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PREGGO


Mike wants the best for his pregnant girlfriend, Kara. Pregnancy has been tough for her, with constant pain and nausea. Some mornings, she looks like she’s on the brink of death.

In a desperate attempt to make her feel normal, he takes her out on a date, to the carnival. It’s a fun time until an episode of gruelling pregnancy pain ruins it all. Mike can’t take much more, but Kara’s about to get some relief after the carnival’s fortune teller hears Mike saying that he wishes, more than anything, that he could take on that pregnancy for his girlfriend.

In the morning, life changes in the most dramatic way possible.


CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


Ireally did hate seeing my girlfriend in so much pain, every day. I felt like such a bum, watching her every morning as she barfed in the bathroom. I would try to stroke her back or hold her hair, and she would just push me away. “I’m sorry, but the thought of being touched right now is just… repulsive.”

[image: Pregnant and sick]


She had many strange pregnancy symptoms. Her legs would ache randomly. She was pissing constantly. She would even pee in her pants with no warning. I will admit that I giggled the first time she cried out, “I’m pissing myself!” If I could go back in time and take that giggle back, I would.

Kara was over it, and she was only three months in.

And every day seemed like some new symptom: new aches, new pains, new nauseas, new discharges.

[image: Kara]


The worst symptom was her complete lack of sex drive. Around the six-week mark, her desire to have sex vanished. If I touched her, she would shudder all over. “I just can’t be touched right now,” she would say.

I tried my best to be understanding, but after four weeks without sex, I began to realize just how impossible the next eight months or so were going to be. I couldn’t live without sex!

I tried talking to her about it. “We need to find a way to make it happen,” I said to her.

[image: Unpleased Kara]



“I just can’t think of that right now,” she groaned. She hadn’t gone three full hours without suffering from some pregnancy-related ailment. I felt terrible when I heard her puking, when I heard her groaning, unable to sleep as she tossed and turned. And then came her inability to control her body temperature. She was always putting on sweaters, turning up the heat, turning our house into a furnace. Then, she would put on old movies and she would sit there and cry hysterically, overwhelmed with intense pregnancy emotions. Every single movie brought her to tears, including Die Hard, which I watched while she was using a massage device to massage the forming blood clot in her leg.

The food cravings were starting up too. Each night, she would send me to the store to fetch something new: ice-cream, chips, meat, fish… and then I was nearly puking when she sat on the couch and ate a whole jar of pickled herring.

[image: Sick Kara]



Her breath smelled like pickled herring when she looked at me and said, “I’m suddenly super horny… like, uncontrollably horny. We need to fuck right now.”

“What?” I said, stunned.

She was like a possessed woman, crawling on top of me, pinning me down, rubbing her plump body all over me. She kissed me and licked me and mashed her body firmly against mine, moaning softly. She peed in her pants but was too horny to care. I felt the wet, warm pee seeping through her dress, seeping through my pants.

[image: Brief moments of happiness]



It was only the second time in our ten-year relationship that Kara performed oral sex. She sucked me off for ten minutes, moaning blissfully. She normally hated oral. She told me that it hurt her jaw and it ‘just felt awkward’. Well, now she was so horny that those weren’t issues for her. And now, I was quickly learning that some of my girlfriend’s pregnancy symptoms weren’t so bad. I had read online, after all, that during the second trimester, women tend to become much hornier as their negative symptoms go away.

But Kara’s negative symptoms just weren’t going away. She was still puking constantly. In fact, while she was sucking my cock, she puked suddenly, covering my shaft and balls and thighs in pickled herring chunks, ice-cream, and nacho-cheese corn chips. The smell was ungodly. And for once in my life, I was no longer in the mood.

[image: Cute couple]



But she was still horny. She went to the bathroom to puke a couple more times. I showered off. And then we fucked. And look—I don’t want to get too vulgar… but she displayed a new symptom while she was bouncing on my lap, cowgirl style: farting. She just couldn’t stop farting loudly, with each bounce. At first, she was embarrassed. Then, she was too horny to care.

Yes, pregnancy is a very strange thing indeed. Nobody can truly prepare a man for life with a pregnant woman, because every pregnancy is truly different. Some of Kara’s pregnancy symptoms were classic, some were totally unique to her. For instance, she suddenly developed a sleep-walking and sleep-talking condition. She would get up at the same time every night, go to the kitchen, and babble on about the strangest things. “Tom Brady went fishing with Jared Leto. They had a picnic with the squirrels. Ten years! Ten years! It’s only been about three weeks since the deluge.” That wasn’t even the strangest nonsense I heard her mumbling.

Many times, I had to guide her back to the bed, ensuring she was safe. I started locking the doors after one particularly embarrassing incident, when I woke up to my phone ringing. It was my neighbour, an old Chinese man named Lee, calling me to tell me that Kara had broken into his house, and she was trying to force herself on him sexually. “She’s deranged!” he shouted in his thick accent.

When I went to get her, her eyes were still closed. She was babbling about her grandmother’s lavender farm. “It’s on an island in the Caribbean, totally populated by mermaids. Have you ever tasted lion milk? It’s supposed to cure even the worst hypoglycaemia.”

[image: Angry neighbour]


“I’m so sorry,” I said to Lee, and then I got Kara back into bed.

I’ll tell you one more strange pregnancy symptom before I move on with my story. It wasn’t the strangest symptom, but it was probably the worst. Once every two or three days, Kara would become paralyzed by a debilitating pain. The doctors suggested that the baby was possibly crushing one of her nerves. One moment she would be fine; the next, she would be on the ground, screaming for help, reduced to tears.

God, I felt so bad for her.

Those episodes would last about fifteen horrible minutes: fifteen minutes of screaming agony. Because of those episodes, Kara had to leave work. She freaked out too many customers during those painful moments.

[image: In pain]


And in case the pain wasn’t bad enough, the episodes also came with the humiliation of urination; when she was screaming in pain, her bladder would release. Poor girl. She would come home crying whenever it happened.

[image: On her way to the doctor]



Once she was off work, there was a whole new problem: boredom.

The doctors told her that she needed to take it easy. Because the baby was pushing on her nerve, it was important that she didn’t move too much. She was practically put on bed rest, still with about six months of pregnancy left.

After three days at home, Kara was reduced once again to tears. “I just don’t think I can do it,” she cried. “I don’t think I can make it through the rest of this pregnancy.”

[image: Desperate]



“The sickness and stuff should go away soon,” I said, remaining hopeful. “That’s what the internet said.”

“The internet doesn’t know shit, Mike!” she cried. “It’s only gotten worse since this all started.”

“Well, what are you suggesting?” I asked. I was half-afraid of her answer, worried that all of this agony had her considering the unthinkable: an abortion.

“I don’t know,” she said, wiping her eyes. “But something has to give. You don’t understand what I’m going through!”

“Look, babe,” I said. “I would do anything to take this pain away from you. I wish I could somehow take it on so you didn’t have to suffer through it. But I can’t. That’s not how it works, so we’ll just have to figure out a way to get you through one day at a time.”

She took a long, deep breath in.

And then, that night, I watched her as she screamed in pain: another terrible episode that lasted another terrible fifteen minutes. The episode ended with her laying limp on the ground. When I went to pick her up, I saw that she’d peed. Urine soaked her dress and was all over the floor. Before I even had her up to her feet, she threw herself at me, kissing me like a drunk chick at a bar. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m just so fucking horny right now!”

Oh yes, pregnancy is a strange, strange phenomenon. Of course I had sex with her, happily satisfying that one little pregnancy urge. I was used to the leaking, the discharges, and the farting. In fact—and not to be too vulgar—it was almost a bit of a turn-on.

Seconds after I ejaculated inside of her, she passed out on the bed. She snored loudly, arms and legs sprawled out in every direction. I poked her. “Kara?” I said. She was naked, cum pouring out of her pussy. Normally, she went to the bathroom to tidy up, to make sure she didn’t get a UTI. Now, I was doing it for her, using baby wet-wipes from the empty nursery to wipe her gushing cunt.

Okay, maybe I’m being too graphic, but I’m trying my best to paint a picture of this particular pregnancy. It was a wild ride, to say the least, and it was about to get a whole lot wilder.


CHAPTER 2
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As I mentioned earlier, Kara had taken an early maternity leave. Since then, she had been in full-on nesting mode.

[image: Finally asleep]



The next morning, I woke up to a spectacular sight.

Every inch of the room had been reorganized. The furniture had been moved around, and there were new decorations hanging on the walls. I walked over to the couch and sat down, taking in the new surroundings. One whole side of the house was a stack of boxes: baby strollers, car seats, high chairs, and so on…

[image: New baby stuff]



And then there was the list on the fridge, laminated, with filled in check-boxes: crib, bassinet with a mattress and sheets, a changing table with a changing pad, diapers, wipes, baby clothes (onesies and sleepers), swaddling blankets, a nursing pillow, breast pump, bottles and formula, a baby carrier or sling, a stroller or infant car seat with a base, a high chair or booster seat, a baby bathtub and baby wash, a diaper bag, pacifiers, burp cloths and bibs, a baby monitor, infant toys and books, nursing bras and comfortable postpartum clothing, maternity pads and nursing pads, and postpartum recovery items (such as witch hazel pads and perineal spray, etc). “Jesus,” I whispered.

“I still have to pick up a few more things,” Kara said from behind me, startling me.

“When did you get all of this?” I asked, baffled.

“This morning. There was a ten-percent-off sale at East Coast Babies.”

“How much did this all cost?” I asked.

“You don’t want to know,” she said with a blushing smile.

"How much did you spend on all of this?" I asked again, trying to keep my voice calm.

Kara looked up at me, a fire in her eyes. "What does it matter?" she snapped back.

[image: Angry Kara]


"It matters because we had agreed to set a budget," I said, my frustration growing. "I don't want to be blindsided by unexpected expenses. We said we wouldn’t spend more than two-grand on everything… I can see the price tag on that crib! It says $2,220!”

“It’s the best crib!” she cried. “It’s convertible!”

“I don’t even know what that means, but I have a feeling we don’t need it.”

"I don't need you to micromanage my spending," Kara replied, her tone sharp. "I know what I'm doing, and I don't need you to tell me what to do."

I was taken aback by her response, but I knew better than to back down. "We're in this together, Kara. We need to make responsible financial decisions for our family."

"I'm not a child, Mike," she said, her voice raised. "I'm perfectly capable of making decisions for our family without your permission. I'm not going to apologize for taking care of our child."

I could see that Kara wasn't backing down, and I realized that I needed to approach the conversation differently. "I understand that, Kara. I just want to make sure that we're on the same page about our finances."

She softened slightly, but her tone remained firm. "I know you do, and I appreciate that. But I'm not going to be talked down to or treated like a child. We need to be equal partners in this, and that means trusting each other to make decisions for our family.”

She stared into my eyes. I looked back around the room. “I, uh, guess we needed most of this stuff anyway, right?” I felt like I was surrendering, even though it meant eating into the small amount of savings that I’d managed to accumulate over the past few years.

That was another one of Kara’s strange pregnancy symptoms: a complete lack of judgement. I know it sounds mean to word it in such a way, but it was just the honest truth. She would do strange things, like a person who had failed to develop an understand of social cues, things that she never did before. I caught her picking her nose when we were in the grocery store. In that same grocery store, she told one of the employees that she looked like she was getting fat—but she said it in a totally blunt way, as if she was just pointing out a fact.

When parking the car one afternoon, she drove it right into the wall, smashing the headlights. She didn’t even flinch (no, she didn’t hit the wall hard enough to jolt the baby, just enough to break the lights); she just walked away from the car as if nothing happened, as if it didn’t matter.

‘Pregnancy brain’ is what the internet called it: Pregnancy brain is a phenomenon that many pregnant women experience, in which they feel like their memory and cognitive abilities are not as sharp as they usually are. It is characterized by forgetfulness, difficulty concentrating, and feeling easily distracted or disorganized.

The exact cause of pregnancy brain is not entirely clear, but it is thought to be related to the hormonal changes that occur during pregnancy. The surge in hormones, particularly estrogen and progesterone, can affect the brain's chemistry and structure, leading to cognitive changes.

While pregnancy brain can be frustrating for some women, it is generally considered a harmless side effect of pregnancy. It is not a medical condition and does not pose any health risks to the mother or baby.

The good news is that pregnancy brain is usually temporary and tends to improve after the baby is born. In the meantime, there are some things that pregnant women can do to help manage the symptoms, such as making lists, using reminders and alarms, and practicing mindfulness and relaxation techniques.

Overall, pregnancy brain is a common experience for many pregnant women, and it is important to remember that it is a normal part of the process of creating new life.

Well, I was ready for her pregnancy brain to sort itself out.

I was ready for most of those symptoms to sort themselves out. There were only two pregnancy side-effects that I appreciated: some of the food cravings (like when she would suddenly be desperate to get fried chicken) and the intense flare ups of her sexual urges.

I would be remiss if I didn’t tell you about the time in the mall, when she was suddenly overwhelmed by one of those intense urges. She asked me to help her with a maternity dress in the changing room, and then she went at me, grabbing me cock through my pants. She kissed me deeply, moaning—and yes, peeing. But now, she knew to anticipate her little pee-pee problem; she’d already taken off her panties, so the pee just ended up in a puddle on the ground—with some splashing onto my shoes.

[image: Romantic scene]


She spun around and planted her palms against the changing room wall. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked me before.” She swayed her plump pregnant ass from side to side. I took my erection and pushed it into her wet hole. White pregnancy discharge gushed out of her, running down her leg. I still had no idea what that discharge was, but she assured me that it was nothing to worry about.

I pumped her as she moaned, uncontrollably. I was shocked that an employee didn’t come in to stop us. She gushed more discharge and peed more pee. The changing room was practically drenched by the time we were finished. She insisted on me coming on her face. “I’ll ruin your makeup,” I said.

“I don’t give a fuck,” she said. “I need it. I need it so badly.”

