” She went back through a curtain.

He looked around the small, dark waiting area now that his eyes had adjusted. The walls were covered with line paintings of people in various sexual positions. He walked over to one and when he got closer he saw that some of the people were hermaphrodites. They had breasts like a woman but also a penis. What the hell kind of place is this?

“Sir?”

He turned around and there was a woman standing there with her hands on her hips. It wasn’t the one he just spoke to but there was something about her that looked similar to the other one. Her breasts were equally large and about to bust out of her top. They must be sisters or something. She also wore a slutty nurse costume. The skirt was so high up he was surprised he couldn’t see her crotch. And she had on knee-high, white leather boots.

“Sir, follow me please.” She turned around and started walking slowly, her hips moving back and forth.

He forgot all about the painting after he saw the nurse’s ass wiggly around in the tight skirt and he followed her into the back. This doctor must be good. He hadn’t even seen him yet and he was already starting to feel better.

She led him into a room and told him to sit on the exam table and she didn’t say anything else as she took his blood pressure and his temperature.

Johnny noticed she wasn’t writing down the measurements either. Was she just going to remember them? His confidence in this place was quickly draining away.

“So you can’t speak?” she said.

He shook his head.

“Ok, we can take care of that. I need you to remove your clothing and lay down, please. You can leave your underwear on.”

That was an odd request. He wasn’t sure why he needed to take his clothes off for a simple case of laryngitis. And on top of that she was still standing there with her hands on her hips waiting for him to do it. He’d heard Europeans had different ideas about nudity than Americans but this was a bit much. Whatever. He’d come this far; he might as well see it through.

He took his shirt off and pants off while she watched and and laid down.

She came to the edge of the bed, put one hand on his abdomen and the other on his thigh.

His dick started to harden when she touched his leg.

“Now,” she said, “please relax while I look you over more closely. I won’t hurt you.” She moved up by his head and ran her fingernails through his hair then lightly down his face.

This was more like a sensual massage than a doctor’s visit. He started to suspect this place was not legit but he might as well enjoy it since his music career was likely fucked. He tried to remember how much cash he had on him in case she tried to proposition him.

She moved from his head to the side of him now, dragging her fingernails slowly down his chest. Then she took his hand in hers and lifted it and placed it on her breast.

His head snapped to the side to look at her.

“Relax, please,” she said. “Close your eyes.”

He followed her instructions and tried to relax. Her breast felt firm and natural under his hand and he felt his dick move again. Ordinarily, he might be embarrassed but this was just too crazy for normal feelings.

“Now, squeeze please. I need to test your grip strength.”

He tried to laugh at the craziness of her request but only a cough came out and pain shot through his throat. He looked at her to see if she was serious.

“This will go a lot more quickly if you can follow my instructions,” she said.

No problem, he thought, and then squeezed her breast.

“Is that all?”

He squeezed as hard as he could now. Her breast was so large that his hand didn’t cover the whole thing even with this fingers spread all the way out.

“That’s better.” She removed his hand and put it back down on the bed at his side. Then she reached in his underwear, wrapped her hand around his dick and started stroking it.

Here we go, he thought. This was definitely some kind of kinky massage parlor he’d stumbled into. He wondered how much this was going to cost him, though he didn’t really care at this point.

Then she stopped stroking him but still held onto his cock.

He opened his eyes and looked at her. She had a ruler in her other hand and she was using it to measure his dick! What the fuck was this place? If he could speak he would have asked her what she was doing even though it was perfectly obvious.

“Ok, very good. The doctor will be in shortly. Please stay here on the bed,” she said, then turned and sauntered out.

Maybe the doctor was the one that was going to finish him off. He had been thinking the doctor would be a man but now he was pretty sure it would be a woman and she would be the one to fuck him. He decided he would enjoy this–his first prostitute experience–then go back to the hotel and tell Jack Green he couldn’t sing. Maybe he was just making too big a deal out of it. Jack would understand. In a few days, his voice would be back to normal and everything would be fine.

The door opened and he looked over, excited to see how sexy the woman would be. But the woman was no woman. It was a Chinese dude.

Johnny sat up quickly and stared at the guy, unsure of what to do. Why the hell would they send a guy in when everyone else had been sexy women? Maybe he hadn’t responded enough to the nurse and they thought he was gay. There was some kind of brothel protocol he didn’t know about that he’d messed up and now they’d sent the gay prostitute in. The man looked surprisingly similar to Bruce Lee and he was even dressed in an all black Chinese outfit like from a kung fu movie. Johnny wanted to tell him there had been a mistake but he couldn’t of course because he had no voice. If nothing else this would be a hilarious story to tell Dane and Roland about how he’d stumbled into a kinky, doctor-themed gay brothel.

