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		Ihated having to move. I hated knowing there was some bitch out there who had filed a restraining order against me. It wasn’t like I did anything to her. I just treated her like she clearly wanted to be treated. She dressed like a slut so I treated her like a slut. But I guess I can’t call women like that by the names they deserve. Serves her right. It wasn’t like I wanted to sleep with her anyway.

		It’s hard to remain one hundred yards away or whatever the court order specified when I literally lived next door to the woman. We shared a common wall. I tried explaining that to the judge, but he just told me to suck it up and move. I didn’t even do anything wrong and I had to move. I would say it was a dick move by the stupid bitch, but she didn’t have a dick. Or maybe she did. I had no idea. And I didn’t care.

		Either way, I had just moved into a new home. On the one hand, my new place was bigger and it was a single family home, so I didn’t have to share a wall with any neighbors. The only problem was the place was in the middle of nowhere. I lived in the shadow of some scary looking building, some sort of scientific laboratory. I didn’t know what they did there, but I was wary of the way they had big 55-gallon drums in the alley between my new house and the building. What were they storing back there? Would any of that stuff cause cancer? I didn’t want to know.

		The part that sucked the most was not having anyone to help me move. I didn’t have many friends anymore. They all seemed to be woke idiots and couldn’t handle someone telling it like it is. It’s not my fault that they were wimpy little snowflakes. But it meant I had to hire some random dudes off the street to help me move my shit. Even though I paid them, I was seriously worried they were going to steal my stuff. I mean, they were big guys and could clearly kick the shit out of me if they wanted.

		Not that they would have been the first people to kick the crap out of me. Lots of people couldn’t handle the truth when I spoke it. The world was full of assholes and they always seemed intent on ganging up on me. But I lucked out. They didn’t steal anything, although everything of value I had already boxed up. I even mislabeled a few things to keep them from snooping. It worked, although they couldn’t understand why I wanted a box of dishes to go into the room that was going to be my office. That was all my computer stuff I used for work. I worked from home most days, because the people at the office were idiots and couldn’t handle someone like me being around. They were probably afraid all those slutty secretaries would end up going out pregnant because of me fucking them. I could understand that. They didn’t want to lose all the women in the company all at once to maternity leave. Not that I would have fucked them. Some of those chicks were gross.

		Once the moving guys were gone, I started unpacking my stuff. They moved my stuff into the house, but I was left to arrange everything. Luckily, that was pretty easy. I usually just slept on a mattress on the floor. No need for a proper bed that way. And my couch had enough holes in it, I would have just left it behind, but I didn’t want to get charged for disposing of it. And it wasn’t completely useless. I still found it comfortable. It just looked like shit.

		“Ugh, I’m thirsty,” I said after I finished setting up my work computer. It was a big desktop machine and even though the house had been cleaned before I moved in, there was still some dust under my desk where I was organizing cables. The dust got into my mouth and immediately dried it out.

		I walked into the kitchen and unwrapped a glass. I had not yet unpacked the kitchen and all of my glasses and dishes were wrapped in newspaper to keep them from breaking during the move. Then I turned on the faucet and let the water run. I didn’t know how long it had been since the water had last been used. I needed to make sure I didn’t drink that nasty crud from the pipes.

		After a minute or so, the water seemed to probably be safe to drink. It looked fine, although it might have had the smallest of green tints to it. I couldn’t be sure and by now I was too thirsty to care. If this shit was going to kill me, I just hoped it did so quickly. My life sucked enough already.

		I drank down that first glass, letting out a satisfied sigh when I was done. But only a moment later my thrust returned. So I drank a second glass. That helped, but it wasn’t until I had drank a third glass of water that I finally felt fully satisfied. I was just glad the water tasted normal. If there were any random chemicals in the water that were going to kill me, they couldn’t be tasted.

		I spent the rest of the day unpacking. This whole stupid move had already taken up too much of my time. My stupid former neighbor took a week’s vacation to let me move out without violating the court order. If she could afford a week’s vacation, she should have been the one to move. We lived in this shitty little brick apartment building. Ants came in through cracks in the floor and the paint was peeling off the walls. But whatever. I was out of there and could now do my own thing without worrying about the hurt feelings of the slut.

		I didn’t own much stuff, so it didn’t take me that long to unpack. I mean, by the time I was done, I had a big pile of boxes out on the back porch and I had spent the whole day working on it, but I was done. This was my place now. Or at least it was my place until my lease ran out. I wasn’t sure if I was going to stay or move to another house when that happened. It had been a struggle to find someplace who was willing to rent to me. Apparently I had some renter’s file someplace and that stupid restraining order was noted in the file. Most landlords wouldn’t even return my calls, like I was damaged goods or something. That kind of shit just bugged me. Don’t go blaming Ashton Treneer for stupid sluts not being able to handle the truth. But it always seemed like I got blamed anyway.

		After finishing unpacking, I decided to take a shower. Normally I wasn’t the shower in the evening type of guy—anything after about 4 o’clock in the afternoon was too late for me—but I didn’t want to climb between clean sheets with my dirty and sweaty body. The one nice thing about this house was the hot water heater. My old apartment had trouble getting the water hot enough. Sometimes I had to let the water run for five minutes or more before it got hot. It sucked having to pay for all that wasted water, but I wasn’t about to hop into an ice-cold shower first thing in the morning. Or really, anytime. The only time I wanted a cold shower was when it was super hot out and I needed to cool down.

		Again, I felt like the water had a greenish tint to it, but it smelled just fine. I figured it was either the crappy lighting or I was just seeing things.It was probably the lighting. The house came cheap and my new landlord clearly didn’t care much about keeping the place nice. I had no doubt I would find a bunch of things wrong with the place. But it had a new hot water heater, which I couldn’t complain about.

		I let the hot water run over my tired muscles for a long time. The past few days had been beyond annoying. The quick move, breaking my old lease and signing a new one, packing up all my shit and then moving across town, and then unpacking all that shit again had left me tired and my muscles sore. It was nice to let the hot spray soothe my aching muscles. I knew it would do me wonders when I finally climbed into bed. I was certain I would fall asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow and I closed my eyes. I was that tired.

		The worst part about all of this was how I didn’t have time for it. Normally moving house would have left me taking a few days off from work, but this had all been sprung on me so quickly that I didn’t have time to even ask for time off. I had to be up and working first thing in the morning. It sucked, but there was nothing I could do to avoid it. I could only hope I didn’t have to put up with any assholes to start my first workday in my new place. I just wanted it to be easy and stress free. After the recent time I had, I figured I deserved to have it easy for once. It wasn’t my fault the world hated me.
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		Iwoke up the next morning to the sound of my alarm clock and immediately rolled out of bed. I had a history of sleeping in, so I stationed the clock on the other side of the room. It worked well and it got my boss off my back for logging in late. He could be a real stickler about those things. It wasn’t like my job was time sensitive. I had few interactions with other people. I just did my thing, but I had to be logged on by a specific time or I would get my pay docked.

		Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, other than the fact I hadn’t slept well. But I just chalked that up to being in a new place. I usually struggled to sleep in hotel rooms too, just because they were different from what I was used to. I was not going to let myself be late, even if I wanted to take time off from work to adapt to my new place and recover from the big move.

		I stalked into the bathroom, needing to hop in the shower before I could consider trying to actually do anything. Coffee would be required, but a shower came first. That was my top priority, even after showering before I went to bed.

		“What the fuck?” I practically screamed the moment I spotted my reflection. The image I expected, the image I had seen thousands of times each and every morning for the past several years, was not the image I was faced with. It was my face. My nose, my cheekbones, even my lips looked different. It took me a moment to place it all, but the changes made me look almost feminine.

		“No fucking way,” I said as I backed away from the mirror. “No fucking way am I going to look like a stupid girl.”

		Suddenly I stopped and slapped my hand across my mouth in shock. It had taken a moment, but the sound of my voice finally registered with me. It wasn’t just that I sounded different, my voice was higher pitched and feminine sounding.

		This was bad. This was really bad. I had no idea what was happening, but this wasn’t me. I wasn’t some fucked up tranny. I pulled at my shorts, pulling the waistband away from my body to get a look at my cock. I let out a sigh of relief seeing that my manhood hadn’t been taken away from me.

		I knew right away I needed to visit a doctor. This was not something I could put off. However, I also knew if I didn’t log in for work soon, I would be docked pay and possibly even fired. My boss already didn’t like me. I was sure he was looking for any excuse possible to get rid of me. I couldn’t understand what his problem was. But his problems became my problems because it forced me to work when I should have been visiting the fucking doctor.

		Putting all thoughts about my current condition out of my mind, I hopped in the shower. I didn’t have time to waste. When I noticed my chest hair seemed a little sparse compared to the norm, I tried not to think about it. I simply added it to a list that I planned to take to the doctor when I finally had time to go.