I’d never ejaculated on her face before. Sure, I’d asked her if I could many times, but she’d always told me that the idea grossed her out. Now, she needed it. So she went down to her knees and took my erect shaft in her hand. She pumped it, opening her mouth. “C’mon, Mike. Fucking cum on me! Cum on me! I want your fucking cum all over my face!”

[image: Cumshot]


“Shh!” I hushed, looking around that small, cramped changing room.

I gave in. I came, ejaculating all over her pretty, pregnant face. Cum dripped down her cheeks, her nose, her eyelids. She moaned, smearing it around with the palms of her hands. “Fuck yes,” she whimpered. “Oh God, yes.”

“We need to get your cleaned up before we get kicked out of here,” I whispered. I found some paper towel and that was enough to clean up some of our mess. The wet carpet was an issue that the staff of that store would have to deal with.

We were both giggling the whole way home, clutching hands. We’d been together for ten years… and I couldn’t remember the last time we had fun like that together. My God, we would have just been teenagers, skipping school together, fooling around. Sometimes I forgot how young we were when we first started dating…

Kara looked at me with a mischievous glint in her eye, and I knew that I was in for a wild night. We had only been dating for a few weeks, but I was already head over heels for her. She was an emo chick back then: black razored hair, dark eye makeup. I was a wannabe emo kid, but my parents wouldn’t ever buy me the right clothes, and my mom was absolutely against me letting me grow my hair longer than an inch, and she told me, “No child of mine is dying his hair black.”

So, I felt like I got my emo fix from Kara.

[image: Young Kara]


"Come on, let's go on an adventure," she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me out of the restaurant where we had just finished our meal. We were naughty teens, skipping the bill because we had no cash. We left some change on the table as a tip; I guess we weren’t so bad.

We ended up at an outdoor music festival, surrounded by people dancing and singing along to the music. Of course, we had to sneak in, climbing the fence; it was an eighteen-plus event and we were just seventeen… and we had no cash to pay the cover. Kara was fearless, jumping into the crowd and pulling me along with her.

[image: Young and in love]


I remember feeling both exhilarated and nervous, as we danced and laughed under the stars. My mother was phoning me relentlessly, panicking because I wasn’t home in time for dinner; that wasn’t like me. I’d always been straight-edge. Kara took my phone when I was about to answer it, and she hid it between her breasts (she had large breasts for her petite size). “No phones,” she grinned.

Kara had a wild side, but I was a hopeless romantic, and I couldn't help but fall deeper in love with her. I just adored the way she would look at me with her flashing eyes and her long grin.

As the night went on, we snuck away from the crowds and found a quiet spot to sit and talk. We shared stories and dreams, and I felt like I was getting to know her on a deeper level.

I remember feeling so grateful to have her in my life, and I knew that no matter what adventures we went on, I wanted to be there with her. She was the yin to my yang, and I couldn't imagine a life without her. Oh God, that sounds so corny… but it was the truth. “No matter what happens… we’re staying together,” I told her.

“Deal,” she said, and then she reached out her pinky. We locked digits and then we both giggled, falling back on the grass and looking up at the stars.

Those were good times…

By the time we were both twenty-one, working full-time jobs, that spark was starting to fade. We rarely found time to go out and have ‘adventures’ like we used to. We had real financial responsibilities, like paying rent, buying groceries, covering the bills. Kara had been kicked out of her home by her parents after she was caught with a dime bag full of cocaine when she was eighteen. I moved out with her, against my parents’ wishes. To survive, we had to take life more seriously, and that meant sacrificing some of that zest for life.

[image: Kara’s new look]



Kara cut her hair into a short bob. She dyed it brown too, because it was the only way she could get the manager position at her work. She took her trendy black clothes to a trendy consignment shop and bought a few new items that seemed more professional. Don’t get me wrong; she was still cute, and she was still Kara… but my fantasy girl had always been that daring little emo chick. It really did seem like she was gone…

To save money, we stopped drinking, we stopped using recreational drugs.

I remember the day that Kara told me she was pregnant like it was yesterday. We were twenty-two. We were both terrified, but also overjoyed at the idea of starting a family together.
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Unfortunately, our excitement was short-lived. A few weeks later, Kara started experiencing severe cramping and bleeding. We rushed to the hospital, but there was nothing the doctors could do. We had lost the baby.

The days and weeks that followed were a blur of sadness and grief. We had been so excited for this new chapter in our lives, and it felt like it had been taken away from us before we even had a chance to begin.

As the reality of what had happened sunk in, our outlook on life changed. Now, the spark really seemed to be gone. We hardly had romantic moments. We almost never had sex. Kara would spend entire days in bed. That went on for over a year; she just couldn’t pull herself out from her funk.

And during that time, I did something bad… I hate to even admit to it, but during a particularly dark moment in our relationship, I created a Tinder account. I started chatting with a few girls—one in particular. Her name was Megan, and we spoke daily for three months. I kept her a secret from Kara… and then, one day when I was sleeping in, Kara borrowed my phone and saw the messages.

We split up for a whole month. I went to stay on a friend’s couch. Like a complete idiot, I went to meet up with Megan, thinking that I could jump from one relationship into another; I figured it might be a way to soften the blow of the breakup. But Megan wasn’t quite as she seemed online.

She was quite chubby—about ninety pounds heavier than her Tinder photos suggested.

[image: Megan]


We met at a local coffee shop, and I could tell right away that Megan was a little bit different from the type of girl I was used to dating. She was unable to maintain more than a split second of eye-contact and had a quiet demeanour that made it hard to get a read on her. She wasn’t at all the girl I’d been speaking with online. It really did feel like I’d been catfished.

Megan's physical appearance was hard to ignore, but not in a good way. She had red hair that was frizzy and unkempt, with freckles that dotted her face like a rash. Her eyes were a dull green, and her face was round and unappealing. I swear she’d used Photoshop to enhance all of her online photos—and that was all I could think about through that entire date… that, and the fact that this was the girl who I ruined my relationship with Kara over.

[image: Coffee with Megan]


As we sat down and started chatting, I could feel the awkwardness between us growing. We didn't have a lot in common, and the conversation felt stilted and forced.

I tried to make small talk and find common ground, but it just wasn't clicking. I could see Megan fidgeting in her seat, and I knew that she was just as uncomfortable as I was.

After what felt like an eternity, we finished our drinks, and I offered to walk her to her car. As we stood outside, I knew that I had to say something, but I didn't know what to say.

"Thanks for meeting me today," I said, trying to keep my tone light.

Megan smiled weakly, but didn't say anything.

"It was nice to meet you," I added, feeling like I was grasping at straws.

She nodded and walked away, and I was left standing there feeling awkward and relieved all at the same time.

I went home and thought about Kara. I remembered that beautiful young emo girl that I fell in love with… and even the adorable brunette that I stayed with into our early-twenties. I wanted her back so badly. I wanted to turn back the clock and take back the stupid thing that I’d done.

I had never been more certain of anything than I was of my love for her, and the idea of losing her was unbearable.

In the months that followed, I tried everything I could think of to win her back. I wrote her letters, sent her flowers, and left messages on her phone. I even tried to talk to her in person, but every time I saw her, I felt tongue-tied and nervous.

[image: Mike trying to win back Kara]


It wasn't just that I missed her, it was that I knew that we were meant to be together. I could see a future with her, a life filled with love and laughter and all the things that truly matter. I just needed her to find a way to forgive me for what I’d done…

As time went on, I started to realize that my grand gestures weren't going to be enough. I needed to show her that I was committed to making our relationship work, no matter what.

So I started to focus on the little things. I made sure to text her every day, even if it was just a quick message to say hello. She ignored 99% of those messages, but I remained persistent. I remembered the things that she liked, and made sure to surprise her with little treats or thoughtful gestures.

It wasn't easy, and there were plenty of times when I felt like giving up, like when I found out that she was going on dates with a guy we both went to school with, Mikey Brewster.

[image: Kara and Mikey]


Mikey posted pictures of them together on social media: smiling, laughing. They went to sporting events together, movies, restaurants. Seeing those photos tore me up inside… especially when he posted the one of them sharing a kiss, on the lips. Oh God, seeing that image destroyed me. I hate to admit it, but I considered doing terrible things to myself. I really couldn’t imagine a life without her, and it seemed like she could imagine one just fine without me.

She seemed… happy with him.

But I soon learned that the happiness was just a phoney social media trick. One of Kara’s friends reached out to me and told me that she was miserable with Mikey, that she was constantly talking about me—and it apparently made Mikey furious. The friend told me that Kara got drunk and tried calling me to come her her, and they all had to fight the phone away from her. “She said the highlight of her day is when you message her,” the friend told me.

So I kept messaging her, even though I never got a reply… until one day, when I did. “Let’s get coffee,” she said.

[image: Kara’s new look]


I couldn't let go of the one person who made my life feel complete.

We started to talk again. We went on a few dates, and it felt like we were picking up where we had left off. She broke things off with Mikey. And then she asked if I wanted to come and live with her in her apartment again, like old times. That horrible blip in our relationship was over.

[image: Kara and Mike reunited]


I made sure to never take our relationship for granted again after that. Our sex life went back to normal. I made sure to spoil her whenever I got the chance. I fought hard at work for a raise, so that I could treat Kara to the life she truly deserved.

For the next six years, our relationship was sailing smoothly. We hardly ever fought. We treated each other with respect. We always chose to spend time together, whenever it was possible. Some of our friends called us ‘codependent’, and maybe that was true, but it didn’t matter to me; they could call us whatever the hell they wanted to call us.

We were happy.

And then that pregnancy hit, and we entered into the second truly rocky patch of our ten-year relationship.


CHAPTER 3
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Her mood shifted dramatically that night, when we returned home from the mall, giggling, laughing. Everything seems so jovial, and then her expression turned dark. She glared at me for a long moment, and then she suddenly started crying. “You never romance me anymore.”

I thought for a moment that she was joking. Then, when I made the mistake of giggling, she turned even more emotional. “You’re such an asshole!”

I knew that it was just a pregnancy mood swing, but I still had to navigate with caution. I had to try to calm her down and bring her back to reality. “We have lots of fun together,” I reminded her carefully.

“Not like that. When was the last time we did something exciting like that?” she asked.

“Well—we did it today, didn’t we?”

She rolled her eyes and then she wiped the tears from her cheeks. “It just seems like… you don’t love me anymore.”

It was hard not to roll my eyes. I knew it was the hormones talking, but I tried to hold my ground. “I love you more than anything. I wish I could find a way to prove it to you.”

“If your really loved me, you would treat me like you loved me more often!” she cried, and then she stormed into the bedroom and locked the door. She cried hysterically, as if her mother had passed away unexpectedly.

“What the fuck…” I whispered to myself. Again: I knew it was just the intense hormones surging through her, but I still had to find a way to deal with her. I still had to figure out how to calm her down. I was legitimately worried she was going to try to hurt herself. Hell, even the intense state of distress that she was in was potentially harmful to the baby. Stress can trigger a miscarriage, and Kara did have a history of miscarrying…

“Please calm down,” I said at the door.

“Go away!” she screamed. “I don’t want you here!”
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I knew that it was just the hormones talking, but I also knew that I needed to be there for her. So I took a deep breath and tried to stay calm as I knocked on the door.

"Kara, please let me in," I said, my voice gentle, but firm.

There was a pause, and then I heard the lock click. I opened the door and saw Kara curled up on the bed, her face streaked with tears.

I sat down next to her and took her hand. "What's going on, Kara?" I asked.

She sniffled and wiped her nose. "I just feel like you're not as romantic as you used to be," she said, her voice shaky. "I feel like you don't understand how I'm feeling right now."

I squeezed her hand and leaned in to kiss her forehead. She dodged the kiss, scowling at me.

"I'm sorry that you feel that way, Kara. But I want you to know that I love you, and I'm here for you."

I could see the tension starting to ease from her body, and I knew that I was on the right track.

"I know that things have been tough lately, with the pregnancy and all," I said, trying to find the right words. "But I want you to know that I'm committed to making this work, no matter what. And I'll do whatever it takes to make you feel loved and supported.” I felt like I was reading from some script. It really didn’t feel genuine, even though I really did mean those words. I could tell that she was picking up on that same fakeness.

Kara looked up at me, her eyes still red and puffy. But I could see a glimmer of hope there, and I knew that we would get through this together. “So you’re going to take me on a sweet date?”

“Of course,” I said with a smile.

“And it will be fun… like old times?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” I said.

“Tomorrow?”

“Sure,” I said.

She smiled and wiped her tears away. “Good,” she said. “I can’t wait.”

So, I had to spend the rest of that night planning a special last-minute date. And while I tried to put that date together, I realized that Kara possibly had a point: it really had been a long time since we’d been out on a proper date. I couldn’t remember the last time that I planned something like that. Even when it came to ordering flowers, I found myself lost; the florist that I used eight years earlier was no longer operating, so I had to figure out where I could pick up flowers after work.

And it was challenging.

I was determined to plan the perfect date for Kara, something that would make her feel loved and appreciated. But as I sat at my desk, trying to come up with ideas, I couldn't seem to think of anything that would be good enough.

I wanted to do something romantic, something that would take her breath away. But I also knew that Kara was feeling stressed and overwhelmed with the pregnancy, and that she needed something that would help her to relax and unwind. Dates that involves physical activity were probably out of the question. Kara became easily overwhelmed when she was far from the security of the house, so it had to be a date within a certain radius of the house. We lived in the suburbs, so there weren’t a ton of options remaining on the table.

After hours of brainstorming, I finally settled on a plan. I would make her a homemade dinner, complete with all of her favourite foods, and then we would watch her favourite movie together.

As I started to put the plan into action, however, things didn't go quite as smoothly as I had hoped. The dinner took longer to make than I had anticipated, and by the time we sat down to eat, Kara was already feeling tired and cranky.
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I tried to keep the mood light, cracking jokes and pouring her a glass of wine. “I can’t drink wine, silly,” she said. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of that…

So she drank water instead, and there’s nothing romantic about water.

But as we watched the movie, I could see that she was barely paying attention, her mind still caught up in all of the stresses and worries of the pregnancy.