“I understand you’ve lost your voice,” the man said. He smiled and his straight teeth shined a perfect, bright white.

Johnny nodded.

“Ok. I should be able to fix that for you.” He took a small flashlight from his pocket and looked inside Johnny’s mouth with it.

Maybe this actually was a doctor’s office. He was totally confused at this point; the hangover must have been affecting his thinking more than he realized. He was suddenly embarrassed that he’d thought the nurse before was a prostitute and he was glad he hadn’t done anything weird.

The doctor finished looking inside his mouth. “That looks pretty bad actually but not the worst I’ve seen. Let me ask you a few questions. Date of birth?”

Johnny made a motion of needing something to write with.

The doctor laughed a deep belly laugh. “Oh, I forgot, you can’t talk. Here write your answers on this pad.”

Johnny wrote down ‘April 19th, 1988’ and showed it to the doctor.

“Very good. And when was the last time you were sexually active?”

He couldn’t actually remember being with the naked girl that had been in his bed when he woke up but he was pretty sure he’d banged her so he wrote down ‘Last night.’

The doctor raised his eyebrows and grinned, “Ah, I see. Man or woman?”

Johnny wrote down ‘Woman!’ and underlined it twice.

“At what age did you lose your virginity?”

This had to be the weirdest doctor visit ever. He wrote ’17.’

“And tell me, what is your occupation?”

He wrote ‘Musician/Singer,’ although the way things were going that might be short-lived.

“Oh, I see. So your voice must be very important.” He smiled after he said it.

Johnny nodded his head vigorously.

“Yes, of course. Well my diagnosis is that you have a spleen chi deficiency. Not too serious but it takes time to fix. I can give you some herbs to take and you’ll be good as new in about three days. Sound good?”

No, three days without a voice did not sound good. He just shook his head slowly and looked down, resigned to his fate.

“What’s wrong?”

Johnny wrote down, ‘I have to sing TONIGHT.’

“Oh, really. Why didn’t you say so?”

Because I can’t talk asshole.

“In that case I can give you the option of a more–“ He paused for a moment and looked up as if searching for the right word. “–A more aggressive treatment. With this treatment your voice will be perfect by tonight. Maybe even better than it was before.”

Johnny couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He didn’t actually. This guy seemed like a bit of a quack although he did come across as being confident in what he was telling him. All con-men were confident though.

The doctor continued, “I must warn you, this treatment could have side-effects. Your voice might be slightly higher and in some patients there is an increase in sexual arousal. These side-effects are rare but you understand I must warn you about them. Would you like to try the treatment?”

Why not? What the fuck else was he going to do? If this weird Chinese dude could fix his voice then he would jump up and kiss him on the mouth. The chances of that happening were slim to none but he might as well try. He nodded his head yes.

“Wonderful! I’ll send the nurse in to start the preparations.”


* * *

 

Johnny laid there on the bed in this Chinese doctor’s office in Amsterdam wondering how the hell he’d gotten here. When they got off the plane yesterday everything had seemed so perfect. Now everything was fucked.

The door opened and the same nurse as before sauntered over to the bed. She had a small plastic cup in her hand.

He didn’t think he would be able to pee into the cup but he figured he could give it a try if that’s what she wanted. She was so attractive, he didn’t want to disappoint her.

She reached over to a large container with a pump top next to the bed he hadn’t noticed before, then she squeezed whatever was in it into her hand. “Ok, sir. Please relax. This won’t hurt a bit.” She grabbed his dick and started to stroke it again.

He realized that whatever was in the container was lube and now he was getting a hand job from a sexy nurse. Now he was certain this was some bizarre brothel where they pretended to be a doctor’s office. It must be some kind of weird fetish people have and he somehow stumbled into it. Might as well enjoy it since he definitely wasn’t going to be able to sing that night.

His cock was fully erect now and the nurse stroked him nearly as good as he could do himself. It was like she knew exactly what felt good on a dick. All the hand jobs he’d gotten from women before had been pretty terrible. No offense to the women; they just didn’t have dicks and therefore couldn’t really know what felt good. But this nurse was a real expert. Perfect amount of pressure, not too tight or too loose, and the perfect speed, concentrating her attention on that sensitive spot on the underside of the head. Amazing.