		I had already wasted too much time looking at my reflection and responding to the changes to my body. As soon as I was out of the shower and dried off, I pulled on a sweatshirt and a pair of jeans. Both seemed a little big, which I thought was strange, but again, I focused on the fact I needed to be logged into my work account on my computer by a certain time. I was already going to need to wait on my coffee.

		I sat down in my office chair and pressed the power button on the computer. It took nearly a minute to boot up. The company provided the computer and it wasn’t a good one. I had asked for a new one when it became obvious that this one was starting to slow down, but they gave me some excuse about how there wasn’t the budget for a new machine and how I was already a special case. It was some random IT guy telling me this. I called him a submissive pussy and hung up. Served him right for being a dick to me.

		However, as I leaned forward to type in my computer password, I discovered something else that was wrong. I had long had my desk and chair arranged just right so that it fit me perfectly. It was adjusted so everything was at the right level. And even though I had just moved, I hadn’t changed any of those settings. And yet, it was clear as I typed in my password that something had been changed. Either my desk had somehow been made taller or my chair was lower.

		“Fucking assholes,” I said as I thought about how the movers I had hired had screwed with me. It was their fault that I was having such a shitty morning. Did they really think they could play a trick like this on me? If I hadn’t already paid them, I would have withheld payment for shit like this.

		Luckily, it was easy enough to raise my chair up a little higher. That seemed to solve most of it, but it still felt weird. It felt unnatural, almost like the way my feet sat on the floor had been altered. I couldn’t explain it if I had wanted to. And I certainly didn’t have time to explain anything. I had work to do.

		It didn’t take me long to get into the routine of my work assignments. In some ways, it was nice being able to work from home. And it was definitely nice not having to converse with my idiot coworkers. I didn’t need to talk to anyone, except my boss occasionally. But even then, I was pretty independent. I just had to run the work productivity app on my computer to show that I was getting work done during my assigned hours.

		I did manage to eventually take a break long enough to make myself a cup of coffee. I usually drank coffee black, but I found the taste to be too bitter and harsh. A little milk and sugar seemed to do the trick though. And then I was right back at my computer, working and making my living. It might not have been a high paying job, but it kept a roof over my head when I wasn’t getting blamed for stupid shit by my slutty neighbor.

		I also filled up a water bottle from the kitchen sink and kept it nearby. I couldn’t explain why I was so thirsty. I supposed I had worked harder unpacking than I had thought. It had left me dehydrated or something. That or the dust I had stirred up was still in the air and I was breathing it in. I didn’t want to think about that though. It was easier to just focus on the task at hand and keep sucking down water whenever I felt the urge.

		“Ugh,” I complained when I was halfway through my workday. I rearranged my pants to better accommodate my straining cock. I didn’t know what was going on, but I was strangely horny. No matter what I thought about, my attention always seemed to drift back to the hardness between my legs. I was so hard it almost hurt. Even my balls ached. I felt completely pent up, as if I needed to release some of the cum in my balls. But there just wasn’t time. Not only did I need to prove to my boss that I was present, but I needed to actually make headway on my assigned tasks. If I stopped working for too long, I would get docked pay and possibly fired.

		Trust me. I had tried all that shit when I first started. I had thought I could game the system by working from home. Each and every time I thought I figured out a way to get paid for almost no work, I discovered there were safeguards built into the software to prevent me from doing anything the company didn’t want me to. It was maddening. The only reason I didn’t quit was how hard it was to get this job to begin with.

		At various points I had updated my resume, or CV as the idiots from Europe liked to call it, and I had circulated it around a bit, looking for better working conditions and more pay. Usually it got ignored, but the few times I had been interviewed, it hadn’t gone well. People, especially women, just couldn’t handle me. I was too real for them. I was too honest for them. I wasn’t politically correct for them. And so I was working the same job as before with no new updates.

		It was mid-afternoon when I was able to take my next real break. I had already worked it out with my boss to skip my lunch break so I could finish work half an hour early. For this break, I didn’t need coffee. I needed something much more immediate. I needed to deal with the tent in my pants. I needed to deal with the fact I was hard and that my balls ached.

		I rushed into the bathroom and sat down on the toilet. It was the easiest place to deal with this sort of thing, but I had to hurry. I started stroking my cock and was immediately amazed by its sensitivity. I felt like I was ready to cum in an instant. Although, despite my supreme hardness, I didn’t feel like my cock had reached its full size. There had to be more to it, but I could only guess that it was related to the pressure in my balls.

		“Oh fuck yes,” I called out as I came, squirting my load down into the bowl. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so good during an orgasm before. Usually it was just a little burst of pleasure spreading out from my cock. This time it felt more like an explosion going off in my belly. The pleasure flowed through me like a torrential flood. I almost fell off the toilet in shock.

		As soon as it was done, I looked down to see my cock still hard. It hadn’t come close to starting to soften. At least my balls didn’t ache anymore. I had emptied those tanks and relieved the pressure. I glanced at my watch and saw that my break was almost over. I didn’t have time to try to deal with my still hard cock. I would have to suffer through while finished off my workday. There were only a couple hours left anyway. I could survive.

		However, the moment I returned to my desk, I knew I was going to struggle. Instead of actually relieving the pressure in my loins, my previous ministrations only seemed to make it worse. Yes, my balls were not overfilled with cum, but my cock continued to strain in my pants. And I could feel a wetness in my underwear. I was secreting pre-cum in anticipation of more time masturbating.

		What I wouldn’t have given to have some stupid slut kneeling between my legs sucking me off while I worked. If that wasn’t every man’s fantasy, they were probably gay or some shit like that. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t have a woman like that. They were all just too stupid to understand what their proper place was. They were supposed to be submissive little sluts for alpha men like me. But they couldn’t see the truth staring them right in the face. It was incredibly frustrating knowing I had all the solutions to everything wrong in the world and no one would listen to me.

		Instead, I had to carry on, doing my work when it was the last thing I wanted to do. My cock needed more alone time, but I couldn’t jack off and get work done at the same time. It sucked.
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		As soon as I was off the clock, I made another return to the bathroom. My balls felt like they were going to explode. The pain was worse than before. I was already planning to go to the doctor to get checked out, but I needed to cum first. I need to drain my balls before I suffered some sort of debilitating condition. I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to walk soon if I didn’t take care of this.

		I came three times before I finally managed to pull my hand away from my cock. As soon as I was stroking myself, I couldn’t stop. The pleasure was too good. All I wanted to do was sit back and stroke my little cock. And the fact I was calling it little at all was complete blasphemy. I wasn’t some small-dicked beta male. I was supposed to have a proper cock, the kind that I knew would drive a woman wild once she finally got it in her.

		I didn’t understand how this could be happening to me. I wasn’t supposed to look or sound like this. And I certainly wasn’t supposed to have a tiny cock with a perpetual hard-on that won’t quit. If I ever found out that someone had done this to me, I was going to kick the shit out of them. Heads were going to literally roll after I was done with them.

		By the time I finally managed to stop and start dragging myself to the emergency room, I found myself tripping over the cuffs of my pants. I rolled them up to keep from hurting myself. I felt strangely off balance, like my equilibrium was all off. I just had to add it to the list of things to address with the doctor.

		Unfortunately, the emergency room was a complete mess. This wasn’t the sort of thing I could just take straight to my doctor. Usually he was booked months in advance. I couldn’t wait that long, which was why I ended up in the emergency room. But it was clear that I wasn’t going to see a doctor anytime soon. People kept coming in with severe injuries that always put them ahead of me in the queue. I get that they have to take the most severe cases first, but I didn’t think anyone wanted to see my balls explode while I waited to be seen. Twice I had to run off to the bathroom to rub one out. It sucked doing that shit in a semi-public bathroom.

		And each time I went to the bathroom, I had to go check in with the nurse’s station to make sure they hadn’t called my name while I was gone. I didn’t want them to put me back at the end of the queue again because I had to relieve myself due to the wait time.

		“Ashton?” came the call of a nurse. “Ashton Treneer?”

		“That’s me,” I called out, raising my hand as I pushed myself out of my chair.

		The nurse looked at me and then down at the chart in her hands. She looked confused for a moment, but then smiled and welcomed me into the back. The nurse led me to an exam room and told me to sit down and roll up my sleeve. I did as asked, letting her take my blood pressure and all the other stuff she needed to do before I could see the doctor.

		“You have quite a list of ailments here,” she said as she took my temperature. “Can you tell me what’s going on?”