As the night came to a close, I couldn't help but feel disappointed. I had tried so hard to make things special for her, but it felt like I had fallen short. I didn't know how to make things better, or how to help her to feel less overwhelmed.

We didn’t fuck that night. The moment she got into bed, she rolled away from me and said nothing—not even a simple ‘I love you’.

I felt like shit, to say the least… So the next day, I tried again. I spent my whole day at work trying to come up with some sort of romantic date to make up for the failure the day before.

There was a fair in town. It wasn’t too far from the house either. It seemed like a risk, knowing that it meant Kara being on her feet for an extended period of time, but it also seemed like the only chance to get her out of her latest funk.

Those hormonal funks were killing me. I couldn’t help but feel like I was being transported back to that terrible time where our relationship was strained. Our relationship hardly survived the miscarriage all those years ago; what if it couldn’t survive this tumultuous pregnancy?

The date started off okay.
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Kara's face lit up as we approached the entrance to the fair. Even though she was four months pregnant, she was determined to have a good time, and I was determined to ensure she had a good time.

We took it slow, walking hand in hand and taking breaks whenever Kara needed to rest. But even with all of the pregnancy symptoms, she seemed to be enjoying herself.

We stopped at the food booths and indulged in all of our favourite fair treats: corn dogs, cotton candy, and ice cream. We played some of the carnival games, and even won a stuffed animal that we decided to name “Baby." We both giggled at the name. “Hopefully ours is cuter,” Kara said. The toy was cheap and a bit creepy.
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As we walked around, I could feel Kara's hand squeezing mine, a silent reminder that she was grateful for this moment. She was so focused on enjoying herself that I could see the worries and stresses of the pregnancy fading away, at least for a little while.

As the sun started to set, we found a spot to sit and watch the fireworks display. Kara snuggled up next to me, her head resting on my shoulder.
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"This has been perfect," she whispered, her eyes fixed on the fireworks exploding overhead.

“Totally,” I said.

And that’s when things took a turn.

She was now having one of those episodes, reduced to screaming agony. I put my hand on her, heart now pounding. Every time she had one of those painful episodes, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was going to be the end of the baby. People were looking at us. The crowds nearby went silent. I turned to them and tried to smile. “It’s just a pregnancy cramp,” I said, hoping they would go away. Their gazes put extra pressure onto Kara.

“Are you okay, baby?” I asked softly.

“It hurts!” she cried.

“Let’s get you home.”

She shook her head. “I can’t move! It hurts so badly!”

I rubbed her back. This was one of the worst ones yet, and it seemed to last forever. Strangers approached. “Should I call an ambulance?” one man asked.

“I’m a nurse,” said a woman. “Let me check her heart rate.”

I knew Kara hated the extra ‘attention’ that she was getting, but she was in too much pain to ask them to go away. I didn’t know what to do, so I let them surround her. They tried to help, making her increasingly uncomfortable. Then, finally, the episode came to an end. She wiped away her tears and said, “I think I’m fine.”

Her skin was pale now. She was hardly able to stand upright, as if all of the energy had been sucked from her body. “Let’s get you home,” I said softly.

“No,” she said with defiance in her voice. “I’m not going to let this ruin another fine night.” She wiped more tears away. “Can we please just stay?”

It was a bitter-sweet moment. She was having fun with me and she didn’t want it to end. But I was terrified that we were pushing her too hard.

I took her on a gentle ride: a little gondola that circled around the fairgrounds. We held hands, but she was still gently crying. “I’m so sorry for ruining the night,” she said to me.

“You didn’t ruin anything,” I said. “I’m sorry you have to go through this.”

Next, we sat at a distance and watched as a band took to the main stage. They had a couple hits on the radio that we recognized, but, of course, we couldn’t dance.

Then, around midnight, I noticed a glowing tent that I hadn’t noticed before. Kara noticed it too, pausing to read the small sign posted out front. “Oh my gosh,” she said. “It’s a fortune teller! Oh, Mike! Wouldn’t that be so much fun? We can get our fortunes told together!”

[image: Fortune Teller tent]



I bit my tongue. I hated the idea of giving some grifter my hard-earned money, especially after Kara spent so much on brand-name baby gear. But I wanted Kara to be happy, so I took her to the tent. I eyed the price on the sign. “Thirty bucks!?” I said.

“Is it too much?” Kara asked with a saddened look.

I bit hard on my tongue. “No… It’s fine,” I smiled. “Let’s do it.”

And, by the way, that was thirty-bucks per person.

As we stepped inside the fortune teller's tent, we were enveloped in a cloud of sweet incense and the sound of soft music. The space was dimly lit, with only a few flickering candles casting a warm, orange glow.

The air was heavy with the scent of rose petals and sandalwood, and I could see a haze of smoke swirling around the small table in the centre of the tent. It was covered in a vibrant purple cloth, and was surrounded by pillows and cushions for comfortable seating.

On the table were various trinkets and tools: a crystal ball, a deck of tarot cards, and small bowls filled with herbs and oils. A black cat sat perched on the edge of the table, her yellow eyes watching me warily. I thought that cat was fake at first, and then I saw it blink.
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The fortune teller herself was seated at the table, her long hair cascading down her back in a tangle of curls. She wore a flowing, bohemian dress and a multitude of silver bangles on her wrists. I would simply describe her as a complete stereotype, making it hard to take her even a little bit seriously. Though one thing that made her a bit less than the typical gypsy fortune teller was her age; she couldn’t have been older than twenty-one. The heavy cloths draped on her made her look so small and fragile and young, like we were about to have our fortune told by a child.
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She beckoned us to sit, and we obliged, sinking down onto one of the cushions. Kara and I both giggled, looking at each other with big, silly grins. As she began to shuffle the tarot cards, I could hear the rustling of her clothing and the jingling of her jewelry.

“You’re pregnant,” said the fortune teller with a grin, even though it was fairly obvious; Kara had been bumping for weeks already.

Kara nudged me with her elbow, and looked at me with beaming eyes, as if to say, “See! She is the real deal!”

I tried not to roll my eyes.
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“It hasn’t been an easy pregnancy,” the woman continued.

“What pregnancy is?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“This one has been particularly hard,” she continued. “But I have good news for you both: it ends with happiness and joy, and a beautiful, healthy baby.”

Kara grabbed my hand and squeezed. I could feel her transferring the joy into my body. It was nice to see her so happy, even if it was such a silly endeavour.

“Do you want to know the gender?” the fortune teller asked with a grin.

“No,” Kara said. “We want it to be a surprise.”

The fortune teller smiled. “I think you will be surprised,” she said.

Now, she wasn’t talking anymore. Was that it? Was I paying sixty bucks for that?

Now, the fortune teller was looking at me. “I have some bad news,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, trying to play along.

“Financially, you’re about to meet… let’s call it a dead end. There will be some struggling, for many months.”

“Why?” I asked.

“That’s for you to discover,” she said. “But you can be prepared by cutting back now.”

I looked at Kara with a grin. “See?” I said.

She rolled her eyes.

“It’s going to be very hard, but it will be worth it in the end. It will be a big sacrifice for a beautiful life.”

She was being so vague: a typical fortune-teller trick. Anyone could interpret her words in any way, and relate what she was saying to their own life. I think I let an eye-roll slip.

“But you,” she said to Kara. “You’re going to finally get the relief you’ve been looking for. The pain will stop. You’ll finally be able to relax.”

“That would be so amazing,” Kara whispered.

I could only imagine that the fortune teller saw Kara having her painful episode earlier in the night; everyone saw it.

The fortune teller went on with some vague nonsense. “Your future holds great promise and many opportunities. Keep your eyes open for new adventures and be open to new experiences, as they will lead you to greater happiness and fulfillment. Embrace change and trust that everything happens for a reason. Remember to follow your intuition and trust in your own innate wisdom, as it will guide you towards the path that is right for you. The universe is on your side, and you have the power to create the life that you desire.”

I fished out the gash, grumbling under my breath. Kara sauntered around, and then she left the tent to get some fresh air, leaving me alone with the fortune teller.

“What is it that you wish?” she asked me suddenly.

“Excuse me?”

“What is it that you wish for in this world?”

I laughed. “A billion dollars and an indoor swimming pool,” I said sarcastically.

“Is that really what you want, Mike?” she asked. And then I paused. Did I tell her my name? Did Kara mention it?

“Um, well, isn’t that what everyone wants?” I laughed nervously, feeling suddenly on edge.

“Tell me what you truly desire, Mike. What is that you want more than anything in the world. Don’t be shy. Just say it. Say the first thing that comes into your head, because more often than not, that’s the truest.”

“Alright, uh…” I thought for a moment. “I guess I just… want Kara to be happy… and healthy. I mean—I want the baby to come out healthy and all that… but…”

“But what?” she said, eyes flashing. I noticed her cat staring at me with those glowing yellow eyes. I wondered again if the cat was real or fake.

“Well, she’s struggling… It’s hard to see her in pain. I just wish I could take that pain away from her. I wish I could be the one to have to suffer; not her. She’s suffered enough.”

Suddenly, there was a grin on the fortune-teller’s face. She was silent, possibly with some evil idea in her head.

“Well, it’s not like there’s anything anyone can do about it,” I said. “I just hope that the bad symptoms end soon.”

“For Kara, they will,” she smiled. “You’re a brave man, Mike. I wish you all the best.”

I haded her the sixty bucks, reluctantly. “Thanks a lot,” I replied sarcastically. Maybe that was what she meant by financially struggling; she was practically robbing me.

At least Kara was happy. She was tired, but giddy, beaming the whole way home. She had that sparkle in her eye, finally satisfied, finally feeling like we’d rekindled our romance, at least for a night.

I’d love to say that the night ended with fucking, but when we got home, the pregnancy symptoms kicked in. The carnival corn dog came up in the worst way possible. Kara developed a fever and had to crawl into bed. I tried to comfort her, but it was hard because I was busy cleaning up puke.

I kissed Kara on her sleeping forehead and then I rolled into bed next to her. I ticked one more day off of my pregnancy countdown. My God, I couldn’t wait for that pregnancy to be over with.


CHAPTER 4
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The morning sunlight glared violently against my eyelids. I groaned and rolled away from that aggressive light. Then, I felt my stomach turning, cursing me for rolling over, as if I had a violent hangover… but I hadn’t sipped a drop of alcohol.

I figured I was coming down with something… and it was feeling like food poisoning, maybe from some food at the carnival. I groaned.

I hated being sick more than anything. I always dreaded catching that annual flu that always went around.

“Kara…” I tried to call out, but there wasn’t much volume in my voice. I was going to need her help getting to the toilet. “Kara! I need you!” But my voice was still hardly a whisper.
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Finally, I was able to pull myself to the edge of the bed, and that’s where I barfed, onto the floor next to the bed. “Oh God,” I moaned. Then, I noticed a long strange of Kara’s hair in my face. She was always shedding little hairs—especially after she started bleaching her hair blonde. But this was a lot of hair—this was a lot more than just a few shed hairs. I was suddenly worried that this was a new pregnancy symptom: hair loss.

I tried rolling the other way, hoping it would help to settle that nausea. And there, waiting for me, was more of that hair. I pushed it off of my face, groaning. It was everywhere. I tried grabbing it—and then I felt it tugging on my head, as if it was… my hair. “What the hell?”
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I forced myself to sit up. “Kara!” I called out.

Then, I heard a man screaming.

My body froze. My mind went to horrible places as it tried to come up with a reason for a man being in our house… and why was he screaming? My mind came up with a dark theory: a man came in to find Kara’s lifeless body, and he was screaming at the sight of her. Well, that didn’t really explain who the man was or why he was in our house.

Maybe he was an intruder, and Kara was attacking him. Maybe she was in danger now. I tried to get up to my feet, but I wasn’t as mobile I should have been. I felt swollen all over. My feet hurt. I groaned as the nausea flared up again. “Kara!?” I screamed.

“Mike!?” the male voice screamed.

So this person knew me. His voice was strangely familiar, but I couldn’t quite place it. I waddled to the bedroom door, grabbing the door handle with a firm grip to stop myself from toppling over. I let out one more loud groan.

“Kara, where are you?” I called out. “Are you okay?”

“What’s happening!?” the man shouted.

I stumbled into the hallway just as a man stumbled out from our bathroom. He stopped and stared at me. I tensed up all over, ready to fight the intruder… and then I realized that I was looking at myself. “W—What’s going on?” I said, stunned.

Then, I turned to see the hallway mirror. But something was off. The person in the reflection was wearing a nightgown that I didn't recognize as my own, and had long blonde hair that cascaded down their back. I was staring at Kara… but I was looking in the mirror.
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For a moment, I felt a sense of confusion and disorientation. Who was this person standing in my hallway? It wasn't until I caught sight of the unmistakable curve of a pregnant belly that the reality of the situation hit me like a ton of bricks.

I was looking at myself, but not as I knew myself. I was in Kara's body, pregnant and hormonal and completely unprepared for this sudden shift in reality.

I stumbled back, feeling a wave of panic rising in my chest. This couldn't be happening. It was impossible.

“You’re me!” the man screamed. And, when I say the man, I mean Mike… me. But it wouldn’t make much sense if I said ‘I screamed’ would it? Because I didn’t scream it; Mike screamed it, and I wasn’t in Mike’s body anymore.

“This is a nightmare,” I said confidently. “Make it end. Make this nightmare end.”

“Why am I you, Mike!?” Mike screamed.

The standoff was tense. We were both pale, shocked, afraid, waiting for that nightmare to end… but it wasn’t ending. “What the fuck is happening!?” he yelled.

“I don’t know!” I cried.

And then the standoff came to an end as the nausea returned with a vengeance. I pushed past him and fell in front of the toilet. I empties out the contents of my stomach, and then I heaved for ten minutes, trying to get out puke that simply didn’t exist. The whole time, Mike paced the hallways, “This can’t be happening,” he said over and over and over.

I retched again, my stomach heaving as I clung to the porcelain toilet bowl. Every muscle in my body was tense, every nerve on fire with panic and confusion.
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How had this happened? How was it possible for me to be trapped in Kara's body, feeling the nausea and exhaustion of pregnancy, experiencing the hormonal fluctuations and mood swings that I had always thought were beyond my understanding?