She cupped his balls with her other hand and he knew it wouldn’t be long before he came. He pressed his hips up, straining against her, and then his balls tightened and he grunted.

She quickly grabbed the plastic cup and placed it over his cock as he came and she continued to stroke him, each time a new load shot out into the cup. He was breathing hard now.

“Very good,” she said. “That’s a good sample.” She held the cup up for him to see and it was half full of the think white substance.

Coming down off the orgasm now, he wondered why the hell she was collecting his sperm. Maybe the brothel doubled as a sperm bank?

She held the plastic cup up to the light, tilting it side to side. Then she brought it close to her nose, took a long slow inhale, paused for a moment as if thinking, and nodded her head like she had just got the scent of a fine wine or something. Finally, she stuck her pinky finger into the milky substance, brought it out, and did the inexplicable; she put it into her mouth.

What in the fuck was going on here.

“This is good,” was all she said before leaving.

He decided then that he had to get out of this place. Something wasn’t right. If it wasn’t a doctor’s office and it wasn’t a brothel, then what was it? He’d seen a horror movie recently that was set somewhere in Europe. In the movie, young Americans were seduced by hot young women then drugged and made to play sick games before they were hacked to pieces. His imagination started to run wild with the possibilities.

There was a window in the room. He was on the second floor but if he had to he figured he could make the jump down. He went over and looked out of it down to the ground. Not too bad. But when he undid the latch and pulled up on the window, it didn’t budge. The bastards had probably glued it shut. He was looking around the room, considering what he could break the window with, when the door opened and the doctor came in. Johnny stood there in his underwear wondering if he should try to knock the man over and rush past him.

“Have a seat, please,” the doctor said. He had a small glass bowl in one hand and a spoon in the other.

Johnny sat back down on the bed but he was on high alert now. Nobody even knew where he was, he realized. If he disappeared there would be no trace at all. How long would it be before anyone even started looking for him?

The doctor held the bowl and spoon out to him, directly in front of his face, smiling wide and showing his freakishly white teeth. “Eat this herbal mixture and you’ll feel one-hundred percent better. It may make you a little drowsy.”

Johnny looked down into the bowl. There was a gooey green substance that looked like something a hippie might spread on their vegan toast. He caught a whiff of whatever it was–a strong earthy smell–and his mind started to go cloudy. There was still the faint feeling of danger, of not wanting to be drugged and knocked out and turned into a character in a slasher flick, but now it was as if he were watching his body act and there was nothing he could do to control it. Just the smell of whatever was in the bowl had turned his mind out of his control.

His hand picked up the spoon, took a scoop of the green substance and brought it to his mouth. He paused before putting it in, still trying to hang on to the last of his control, and his hand started to shake and he gathered everything he had to try to push it away. The spoon started to move away from his mouth but then a terrible pain shot through his head and he winced.

“It’s okay,” the doctor said, right next to his face now. “Don’t fight it. You’ll feel much better after you take it.”

He strained once more to move the spoon but it started moving towards his mouth again. There was no use fighting anymore. All his energy was gone. He took the spoon into his mouth swallowed whatever was on it. It tasted like grass and dirt that had been ground up and mixed with gelatin. Despite the bitterness he liked whatever it was. It wasn’t that it tasted good, but it was pleasing somehow. All straining to stop his actions left him and he willingly dipped the spoon back in and took a large scoop out and sucked it down.

There was something oddly familiar about the smell and texture of the mixture but he couldn’t quite place it. Maybe it was some kind of narcotic. He’d heard of women being abducted and then given narcotics so that would become addicted. A small amount of fear returned but it was overpowered by the need to finish everything that was in the bowl. He took a larger spoonful.

His eyes started to get heavy and he had a hard time keeping them open. What was this stuff? It reminded him of something. He took another spoonful and then scraped the sides of the bowl to get the last of it out, then he snatched the bowl from the doctor’s hand and licked it clean. Sleepier now.

And then it clicked. The hand job from the nurse. She’d taken his come with her in a plastic cup. That was the smell he recognized. How could he have been so dense? The shock of what he’d just eaten made him drop the bowl. The sound of it shattering on the ground was the last thing he heard before he collapsed back onto the bed into a deep sleep.