		I sighed, knowing I would have to tell this same story multiple times before anyone actually believed me. “I woke up and noticed that my face looked different, almost more feminine. Then when I started speaking, my voice seemed higher and definitely feminine. I would have come in earlier, but I had to work. My boss hates me and has been looking for reasons to fire me. But then as I was working today, I started getting really turned on. My cock got really hard and my balls ached like they were too full. I’ve cum at least six times since then and my cock is still hard and my balls feel better, but I’m afraid they’re just going to refill again and start hurting. Also, my cock seems smaller and I feel shorter. I had to roll up the cuffs on my jeans to keep from tripping over them, because they were getting to be too baggy around my ankles.”

		It was a lot to say and I could tell the nurse didn’t believe me. Normally I wouldn’t have believed me either, except that I had lived it and it was all true. I wasn’t going crazy. Or at least I didn’t think I was going crazy. It was theoretically possible. But I felt otherwise normal, if not extremely horny. It sucked.

		“Um, okay,” the nurse said, making a few notes in my chart. “Your vitals seem normal. I’m going to go get the doctor now and you can discuss all of this with her when she gets here.”

		I had expected the nurse to give me a gown to change into, but she seemed too shocked to be able to handle me and my situation. Worse, I felt pissed that I was getting assigned a woman doctor. Look, I find no fault with women who want to do things in the world, but they shouldn’t try to be something that they’re not. I don’t know what medical school admitted her, but it was either because of politics or because of affirmative action. There was no way she got in on her own merits. Women belonged in the kitchen, not in a medical school classroom. But as much as I wanted to ask for a male doctor, I didn’t want to wait any longer. Surely this woman would know what was wrong with me. Hopefully she would prescribe me some pills and I’d be back to normal by the end of the week.

		It was only a minute or so after the nurse left that there was a knock at the door. The door opened and a woman in her early thirties wearing a white coat and a stethoscope hanging from her neck walked in.

		“Hi there, Ashton,” the woman said. “I’m Dr. Wattly. I understand you have a list of concerns this evening.”

		I stopped myself from saying that it hadn’t been evening when I showed up. It had been late afternoon. But I knew the wait wasn’t her fault. Although I didn’t like how long I had to wait, I knew there wasn’t anything either of us could do about it, especially now.

		“Hi, Doc,” I said, my voice coming out far too feminine for my tastes. It almost had a lilting quality to it. “Yeah, I’m pretty worried.”

		“Let’s take it from the top,” she said. “Give me the rundown on what’s wrong and when you first noticed the issues.”

		I walked Dr. Wattly through my day, telling her what I noticed was different about myself and when I noticed each part. Unlike the nurse, who seemed to be weirded out by all of this, Dr. Wattly actually treated me with the respect I deserved. Although just seeing her plump lips made me wish she would get down on her knees and suck my cock. I somehow got even harder at that thought.

		“First of all,” the doctor started to say when I had finished my explanation, “I have a feeling we’ll be limited on what we can do here. I plan to examine you, especially your groin region, if that’s okay. That seems to be the most pressing issue at the moment, although I will want to look into the rest as well. I am also going to recommend a blood draw so we can run some tests. Unfortunately those could take a few days to get back from the lab. I have a feeling we’re going to be running quite a few tests, because I have never heard of anything like this before.”

		I nodded my head. I wasn’t surprised. I hadn’t heard of this before either. I thought I was pretty smart, but I couldn’t come up with any reason why I might suddenly be experiencing these systems.

		It was awkward when it came to taking off my pants so the doctor could examine my cock. “Sorry,” I mumbled when it popped out, hard as could be. And there was no doubt about it. My cock was definitely smaller than it should have been. I figured I had lost at least an inch on my fully hardened state.

		“You haven’t taken any medication for erectile dysfunction?” the doctor asked as she noticed the tip of my cock leaking pre-cum. I couldn’t help it. And her warm hands made it worse.

		“Never,” I said.

		The doctor nodded as she continued her examination. She even had me go through the hernia test where I turned my head and coughed. She seemed as stymied as I was. And the truth was, I trusted her a lot more than I trusted myself. Even if she had slept her way through medical school, she had to have picked something up. And it wasn’t like she had been demoted to nurse or something after getting hired at the hospital. She might have been a woman, but I realized she probably had some legitimate skills.

		“I don’t see anything obviously wrong with you,” Dr. Wattly said as she removed her gloves and washed her hands. “I mean, I think we should schedule you for some imaging tests, just to make sure everything is where it should be and that you don’t have some sort of tumor or growth somewhere. But if you do, it’s not outwardly noticeable. But at the moment, I’m inclined to believe this is most likely chemical of some sort.”

		“Just my luck,” I said. “It’s probably the water in my new place or some shit like that.”

		The doctor winced at my language, but she said nothing about it. Actually, it seemed like her ears perked up at hearing about me living in a new home.

		“You moved recently?”

		“This weekend. I had to vacate my previous residence at short notice and moved into a house a few miles from here. It’s a cheap place, but I’ve got lots of room.”

		“You mentioned the water? Is something wrong with it?”

		“It tastes fine, but I keep thinking it has a bit of a greenish tint. Could just be the lighting though. Like I said, it’s a cheap house. I probably would have ignored it if I wasn’t desperate for a place on such short notice. No one wanted to rent to me.”

		The doctor wasn’t showing me sympathy for my situation, which I didn’t want to begin with, but she was showing interest.

		“I’ve never heard of a chemical that’s able to do that, especially only after a day or so, but that’s the best lead we have. If you’ll provide the nurse who checks you out your address, I will make a few calls to see if there’s some testing that can be done. You should probably buy bottled water on your way home. I can’t think that showering would be an issue, but you should avoid drinking the stuff until we get this situation cleared up.”

		“I can do that,” I said, suddenly realizing the kind of trouble I could be in. If my water was contaminated, that could be a real problem. Although contamination would probably mean I could get a bunch of money from my landlord. I could probably even buy my own place and maybe even quit my stupid job. That would be pretty sweet. I could handle painful balls for a few days if it meant I didn’t have to work for the rest of my life.

		“But I’m still going to need that blood draw,” Dr. Wattly said. “The nurse will take care of that too. But unless there’s anything else, I’ll leave you to get dressed.”

		“Thanks, Doc,” I said. “I appreciate this.”

		It wasn’t the outcome I’d hoped for. I had wished there would have been something obvious that she could prescribe me some meds for and I’d be all better. But the chance to sue a few people and make myself set for life was promising. I just had to hope something positive came out of this situation.

		“Wait, Doc,” I said just before Dr. Wattly was about to close the door behind her. She stopped and poked her head back into the exam room. “Could you write me a note that I could use to get out of work for a couple days? I don’t want to be dealing with all of this while also trying to put my hours in. My boss requires a doctor’s note when we call in sick.”

		“I’ll add it to the list,” she said. “The nurse will bring it for you.”

		“Thanks.”

		At least I could tell my boss to go fuck himself when he complained about me missing work. I had a doctor’s note. Ugh, I felt like I was a kid in school again. Stupid company rules. But now I was getting a few days paid vacation. Too bad I couldn’t really go anywhere. As long as my erection stuck around, I wasn’t going out unless I couldn’t avoid it.
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		With my doctor’s note, I took the rest of the week off. Unfortunately, all I could do was wait for my lab results to come back. And in the meantime, my symptoms kept getting worse.

		To start with, I kept getting shorter. I had no idea how it was happening, but it was very clear that I was no longer as tall as I had once been. I had been roughly six feet tall before all of this. Now I was down at least four inches. It was incredibly demoralizing.

		Then there was my cock. My blood flow must have been off the scale, because I don’t think my cock ever went soft. It remained hard even after cumming. But with my shrinking body, I also experienced a shrinking cock. I hated to admit it, but I could see it more and more clearly with each passing hour. To see my manhood shrink like that scared the hell out of me.

		I knew I was the type of person who got angry instead of scared, but this scared me. I had always thought the most defining feature of my masculinity was my cock. But I couldn’t rely on that to be true anymore. I had to look for other possibilities, other ways I could define my masculinity. The problem was, I didn’t even recognize the person I saw in the mirror anymore. I looked more like a woman than I did a man. The only things that kept me from seeing a woman in the mirror was my still short hair and my lack of breasts. It was sickening to become that which I had always looked down upon. But there seemed to be nothing I could do about it.

		I had managed to buy a bunch of bottled water to drink, which I thought would help me avoid additional changes, but it didn’t seem to matter. If anything, I felt like the changes were speeding up, making me think it wasn’t the water, but something else. Not that I had any idea of what else it could be. I was at a complete loss.

		Since I had the rest of the week off for work, I used my free time to lay around the house and do my best to keep my mind off what was happening to me. I also masturbated a lot. I couldn’t avoid it. My cock was always calling to me and it felt like at least every couple hours my balls would become impossibly tight and full. Admittedly, that made sense to a degree. My balls were getting smaller along with my cock. There wasn’t as much room in them to hold my normal supply of cum. But again, I didn’t want to think about that. It was too depressing, even as I kept jacking my cock.