As I wiped my mouth and tried to catch my breath, I felt a wave of despair washing over me. What if I was stuck like this forever? What if there was no way to undo what had been done?

I had so many questions, and no answers. All I knew was that I had to find a way to make sense of this, to understand what was happening to me and how to move forward. At this point, it was clear that it wasn’t a dream; it was simply too realistic, and it was going on too long, refusing to end. Sometimes you just know that you aren’t in a dream, and this was one of those times.

I rolled over onto my back, staring up at the bathroom ceiling. It took me a moment to catch my breath. I put my hands onto my pregnant stomach, feeling the hard bulge of my belly… Kara’s belly.

For now, all I could do was rest, and hope that the worst of the morning sickness had passed. As I leaned my head back against the cool tile of the bathroom floor, I tried to focus on my breathing, tried to calm the racing thoughts in my head.

Suddenly, Mike was in the doorway. It was so surreal, seeing myself from another body. I looked shorter than I thought I would look. He had a lost gleam in his eye, his skin pale, lips parted. “What’s going on?” he said frantically.

“You tell me,” I groaned.

“You’re me… and I’m you,” he said.

“I got that much,” I said. “But why?”

“That’s what I want to know!”

This went on and on. We were both in shock, and while that shock lingered, we were stuck in a loop.

“My feet hurt,” I said. “And my head hurts. I need you to help me back to the bed. And I need water.”

But Mike—or, I should say Kara—was lost, trying to figure out what was happening. “This can’t be happening,” she said with my voice.

“Help me, damnit!” I said, reaching out an arm.

She jumped. Then, she helped me to my feet and got me back to the bed. She plugged her nose when she smelled my puke. “Ew,” she said. “Clean that up!”

“I can’t!” I barked. “I’m too weak. You’re going to have to do it.” I groaned and rolled over, closing my eyes, hoping to will the returning nausea away.

“This can’t be real,” she said.

“It’s real! Get over it already! Stop being so hung up on what’s happening, and let’s come up with a solution. We need to figure out how to… reverse this.”

“How could this have even happened?”

I thought for a moment, trying to think of how such an impossibility could have occurred. It all clicked into place, like pieces of a puzzle finally falling into their rightful places. The fortune teller. She must have been the one to cause this, to trap me in Kara's body and leave me to fend for myself in this new and unfamiliar world.

The memories flooded back, all of the moments and signs that I had missed before. The fortune teller's knowing smirk, her mysterious words of prophecy. It all made sense now.

I was angry, of course, and scared. But I was also determined to find a way to fix this, to get back to my own body and leave this nightmare behind me.

I knew that it wouldn't be easy. But at least now I had a starting point, a clue to follow. And I was grateful for that.

As I looked down at my swollen belly and felt the life stirring inside of me, I knew that I had a responsibility, both to myself and to the tiny life growing inside of me.

But I also knew that I had to find a way to fix this, to find a way back to myself and to the life that I had known before.

And I was willing to do whatever it took to make that happen.

“We need to go back to that fortune teller,” I said.

“You think she did this?” Kara asked.

“Yes. 100%. There’s no other explanation.” Maybe it seemed far-fetched… but how else could one explain such an impossible phenomenon? We were dealing with a magical situation, and magical situations require… magic. That fortune teller was surrounded by ‘magic’. Her whole shtick was her magical ability. She told me that Kara’s pain was about to come to an end; obviously, this is what she meant. “We need to go back to her and get her to reverse this,” I said. “We’ll go as soon as I feel like I can take ten steps without barfing everywhere.”

“It never happens,” Kara said. “Assuming it’s the same for you as it was for me, you’re sick all the time.”

I blinked a few times, having a hard time believing that this nausea could linger around endlessly for the unforeseeable future. “It never ends?” I said.
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“Never,” she clarified. “Literally never. I just learned to live with it.” Then, she suddenly cracked a smile. “In fact, this is the first time in four months that I haven’t been sick. My God, it feels so good.” She let her head fall back and she took in a breath of fresh air. She looked so happy. And seeing her with that big smile of relief made me feel happy, even though I was deathly sick.

“Maybe you could get me a few Tylenols,” I said.

Then she glared at me with a fierce look, fire in her eyes. “No,” she said. “No Tylenol. No pills. We agreed that we weren’t going to use anything during the pregnancy.”

“Just for the muscle pain,” I groaned. “Just so we can get to the carnival to see the fortune teller.”

“No,” Kara said firmly. “I’m not getting you a Tylenol. I went four months without painkillers. You can do a few hours.”

I bit down on my tongue.

“Just… give me a few minutes then. I’m so… tired.” And suddenly, I was tired enough that I could have fallen right back asleep… so that’s exactly what happened. I put my head on the pillow and I heard myself snoring before I even dozed off.

And then, when I woke up, I saw a very strange—and rather shocking—sight. There stood Kara, still in my body, at our bedroom mirror, staring at himself. He was naked, legs spread into a wide stance. He was looking down at himself, hands busy between his legs. I blinked a few times, trying to figure out what was happening, and then that’s when I heard him whimper, “Oh—that feels good. Oh, shit…”
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Kara was masturbating.

He threw his head back and laughed, eyes closed. “Okay,” he said softly. “Shit.” I could hear the sound of his fist jerking: a sloppy sound. He was using some form of lubricant; maybe actual sex lube or maybe just spit. He moaned and groaned. I wanted to interrupt, but I was strangely fascinated. Kara was exploring my body, apparently satisfying some curiosity that she just felt she had to satisfy.

I watched for a couple of minutes. I watched his skin turning red. I watched his muscles tensing up. Then, I heard him groan loudly. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” I saw the white splattering the mirror. I let out a giggle, and then he spun around, gasping, red in the face with humiliation. He was still coming. He tried to squeeze it off, apparently not knowing how it worked, but that just made it shoot further, spraying our bed. “I’m sorry!” he cried. “I was just… I wanted to know…”

“I don’t care,” I giggled. “Jerk off all you want. You may as well while you’re stuck in my body.”

“I’ll clean this up. I just wanted to see what it felt like… You know, so that I know for you.” Then, he scurried off nervously, leaving me laughing in that bed.
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But he had put an idea into my head. I suddenly wondered what it might be like to explore Kara’s body while I was inside of it.

So a few minutes later, while Kara was off brewing a pot of coffee (thinking that coffee would help me to get out of bed), I carefully slid my hand into my robe. My hand was trembling, knowing that it was doing something naughty. I felt like I was violating Kara, even though I’d touched her a million times before, and I’d just caught her touching my body.

I couldn't help myself. The opportunity was there, and the curiosity was overwhelming. So, with a sense of guilt and excitement, I started to explore Kara's body.
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I tried to be quiet, not wanting to alert Kara to what I was doing. But as I ran my fingers over the soft curves of her pregnant belly, I couldn't help but gasp at the tenderness and sensitivity of her skin.

Every touch sent shivers down my spine, and I could feel a warmth spreading through my own body. It was an intimacy that I had never experienced before, a sense of connection that I had never felt with anyone else.

As I continued to explore, I discovered new sensations and new pleasures, marvelling at the beauty and complexity of the human body. And even though I knew that what I was doing was wrong, I couldn't bring myself to stop.

It was a moment of pure indulgence, of giving into the desires of the body and forgetting about the consequences. And even though I knew that I would regret it later, in that moment, it was worth it.

My fingers came up, cupping Kara’s tender breasts. They were so soft, so full—but also sore. I had to be careful; squeezing hard made my whole body clench with pain. I let out a small whimper and a gasp before bringing my fingers to my puffy nipples. The slightest touch hurt; the sensitivity was off the charts. I yelped, just from the slightest brush of a fingertip against the tip of the nipple.
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Now, my curiosity was surging. All of these feelings were familiar in a way, but also so, so different. Of course, like everyone, I’d experienced skin sensitivity before, but never quite like that. Even though it hurt to squeeze my breasts, it still somehow felt… nice. There was something satisfying about it, almost like I could massage away the pain if I was careful enough. And the rest of my skin was sensitive too. When I ran the palms of my hands down my belly, I tingled all over—sometimes with discomfort, but sometimes with something more exciting.

My fingers pushed further down. I felt the soft tickle of Kara’s pubic hair, and then my heart bounced. Suddenly, I remembered that Kara had something that I didn’t have, and I think every man wonders what that thing feels like. Yes, I’m talking about pussy.

I pushed my fingers lower and lower, down into my panties, which were already damp with the white, gooey discharges of pregnancy: a substance that was almost cum-like, but more creamy. That thick fluid was warm. It was stick on my fingers. I could feel it against the lips of my slit: a strange, slightly uncomfortable feeling.

My heart was racing now. I looked to the door, making sure Kara wasn’t coming back. I didn’t want her to see me doing this, even though I’d caught her masturbating with my body.

I gently stroked my fingertip up and down the length of that slit. I knew that slit well; I probably knew it better than Kara after ten years of fucking her and fingering her and going down on her. I’d seen that pussy from close up, from angles that Kara couldn’t possibly see without using a camera. I’d spread that hole open and pushed my tongue in… but I’d never experienced it like this.

The tingling was instant. My knees clamped together hard. I let out a noise from my mouth; maybe you could call it a moan, maybe you could call it a whimper. I bit down on my lip, realizing almost instantly where this could go. I’d gotten the tiniest taste of the sensitivity of a pussy. “Shit,” I whispered.
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I looked to the door again. I glanced around the room, my heart pounding in my chest. I needed to make sure that I was alone, that there was no chance of Kara walking in on me and discovering what I was doing.

The house was quiet, the only sound the distant hum of the air conditioner. I couldn't hear any footsteps, couldn't sense any presence beyond the closed door.

Taking a deep breath, I turned back to the mirror and took in the sight of Kara's body once more. It was a strange feeling, being trapped in this new form, but there was also a sense of fascination and curiosity that I couldn't deny. I pulled down that white robe, revealing the glowing skin of that curvy, fertile body: those plump tits and puffy nipples. My God, Kara was truly radiant…

With a sense of reckless abandon, I began to explore again, running my fingers over the soft flesh of Kara's breasts and feeling the heat rising in my cheeks. It was a moment of pure indulgence, a chance to forget about the outside world and simply enjoy the sensations of this new body.

But even as I gave into the pleasure and the thrill of the moment, I knew that I was taking a risk. I knew that there was a chance that I could be caught, that Kara could discover what I was doing and the consequences would be dire.

And yet, in that moment, it was worth it. The feeling of being alive and present in this new body was too intoxicating to ignore, too powerful to resist.

I reached down and began to rub my new clit. Heat rose through me. I tingled all over. I bit my tongue to stop myself from crying out as I felt true pleasure for the first time. “Fuck,” I muttered. I rubbed harder, making that pleasure more intense.

“Did you say something?” said Kara in the doorway. I stopped what I was doing, and then, thinking fast, I pretended like I was rubbing my belly under those soft covers. “I think I’m going to puke again,” I lied.

“I’ll grab a bucket!” she gasped, and then she ran off, giving my heart a moment to settle. That was too close. I got carried away.

It was fifteen minutes later when I mustered up the energy to pull myself out of the bed. I forced myself to eat a few crackers, and then I felt almost normal—only a little bit like I was going to barf my guts out at any moment.

While we were putting on our boots, I got to experience something Kara was all too familiar with: I pissed myself. It happened while I was bending over to tie my shoe. Suddenly, a warmth began to form between my legs, soaking into my jeans. “Oh my God!” I yelped.

Kara, in my body, just giggled, covering her lips. “It’s not so much fun, is it?”

Now, I had to change—and Kara only had that single pair of maternity jeans. I tried to put on a pair of my own jeans, but even those didn’t fit on my pregnant body: my belly was too big and my legs were too short. “Just wear a dress or a skirt,” said Kara.

I stared at her, unimpressed, dreading the idea of dressing like a chick, even though I was stuck in the body of a chick. I stared at the tiny garment that she was now holding up. It was floral, with lacy bits around the sleeves and chest. I took it from her, reluctantly. I swear the thing weighed less than a pair of socks. “I’m not wearing this,” I said. “I’ll just wear the robe.”

“I’m not being seen out wearing a robe,” growled Kara. “Right now, you’re representing me. You’re lucky I’m not forcing you to do your hair and makeup.”

“We’re not going to be seen by anyone; we’re just going to drive straight to the fair.”

“The fair? You mean the busiest place in the entire province right now?”
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I blushed. Now I wanted to wear the dress even less. People were going to see me…

No, they were going to see Kara. It’s not like people knew that I was stuck in her body, or that Kara was stuck in mine. So, biting my tongue, I snatched the little dress and put it on my body. I had to wriggle into it, grunting, squirming, not quite as mobile as I was used to being because of that stiff baby bump.

We climbed into the car. We were going back to the carnival, back to the place where our lives had been turned upside down just the night before.
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No—our lives weren’t turned upside down; this was just a… blip. It was just a momentary glitch that we were going to easily fix, and then it would be something we could simple laugh about.

I was still feeling sick, but I couldn’t help but enjoy some of the new sensations that came with pregnancy. I ran my hands over that belly and smiled, a sense of wonder and amazement washing over me. “There’s really a baby in here,” I said, sure that I could feel the tiniest little movement. It’s really hard to describe that feeling, of having a human life inside of your body.

And there was more: my sense of smell was heightened. The cologne on Kara (my own cologne) smelled totally new and refreshing. It was so intoxicating—and then came the smells of the town; sure, some were off-putting, but when we drove by the restaurants, I felt like I was in some foodie heaven. I felt like a dog, able to smell Italian food coming from two blocks away, able to smell the savoury burgers of our favourite burger joint.

It was kind of like having superpowers.

And then the sun even felt different as it beamed down on my skin, making me tingle all over. I really felt like I was… glowing.

Yet there was still that dread… Every movement felt strange and unfamiliar, and I couldn't shake the sense of disorientation and confusion that had been with me since the moment I woke up in Kara's body. Every time I saw myself in the mirror, my heart would stop for a brief moment, and the same terror would enter my mind: what if this couldn’t be reversed?