 

Johnny woke gradually from a dreamless slumber. It was dark and for a moment he thought he was back home in his room and thought about going out for breakfast and a coffee. Then things started to come back to him slowly; the airplane ride over to Amsterdam, the party with Jack Green, waking up the next morning without a voice. He remembered going to the hospital. But they couldn’t or wouldn’t see him for some reason. That part was foggy. What had happened after that? The image of a painting with strange people having sex flashed through his mind. And there was something else, something related to that. Where had he gone after the hospital?

Then it came back to him all at once like a backhand to the cheek–the sexy nurse and the hand job, the confident kung-fu doctor with the white teeth, the mystery green substance that was no longer a mystery. They’d fed him his own jizz. What the fuck.

His breath quickened. What if they’d messed with him while he was passed out, harvested his kidney’s and sold them on the black market. He felt his abdomen to see if there was a hole from a surgery. Everything was smooth and still intact–but different somehow. He ran his hand over his belly, curious at how different it felt. Softer. He’d been skinny all his life no matter how much he ate–a fast metabolism as they say–but now he felt like he had some meat on him. He moved his hands down to his waist and pinched the skin on the side. There was a new layer of extra cushion where before he’d just been skin and hip bone. Something was definitely different.

He did feel better though. Maybe the wacko doctor did know what he was doing. All traces of the hangover he’d woken up with that morning were gone. And not only did he feel better but he was horny too. The doctor had said that might be a side-effect. He said something else too that he couldn’t remember at the moment.

His hand moved from his waist, back up over his abdomen, still checking his body for any signs of invasive surgery, also trying to figure out what felt different about his skin. It was smoother to the touch. Something at chest level stopped his hand from moving farther up. Something large, and heavy. Something that felt a lot like–a breast? He ran his hand around it, up over the nipple. It was definitely a breast. But it was attached to him and he could feel the sensation in it. The hard nipple was his nipple. He reached his other hand up and found its mate. Two breasts.

He sat up quickly, his hands holding the breasts, and let loose a long, high-pitched scream. He stopped screaming long enough to gasp for a breath then let out another one, even louder than before.

The door flew open. Harsh, white light flooded the room, and the doctor hurried in, trailed closely by the nurse.

Johnny breathed heavily, clutching the breasts. “What the hell have you done to me?” His voice came out foreign and high-pitched–like a woman’s voice?

The doctor came closer, looking closely at Johnny’s body. “I see you have your voice back.”

“Forget my voice. I have tits!” He let them go now, feeling the weight of them bouncing down. “You gave me fucking breast implants? What kind of sick shit is this?”

“Calm down. I assure you those are not breast implants.” He stuck his hand how to feel the breasts.

Johnny shrunk back to the wall away from the psycho doctor, wrapping his arms around his knees, suddenly feeling self-conscious of his nakedness.

The doctor motioned with his hand for Johnny to come back over towards him. “This is most intriguing. Your body has responded to one dose of the remedy in a way that usually takes many doses. You must have a very strong chi force.”

Johnny looked down at the breasts for the first time. They did look pretty real; there weren’t any wounds from an implant that he could see. As far as tits went they were pretty damn nice actually.

“May I see them please? Nurse, come closer. I want to point out some things.”

Johnny came back over from the wall. This had to be a dream. That was the only explanation that made any sense. You don’t just go to sleep with no tits then wake up with a perfect set of them. It wasn’t physically possible. So, either he was dreaming or this wacko kung-fu doctor and his sexy hand job giving side-kick had pulled off a medical miracle.

“Yes, amazing. This is truly remarkable.” The doctor lifted the breast and let it fall. “Nurse, feel how heavy it is.”

The nurse took the breast in her hand, squeezing it firmly, then let it go and nodded to the doctor.

The doctor grasped it again. “And how is the sensation?” He pinched the nipple lightly a couple times.

Johnny felt it harden between the man’s fingers. “It’s… nice, I guess.” Actually, it was very nice. He’d never had such a feeling in his nipples and it turned him on even more. The doctor was close enough now that Johnny could smell him. His scent was subtle and exotic and that too was turning him on. There was something about this situation that was oddly erotic all of a sudden and he felt a heat between his legs he’d never experienced before. Something was different down there as well. It was strange and different but something he welcomed.

The doctor shifted his attention to Johnny’s face now. He put a hand on each cheek and looked closely.

“Nurse, look at the facial structure. Notice the cheek bones? Amazing.”