		I didn’t even get up from the couch anymore. I just had a box of tissues next to me and used those to clean up the mess. Not that there was much of a mess anymore. I wasn’t cumming all that much. There just wasn’t room. But oh boy did it feel good. I couldn’t remember masturbation ever feeling this good before. There were a couple times I completely lost track of what I was watching after I came. It was like my mind got temporarily fried by the endorphin rush. But as scary as that was, I couldn’t stop myself.

		By the second day, however, when it had finally become clear that there was nothing I could do to stop the changes, I gave up many pretenses about what was happening to me. I was pretty sure I was turning into a woman. It didn’t make any sense, but the shorter I became, the smaller my cock got, the more feminine my body looked, it was all pointing toward one direction. I couldn’t believe I was turning into the lesser sex. It was embarrassing.

		I had never blamed women for being who they were. They were born that way. But that didn’t mean I had to put up with their bullshit. I didn’t have to give them any credit when they didn’t act like the sluts and whores I knew they were on the inside. But I also wanted to tell it like it was. I wasn’t going to pussyfoot around topics just because some snowflake was afraid to get her feelings hurt.

		But I was beginning to question some of that. Did any of that apply to me? Would it have been all right for someone to call me a slut or a whore. I wasn’t either of those things. Not that I dressed like it, but I could see where someone could mistake me for a woman. Looking in the mirror, I could almost mistake myself for a woman.

		The scariest part was that I was even considering any of this. I always told it like it was and I didn’t care about what people thought of me. I didn’t care about the past. I was only focused on the present. But my present was pretty damn terrifying. I felt like my body was betraying me. I felt like my whole world was undergoing a massive shift. There was nothing I could do about it and that made it all the worse. I was helpless, hoping that the doctors and nurses who had seen me and taken my blood could come up with a reason why this was happening and provide a means for me to reverse it.
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		Dr. Wattly set up a video conference with me so she could go over the test results. It had been two days since my emergency room visit and I was going stir crazy at home, unable to know if I was okay or not, all the while watching my body change in front of my eyes.

		I never was able to watch any of the changes occur in real time, but I could definitely see the differences over the course of several hours. By the time my video call with Dr. Wattly was set to take place, my cock was barely there. It had shrunk down to the size of my thumb at best. And along with my shrinking body, my thumb had shrunk as well. Worse, it was becoming harder and harder not to see a woman when I looked in the mirror. My hair was starting to grow at a rapid pace. I figured I would have jaw-length hair by the time I went to bed. Who knew how long it would be when I woke up in the morning.

		At least I was finally going to get some answers. That was what was most important. And with answers, I hoped there would also be a cure. I couldn’t be the only person to have experienced these symptoms. There had to be others like me in the world.

		“Hi, Ashton,” Dr. Wattly said. She tried to smile, but she looked tired.

		“Hi, Doc,” I answered back, looking into my computer webcam. “I hope you have good news for me.”

		Dr. Wattly reached up and scratched the back of her head. “Yeah, about that. I had the lab run your blood work. They performed every test we could think of. We came back with nothing. I mean, there were elevated hormone levels and some other abnormalities, but nothing that made it clear what is happening to you. It’s almost like you’re going through puberty.”

		“Puberty is when boys grow into men,” I countered. “I’m not only not growing, I’m shrinking. But what you’re telling me is you have no idea what is happening to me?”

		“Well, I mean, I know what is happening to you. I just don’t know why or how it’s happening.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked.

		“As part of the blood analysis, I had the lab run some basic genetic typing. You know, figure out blood type as well as a few genetic pieces. But the weird thing is, according to your DNA, you’re a woman.”

		“What?” I nearly screamed. I understood that I was looking more and more feminine with each passing day, if not hour, but I was a man. I had always been a man. There was no way my DNA could say that I was a woman. “There must be some mistake, some kind of contamination.”

		Dr. Wattly shook her head. “We looked into that, but couldn’t find any source of contamination. And trust me when I say that I made the lab techs rerun all the tests. It’s clear to me that you are, at least currently, genetically a woman.”

		“What do you mean currently?” I asked. “Are you saying my DNA has changed?”

		“I don’t know, but I talked to a few people I know within the genetics research community. I dated a guy in med school who went into genetics. Let’s just say that was an awkward conversation, but that’s neither here nor there. What he told me was there has been some recent research into gender transformations at the genetic level. Apparently he’s under a non-disclosure agreement and he couldn’t tell me anything more than that. But when he heard that I had a patient who was exhibiting symptoms consistent with a genetic sex transition, he became very interested, wanting to know more about you.”

		“What did you tell him?” I asked, suddenly curious. Dr. Wattly might not have the answers for me, but this other guy could.

		“Nothing,” Dr. Wattly answered.

		“Doc, you’re killing me here.”

		“I couldn’t tell him anything without your permission. It’s the law. Medical privacy and all of that.”

		“Oh yeah, I forgot,” I said lamely.

		“If you would like me to share your medical information with him, I can do that. I just need your permission before any of that happens.”

		“Yes, please,” I said. “I want, no, I need answers. Tell him everything. I need to figure out what is happening to me.”

		“Okay, I’ll do that,” Dr. Wattly said. Then her eyes grew dark, flitting back and forth. Her voice got low. “And, um, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t mention the fact I’m sharing your medical details with my ex. The hospital wouldn’t like me sharing your data with someone outside its network.”

		I nodded my head, understanding that predicament. It was just like a big medical provider to care more about making as much money as it could and not actually helping its patients. It sucked, but there was nothing I could do about it.

		“It’s a deal,” I finally said.

		“Good,” Dr. Wattly said. “I’ll send off your information as soon as possible. I’m assuming it will be okay if he contacts you directly?”

		“Yes, that’s fine,” I said. “I just want to know how I can go back to being myself again. This is some scary shit.”

		This time it was Dr. Wattly nodding. I knew I had thought some less than ideal things about her before, but she seemed to be doing right by me. I couldn’t blame her for that. As an emergency room doctor, there was no way that my condition was a part of her training. But she had done everything she could to get me the help I needed. That had to count for something.

		Hearing that my blood had come back genetically female made me both angry and scared at the same time. I was angry that I had to go through all of this. I was scared because that shouldn’t have been able to happen. Sure, I understood that the mitochondria in our cells had DNA that was passed down from the mother’s side, but this was different. This was saying that my father had gived me an X chromosome instead of a Y. Or, it had nothing to do with that and I was instead undergoing some sort of strange genetic transformation, where my chromosomes had been replaced. Not that it seemed possible, but what other explanations were there. I had grown up male and now I was turning into a woman.

		“Thanks, Doc,” I said. “I appreciate it.”

		“Not a problem. I wish there was more I could do for you. Hopefully my ex will be able to provide you with some answers.”

		As Dr. Wattly signed off, I got the distinct impression that she had gone out on a limb for me. I could only guess, but I figured she and her ex did not get along very well anymore. The fact she reached out to him at all was a clear indication that she wanted the best for me. And in turn, I would be sure not to turn her in and get her in trouble for going outside of the hospital network. I wasn’t about to rat her out.

		

	
		 

		5

		 

		Icould do nothing but wait to be contacted by Dr. Wattly’s ex. In the meantime, my body continued to change. When my cock finally disappeared, I thought I would be more upset about it. In its place I now had a pussy. I had no idea how deep it went. I was afraid to even push a finger past my slick folds. My balls were gone too. All I had was a clit and a pussy. It seemed that more and more, my anatomy had started to agree with my genetics.

		It didn’t help that just the sight of me was enough to turn me on. I had never understood female arousal before, but it was very different from what I had always experienced as a man. Arousal as a man was entirely focused on my cock. When it got hard, I knew I was aroused. I didn’t have to pay attention to anything else. It was a simple binary situation. Hard equaled horny. Soft equaled not horny.

		My female anatomy was different. There was physical arousal, where I was wet, and there was emotional arousal, where I was in the mood. Neither of those things had to be true at the same time. It was an either, neither, or both situation. But the truth was, whatever had been done to me left me just as horny as before. My new pussy was practically leaking with fluids. And this wasn’t the case where I needed to pee. This was physical arousal. It seemed my body had been primed for it. I couldn’t help myself.

		And the pleasure. Oh god, the pleasure was fantastic. All it took was running my thumb over my clit and my eyes were ready to roll up into the back of my head. If this was what all women felt like during sexual activities, no wonder some were so easily labeled sluts and whores. Once I experienced it, I couldn’t stop. And unlike before all this, when I required time to recover between masturbatory sessions, now I could just keep going and going. The orgasms were better than I could have ever imagined, seemingly using every nerve and fiber in my body to cum. And I could do it over and over again with almost no time in between.