But as we drove back to the carnival, I felt a sense of determination settling in. We were going to see the fortune teller again, and this time we were going to demand answers. We were going to demand that she undo the curse that she had put upon us, and set things right once more. I was going to get my body back, and I was going to get rid of these terrible pregnancy symptoms—like the nausea that was now building up again, broiling deep in my gut, making me want to sink deep into my seat.

I let out a long groan.

“You okay?” Kara asked.

“I’m… fine,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “We’re almost there. We’ll find that tent and get her to undo this. Then you won’t have to suffer anymore.”

And then it hit me: the fortune teller had given me exactly what I asked for. She’d taken Kara’s pain away from her and put it on me… exactly as requested.

I could feel my heart racing with anticipation as we approached that carnival.

The thought hit me suddenly, like a bolt of lightning in the middle of a storm. What if I stayed in Kara's body? What if I took on the burden of her pregnancy, so that she wouldn't have to suffer through the debilitating symptoms?

It was a crazy thought, I knew that… But the more I considered it, the more it started to make sense. After all, I was in this body now, taking on those pains. And Kara, for the first time in months, was smiling. She seemed so relaxed, so free, so relieved. I couldn’t take that away from her…

And if there was a chance that I could spare Kara some of the pain and discomfort of this pregnancy, then maybe it was worth it.

But as I thought more about it, I realized that it wasn't just the pregnancy symptoms that I could take on. What about the pain of childbirth itself? What if I could spare Kara the agony of labor and delivery?

The thought made me shudder, but there was a part of me that was curious to see it through. I loved Kara more than anything, and if there was a way that I could protect her and make her life easier, then I was willing to do whatever it took.

“Pull over,” I said.

“We’re almost there. Can’t you hold it for a minute? Or are you about to pee?”

“No,” I said. “Just… pull over. I want to talk to you for a minute.”

She looked over at me, pausing for a moment. “What is it?”

Then, I explained to her what I’d said the night before to the fortune teller, while she was out of the tent.

“Mike…” she gasped. “This isn’t your pain to take on. It’s not your burden.”

“But it’s our child,” I said. “And you suffered through the first half of the pregnancy… maybe I can suffer through the next half. You can finally get some relief. I want you to be happy, Kara. I hate seeing you in pain.”

She was silent for a moment, eyes wide. I think she was actually considering my offer. She stuttered and then she cleared her throat. “It would be… nice,” she said softly. “Just to get a little break… Maybe not four and a half months, but even just a few days would be… amazing.”

I smiled. “Then maybe we should look at this like a gift. I can take this on for a while, and then we can switch back when we’re both ready.”
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She blushed all over. It was weird seeing myself blush like that. Is that really how I looked when I was flustered? I looked so… childish and innocent.

She stuck out her hand, and it took me a moment to realize that she was asking to shake on it: entering into a mutual agreement. “But one thing,” she said, retracting her hand before I took it. “If you’re going to be me for the next little while, you have to be presentable whenever you go out. I don’t want people thinking that I’m some slob. That means makeup, nice clothes, hair done in the morning—no matter how sick you’re feeling.”

“I’ll just spend the next four months at home,” I grinned. “It will give me a chance to catch up on a few shows. Maybe I can even start working on that graphic novel I’m always talking about.”

Kara was now shaking her head. “No way,” she said. “You’re not just bumming around. I have appointments and dates with my girlfriends. There’s the baby shower—and you’ll have to go out and get all of the decorations for that.”

“What!? Why can’t you do that?” I asked.

“Because I have to work, dummy!”

“Oh…” I said suddenly, realizing she was right: I had a job. There were still lots of responsibilities that needed to be upheld. “Right. Well… We’ll figure it out.”

“I want the baby shower to be awesome,” she said with narrowed eyes. “I don’t want people thinking I just called it in. That reminds me; you need to go meet with the florist this afternoon.”

“What florist?”

“For the baby shower!” she barked. “And then my auntie’s in town tomorrow. You’re supposed to get her from the airport and take her to lunch.”

I groaned. I hated Kara’s aunt. She had nothing nice to say about me. Kara's aunt was a thorn in my side, a constant source of irritation and frustration. She was an older woman, with short hair and a thin body, and she always spoke her mind, whether anyone wanted to hear it or not.

I had never gotten along with her, from the moment we first met. She always seemed to have a snide comment or a cutting remark, something to remind me that I was not good enough for her niece.

It wasn't just her words, either. It was the way she looked at me, with a disdain and a disapproval that made my skin crawl. It was like she saw right through me, like she knew all of my flaws and my weaknesses and was not afraid to use them against me.

And the worst part was, she was always around. Whenever we visited Kara's parents, there she was, sitting at the dinner table and glaring at me from across the room. It was like she had a sixth sense for my presence, and she always seemed to make her presence known.

I had tried to make peace with her, at first. I had tried to be polite and friendly, to show her that I was a good person and that I loved her niece. But nothing I did seemed to make a difference. She remained stubborn and unyielding, a constant obstacle in our relationship.

It was like she was trying to sabotage us, to break us apart and keep us from being happy. And even though I knew that I shouldn't let her get to me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anger and frustration every time I saw her.

She was like a dark cloud hanging over our heads. “Can’t your mom pick her up?” I said.

“Mom works tomorrow,” said Kara. “Plus, I promised I would pick her up and take her to lunch. It’s not a big deal. Just don’t say anything rude. She means well, Mike; you know that.”

I rolled my eyes. “You know how I feel about her.”

“Get over it. You aren’t you right now. You’re me. And if you’re going to be in my body, you’re going to get along with my aunt, and my mom, and my friends. And if that’s something you can’t do, then let’s just go to that fortune teller right now and reverse all of this, because I’d rather be sick than have all of my relationships ruined.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever!” I said. “I’ll be nice. And the same goes for you. If you’re bored to death at work, you can’t just quit—and you can’t yell at my boss.”

She turned red. “Are you calling me a quitter?”

“I know you, Kara,” I said. “You aren’t a quitter, but you’re stubborn.”

“Do you really want to get into this fight right now?” she growled. Then, she shook her head, letting out a deep breath. “Let’s just… go home and figure out a plan, alright?”

It was strange hearing Kara being the level-headed one. I don’t think I’d ever heard her say those words: ‘let’s figure out a plan’. That was usually my thing. But now, she seemed to have a calm grip on this whole situation. Meanwhile, I was just… cloudy. My head was filled with a strange mixture of dread, anxiety, and a little bit of excitement.

As we turned around and started towards home, I started crying. It was just a little whimpering at first, overjoyed that Kara was feeling better, free from the pains of pregnancy… and then I started bawling my eyes out for reasons I couldn’t quite explain.

Kara stopped the car. “Mike?” she said nervously. “Are you… okay?”
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I couldn’t reply. I just kept crying. I felt a wave of intense emotion wash over me. It was like a dam had burst inside of me, and all of the feelings that I had been holding back came flooding to the surface.

I tried to keep it together, tried to keep the tears from spilling over. But it was no use. The emotions were too intense, too overpowering.

And so, there in the car, I broke down crying. I couldn't explain it, couldn't understand why I was feeling this way. It was like my whole body was aching with a sense of loss and longing, a feeling of being disconnected from everything and everyone around me.

Kara tried to comfort me, of course. She held my hand and stroked my hair, whispering words of love and support. But it only made the emotions worse, made the tears flow harder.

I felt like I was losing control. The pregnancy hormones were wreaking havoc on my mind and my emotions, and I couldn't escape the overwhelming sense of sadness and despair.

It was a scary moment, one that left me feeling vulnerable and exposed.

And then, I looked over and saw Kara giggling, as if she thought the whole thing was funny. My God, I suddenly felt so angry. I couldn’t believe she could laugh at me when I was so vulnerable—so I lashed out at her. “Wipe off that fucking grin!” I barked. I was so furious, I almost wanted to grab her and shake her. But I bit my tongue.

Then, I started laughing. Suddenly, the whole situation just seemed so hilarious.

Kara wasn’t laughing. Now, she was inching away from me. Her eyes were wide. She was finally getting a taste of pregnancy emotions from the other side. Now, she knew how I felt every time she would have those wild hormonal episodes.

“Let’s just, uh, get home and make up a plan… okay?” said Kara.


CHAPTER 5
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The first part of Kara’s plan involved me learning to do my own makeup. “I can’t do it for you everyday,” she said.

I watched as Kara expertly applied mascara to my eyelashes, her hands moving with a deftness that I could only envy. She was in my body now, and I was in hers, and it was all so surreal and strange.

But as she moved on to the next step in the makeup routine, I started to get a little annoyed. She kept giggling and making silly jokes, and it was starting to wear on my nerves.
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"Can you take this seriously?" I asked, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice.

Kara looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "What, you don't like my teaching style?"

"It's just...this is serious business, you know? I don't want to look like a clown. Just teach me how to do some basic look. Keep it simple. I don’t need to know how to do… wings, or whatever you called them.”

“I wear wings at special events… like baby showers. They’re sexy.”

“Just don’t make me look like a clown.”

Kara's giggle turned into a full-on laugh. "You won't look like a clown, I promise. You'll look beautiful, just like me. Of course—because you are me!” She laughed again. I don’t know why her laughter was getting so on my nerves.

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of warmth and affection for her. She was always so carefree and happy, always finding joy in the little things. I was still so happy to see that she was free from the nausea and body pains—nausea and body pains that I was starting to get terribly accustomed to.

And as she continued to guide me through the makeup routine, I started to relax and enjoy the experience. It was strange, being in her body, but there was also a sense of novelty and adventure to it all.

By the time we were finished, I had to admit that I looked pretty good. Kara had done an amazing job.
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I was shocked when she took a wipe and cleaned it all off. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to do it again, and this time you’re going to pay closer attention. Because you weren’t paying attention at all.”

My heart fluttered. I was losing interest… not that I ever had much to begin with.

"Okay, first things first. You need to start with a primer to make sure your makeup stays put all day. Here, use this one."

"Wait, what does primer do?"

"It makes your skin smooth and helps your makeup go on evenly. Trust me, it's a game-changer."

"Okay, got it. What's next?"

"Next, we're going to apply foundation. This will even out your skin tone and give you a flawless base for the rest of your makeup. Here, let me show you how to blend it in."

"This is so weird… I never thought I'd be learning how to put on makeup. Please just never tell anyone about this.”

"Well, get used to it. From now on, we're going to be the prettiest couple in town.” She giggled. And then, I noticed she had mascara on.

“Hey!” I snapped. “Do not put makeup on my body!”

“What?” she said. “It brings out your eyes, don’t you think?”

“Men do not wear makeup!”

She rolled her eyes. “Get over it. It’s just a touch of mascara. Lots of guys do it, and you just don’t notice. Maybe you’ll start to notice now.”

I groaned.

“Worry about being beautiful as me; that’s important. If you can focus for a minute, you’ll have no problem being the hottest pregnant chick in town.”

"I don't know about that.” I took a deep breath. “I'm really still getting used to being in your body. It's a little strange. It’s hard to think of much else.”

"I know, it's weird. But we'll get through it. And I promise, by the time we're done, you'll feel like a whole new person."

"I hope so. I don't want to look like a clown."

"Don't worry, you won't. Just follow my lead and you'll be fine. Okay, now it's time to add some eyeliner. You're going to use this liquid eyeliner to make little wings on the corners of your eyes."

"Wings? There you go again with the wings…”

"See how I have these little flicks of eyeliner on the edges of my eyes?” She was showing me a photo that I kept of her next to our bedside. “Those are wings. They make your eyes look bigger and more dramatic."

"Okay, I think I see what you mean. How do I do it? Just show me quickly.”

"Here, take the eyeliner and start at the inner corner of your eye. Then, draw a thin line along your lash line, getting thicker as you go towards the outer corner. Then, when you get to the outer corner, flick the liner up and out to create the wing."

"I don't know if I can do this. I'm not very good at drawing straight lines."

"Trust me, it's not that hard. Just take it slow and steady, and if you mess up, you can always wipe it off and start over."

"Okay, I'll give it a try."

"That's the spirit. And remember, practice makes perfect. The more you do it, the better you'll get."

"I can't believe I'm doing this.” I tried to do it… and the result was… impressive. I paused for a moment. Then I blushed and cracked a smile. “That’s not half bad. I actually look kind of… hot.” I giggled.

She giggled too. “That's the power of makeup, my dear. It can transform you into anyone you want to be.” She jumped to her feet, now tingling with excitement. It was kind of disorienting, seeing my male body acting so… feminine. "Okay, next up, we need to pick out an outfit. You can't just wear anything, you know. We need to find something that flatters your body and makes you look cute.” Her voice almost sounded feminine now, even though it was my voice. It was like her intense feminine energy was seeping into my male physical self.

"I don't know if I can do this. I'm not very good at fashion."

"Nonsense, anyone can be good at fashion. It just takes a little practice and a good eye. Now, let's see what we've got in the closet."

We rummaged through Kara's closet, pulling out dresses and blouses and skirts. I had to admit, I was a little overwhelmed by all of the options. How was I supposed to know what looked good and what didn't?

But Kara was a patient teacher, pointing out the different colours and patterns and explaining how they would work with my body shape.

"Okay, let's try this one on," she said, holding up a flowy sundress. "I think it would look great on you."

I slipped the dress on over my head, feeling the soft fabric against my skin. It was a little tight around the chest, but it fit pretty well otherwise.

“Jesus, my tits are huge,” she said, walking up to me and grabbing my boobs suddenly. I gasped.

“Those are tender!” I gasped, pushing her hands away.

“Oh. Sorry,” she said. “I just can’t believe how huge they are. They used to fit in that dress just fine.”

“It’s pretty tight,” I said.

"Well, you look gorgeous," Kara said, beaming at me. "I knew this would look good on you."

"I don't know about that," I said, feeling a little self-conscious.

"No, seriously, you look amazing. And with the right accessories and shoes, you'll be a total knockout."