The doctor’s hands felt strong and powerful against his skin and Johnny noticed his mouth for the first time. The lips were full and and alive and suddenly Johnny had the undeniable urge to kiss them. What the hell was going on? He didn’t mind the feeling of being turned on but he couldn’t explain this new feeling. Never before had he felt this way about another man.

“Ok, lets get you into the stirrups.”

The doctor was visibly hyped up, talking more quickly, like he was on the verge of some major discovery.

He flipped a latch on the side of the bed and two metal arms swung up with a foot-holder on the end of each one. The doctor stood at the end of the bed and waved his hand for Johnny to come to him. Johnny was strangely drawn to the man and he scooted his butt toward him and put his feet into the stirrups.

“Nurse, help her remove her underwear please.”

The nurse stripped Johnny’s boxers down and he splayed his legs out wide not caring that he was so exposed to them now. Things felt way more airy down there than he was used to, and the fire between his legs was so intense he felt like he absolutely had to get off soon or the throbbing would turn to pain. He’d never been so horny before in his life. He reached up and clutched his full breasts, enjoying the new sensation.

The doctor pulled up a chair and was face level with Johnny’s crotch. He hoped the man would bury his face into him. Where were all these thoughts coming from? He didn’t care enough to think about it now because he was so damn horny.

When the doctor touched Johnny between the legs, he gasped.

“This is unprecedented,” the doctor said. Then to the nurse, “Look at this.”

The doctor touched him again and a wave of pleasure burned between his legs. Johnny arched his back and threw his head back, grabbing the breasts again, losing control.

“The labia are perfectly formed.”

“God,” Johnny said. “Keep doing whatever you’re doing. It’s amazing.”

“And feel the clitoris. It’s engorged with blood.”

“Oh shit.” Johnny moaned. What was going on. He’d never felt this way before.

“Take a look at this sir. Or ma’am I should say.” The doctor was smiling up at him and holding a mirror now so that Johnny got a full view of his own crotch. What he saw in the reflection made his heart jump into his throat.

“What the fuck is that?” Johnny reached down and felt it. There was a perfectly formed, dripping wet pussy where his cock and balls had been before. Touching it made him squirm around on the bed. The skin of the lips was soft and moist. When he touched the clit, it was like someone had plugged an electrical cord into his abdomen. He dipped a finger inside and brought it out sticky from the wetness. And on the finger was the familiar smell of pussy. “What have you done to me?” His voice was much higher, like a woman’s.

“Well, I’ve fixed your voice for one.”

“Forget my voice, why do I have tits and a cunt?” He wanted answers but was still strangely attracted to the doctor. “And why am I so turned on?”

“Well, this was a possible side-effect. An extreme form of the side-effect. And I should point out some people would pay lots of money to get what you have.”

“How long will I be like this?”

“Only a couple days at most, unless…“

“Unless, what?”

“Well, the effects can be extended by consuming a man’s sperm.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes.” The doctor pointed to the nurse. “She’s been this way for over a year.”

The nursed smiled at him and nodded.

These people were out of their minds. His voice was back though. And maybe he could somehow do the show like this. What the hell was he thinking? The guys wouldn’t let some random woman sing with them instead of him. Well, now that he thought about it, there was one way they could be convinced. The heat between his legs grew stronger as he thought about that possibility.

“I’m just going to look inside you now,” the doctor said, “to see if the internal organs are fully formed. Nurse, prepare the speculum please.”

She got the long metal device and put lube on it and handed it to the doctor.

When he put it in Johnny breathed in sharply. There was some pressure but the feeling of having something inside him was almost overwhelming. He caressed his new breasts while the doctor peered into him. A small moan escaped his mouth.

The doctor pushed the device in further then spread Johnny apart wide.

“Yes, everything is as a woman. I think you could even get pregnant.”

Johnny was only vaguely aware of what the doctor was saying now because the feeling between his legs was taking all his concentration. He needed to come soon.

The doctor removed the speculum. “Ok, we’ll leave you to get dressed now.”

They left and Johnny wished the doctor had stayed and put more things inside him. He reached down now between his legs and started to explore his new sex. The lips were smooth as he ran his fingers along them. He circled the clitoris now and the bundle of nerves came alive as he stimulated it. His butt moved around on the table as he touched himself. The feeling was something he’d never experienced sexually. He continued working the clit furiously while he thought about what the doctor could do to him with his cock.