		At the same time that my pussy formed, I started to feel a pressure in my chest. I pulled off my shirt and could immediately make out budding breasts. They were barely noticeable compared to before. They poked out just a small fraction of an inch more, but I could already see their shape, how they would form. A part of me was excited to see what would happen. I mean, it was cool to see how the other half of humanity lived, how women experienced the world and how my body as a woman would have developed. However, that excitement did not overwhelm the very real fear I felt at what was happening to me. My face had already been feminized. So too had my genitals. My hair was definitely longer, falling to my shoulders. All that was left to make me noticeably female was my breasts.

		I hated the idea of going out. I didn’t want to leave the house in my current state. I didn’t want people to see me like this. Not that anyone would recognize me, but I still had standards and I definitely did not match my past standards. But still I needed to go out. I needed new clothes. I couldn’t keep wearing my old clothes. They had no hope of fitting me. I had mostly gone around the house wearing a robe. The fact I was probably at least six inches shorter now and that my whole body had slimmed down with my decrease in height meant that nothing else I owned fit me anymore. I didn’t want to wear women’s clothing, but at this point, I didn’t think that I had a choice. I needed clothes and there only clothes that would fit me now were designed for the body I now had, not the one I previously had.

		I had to dig into the very back of my closet to find clothes I could wear out. The sweatpants I wore were gross, even by my old standards. I didn’t even know why I’d kept them. I should have thrown them out when I moved. But I was glad I didn’t. They weren’t the best fitting pants I’d ever worn, but after rolling the waistband a few times, they managed to hug my hips reasonably well. And they didn’t bunch up at my ankles too much either. If only they looked better. I didn’t even know where the stains came from. I didn’t want to know either.

		Luckily, my t-shirts didn’t matter as much. I could wear any of them as a top. Yes, I was left to practically swim in them. They were huge compared to my current size. They were extra larges where I probably would have worn a small or even extra small. I tied off the bottom so the hem didn’t hang too low. It was passable, even if it made me look like a slob.

		Shopping for clothes left me at a loss. I arrived at the mall with big plans to buy a couple outfits that would let me leave the house regularly. I would need to return to the grocery store eventually. I couldn’t afford to have everything delivered. Those costs added up. And I would need to eventually meet with the geneticist or whatever he was, Dr. Wattly’s ex. I hoped he would contact me soon, but I needed to be prepared for when he wanted to meet, assuming we were going to meet in person. Either way, I knew I needed some fitting clothes. And as much as it pained me to admit it, I needed clothes that a woman who looked like me would wear.

		The problem was, I had no idea where to start. There were big department stores and smaller boutiques. And it wasn’t like I felt comfortable asking anyone for help. I didn’t want to admit that a few days ago I had been a big and strong man. Now I felt weak and helpless. It was almost too much to take in.

		I found myself standing there in the middle of the mall, my eyes darting back and forth between different stores. I saw the mannequins out front wearing fashionable women’s clothing. I saw other shoppers, especially women, dressed in styles I had never even thought about before. As a man, I had always felt that shopping for clothes was easy and therefore boring. It was simple. Most of the time I didn’t even need to try anything on. I could pull the pants or shirts off the shelf and walk them over to the counter to pay. Easy peasy. But shopping now, without the long collected knowledge of womanhood, I was at a complete loss.

		I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the ordeal that was to come. Then I walked into the nearest department store, figuring that would be the easiest place to go unnoticed. I didn’t want nosey store clerks getting in my business, asking me if I needed help. Yes, I needed help, but I didn’t want to explain why I needed the help. At least I wasn’t having to worry about buying bras yet. I knew I would eventually if whatever had happened to me wasn’t reversed. But as much as that scared me, I decided not to let it bother me for now. Instead, I needed to focus on the task at hand, which was basically everything except for bras.

		I started with underwear. I figured that was the simplest place to start, since it was what went underneath my clothes. But boy was I wrong. Men had it relatively easy. We had three of four different underwear styles. Women had so many more. I almost felt overwhelmed by all the choices. And it all came down to what I felt most comfortable with and what I thought would fit me. But it was only after I started browsing the selection of panties that I realized I didn’t even know what size I was. I was oblivious. My body had changed too much. I knew what my waist size was before all of this, but my bone structure was very different now. I was afraid I was going to need to ask for help after all.

		However, just as I was about to give up, I spotted a measuring tape on the ground. I could only guess that a store clerk had dropped it after helping a previous customer. It seemed pretty easy for me to pick it up and rush off to the changing rooms to measure myself. It was only later, once I was inside, that I realized I had automatically walked into the women’s changing room. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I was relieved, since all signals were that I was a woman, but that didn’t mean I felt like a woman. I still felt like I was a man, even if my body said otherwise.

		It didn’t help that I didn’t know exactly where I should measure myself. Should I measure my actual waist or should I measure around my hips, or even around my butt. I had no idea and my phone didn’t have a good enough signal in the changing room for me to look it up. Instead, I measured all three and decided it would have to do. I would figure it out.

		As soon as I returned to the underwear aisle, I found the answers I wanted. Some of the packages actually showed where on the body the panties fit. I saw one that looked good. It was a five-pack. I decided that would have to do. I wasn’t about to buy individual pairs of panties. I saw those price tags. Bulk buying was the way to go.

		With underwear settled, I moved toward the more normal clothing sections. I was going to need pants. I figured I could get away with a single pair of jeans. As a man, I had no problem wearing the same pair of pants everyday for a week. That meant about six days, with washing them on the seventh. I would wear another, older, pair of pants while doing my laundry.

		I used the mannequins to decide what kinds of pants I thought I wanted to wear. I would have preferred something baggy, something relatively similar to what I wore normally, but the store didn’t have any that were obviously of that style. That meant I would need to buy something more form-fitting. I shrugged at what that meant, knowing it would highlight my womanly figure. There wasn’t anything I could do about that now. At least I would look that part.

		As a man, I had always preferred pants that were designed to fit at the hips. I didn’t like the high waisted styles. I didn’t like how they fit. That led me to gravitate toward the more hip hugging and low-rise styles. I didn’t want to come off as a slut, but I wanted something comfortable. After choosing a style I liked, based on the mannequin, I grabbed a couple different sizes and returned to the changing rooms.

		“Shit,” I said to myself as I pulled off my sweatpants to remember I wasn’t wearing underwear. There was no way I could try on any of these pants like that. My pussy was too wet. I would have to buy them all and I didn’t have that kind of money.

		But then I remembered the package of underwear. I was already planning to buy it and the package was resealable. I could always slip one out so I could try on these pants. And that was exactly what I did. Except I wasn’t paying very close attention. Clearly I was too nervous about everything that I was doing. I felt like I had crossed over to the forbidden side of the river. The divide between men and women was never something I would have considered crossing before. I didn’t want to know about women’s issues or about their clothes. I only cared if they looked good or not, and even then I didn’t care very much. But here I was behind enemy lines and I wasn’t paying attention.

		I didn’t realize the cut of panties I had picked up until after I had slipped them on. My eyes went wide as I felt the thong slip between my butt cheeks. It was a new feeling. It was unexpected. It was weird. But as I looked at myself in the mirror wearing the baby blue thong, I had to admit it looked good against my pale skin. I wiggled my hips and could only imagine that they belonged to a woman.

		It was only then that I fully realized that all of my body hair was gone. I hadn’t been paying close enough attention before. I was too caught up in my shrinking and then disappearing cock. But instead of my previously hair legs and crotch, my skin was silky smooth and hairless.

		I grumbled to myself at realizing the mistake I’d made. I hadn’t meant to buy thongs. But now it was too late. I knew store policies about these sorts of things. You try them, you buy them. And I had, unfortunately, tried them. I was going to be wearing thongs until the geneticist could fix me.

		Even though I was stuck wearing thongs, I realized I could still try on the pants. I had several different sizes in a style I figured would be comfortable. And in the end, I was surprised at how well the smallest of the three pairs fit. I knew they were supposed to be tight. And they definitely were, but they were stretchy too, allowing me to move without difficulty. And they sat nicely on my hips, without a need for a belt, just above my panty line. They were perfect.

		With pants and underwear decided upon, I needed to find tops and shoes that I could wear. My feet were swimming in my trainers. They were the smallest pair of shoes I owned and I felt like a clown wearing them. They needed to go. But tops came first. I knew how department store shoe areas sometimes were. They put shoes on display, but you had to ask for them and I wasn’t ready for that yet. My grand plan was to buy a new outfit and then change before I went shoe shopping.

		Tops ended up being easy. I found several styles that looked good on the mannequins and the sizing seemed self-explanatory. I grabbed a couple in colors that I liked, blues and greens mostly, and then carried everything up to the counter to buy. I was still wearing the thong, deciding I should get used to wearing it, but there was no indication that one of the five pairs were missing from the package. I had resealed it and I was guessing the clerk would be none the wiser for it.