"Really?"

"Really. Now let's pick out some jewelry to go with it. I have the perfect necklace in mind…"

Kara opened up her jewelry box, revealing an array of necklaces, bracelets, and earrings. Each piece was delicate and feminine, the kind of jewelry that I had never really paid much attention to before.

"Okay, let's see what we've got here," she said, holding up a silver chain with a tiny star charm. "This would be perfect with the dress."

"That's pretty, I guess,” I said, admiring the delicate pendant. I looked over and saw myself in the mirror. I felt embarrassed, but I really did want to admire myself. I really did look cute… though it wasn’t me. Surely, there was nothing embarrassing about wanting to admire my own girlfriend (because the girl in that mirror was Kara, not me). Yet still, I felt so flustered and awkward about it. I hated seeing myself like a girl, even if it wasn’t myself.

My God, does that even make any sense?

"Here's another one," she said, picking up a beaded necklace with pink and purple stones. "This would add a pop of colour to the outfit."

"That's nice too."

"And last but not least, we have these earrings," she said, holding up a pair of dangling silver hoops. "These would be perfect for the beachy vibe of the dress."

"I don't know, those look a little heavy."

"They're not that heavy, trust me. And they'll look amazing on you. Here, let me put them in."

She gently inserted the earrings into my pierced ears, and I couldn't help but feel a little thrill of excitement. It was like I was a whole new person, someone who cared about fashion and beauty and all of the things that I had never really paid attention to before.

"There, perfect," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "You look amazing."

And as I looked in the mirror, I had to admit that she was right. I looked beautiful, with the dress and the necklace and the earrings all coming together to create a stunning look.

It was a strange feeling, being in Kara's body and wearing her clothes and jewelry. But it was also kind of exhilarating, a chance to step out of my comfort zone and try something new.

“Shit!” Kara said suddenly. “It’s already three. You have to go.”

“I do?” I said, heart skipping a beat.

“Yes,” she said. “You have to meet the florist. Here, take my phone. The address is in the schedule. It shouldn’t take long. Make sure to pick out cute flowers. I want blue and pink. Make sure she knows it’s not a gender reveal. And I don’t want dyed roses! Got it? She’s going to push dyed roses because they’re expensive. I want something more subtle.”

I was overwhelmed, hardly listening. She was pushing me out the door. “You’re going to be late,” she said. “Get going!”

I was swept away before I could process what was happening. There I was, behind the wheel of the car, with the directions chirping on my phone in the cupholder.

The florist was downtown, on a busy intersection. I had to park four blocks away and walk—and four blocks, when you’re pregnant, is a long hike. It felt especially long because of the gawking eyes: men turning to look at me in that super tight dress. I couldn’t totally blame them: my breasts were bursting out of the top of that dress.

I couldn't help but feel like everyone was staring at me… because they were. I was used to being invisible, just another guy on the street, but now I was the centre of attention. Women stopped to ask me how far along I was. An old woman stopped and asked if she could feel my belly. Then, a man stopped me and chatted with me awkwardly for a moment before asking, “Why isn’t there a ring on that finger? Daddy not sticking around?” He had a terrible grin on his face.

I skirted away from him. Now, I felt like I needed to get around to properly proposing to Kara once our lives were back on track. I couldn’t help but wonder just how many guys were hitting on Kara when I wasn’t around. The last thing I needed was for some handsome hunk to come by and sweep her off of her feet.

I tried to walk with confidence, keeping my head up and my shoulders back, but it was hard. Every time someone looked at me, I felt a twinge of embarrassment and shame, almost as if people would recognize me, as if they would know that I was actually Mike and not Kara.

But I had a mission to complete, and I wasn't going to let a little bit of attention stop me. I made my way to the florist, trying to focus on the task at hand.
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I went in, overwhelmed instantly by the smell of flowers. My nostrils tingled, but I stopped myself from sneezing, knowing a sneeze would mean pissing myself—and this wasn’t the place for that. I tried to convince Kara to let me buy some adult diapers but she got furious at the suggestion. “I’d rather have to change ten times a day than put a pathetic diaper on my body,” she said. “Don’t you dare put a diaper on my body.” I had to respect her wishes, which meant I had to be extra careful not to sneeze or cough.
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“Kara!” a woman called out. I looked over and saw a very young brunette girl coming out from the back room. “Right on time for our meeting. Why don’t you come back with me? My God! Look at you! You look so stunning. You’re only sixteen weeks? You have the bump of a thirty-week woman!”

I blushed, not sure if it was a compliment or an insult. I was afraid of speak, worried Mike’s voice would come out from those lips, even though it hadn’t happened yet.
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“This way, this way.”

The young florist woman was small and delicate, with long brown hair that cascaded down her back in soft waves. Her face was heart-shaped, with large brown eyes that sparkled in the sunlight. She wore a simple green apron over her white shirt and jeans, and she moved with a graceful ease as she arranged flowers in the vases.

She took me into a big back room, filled with young flowers growing in pots. It was bright and humid, with greenhouse plastic overhead, fogged—but I could still pinpoint the sun. The intense warmth and humidity was actually kind of soothing, helping my nausea. I took a deep breath of that fresh air.

“Let’s talk baby shower,” she smiled. “Now, I have a great idea for you. It would be a tiny bit more expensive than what we originally discussed, but the impact would be… amazing. So just hear me out—and look at this.” She skipped over to a shelf and pulled down a bouquet of flowers: pink and blue, soft hues. “What do you think?”
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“Perfect,” I said, hoping to make this a very fast appointment.

“Really?” she said with beaming, excited eyes.

“Sure,” I said. “I think that’s fine.”

“And you said you wanted something consistent, so would this be for the full order?”

“I guess so. How much would that be?”

“Nine-hundred,” she said. “Like I said: a bit more than we discussed—but imagine the impact! Five-hundred dyed roses, pink and blue… It’s going to be so cute!”

“Wait,” I said suddenly. “Did you say dyed roses?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “They’re dyed white roses, of course. Roses don’t grow pink and blue quite like this. It’s a standard practise.”

“No, no,” I said. “Anything but dyed roses.”

“But the impact of the roses… You didn’t even know they were dyed!”

“Kara will know,” I said, and then I paused, realizing what I’d said.

She looked at me strangely. Then, she let out a small giggle. “But you didn’t know!”

“I mean… Mike. Mike will know that they’re dyed.”

“Would he care?” she asked, suddenly looking confused.

“He’s really into that stuff,” I said, feeling tense all over.

“Will he be at the shower?”

“No,” I said. “But… He’s really particular about these sorts of things. Let’s just do… something else.”

“Tulips?” she asked. “I mean… tulips are tulips. They’re the colours you want, but… don’t you think they’re a bit… ho-hum? I just want your baby shower to be perfect, Kara.”

I was squirming. She was doing a good job of pushing me towards the roses. Maybe Kara wasn’t right about this. Now, the florist girl was holding up a pair of tulips, and they really didn’t have the same elegant impact. “You’re only saving about a hundred bucks going with tulips, so if this is about money… I’m not sure. I guess it’s your call.” Then, she eyed the big, magnificent roses. You really couldn’t tell that they were dyed. Why was Kara so against them? They seemed to elegant and spectacular. Hundreds of them would just seem so impactful. But the tulips… they almost seemed juvenile.

Why did I care about the flowers? I just needed to do what Kara wanted me to do; I wasn’t there to ask questions.

The florist showed me a few different ways to arrange the roses, making them look so amazing. I’d never cared for flowers before, but now… They were just so pretty! When she arranged the tulips, it just looked like some old lady’s garden. It was okay, I guess…

“I think you want the roses,” smiled the florist. “It makes no difference to me; I make about the same commission regardless. I just want you to have the perfect baby shower.”

Why did I care?

For some reason, I cared. This baby shower needed to be perfect. It was Kara’s first baby shower. We couldn’t bring a child into the world after some lacklustre baby shower! “Give me the roses,” I hushed. “I’ll take the roses.”

The florist smiled. She won. I was sure that Kara was going to be thrilled when she saw them…

No—she wasn’t going to see them, because she wasn’t going to be at the baby shower. I could just tell her that I bought something different. Maybe she would see pictures later and be a bit miffed about it… but then she would also see how beautiful the roses were

“How did it go?” Kara asked.

I smiled, blushing. “Great,” I said. “Flowers are ordered; that’s all dealt with.”

“What did you settle on?” she asked, beaming eyes.

I paused for a moment, heart fluttering. “A mixture of flowers. She showed me the arrangements. They’re all very nice.”

“That’s great,” she smiled. I hated lying to her. “What did it cost?”

“Nine-hundred,” I said.

Then, she flipped like a switch, gasping. “You spent what!? Our money! You can’t spend our money so freely like that!”
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“It’s important!” I gasped.

The argument intensified. I won’t bore you with the details, but we went back and forth for a good ten minutes before I realized it was a familiar argument, but now, Kara was taking my usual side and I was taking her usual side. I could see her usual perspective and she could see mine. But now, I had a hard time understanding my usual perspective. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t think the flowers were important. She couldn’t understand how I justified spending almost a thousand dollars on flowers. “The baby shower will be beautiful,” I said. “That’s all that matters.” I decided then that I would definitely hold back on telling her that I bought dyed roses.

“That’s not all that matters!” she barked.

And then, I managed to bring the argument to an end in the most spectacular way: by breaking down into hysterical tears. They came from nowhere. “Just admit it!” I cried. “You don’t even love me!”

She was blindsided, not knowing what to do as I fell to the ground and began to weep. It was a minute before she came in to put her hands on my shoulders. “It’s okay,” she said softly. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

I was quickly discovering the power of female emotional instability.

But then, later that night, I discovered another hidden power of the pregnant body: sudden insatiable horniness. We were getting ready for bed and I looked over at Kara. She was naked, about to put on a pair of sweats before getting into bed. I eyed her cock, which was my own. I wondered for a moment what it would feel like, inside of me—and then one thought led to another. Suddenly, I was tingling all over, squirming as if I had to pee. “Fuck me,” I said, unable to control my own words. “Fuck me right now.”

“What?” Kara said.

I bent over and shimmied down my panties as fast as I could, as if there wasn’t a second to waste. “Please, Kara,” I said. “I—I need you to fuck me.”

I felt my face turning red with humiliation. “Never mention this in your life,” I said. “But I need it. Please… Just… Do it.” I turned around and spread my legs, bending over our bed. I looked back at her, seeing her standing stunned. It was a moment before she noticed her throbbing erection. She looked down at it with a gasp, learning suddenly that a man can’t control his physical arousal. The sight of that throbbing cock made me shudder all over with excitement. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

“Oh my God,” Kara said. “Look how big it’s getting!” She was fascinated by her penis… until I pulled up the skirt of my long dress and she saw my ass and my dripping pussy. Then, she got to learn what it felt like to be a man, to feel the surge of testosterone that comes with the sight of a perfect, fertile woman.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. Now, her cock was rock hard. She came up to me and put her hands on my ass. I whimpered.

She caressed me and then she put her fingers against my pussy. “You’re so wet,” she whispered.

“Just fuck me, Kara,” I said.

She stuck a finger into me, making me yelp. She moaned, feeling around inside of me. Then, she rubbed my clit in small circles, making me melt into the mattress. “Oh God, Kara,” I said. “That feels so fucking good. Please don’t stop. Oh God.”
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She bent forward and began to lick me out. After ten blissful seconds, she leaned back and said, “I can’t believe I’m putting my face into my own pussy! How gross is that!”

“Keep doing it,” I begged, and then she didn’t hesitate. Her mouth went back in and she kept licking. Her tongue explored every piece of my cunt, making me tremble and leak. Then, I heard her gasp—and a second later, I knew why: I was pissing on her face.

“You bitch!” she gasped.

“I can’t help it!” I moaned. I couldn’t cut it off either. I pissed until I was empty, and the floor was soaked with urine. “Please just keep eating me out.”
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I didn’t want the pleasure to end. She leaned back in and licked me out some more, paying special attention to my clitoris. I guess she knew her way around a clit, because she was working miracles with that tongue. “Oh God, Kara, don’t stop! Oh my fucking God, please don’t stop! Fuck! That feels so fucking good… Right there. Oh, yes! Don’t stop!”

A moment later, she was standing next to me, cock in her hand. I looked at her strangely, and then she stepped forward, stuffing my mouth with that cock. I gasped, grossed out. I didn’t want to suck a cock! But… I suppose she wanted to know how it felt, and she had just spent almost fifteen minutes eating out a pussy, so it was only fair.

At least it was my own cock. At least I knew where it had been, and I knew that it was clean (I was there when she showered fifteen minutes before). So I sucked it. I showed her how good it felt, hoping that it would inspire her to do it more often for me once we were back in our own bodies. I sucked hard, bobbing my head along the length of her rigid shaft.

To be honest, I never really realized how big I was. I had a really big dick! She couldn’t even get it all in my mouth. I was gagging when she tried. She started thrusting. “Oh God,” she groaned. “Just like that, baby.”

I sucked hard, moving my tongue around. I was determined to make it feel amazing—as good as it possibly could feel. If she was in total euphoria, she might be more inclined to suck cock more often.

Maybe I could even make her cum…

No! I didn’t want to taste cum. I wanted to feel the euphoria of a female orgasm, and I wanted to know what it was like to be pretty and pampered… but there were some female experiences that I was fine not having; tasting male ejaculation was one of those experiences.

“In my pussy,” I whispered as I wiped my lips.

Kara didn’t need convincing. She walked around me, rubbed my cunt with the palm of her hand, and then she pushed her tip against my quivering hole. I let out a loud moan. I was ready for it. I bit down on my lip.

She penetrated me. I gasped. It was exactly how I thought it would feel… and it was nothing like I thought it would feel at the same time. It was intense euphoria, it was totally overwhelming. I had to give up all my power, all of my control. Now, Kara was dominating me. I had to give in.

“Fuck me, baby,” I moaned. “Fuck my pregnant brains out.”