He wanted something inside of him now. He looked around the room for something, anything, that could fill him up. There were only normal looking doctor’s office things. Gauze, bandages, tongue depressors–nothing that could satisfy his new hunger. On the desk was a small hammer they probably used for testing reflexes. That would have to do. No time to be picky.

He grabbed it and then laid back on the bed and inserted the handle slowly, savoring the feeling, pushing it deeper and deeper until he was filled up inside, only the head of the hammer visible. Then he brought it out and slammed it back in, fucking himself hard now. With his other hand he massaged his engorged clitoris and moaned loudly at the ecstasy coming from between his legs.

And then he was at the edge and thrusted the handle of the hammer inside one last time and he went over. “Oh fuck,” he yelled in his new woman’s voice and the orgasm swept over his body, erupting hard at first, then followed several mini ones like the aftershocks from a big earthquake. And when it was finished he collapsed down onto the bed, completely relaxed. With sexual pleasure like that, women really were the superior sex.

His old clothes didn’t fit at all. They were loose in some places and comically tight in others–particularly the ass and chest regions. He’d have to do something about that before he went back to see the guys.

When he went back into the front office, the doctor and nurse were waiting for him, smiling. They must have heard him exploring his new body.

“Come back and see me in a couple days so we can monitor your progress.”

“Ok. How much do I owe you?”

“No, charge. You’ve given us plenty already.”

The nurse grinned then covered her mouth and looked down.


* * *

 

Outside, the sun was shining. It was late afternoon and Johnny needed to get back to the hotel soon too if he, or she rather, was going to convince Dane and Roland to let her perform with them. She had an idea how she could make that happen. But first she needed some new clothes. She looked at her reflection in a shop window. Looking back at her was a banging hot woman, no trace of the man she used to be except the ridiculous men’s clothing.

The nipples on her new tits were hard now and poked through the thin t-shirt. You could even make out the faint outline of the aerola through the thin cotton material. A man in a suit walked by as Johnny examined her new body in the window, and as he passed Johnny caught the man turning his head down to get a look at her ass. The man’s head nodded in approval and Johnny had the urge to chase him down and get the man to hold her. She had a job to do now though. The urgency she had before to make sure the show went well was back and she was determined to make it work.

She found a boutique women’s clothing store and went inside. The woman working inside was young, about Johnny’s age, and cute too, wearing tight jeans and a low cut shirt showing her cleavage. Somehow Johnny didn’t feel attracted to her though.

“Can I help you?”

“Yeah, I need some clothes.”

The clerk looked at what Johnny was wearing and said, “Yes, you definitely do. What are you looking for exactly?”

“Um. I have no idea actually. Something sexy? I’m performing in a rock show tonight.”

“Ok, we can do that.”

“But first things first. Let me show you what we have.”

The clerk tore around in a whirlwind, picking things off the rack for Johnny to try on. She actually enjoyed it too. Shopping had always been a chore before, something to be avoided, but this was fun. Getting dressed up to look hot. She really was hot. In a short skirt now, she looked at her new body in the dressing room mirror and was impressed. She was actually quite a beautiful woman.

They finished finally and Johnny left with large bags in each hand, wearing a new pair of thong underwear and a sexy, tight dress with no bra. Her shoes clacked on the pavement as she walked towards the hotel. Her hips swayed back and forth, her shoulders pulled back and her head up, confident in her new look.

Back at the hotel she knocked on the door to the suite. Dane answered it. “What do you want?”

His normal laid-back demeanor was gone. The muscle on the side of his strong jaw line was tensing from grinding his teeth.

“Hi,” she said. “Oh my god. You’re Dane aren’t you? I’m John… err… I’m Jenny. It’s so nice to meet you. I’m you guys’ biggest fan.”

“Okay.” He looked down at her breasts.

Real subtle Dane. Her friend checking out her body was turning her on though. She noticed just how handsome he was for the first time.

“Listen,” he said. “Usually, I would invite you in, especially considering I didn’t think anyone on this entire continent even knew who our band was, that’s kind of weird actually. But, now’s not a good time. Our lead singer is AWOL. We have this huge show tonight and I’m stressing the fuck out. Jack Green is saying he’s going to kick us off the tour if we don’t come through. So, I’m sorry but I have to go.” He started to close the door.

She stepped forward and blocked him from closing it, right in front of him now. “Maybe I can help. I’ve worked in the music industry for a while and I’ve dealt with things like this in the past. And besides,” she reached out and put her hand on his cheek. The stubble was rough and manly beneath her hand. “You look like you could use some help relaxing. I could at least do that for you.” She went up on her toes, leaned into his hard body and kissed his mouth.