		Everything went to plan. The clerk didn’t even question the name that came up on my credit card account. Ashton can be a woman’s name too. At least if I was stuck this way, I wouldn’t need to change my name. I would just need to update the M on my driver’s license to an F. Not that I wanted to do that or explain why I was doing it.

		As soon as everything had been put in the bag and I had signed the credit card receipt, I hurried off toward the bathrooms to change. For this part, I didn’t want to change in the changing rooms. I didn’t want to get questioned about what I had just bought.

		“Fuck,” I said as I pulled the top on. I had chosen a blue tank top. I figured it matched my thong a little bit, even if no one was going to see that. There was a problem. The tops I had bought were designed for higher waisted pants. With the pants I bought, there was a narrow band of flesh left on display. This wasn’t what I wanted.

		However, as I stood there, I ran a hand down across my flat belly. My fingers lightly grazed the exposed skin. I shuddered as a jolt of pleasure ran through me. I shuddered as I stood there, biting my lip. I wanted nothing more than to reach under my waistband and finger myself. My clit was screaming at me for attention. It took all my willpower to keep my hands out of my pants.

		“Okay, maybe this look isn’t so bad,” I said to myself, realizing there was no way I could go back and return the top. I felt too good in it. I didn’t realize that I had a style, but this one was growing on me. And it wasn’t like some women didn’t regularly show off parts of their midriffs. It was relatively accepted. And yes, I knew I was probably being hypocritical since I once derided women who exposed their midriffs. But that was then and this was now. And as much as part of me wanted to cover up and wear something less revealing, a whole other part of me wanted to dress this way. And on top of both of those parts of me, there was a little voice in the back of my head pushing me to go even further. For the first time I realized I had an inner slut.

		After all of that, I returned to the department store to buy shoes. I managed to get along on my own at first. There were measuring devices so I could measure my feet. I tucked my now overly large trainers underneath the bench I sat on, hiding them from view. I didn’t want anyone to know the truth about the shoes I wore into the store.

		Unfortunately, there were so many different styles. I just wanted simple shoes, but instead I felt inundated with an array of styles that I couldn’t even fully comprehend. I knew heels were out. There was no way I was going to wear heels, even though my inner slut was pushing me toward a pair of strappy sandals with a several-inch heel. I could feel them calling to me. I almost gave in to at least trying them on, but I managed to refuse. Instead, I found a simple pair of trainers, a fashionable model with a thin sole. They were blue, which I figured once again would match my current outfit.

		“Excuse me, do you have these in size 8?” I asked the clerk working in the shoe department.

		The women looked at me sitting there. Her eyes trailed down my legs toward my feet. She spotted the men’s trainers underneath the bench. I could feel the heat building up in my cheeks from embarrassment.

		“Sure thing,” the woman finally said. “Just one moment.”

		The clerk took note of the shoe model and then walked into the back. I drummed my fingers on the wooden bench, passing the time nervously while I waited. When she returned, I could tell that there was something wrong.

		“I’m sorry, but we don’t have your size in the blue,” she said as she opened the box she was carrying. “We do have it in pink though.”

		Pink. I wanted to avoid pink if possible. Admittedly, one of the thongs in the package I bought was pink, but I knew no one would see that. With shoes, everyone would see them.

		I was about to say no when the voice inside me spoke up. Those are pretty. Isn’t pink pretty. I didn’t know what to say to that, but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to at least try the shoes on. They might not even be the right size. The store might have the blue in an adjacent size.

		“I’ll at least try them on to see if they fit,” I said, taking the box and trying on the shoes. These weren’t the sort of shoes I wouldn’t need to wear socks with. That was another advantage to wearing them. The insides used special fabrics that mimicked socks. I wouldn’t even need to worry about no-show socks.

		Of course, they were a perfect fit. As soon as they were on my feet, I knew I would buy them. And just like that, I owned pink shoes. As soon as I was out of the store, I changed into my new shoes. My men’s shoes didn’t even fit in the box. At least there was enough room in my bags to fit them. If I ever changed back to the old me, I would need them. In the meantime, I at least had clothes I could wear that wouldn’t make people stop and stare at me like I was crazy. I looked like a normal woman now. And I had no idea how I felt about that.
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		Iwoke up horny. That wasn’t really a surprise. And I didn’t even need to get out of bed before I started rubbing my clit. I had gone to bed just wearing one of my old t-shirts. It was huge on my current pint-sized body, making for a perfect night shirt. It also made it easy for me to just reach under the hem and start rubbing as soon as I woke up.

		“Ouch,” I cried out. I had forgotten about my long nails.

		Returning home from the mall, I found a package stuck in my mailbox. It was a load of free beauty samples. There was makeup and even a set of press-on nails. At first I was certain it was some kind of joke. Someone knew I had turned into a woman and they were mocking me. I felt like that could be the only explanation. It made me angry. Someone was out to get me.

		“Stop being paranoid,” I told myself as I looked at the box. It was addressed to “Postal Customer”, the generic term for sending stuff like this out at random. My anger subsided as I realized I wasn’t being targeted. I wasn’t the subject of someone’s sick joke.

		And once my anger had subsided, my curiosity got the best of me. I couldn’t help but open the box to see exactly what had been gifted to me. There was a small array of makeup products and then a set of cheap press-on nails. That had been an area I had neglected during my shopping trip. I had needed clothes only, nothing beyond that. But I was already starting to feel that I should explore a bit more of this situation.

		I never would have admitted it in other situations, but I knew I had been hard on women. I had derided women for both wearing makeup, trying to be more than they really were, and not wearing makeup, not bothering to make themselves look presentable to the world. In other words, I had been a complete ass. I saw that now and even felt some shame for it. But there was nothing I could do about my past behavior. I could only move on and choose not to be that person anymore.

		I left the box of samples on my kitchen table, not knowing what to do with them and retreated to my bedroom for a little personal time. My shopping trip had made me horny and I needed to find some relief. It was only later, after countless orgasms, that I returned to the kitchen. I must have been high from all those orgasms and not thinking straight, because I spent the rest of my night using those new makeup products, alternating watching online videos about how to use them, actually making decent attempts at applying makeup and the like, and masturbating. And by the time I went to bed, I had long pink nails and the skills of an amateur makeup artist.

		“What the fuck did I do last night?” I asked myself after pulling my hands away from my pussy. I brought my hand up in front of my face and splayed my fingers out so I could get a better look at my nails. They were so long and pink. I couldn’t believe I had done this to myself.

		I looked at my fingers for a long time, realizing that wearing them would make certain tasks more difficult. Masturbating would be one of them. Typing would be another. And typing was kind of important for my job. Not that they were so long that my hands were useless. I would still be able to type. I would just be slower and I would need to change the posture of my hands a little to accommodate their length.

		“Or I could just take them off,” I said, climbing out of bed. I was determined to march into the bathroom and pull them off.

		However, before I could start on that task, my doorbell rang.

		“Who the fuck is visiting me so early in the morning?” I asked as I stomped off to answer the door.

		I flung open the door to see a middle-aged man standing there with a broad smile on his face. He gave me a quick look up and down, his eyes seeming to gravitate toward my chest. I looked down as well, unable to stop myself. Was I wearing a band t-shirt? I couldn’t remember what I had put on while getting ready for bed the night before.

		My cheeks turned bright red as I looked down to see boobs. I had been aware that my boobs were starting to grow, but they had expanded at record pace overnight. They were already sizable, almost like large oranges or even grapefruits sticking off my chest, stretching my nightshirt. I could see my nipples poking out against the taut fabric.

		And that image only helped remind me that this particular shirt barely covered my ass and pussy the night before when I went to bed. Stretched as it was, there was a decent chance I was flashing my girly bits to my visitor and anyone else who happened to pass by my front door. I felt exposed and vulnerable. Luckily the man didn’t seem to notice that. Maybe he had a bad angle. Or my boobs were too interesting to bother with what was below.

		“Hi, my name is Richard,” the man said, holding out his hand. “You must be Ashton. Dr. Wattly contacted me about you.”

		“You’re the geneticist?” I asked as I hesitantly held out my hand to shake his.

		“That’s right. I actually work at the lab next door. I considered calling, but since you live right here, I thought I would pop over before reporting for work today to see you.”

		“What’s happening to me?” I asked. “I’m turning into a woman.”

		“Given your exposure time, I’d say you’ve already turned into a woman, but you’re getting a few of the final touches now.”

		“Wait, what?” I asked, confused. What was he talking about?

		“I think it would be best if you came by the lab today. My partner and I can explain everything to you then. Take your time getting ready. I know how confusing things must be right now. But I just want you to know that you look really sexy right now. Congrats on the successful transition.”