She followed my command. She used me like a cheap sex toy, pounding and pumping me from behind, pinning me against that bed. She rolled me over so that she could see my plump pregnant tits and bouncing pregnant belly. She squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples, making me moan. Then, after I pissed everywhere again, she pulled out and sprayed my pregnant belly with her warm cum. I moaned loudly, a bit annoyed that she’d pulled out and made a mess on my clean skin. But the pleasure was intense… I couldn’t be bothered to chew her out.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whispered. It was a weird thing to say, seeing as she was saying it to herself. But it still felt like a compliment.

I blushed and smiled, and then we kissed.
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The pleasure was short-lived. Horrible nausea came minutes later, and I spent the next hour in the bathroom, hugging the porcelain toilet.

I remembered seeing Kara in that same position, groaning, crying, arms wrapped around that cold porcelain bowl… Now, I remembered why I told that fortune teller that I wanted to take that pain away from her… but now, I was half-regretting it. This pain was a lot… too much. I was reduced to tears. Kara tried to comfort me, of course, but the feeling of her touching me made me revolt with horror. I don’t know why, but the feeling of being touched was just so uncomfortable. I barked at her, but I didn’t mean to be mean. She scurried away, red in the face, leaving me alone in my misery.

“Let me know if I can do anything,” she said softly from the other room.

But I just had to do it on my own. I just had to accept that horrible pain.


CHAPTER 6
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The next week was beyond brutal. I was so close to giving up so many times—ready to run to that fortune teller to have all of this reversed…

And then I would see Kara, in my body, so happy, so relaxed, living without pain and nausea for the first time in so long. I would bite my tongue and tell myself that I could do it: I could keep suffering so that she wouldn’t have to.

It came with a few… benefits. Kara, seeing me in pain, would treat me nicer than she’d ever treated me before. In all honestly, I think she was mostly just doing it because she was afraid of me lashing out when my hormones flared up. Maybe I did get a little bit fiery whenever I was in a bad mood, so I can’t blame her for going the extra mile to keep me satisfied and happy.

Or maybe she was just doing it because she’d discovered the joys of sex as a man. Now, she knew the pleasure of a male orgasm, and her own new hormones were telling her to work hard for another romp in the bedroom. She would treat me like a princess all day, and then when it was nighttime, she would make her move. I would walk into the bedroom and see her naked, erect, waiting for me on the bed.

Usually, I would groan. “I’m tired, Kara,” I would say. She would try various forms of begging for sex, pleading with me, along the lines of, “I promise it will feel good.”
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Sometimes I would give in, sometimes I would just get angry. But I knew that she was right: it almost always felt really, really good. I loved the feeling of going limp, submissive, and letting her dominate me, thrusting, pumping, filling me with her warm seed. Okay, I always loved it, and never wanted it to stop… so I can’t quite explain why I was always rejecting Kara, telling her that I was tired, telling her that I wasn’t in the mood… maybe because I was always tired, and I was hardly in the mood, even though I knew it would feel good.

I guess sex as a female is a lot more complex than can easily be explained. There were so many intricacies involved, and I always wanted the mood to be perfect, for it to be romantic. I really wanted to make her work for it, though I knew she was already working so hard to keep our little family together.

One night, when she was begging me for sex, I said, “I don’t want to have sex… but I do want you to go down on me.”
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She stared at me strangely. “Why don’t you just want sex?” she asked.

“I don’t want you inside of me right now,” I said. I was feeling some new pains down there, and penetration was the absolute last thing that I wanted. “And I don’t want to have to deal with cum being inside of me, or having to clean it off of me. Just go down on me, and then… maybe I’ll jerk you off before we go to bed.” I groaned, squirming to find a comfortable position where the baby wasn’t crushing a nerve in my body.

Kara was willing to take whatever she could get. She pulled my panties down, spread open my legs, crawled in, and then paused. “Ew,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“There’s just… a lot of stuff coming out of you.”

I strained to look down. “What stuff?”

“It’s like… white.”

“It’s just pregnancy discharge.”

“It’s so thick. It almost looks like… cum.”

“Get over it!” I said. “And don’t say ‘ew’! That’s so rude!”

“It’s not rude,” she said, standing up. “It’s just… the truth.”

I growled, biting my tongue. “Go down on me right now,” I said. “If you really love me, you’ll do it. If you just want to make me feel like shit, then never mind.” I crossed my arms, groaning, extremely offended, even though it was technically her body we were talking about. She should have been free to say whatever she wanted about her own body… but I felt strangely defensive.

“I don’t want that stuff in my mouth!” Kara cried.

“You’re such an asshole!” I said, and then I felt tears starting to form in my eyes. She turned red, wide-eyed. She knew what was coming, and I knew it too; it wasn’t something that I could control. She could control it, but she had to think fast, to beat my hormones to the punch.

“Fine!” she said. “I—I’ll do it. Whatever. It’s not that bad, I, uh, guess.”

She went down, slowly, apprehensively. She pushed her face between my legs. I heard her groan. She hesitated… Then, I felt her tongue; she started eating me out, despite the discharge. She licked up and down, stroking my slit. It felt nice.

“God, that feels good, baby,” I whispered. I spread my legs wider for her. She licked harder, eventually getting over her disgust for my discharges…

And then, I made it worse for her—not on purpose, but let’s just say that she made me feel relaxed. I let out a loud sigh, and then the floodgates opened. I pissed on her face, and it was a few seconds before I even realized that I was doing it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But don’t stop. It feels so good.”
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She battled through the squirts of piss and the leaking white cream. She was a real trooper, determined to pleasure me—and she succeeded in giving me a beautiful pregnant orgasm, making my fertile pussy quiver before I bellowed out in euphoria.

I returned the favour as we sat and watched a romance movie (which I picked and desperately wanted to watch, for reasons I couldn’t quite grasp). I reached over and jerked her off, making me cum all over herself.

Then, as it came time to go to sleep, that nausea returned, on cue. I spent hours in the bathroom, puking, wishing this pregnancy would just come to an end…

But that was the last truly awful bout of nausea that I had. No, it wasn’t the last bout of nausea or the last time I puked… but that nausea seemed to be getting better. I woke up the next morning with a curious amount of energy.

I had no issues getting out of bed; I was even up before Kara. I went straight to the kitchen, making breakfast for both of us. The smell of coffee didn’t make me violently ill, for the first time. Instead, it made me want to drink a nice, warm, steaming mug of coffee. I found myself skipping around the place, humming, full of life.

I felt so good; I just wanted to get out of the house and feel some fresh air for the first time in days. So, after Kara went to work, I got dressed up. I was tempted to put on baggy boy clothes, but I’d promised Kara that I would put forth my best foot in terms of maintaining a good image. So instead of baggy clothes and a ball cap, I spent an hour putting on some makeup, styling my hair, and picking out an outfit. None of Kara’s pants fit, so I had to pick out a dress.
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I tried on a few, and I really did find myself enjoying the process. There was something very satisfying about feeling those different dresses against my skin; I can’t quite explain that feeling, but it was a new feeling: something you don’t experience as a man. The fabrics were so soft, so comforting. The dresses were all tight in the belly, and the breasts (my boobs were still growing noticeably every day). But there was an airiness on my legs; I was bare in places that I was used to always being covered. It felt strangely taboo, but exciting.
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I caught myself smiling a few times, like when I was putting on red lipstick. Okay, so maybe there was something fun about making myself pretty. Maybe the thought of going out and turning a few heads was a little bit exciting. I wanted to look as good as possible. I wanted to feel… like a woman.

I knew it was the hormones, so I tried my best not to freak out over these new feelings that I was having. I was experiences thoughts that belonged to Kara; nothing to worry about… right?

I went to the mall. I was nervous to enter that large public space, especially when I saw, from afar, how busy it was… but that nervousness also added to the excitement. I took a deep breath and walked slowly.
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When I entered, I was immediately met with looks: looks from both men and women, making me freeze up. Some were looking at my bump… mostly the women. But the men, their eyes seemed to drift elsewhere: my legs, my face, my bum… but mostly my giant pregnant tits.

I smiled back at a few people. The men blushed. My heart raced.

I had no goal in mind; I was just there to be out, to experience being pregnant in a positive way—not just the nausea and pain that was always there. Now, I was getting the other side of it: the beautiful, glowing pregnancy that so many women talk about.

It was nice, going through the mall, being complimented constantly. I was met with smiles no matter where I went. When I entered stores, people would move aside for me. When I went to the food court, people let me budge them in line, and nobody protested when I accepted the offer. Everyone wanted to treat me like a princess.

Sure, there were awkward moments too, like when the group of old ladies wanted to take turns rubbing my belly… but otherwise it was a charming, sweet day out.

[image: At the mall]


But the most awkward moment of all came near the end, when a man approached me. “Please tell me daddy isn’t in the picture,” he said. He was a surprisingly handsome man, wearing a suit.

I smiled. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m in a relationship.”

“Is it serious?” he asked. “I mean—clearly… but still, I would love to take you out to lunch. You never know… I would kill myself if I didn’t ask.”
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He was tall and lean, with broad shoulders and chiseled features that seemed almost too perfect. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, with a crisp white shirt and a tie that matched his piercing blue eyes.

His hair was styled in a neat, swept-back look, and his hands were adorned with expensive watches and cufflinks. As he drew closer, I could see the slight glint of a gold chain peeking out from under his shirt collar.

He had a confident swagger in his step, and a charming smile that seemed to come easily to him. I could tell that he was used to getting what he wanted.

He went on to compliment me, calling me beautiful, insisting that I was the prettiest woman he’d ever seen. I blushed all over and tried to dismiss myself from the conversation, but he was persistent. “How’s about this: one coffee?” he said with a big smile. “And to make it worth your while, I’ll buy you something: a beautiful dress for your beautiful pregnant body. Anything you want.”

I blushed harder. Okay, so maybe it was a bit tempting. It’s not like a coffee had to be a date, and I could twist his arm into buying me something that I couldn’t quite afford. Kara was always complaining that she didn’t own anything nice…

But was it worth it?

“One coffee,” I smiled. “That’s it. And it’s not a date, okay?”

He grinned big. He took me to the Starbucks in the mall. He bought me an $11 latte. He sat me down and told me, for fifteen minutes, how beautiful I was. I kept blushing. “Stop,” I said. “I told you, I’m taken.”
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“I would kill to be that man,” he said, looking me up and down. “I bet he has no idea how lucky he is.”

“You’re hardly being appropriate,” I said with pink cheeks.

“I hardly care,” he said. “I know you’re not mine, and you probably never will be mine… but just being able to stare into your eyes for a few minutes… it’s making my day… my whole week.”

Okay, so he was being charming. I couldn’t stop blushing and smiling. I wasn’t used to getting compliments like that. Of course, I was terrified, realizing what Kara likely met on a regular basis. If she’d been in her body and been approached by this handsome, charming man, maybe she would have picked him over me… Hell, maybe she would have been stupid not to! He seemed to have everything going for him…

He took me to a nearby store—one of Kara’s favourite shops, which we always avoided because of the price tags—and he told me to pick out anything. I picked out a dress, and then gasped in horror when I saw that it was $390. “Don’t worry about that,” he said, snatching it from me. “It’s yours.”

I blushed all over. “You really can’t do that,” I said. “I would feel terrible.”
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“It’s hardly anything for me,” he smiled.

Damn him and his charm and riches…

I will admit something now, something I hate to admit but it’s just me being fully honest: I felt a tingle. I felt that tingle all over as I stared at the man. I felt emotions that I wasn’t used to, and a part of me was tempted to take the man’s hand and find a private place with him. A part of me was tempted to take his phone number, so I could meet him again.

I resisted those urges, of course; I wasn’t going to cheat on Kara, no matter what. But I feel that it’s important that I be honest with you because that was the first time I felt an attraction for a man. And that attraction scared me to death. I wondered for a moment if I was gay, and then I had to remind myself that I was in a woman’s body, with a woman’s emotions, and with a woman’s brain. I was biologically female, so it only made sense that I would be attracted to men… right?

I fought those urges, took my new dress, and I scurried home.

But I couldn’t stop blushing. I couldn’t stop beaming and humming and skipping. I was so lost in those new emotions that I didn’t even realize it had been twenty-four hours since I felt any nausea, any pain… and it wasn’t until the next afternoon that it truly hit me: those negative symptoms were gone!
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CHAPTER 7
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Iwas careful for the next few days, sure that that nausea was going to sneak back up on me, so I never got too far from home… but it wasn’t coming back; it really seemed like I was in the clear. Overnight, that pregnancy went from a nightmare to something more like a fantasy. I suddenly had energy—more energy than I was used to having, even as a man. I wasn’t quite as mobile as I was used to, but I was constantly positive, constantly tingling with a small sense of euphoria.

And with that new energy came a whole new sex drive. I went from having sexual cravings every blue moon to having them constantly. I found it hard to control myself. The moment Kara was home from work, tired, dragging her feet, I would throw myself at her. One night, when she didn’t seem in the mood, I decided to dig out some lingerie that I’d bought for her a few years earlier. I put it on, knowing how I would react, seeing a beautiful blonde wearing it. And I got that exact reaction. Kara’s eyes lit up, and then she came at me: hungry, erect, ready to fuck. She took me to the bed and made love to me, pumping me, making me gush, filling me with her warm cum. And then I got her to commit to a second round after a good deal of begging (which also involved me getting down to suck her cock, making it hard again).

It was a couple of days before she really took notice. “Are you feeling better?” she asked. “You’ve seemed totally… different, lately.”

I smiled. “I definitely feel good right now,” I said with beaming eyes. I was starting to love every moment of being pregnant: the intense sexual euphoria, the amazing way that everyone treated me when I was out in public—and even the tiny little kicks that I would feel a few times a day were somehow so strangely satisfying.

“So, if the nausea and pain is gone, we should go find that fortune teller and have her switch us back,” Kara said, perking up, ready to be done with working. After so many years, she finally got a taste for my job. I’d always told her how tedious and miserable it was, but I always could tell that she didn’t quite believe me.

Now, she believed me. She was always sore from long days at the desk, mind lost from suffering through menial task after menial task.