He sighed and wrapped his arms around her and grabbed her ass hard with this muscular hand, pulling her tight to him. He pushed his tongue into her mouth and she pressed hers back against him.

She’d known Dane since the ninth grade, they’d been best friends for more than half their lives. And being with him this way now started her inner thighs tingling and the heat from before returned.

“Damn,” he said. “You are fucking hot. Come inside.”

She gathered her bags of clothes and followed him in. Roland wasn’t around. Dane was definitely the more attractive of the two. Tall, with blonde hair, tan like a surfer. The need between her legs grew stronger and she had to feel him inside her now.

She threw her bags down and rushed over to him, grabbing him from behind. She clawed his shirt up over his head, tossed it aside, and raked her finger nails over his tight torso. The skin was warm as she ran her hands over the rippled muscles underneath it.

He wrapped his arms around her again and snatched her up from the ground with ease and then pushed her up against the wall.

She moaned and wrapped her legs around his body, squeezing him hard, pulling him in close, grinding her hips into him.

He pressed back against her, pushing her into the wall hard, and kissed her passionately. His tongue forcing his way inside. One of his hands clutched her breasts and he squeezed it, then found her hard nipple with his thumb circled around it.

She felt his cock, hard like iron now, against her belly and she wanted to feel it inside her mouth.

“Put me down,” she said.

Ignoring her, he bit her neck then pressed his hips into her harder.

“Please? I want your cock in my mouth.”

He put her back on the ground then guided her to her knees by pressing down on her shoulders.

His hard dick pressed against his jeans and she rubbed it a couple times through his pants before unbuckling his belt. Her pussy was getting wet at the anticipation of seeing his dick.

She pulled his pants down to his ankles and then put her fingers in the waist band of his underwear, pulling them down also and his huge dick sprung up to her face. The purple head was filled with blood and when she wrapped her hand around it she could could feel his heart pounding through the thick, fleshy cock.

A drop of fluid glistened at the tip and she licked it off. The taste sent her into a frenzy and she gobbled her friend’s dick deep inside her mouth, straining to take it all in.

He moaned and fisted the hair behind her head, urging her forward onto his dick.

She felt blood rush to her cheeks as the cock banged against the back of her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in and she pulled off of it, stroking the massive dick in her petite hand. Saliva coated it now and she took it back into her mouth, wanting to please him as much as she could.

He pumped his hips harder now and forced her head down onto him. Fucking her face as fast and hard as he could without choking her.

She massaged his heavy balls with her other hand as he had his way with her.

Then he withdrew himself and guided her back up by the back of her hair. Saliva dripped down her chin and she waited for him to tell her what to do.

“Lay down on the couch,” he said.

She collapsed down on the couch and spread her legs for him, needing him to fill her up.

He got down on his knees in front of her, grasped each of her smooth thighs in his hands, put his open mouth on her crotch. Only the thin layer of her panties separated him from her wet pussy.

She arched her back and took her breast in her hand through her dress, moaning softly.

He wedged his fingers under the elastic at the edge of her panties, yanked them to the side and then plunged his tongue into her.

Her breath left her at the feeling of Dane’s tongue wriggling around in her slick pussy.

He stopped for a moment and looked up at her. “Damn, you taste fucking good.” Then he went back to fucking her with his tongue, flicking her throbbing clitoris with the tip.

She reached her hands out to the side, clawing at the leather couch, trying to get a grip to support herself as her body writhed uncontrollably. If Dane knew he was eating the pussy of his best friend what would he think? That was even more of a turn on. She was getting close to climax now and she raked her fingers through her band mate’s long blonde hair.

Right before she was about to go over the edge, he got up from his knees and kissed her on the mouth, the taste of her new cunt strong and sexy, and dripping down his chin.

“God, I want you so bad Dane.”

He took his cock in his hand and ran the soft head up and down the length of her slick pussy then he circled it all around and over her clitoris. It was almost too much. She needed him inside her.

Then he stopped teasing her and his throbbing dick was at her entrance. In one quick motion, he slammed it in, burying his full length inside her aching sex. He groaned. “God, you’re so tight. Like a virgin.”

The walls of her pussy tightened around him, urging him in deeper, needing to be filled and fucked hard, wanting him to break in her tight, new pussy.

He pushed his hips into her, grinding hard into her clit with his pelvic bone.