		I stood there with my mouth gaping as I watched Richard turn and walk down the front steps. Before I knew it he was down on the sidewalk, walking toward the lab next door. I stood there the whole time, trying to understand what had just happened. I had so many questions. Transition? I supposed I had transitioned from a man to a woman, although that hadn’t been my intention. I hadn’t wanted this.

		“Ugh,” I said. “He called me sexy. Fuck, that’s hot.”

		Those words continued to run through my head, heating up my already overheated sex drive. How did women live like this? It seemed like anything and everything served to turn me on. I didn’t want to be labeled as a slut, but how could I not when I wanted to feel this good all the time?

		I finally managed to go back in the house, slamming the door shut behind me before I threw myself down on the couch and let my hands return to my pussy. This time I was much more careful to accommodate my long nails. It meant using more than just the tips of my fingers, but I managed to feel just as good. And it only got better when I reached up with my free hand and started playing with my boobs. I pushed my nightshirt up and over them, letting them breathe the free air for the first time. I could feel my nipples harden in the cool air. And they felt even better when I started rubbing and twisting them with my fingers. I knew I looked like a wanton slut at that moment, but I didn’t care. I was chasing a series of inevitable orgasms. Only after my needs were satisfied would I be able to continue with my day and even think about paying the lab next door a visit. After all, I had a lot of questions and this Richard fella seemed to be the only one who could answer them.

		Several hours had passed before I made my way next door to the lab. I didn’t exactly have professional clothes, especially now that my boobs and butt had started to fill in. My pants were even tighter as they stretched across my ass. I was pretty certain people would be able to see my thong sticking up out of the back when I sat down. And with the added strain my tank top was under to stretch across my boobs, even more of my midriff was showing. Luckily, I looked pretty good. And my pink shoes matched my nails and my lips. Pink had always been too girly for me, but I found it growing on me. It was nice.

		Walking into the entrance area of the lab, I felt like I had stepped into an airport. There was an array of metal detectors and security personnel at a checkpoint, slowly processing people both entering and exiting the building. I wondered why they were checking people on their way out when I realized they were probably making sure no one walked out with research they weren’t authorized to take. Corporate espionage was a major problem, it seemed.

		Richard had given me no information to go on. He had just told me to pay a visit. I had no choice but to check in at the reception desk, hoping they would be able to tell me where to go.

		“Hi, there,” the woman seemed as I approached. “My name is Stacy. How can I help you today?”

		“Richard, I don’t have his last name, he’s a geneticist, told me to visit him here today,” I answered. I felt incredibly self-conscious standing there, dressed as I was. Other people were wearing a mix of lab coats and business suits. I stood out just because I was dressed so casually.

		“Sure thing,” Stacy said. “Can I get your name and see your ID?”

		“Um, sure,” I said, scrounging in my back pocket for my driver’s license. I didn’t have a purse to wear and my wallet didn’t fit in any of my pockets. I tried, but my pants were just too right. But I found that my driver’s license and a few other cards managed to fit all right without anything else protecting them. “My name is Ashton Treneer.”

		It was only after I handed over my ID that I realized I no longer looked anything like the picture on the card. However, the woman didn’t seem to care about that. She typed a few things into the computer and then the printer next to her started to activate.

		“Here’s your ID,” she said. “I’m printing out a visitor’s badge for you. You will need to wear it at all times. It will also be required for you to use the visitor’s elevator as well as to access your final destination. There are directions printed on the back that will take you to Richard and Carla’s lab.”

		“Thank you,” I said. This all seemed so scary, but I was certain I could do this. The only problem was I didn’t know what to expect. I could only hope that Richard and this Carla could help me. I wanted to be a man again.

		After receiving my visitor’s badge, I walked over to the security line. I tried to keep my head down, not wanting to garner additional scrutiny from any of the security guards. I wasn’t there to steal anything. I was there for answers. I was there to find out why in the span of a week I had gone from being completely male to being a horny woman. It shouldn’t have been possible, but I seemed to be living proof of the matter.

		However, I couldn’t help but look up at one of the security guards. He was a big man with broad shoulders and strong arms. I think even as a man I would have recognized his attractiveness, but now I felt it deep in my belly. I could feel myself getting wet at the idea that he could take me wherever he wanted to. He could bend me over and fuck me and I wouldn’t have been able to resist him. I was too weak, even if I had wanted to stop him. Wait… Did that mean I wanted him to fuck me? I wanted a handsome man to push his thick hard cock into my wet little pussy.

		“Stop it,” I whispered to myself, scolding myself for thinking such thoughts. I wasn’t supposed to be like this. I wasn’t some horny slut of a woman. I wasn’t even supposed to like men, even when I recognized they were attractive. But my whole world had been flipped on its head. Now it seemed like I was all in for sex with men. How the hell was I supposed to live with myself?

		I made it through security without incident, meaning I didn’t throw myself at the hot security guard, even if I had an urge to do so. And I managed to find my way to the lab upstairs. I ended up not needing to scan my visitor’s badge to get in, because Richard opened the door for me as soon as I approached. It was a little creepy, but there was nothing I could do about that. He was the man with all the answers.

		“Come in Ashton,” Richard said.

		I followed him through a series of rooms until I found myself sitting across from him in an office. The desk was covered in stacks of papers. I wouldn’t even be able to guess what was printed on the papers.

		“I bet you have a lot of questions,” Richard said. I found myself nodding along with him, unable to formulate the right words to actually ask them. “You’re wondering what happened to you and how. Well, I can tell you that this was a complete accident. It seems the leftover material we use in our project was stored in the alley that separates the lab from your house. Those big barrels were left over from my research project. Our best guess is one or more of those barrels leaked, which really shouldn’t be a surprise, and the groundwater was contaminated. Apparently your house doesn’t draw water from the city municipal water system. It has its own well, which has tapped into the contaminated groundwater.”

		I couldn’t understand what it was, but I was having the hardest time following Richard’s explanation. Deep down, I knew what all of the words he used meant, but I couldn’t seem to follow along when they were strung together like that. This was something new. It wasn’t just horniness, although I felt that plenty strong. It was like I had an urge to kneel in front of Richard and gently suck on his cock. But that wasn’t getting in the way of me understanding him. It was like my brain had just stopped working right, as if I had just lost a substantial amount to my IQ.

		“Just so you know, we’re cleaning up the alley as I speak. And we’re releasing a neutralizing agent into the groundwater to keep this from happening to anyone else. By the end of the weekend, it will be like this never happened.”

		“But what about me?” I asked. My voice came out as if I was whining, which I guess I was in a way.

		“Yes, that is a problem,” Richard said. “Obviously, we never would have learned about the leak without this happening to you. But at the same time, this isn’t something we can just reverse. We’ve never tried anything like that before. I mean, yes, we could attempt to replace your new X chromosomes with Y chromosomes, but you wouldn’t be the man you were before. And to be honest, I’m not really sure I want to change you back. I’ve done a little research about you. From everything I could tell, you were a nearly radicalized homophobe and transphobe. You were rude to almost everyone, but you had particularly bad views of women and you weren’t afraid to voice them.”

		“I know I was a jerk,” I cried. “I’m sorry, all right. I won’t be like that anymore. I just want my cock back.”

		“Are you sure you want your cock or do you want a cock?” Richard asked me.

		That I understood and it left me thinking. Did I want my cock or did I just want a cock? I was so horny that it was hard to decide. I hadn’t actually tested having anything inside me yet, but I could feel my pussy aching at the thought of being packed full of man meat. I could feel my pussy clench around nothing just at the thought of it. A cock would feel so good. And I had to admit, my orgasms had felt a million times better than anything ever had before this. My old cock was boring in comparison.

		“I guess I really just want a cock,” I finally admitted. And in doing so, it felt like a huge weight had been lifted off my shoulders. My whole body relaxed and my mind cleared. It felt nice not to be weighed down by anything. I felt more in tune with my body than ever before. I could feel how my nipples pressed against the tight fabric of my tank top. Looking down I was greeted with an impressive display of cleavage. I didn’t even need a bra. And I could feel myself creaming my panties. I was wetter than I had ever been before and it felt amazing.

		Richard smiled. I liked to see him smile. I liked to see all men smile. No, I liked to see all people smile, especially when they were looking at me. Seeing that knowing look on his face as he looked at my body turned me on more than I could have imagined.

		“I was wondering when the bimbo brain was going to kick in,” Richard commented.

		“Bimbo brain?” I asked, tilting my head to the side and twirling a lock of hair with my finger.