But I wasn’t quite ready to go back to that. I didn’t want to go back to that tedious job while Kara got to stay home, humming and skipping around, happy… It hardly seemed fair after the many weeks that I’d just suffered through. It only seemed fair that I would get to enjoy at least some of the fruits of my sacrifice. “I’m still getting sick; it just usually happens while you’re at work,” I lied. “Believe me; you don’t want this back right now.”

She believed me. She hadn’t forgotten the pain and dread of being sick. I felt bad lying to her… but it was true: how could I really know if that pain and nausea was truly gone? Maybe it would come back… Maybe this was just a little moment of relief: the eye of the storm.

My guilt was worse the next day, when Kara groaned and shuffled off to work, and I got myself dolled up to go to the mall again. I just wanted to experience being out, being noticed, being sexy and radiant. I loved the looks, the compliments, and the princess treatment. I loved the feeling of the open air touching my skin.

Plus, Kara wanted me to get my hair done. “We need to have beautiful hair for the pregnancy photos,” she said to me. “And it always takes a good month or two for a haircut to grow on me.”

She booked me an appointment at that mall. Now, I’d only ever gotten my hair cut as a man before. I wasn’t expecting the experience to be much difference… but boy, was I wrong!
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I made my way to the hair salon at the mall, feeling nervous but excited for my appointment. As I pushed open the door, I was greeted by a bright and inviting atmosphere that immediately put me at ease.

The salon was spacious and well-lit, with large windows that let in plenty of natural light. The walls were painted in warm, earthy tones, and the floors were a glossy dark wood that gleamed underfoot.

The scent of lavender and vanilla filled the air, and soft jazz music played in the background, adding to the relaxed ambiance. I walked up to the reception desk, where a friendly young woman smiled at me.

"Hi there, can I help you?" she asked.

"I'm Kara, I have an appointment at 2 pm," I replied, trying to sound confident.
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The woman checked her computer screen and then gestured to the seating area.

"Please have a seat, someone will be with you shortly," she said.

I settled into one of the comfortable chairs and took in my surroundings. The salon was busy, with several stylists working on clients, but everything seemed to be running smoothly and efficiently.

I admired the decor, which was tasteful and modern. The mirrors along the walls were large and framed in sleek black, and the lighting was perfect, casting a warm glow over everything.

As I waited, I felt my nerves begin to calm, replaced by a growing sense of anticipation. I couldn't wait to see what magic the stylist would work on my hair.
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The salon experience was amazing, and so much more than a trip to the barbers. I was pampered. They gave me sparkling water and massaged my scalp. They rubbed lotions on my face and made sure that I was relaxed. Then, they spent over two hours carefully cutting my hair, dying it, massaging my scalp again. My God, I was in heaven. Now, I could see why Kara was always blowing her paycheques on the salon.

I was sad when it was over, but I kept the momentum going. I went to get my nails done, and I discovered that a pedicure was a whole lot more than just a Korean woman painting toenails. They massaged my feet, they rubbed warm oils and lotions, they put me in a massage chair, soothing me into a relaxed state for a blissful hour. They gave me a manicure on the house: another bit of princess treatment because of my bulging pregnant belly.
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Life was so grand. I was totally into this pregnancy now, not wanting it to end.

The next month—the sixth month of that pregnancy—was, by far, the best month that I’d had in a very, very long time. The only downside was lying to Kara, telling her that I was still sick whenever I was home alone. I even had to pretend to be sick when she was home a few times, just so that she wouldn’t want that pregnancy back. I wasn’t ready to give it up. Besides, part of my promise was that I would take on the pain of child-birth—not just the nausea and soreness of pregnancy; child-birth hadn’t happened yet, so…

Still, I felt guilty, especially when I was out and people were treating me so nicely, and I just knew that Kara was stuck behind that desk, working that tedious job, trying to make sure we still had an income. It didn’t help that I was blowing so much of that hard-earned money.

As a woman (a pregnant woman in particular), my outlook on finances was totally different. I found myself justifying purchases in the strangest ways, getting completely emotional when I thought about passing up on things that I wanted. I found myself fighting with Kara over purchases, like the bottle warmer that I bought for $300. I felt bad, knowing that was all of the cash she was working to earn… but those purchases just made perfect sense in my mind.

But I knew what it was like to be a man; I’d been a man for the vast majority of my life, after all—so I knew how to make it up to Kara: with sex.
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I put out, big time. I put on lingerie and sprayed myself with perfume. I was always ready for her. Sure, it was nice for me too—but I made sure that it was always a gift to her. I would get on my knees. I would suck her cock, sometimes even letting her cum in my mouth. I bent over for her. I did whatever position she wanted, and she was very much into experimenting, knowing that she would only get to be a man for a little bit longer. She fucked me doggy-style, missionary, cowgirl, reverse-cowgirl—and then a dozen other positions we’d never tried before. I let her cum on my face, in my mouth, in my pussy—and yes, even in my butthole (she really wanted to try anal one day, so I let her, even though she’d never let me try it as a man before). I let her use my body like a sex toy, thinking it would make up for stealing the prime of her pregnancy away from her.
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Then, one night, while we were making love, I reached a new pregnancy milestone. Kara was fucking me, bent my chest, sucking on my gigantic tits—and then she suddenly gasped and spat.

“What is it!?” I cried.

“You’re lactating!” she gasped.

I looked down and saw that milk was oozing from the nipples she’d been sucking.

We both froze. There was a strange tension in the room, and then we went right back to fucking. Horny and curious, Kara leaned in and kept sucking, now wanting to satisfy that overpowering curiosity. She sucked milk from my titties. She even swallowed it. And my God, did it feel good! It felt so satisfying, like she was taking a pressure away while also stimulating my titties in the most pleasurable way possible.
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Kara was strangely fascinated by the lactating. It wasn’t even a full day later when she came up to me, from behind, and grabbed my breasts. She squeezed them, and I melted into her, moaning. “That feels nice,” I said—and it was true; getting a pregnant breast massage is a pleasure unlike any other.

She made sure that my breasts were out of my top. Then, she pulled towards the nipples, making milk spray in thin streams. She kept going, milking me as if I was a cow. “Don’t stop,” I moaned, biting my lip. She kept squeezing—and then I felt her erection against my backside, throbbing. I pulled up my skirt and shimmied down my panties. She used my white goopy discharge as lubricant, pushing into my creamy pregnant pussy. Then, she fucked me while she milked me—and I will tell you quite confidently that she did not last long at all. It wasn’t even a minute before she was ejaculating inside of me—and my body replied with a torrent of urine; I pissed myself, drenching our floor and our legs.

We both giggled, blushing all over. We were both so vulnerable, exploring Kara’s pregnant body. I felt so guilty for being the one who got to enjoy it first-hand while Kara was forced to work every day—but I just couldn’t bring myself to let it go. I wanted to have those amazing sensations forever.

And they only became more intense as that belly got bigger. In that seventh month of pregnancy, my breasts seemed to double in size; now, they were bigger than my head. My belly was huge, making it hard to walk. Sleeping was uncomfortable too… but the positives still very much outweighed the negatives.

The orgasms were otherworldly. I was having at least five beautiful orgasms each day—three with Kara, and at least two while she was out. I began to experiment with her vibrator and discovered whole new worlds of pleasure. I ruined a few sets of bed sheets before I wisened up and started masturbating in the bathtub.

A minute of vibration against my clit would make me squirt everywhere. A few minutes and I would lose control of other functions as well, but I won’t get too graphic.

I would sit and massage my own nipples. I would milk myself, spraying breastmilk across the shower, in complete ecstasy as my breasts tingled with pleasure.

I wasn’t ready for any of this to end.

But the guilt was getting worse. I hated telling Kara that I was still getting sick during the days; it wasn’t true, and hadn’t been true for months. The guilt of lying was starting to eat me up inside. Every time Kara asked me how I was feeling, I felt like a fraud, like I was betraying her trust.

I knew I needed to come clean, to tell her the truth. But every time I tried to say the words, my throat tightened and my palms started to sweat.

What if she was angry with me? What if she didn't believe me? What if she thought I was making fun of her, or mocking her experience?

I couldn't bear the thought of losing her trust, or hurting her in any way. But at the same time, I knew that I couldn't keep lying to her. It wasn't fair to her, or to me.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. Maybe it was time to just be honest, to tell her the truth and deal with the consequences.

I walked into the bedroom, where Kara was lying on the bed, reading a book, still in my body…

She looked up as I entered, her eyes bright and curious.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I—I need to tell you something,” I said.

“What is it?” she asked, perking up.

But I couldn’t do it. I tried. I tried to push out those words, but they didn’t come out. “I’ve been sick all day,” I lied. “And I really need you to rub my shoulders for me.”

She smiled and obliged, and while she rubbed, I just felt guiltier and guiltier.


CHAPTER 8
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Karma is a real bitch.

I was greedy and decided to keep that experience to myself. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t bring myself to let it go. Well… the universe made sure that I got what was coming to me.

First, it started with contractions. They were painful, but I was able to function normally… at first. But the pain got worse and the contractions got closer together. Now, the pain was debilitating. I had to wait for Kara to get home from work, so she could take me to the hospital. “The baby is coming early,” I groaned.

“It’s going to be okay,” she said.

The pain was on another level, but they wouldn’t give me an epidural at the hospital; they told me that I was too far along and that it wouldn’t be safe. “You’ll have to deliver naturally,” the doctor said to me.

Okay, so that was only a small part of my cosmic punishment. The next part came just an hour later… shortly after Kara asked me what I’d been up to earlier that day—and I made my last lie. “I was at home, sick,” I said.

And then, a pregnant woman I met at the mall earlier that day recognized me and approached me. She started talking with a big smile on her face, in front of Kara. “How funny is it that we run into each other at the mall, and then here we all, giving birth together!?” she said.

“The mall?” Kara asked.

“We see each other at the mall all the time,” the woman said with an oblivious smile. “We even got massaged together the other day.”

Okay, so the woman had become a friend of mine. We were pregnant together… and I never told Kara about her because I didn’t want her to feel like she was missing out… because she was.

Now, Kara was fuming. She looked at me with so much rage, biting her tongue.

Next, the doctor came in to make it worse. It was the same doctor that I’d seen just a few days earlier for my checkup. She started going down my pregnancy history. “No nausea for four months—that’s great,” she said.

“What do you mean, no nausea?” Kara asked, stunned.

I blushed and produced a smile.

She was very, very angry with me—and I can’t blame her. But I was about to get my punishment, in the form of twenty-six hours of natural labor. I passed out multiple times because of the pain. They never were able to give me anything for the pain; I just had to take it all. I’d never been through so much agony in my entire life. It was absolutely brutal: so bad that even Kara said, “I’m so happy that I’m not you right now.”

I won’t describe the graphic and painful details of childbirth; I’m sure you’ve heard all of that before. Well, imagine the worst you’ve heard and multiply it by at least five. By the end, I was hardly alive. I was hardly able to hold the little baby that came out of my body.
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“That’s what you get for lying to me,” Kara whispered into my ear later that night. The next morning, I woke up in my bedroom… but that’s not where I fell asleep. I sprung up and looked around, and then I saw myself in the mirror; I was back in my body.

I gasped, feeling my body all over with my hands. Then, I saw that I had a wristband on, with my name on it: it was from the hospital, where Kara currently was with our baby.

So I rushed to the car and zoomed to the hospital. I got to the room and saw her there, breastfeeding the baby with a smile on her face. She looked up at me and beamed. “Everything’s back to normal,” she said.

Of course, I spent a good deal of that day apologizing to her. She forgave me, but my punishment wasn’t over; it wouldn’t be complete for another two years.
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Life was perfect with our new baby. Kara was happy and I had a renewed love and respect for her, after experiencing life as her. She had a new respect for me, and she treated me like gold whenever I returned from work: blowjobs, hand jobs, lingerie—any position I wanted. I tried to return the favour as best I could, now knowing what felt good as a woman.

And then came the second pregnancy.

Kara was throwing up one morning in that first month, and I said, “It’s too bad we can’t swap places again.”

Her eyes became bright. Then, she arranged to make it happen: she tracked down that fortune teller, who was just a few towns away. We went on a trip and paid the fortune teller a visit. Kara worked out the details, and I just had to agree to the terms, even though nothing was in my favour: it was my punishment for stealing the experience of her first pregnancy from her.
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I got to take over the pregnancy until the end of the pain and nausea, then we swapped roles. Finally, when it was time to give birth, I had to sub in again to endure the horrible pain of childbirth. And yes, it was just as horrible the second time…

But now, Kara got to experience the true joys of being pregnant, so some of that guilt washed away.
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It's been two years since the body-swap with Kara, and life has never been better. Our daughter and son are the light of our lives, and every day is filled with new adventures and new discoveries. We’re a family now… it seems so crazy to even think that’s a reality…

Kara and I are closer than ever before. We weathered the storm of the body-swap, and we came out on the other side stronger and more in love than ever. We laugh together, we cry together, and we share in the joy of our children. We understand each other on a deeper level. I know her feelings and she knows mine.

As I look around our home, I can't help but smile at the memories we've made together. The living room where we danced to our favourite songs, the kitchen where we cooked together, the bedroom where we made love and conceived those kids…

We've come a long way since that fateful night at the carnival, but I wouldn't have it any other way. The journey may have been difficult, but the destination was more than worth it.
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As I hold our baby boy in my arms, watching our daughter play with her toys on the floor, I can't help but feel a deep sense of gratitude for all that we have. I know that there will be challenges and struggles ahead, but I also know that we'll face them together, as a family.

And as we live out our happily ever after, I know that I'll always cherish the memories of that wild and crazy adventure that brought us to where we are today.

THE END


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
NIKKI CRESCENT



Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

[image: Nikki Crescent]


OEBPS/image_rsrc1GH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E9.jpg
A TALE OF MAGICAL





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FA.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1ES.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EY.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1FC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ET.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FV.jpg
FN Jﬁ' (4






OEBPS/image_rsrc1G7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ER.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FB.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1GN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ED.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1GJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EM.jpg