“Fuck me hard,” she said.

He grabbed her legs, pushed her feet up towards her head, and ravaged her pussy with all his force. With the angle he had now, she felt his cock hitting the back of her cunt and his balls slapped against her ass.

She raked her fingernails across his back. “Yeah, baby. Just like that. Fuck me.”

He pounded her harder now. It was almost too hard but she was taking it all in and loving it.

He pulled out and flipped her over so she was bent over, doggy-style, on the couch. She arched her back and stuck her ass out for him, needing his cock to be back inside her, so close to coming.

Dane slapped her plump ass, and her cheek stung when he took his hand away.

She pushed her ass out farther, and reached down to work her own clitoris. It wouldn’t take much now.

Clutching her hips, he entered her slowly now, so slowly, until he was all the way inside, and then gradually his strokes got faster, and faster, until he was taking her with everything he had. His balls slapped wildly against her on every thrust.

From behind his cock was hitting her in the perfect spot. A strong warmth built from that place, growing more intense every time he plunged into her, until she was there and it exploded into a hot ball of fire. She threw her head up and screamed, “Oh my god, I’m coming.” She pushed back into him. “Oh fuck.”

His hands tightened around her waist and then he grunted and thrusted hard.

She felt his hot load bust inside her, filling her virgin pussy with his fertile seed.

He collapsed onto her back with his cock still inside her. His chest heaved against her, winded from working so hard.

Then someone clapped slowly from behind them. “Bravo. Amazing.”

They both turned to look. It was Roland.

“That was quite the performance,” he said.

How long had he been there? She didn’t care. The euphoria from the orgasm still had her flying.

“Dude,” Dane said. “What’s up?” He was grinning. Probably happy his friend got to see his conquest. Men could be so crass sometimes. She didn’t mind that he was watching though. Her new body was hot and she was happy to share it.

“Who’s this?” Roland said.

“This is… I’m sorry I forgot your name.” Dane seemed embarrassed.

“Jenny.”

“Yeah, Jenny. Sorry.”

“That’s ok.”

Roland said, “No sign of Johnny, huh?”

“Nope,” Dane said. “I’ve been here the whole time. Where the fuck could he have gone?”

“I don’t know but if we don’t find him in time for the show we’re screwed. I just talked to Jack Green. He’s super pissed.”

Jenny, still trying to catch her breath, stood up and pulled her dress down, looking around for her underwear. She didn’t see it. “Maybe I can help,” she said.

“How?” Dane said.

“Well, I told you I’m a big fan of you guys. I know all your songs.”

“Ok, so?”

I know all your songs and I can sing and play the guitar.”

“You’re shitting me,” Roland said. “Where the fuck did you find this girl?”

“I don’t know man. She just showed up out of nowhere.”

“And you were like hey I should just fuck this random girl since my music career’s about to go down the drain anyway.” Then to Jenny, “I don’t believe it. Prove it to me. Sing Maybelle’s Ballad.”

That was one of the first songs she, or Johnny rather, had written. Most of their fans probably didn’t even know it because it was so old. She took a deep breath then belted out the first verse. The intensity and quality of her new voice surprised her; it sounded way better than before, and the song sounded good in a woman’s voice. It had more of a pop feel to it.

“Holy shit,” Dane said. He was standing there, naked, staring at her, as if trying to figure something out.

“And you can play the guitar too?” Roland said.

She nodded.

“Ok, good enough for me. Fuck Johnny, you’re hired.”



 

Their set went off flawlessly that night. It was the biggest crowd they’d ever played and she could feel the energy coursing out of them and into her, pushing her further and further. She sang her heart out, danced like she’d never danced, and they loved it. Even though they were the opening act, and everyone was there to see Jack Green, the crowd called them back for two encores. It was unheard of.

At the end of his set, Jack called her out on stage with him, and the crowd went bonkers when she walked out. They sang one of his songs together and it came out perfectly. When it was over he had his arm around her. While the crowd applauded them he said into her ear, “I don’t know who you are where you came from, but I guarantee, you are going to be a star. Can you come on the rest of the tour with us? Don’t say no.”

Jenny thought about what the doctor had said. She would turn back into a man within a couple days unless she consumed a man’s sperm. She turned and yelled to him over noise of the crowd. “Yes, I think I can.” She could smell the sweat on him, a perfect, manly scent, and she knew where she was going to get the sperm she needed to stay in her new body.



 


THE END
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