		“The research we’ve done here, the genetic resequencing we are able to do, has come with some common side effects,” Richard explained. “We’ve been able to identify why it happens and avoid that from now on, but the leaking barrels came from before that change. I knew it highly likely that you would fall into the same hole as so many others before you. Actually the biggest surprise is your hair didn’t turn blonde. Most of our bimbos ended up with naturally blonde hair. Your’s remains brown. That’s a variation I haven’t seen much.”

		“Ooh, blonde hair would be sexy,” I said, distracted by the thought of me having blonde hair. Then no one would doubt my lack of intelligence. I could just be a dumb blonde bimbo. “Do you think I should dye my hair blonde?”

		“Ashton, you do whatever you want,” Richard said with a smirk. “To be honest, I don’t really care much for blondes myself. Maybe that’s why I haven’t fucked any of the bimbos we’ve ended up creating during this project.”

		“Can I suck your cock?” I suddenly blurted out. I didn’t know why I said it. I just suddenly felt like I should thank Richard by sucking his cock. After all, he had explained to me what had happened to me. It wasn’t his fault that I was too dumb to understand the explanation. And the truth was, my mouth was watering at the prospect of sucking cock. I’d never done it before, but I was certain I was going to be really good at it. I could kind of remember having a cock of my own once and I was certain that experience would make me a great cocksucker. All I’d have to do is do the stuff that would feel good back when I had a cock.

		Richard pulled his chair back from his desk and made room for me between his legs. Without saying another word, I got up and walked around the desk. Then I gracefully dropped to my knees. His cock was already out, straining upward, pulsing with the same rhythm as his heart beat. I licked my lips and then dove in, knowing that this was the first of many blowjobs I would be giving in the future. This was what I was meant for. I was a bimbo now. I would always be a bimbo. This was what I lived for.
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		“Y eah, baby,” I cooed as the man fondled my big tits. I didn’t know the man’s name, but that was normal. I rarely knew their names. After sucking Richard’s cock in his office, he made a few calls to set me up with my new life. I was so glad for his help. I wouldn’t be the bimbo I now was without his help.

		I quit my old job, since there was no way I could handle any of those hard computer things anymore. I did offer to fuck my boss as apology for being such a jerk before, but he was afraid I was trying to trap him or something. He didn’t get that I just really like to fuck now. It’s, like, all I think about. Sex is the best. And the second best thing is getting ready for sex. I love dressing up all sexy and showing off my bimbolicious body. My tits got really big and round. They look kind of fake, but a lot of guys are into that.

		The only problem with quitting my job was I didn’t have a way to make money. If only stores were willing to exchange clothes for sex. I mean, I’ve gotten a few discounts, but I’ve never gotten anything for free before. But then someone explained to me that some guys will pay for sex. And since I liked sex so much, I decided to do that. I guess that makes me a whore now, but I don’t mind. It’s fun. I get to fuck lots of different guys and they pay for it. That way I can buy lots of sexy clothes and high heels and pay my rent.

		I sometimes forget about the whole rent thing. After missing a couple payments because I forgot, my landlord came over and we made a deal. He’ll come over to see me once per month—or maybe it’s twice per month since I’m so forgetful—and he fucks me and I pay him for turning his house into a brothel. That’s what he calls it. It’s just me here. I turned the living room into a sex den. There are toys and restraints and all those fun things that help make sex even more fun.

		I never did get around to dying my hair blonde. There are already a lot of girls like me who are blonde. I give guys variety by keeping my hair darker. Although sometimes guys make special requests. I have a couple wigs that I’ll wear when they pay me more money. The favorite one is a pink wig. I mean, I love pink, but I don’t get pink hair.

		“How do you want to fuck me?” I asked my client. “You can do anything you want to me for the next hour.”

		“Ass to mouth,” the man growled.

		I giggled in response. “Sure, baby. I’ll do whatever you want. I’m already nice and lubed up for you.”

		I got down on what amounted to a bed, positioning myself on my hands and knees. I could already tell that his cock would perfectly line up with my ass. It was nice when that worked out, because I didn’t need to work as hard. I was willing to do whatever was necessary for cock, but it was nice when the heights worked out. I flipped up my skirt, uncovering my ass. Then I shook it at him for further enticement.

		I could hear the man undo his belt. Then I heard his pants fall to the floor. A moment later, I felt his hands on my ass. He was gentle, at least at first.

		Crack.

		He brought his palm down hard against my ass. My cheeks jiggled in response as I let out a long moan. As much as I liked it gentle, I loved rough sex, the rougher the better.

		When I felt his cock enter my backdoor, I arched my back and moaned again. It took me a few days to build up to anal sex, but now I couldn’t imagine life without it. It felt so good to be so full back there. And I didn’t even need to play with my clit to get off. I could cum from getting fucked in the ass all by itself. I was so lucky.

		I always kept myself lubed up and ready to go back there. I never knew when I got would want to fuck me there. It was just easier to constantly plan for it than to take care of those things when a man was already hard and waiting.

		It took little time for my client to build up a steady rhythm. It took even less time to push me to the edge of orgasm. I was so close and just needed the right thrust to set me off.

		And then it happened. My vision turned white as my arms gave out underneath me. My tits caught me, keeping my face out of the bedcovers, as I continued to get pounded from behind. Some guys stopped when I came, but I loved it when they kept going. It felt so much better that way. And really nothing should keep a man from his pleasure. I always did whatever I could to make sure my clients had the best times imaginable.

		My orgasm was a big one. They always seemed to be now. My whole body was primed for them. The cascade of pleasure was huge as it washed over me, hitting me like a wall of water, but there was only pleasure there. Every once in a while I actually blacked out from cumming, but this time I managed to stay alert. After all, I needed to suck him off before he left me.

		“Okay, I’m ready,” the man said, pulling out of me. I pouted for the briefest of moments before I remembered what I needed to do next. I flipped around and quickly wrapped my plump lips around his cock. From there I did everything I could to make sure he got off. His orgasm was the most important thing to me. It was all that mattered.

		His cock easily pushed into the back of my throat. I didn’t remember when I lost my gag reflex, but it happened sometimes between sucking off Richard and becoming a regular whore. I practiced in front of the mirror, watching how my neck bulged when I pushed a dildo down my throat. I could imagine the same thing happening as I buried my nose in the man’s pubes.

		I knew some people looked down on me for my choice of careers, but I didn’t let those people bother me. I loved sex too much to do anything else. And in some small way, I figured this was penance for the man I used to be. I had been a horrible person, but now that I was a bimbo, I could spread happiness and joy wherever I went. Yes, I dressed like a slut, but I was a proud slut. And I knew that by showing off my sexy body, I was making the world a more beautiful place. And then it only made sense that I provided a service that helped men with the stiffies they got from looking at my sexy body. It wasn’t like I was some high class escort. I only charged what I needed to so that I had enough clothes to wear, food to eat, and to keep a roof over my head. Some people called me a cheap whore, but I figured I could only charge so much when I was the one who made all those cocks hard in the first place.

		When the man finally came, I knew it before he even did. He mumbled something about being about to cum, but I was way ahead of him on that front. With all the sex I had, I had become a bit of an expert when it came to cocks and orgasms. Hell, I even knew when a woman was about to cum. Female clients were always fun. I didn’t get to do that nearly enough, but there was always something fun about some girl-on-girl action.

		However, what I wasn’t ready for was the huge load the guy had stored up for me. He filled my mouth to overfilling, leaving me with two white rivulets of cum seeping down my chin from the corners of my mouth. Luckily, I knew some guys liked to see that, so I was used to doing it, but this time I wasn’t even trying.

		Once it was clear I had sucked him dry, I pulled off his cock and opened my mouth, showing him his seed in my mouth. Then I made a big show of swallowing it. Opening my mouth for a second time, I wanted to show him that I had swallowed it all. At least I had swallowed everything that hadn’t leaked out of my mouth. For that I used my long-nailed fingers to push the escaped cum into my mouth, sucking my finger clean at the end.

		“That was fun,” I said before I let out my trademark giggle. That was my natural response to almost everything now. The guys loved it. Even now, I could see that my client’s cock twitched with desire for more fun. But he was going to need more time to recover. Luckily, we still had lots of time before his hour was up. If I was lucky, I could make sure he got his full money’s worth. I had a lot of repeat customers since they knew I always took care of them. And in turn, they took care of me. They gave a dumb bimbo sex fiend like me the ability to support myself and do what I loved more than anything else. Yes, I had to live with the fact that I was a prostitute, but I also knew that the man I used to be would probably view my current life as penance for the person I used to be. If I could take back every bad thing I ever said, I would. In the meantime, I know I’m adding blissful post-orgasmic smiles to the world, one at a time. And I am certain that none of the men who fucked me had any idea of who I used to be, except for Richard and my landlord. They were the only two, but I knew they could keep my secret. I’m a bimbo whore now and this is a million times better than being the mean and hateful jerk that I had been before.
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