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SIDE EFFECTS

Eldrid has spent the past eight years in a wheelchair, struggling to come to terms with his lower body paralysis. He lost so much in that car accident, but now he has an opportunity to have it all back in the form of a new drug trial: ten pills to be taken over ten days, designed to repair the spinal cord. Eldrid can’t sign up fast enough.

But the drug has serious side effects. After the first day, two men who took the first pill are hospitalized, so Dr. Lafontaine decides to end the trial for everyone. But after that first pill, Eldrid has feeling in his toes. He can’t let the amazing chance slip away, so he starts taking the pills behind his doctor’s back: one pill each day. And each day, more feeling comes back to his body. But something else is happening: certain body parts are beginning to shrink, and some soft lumps are beginning to form.


CHAPTER I

It wasn’t a big pill: smaller than the muscle relaxants I often took to soothe the pain in my right shoulder. It didn’t look particularly miraculous: blue like a Viagra, and round like an Aspirin. But I was supposedly looking at modern day miracle drug: a drug that would put me back on my feet for the first time in eight years, for the first time since that cement truck rammed me from the side, leaving me in a hospital for three months while I underwent surgery after surgery.

They told me I would never walk again: talk about a hard pill to swallow. I was working as a carpenter at the time, spending my free time running and training for a big national marathon. So when I learned that I would be stuck in a chair for the rest of my life, I was obviously disturbed and shocked. It took many months to accept my fate. It was a surprisingly long time before I accepted that I no longer had any feeling beyond my waist. It took even longer to accept that my penis would never be erect again, which mean no ejaculation, no sex, and probably no pretty girlfriends.

My therapist (the one the hospital assigned to me) made a suggestion that put me in an even deeper funk. “How’s about, when you meet a girl, you allow her to sleep with other men? That way you get a girlfriend and she’ll still get to satisfy her female cravings.” I stopped seeing that therapist after that particular visit, but those words never left my head. She was basically telling me that the only way I’d ever find love was if I became a cuckold—not something I ever wanted to be.

A year after the accident, I started finding new hobbies. I stopped crying as much, coming to terms with my new disability. I joined a wheelchair hockey league, but it wasn’t the same as my old hockey league. I kept trying to convince myself that it wasn’t worse: just different. But I always knew that it was worse. There is sadly a reason people don’t tune in by the millions to watch the wheelchair hockey league playoffs.

The worst part of the disability was the kindness: everyone treating me as if I needed help, talking to me as if I was a child who needed soothing. The worst was a woman on the train one afternoon. I could feel her staring at me the whole time, and then I finally looked over at her. She smiled and said, “You inspire me.” I nearly gagged before shuddering all over. I didn’t actually inspire her—she was just trying to make herself feel like a better person. How exactly did I inspire her? What did she go out and do after seeing me on the train?

I hated it: every free drink I got, every door that was held for me, every ‘you inspire me’ comment that reached my ears: I just wanted to be treated like a normal person. I didn’t need to be reminded every five minutes that I was stuck in a chair!

No—the phony treatment wasn’t actually the worst part. The worst part was definitely the inability to get off. I had no feeling down there, but I was horny all the time. For the longest time I tried to avoid pornography—or even just pictures of beautiful women—but it didn’t help. The horniness was overwhelming, making me squirm as images of naked women flashed in my brain. I actually found a bit of relief in watching porn: just a tiny bit. I would watch for over an hour, trying to give my horny brain its fill so I could move onto other things. It was eighteen months after the accident when I finally met a woman who wanted to go home with me. She was drunk at a bar, and she whispered into my ear, “Your chair makes me so horny.” It wasn’t until we were back at my place that I explained I couldn’t get it up. She was drunk enough to give it a try, grinding her naked hole on my flaccid member for about fifteen minutes before giving up. She even tried squishing my flaccid member into her damp slit. She actually managed to get it inside for a moment, but then it fell out. She mashed it back in a few times before getting frustrated.

Then she sat on my lap and I fingered her while she dribbled onto my legs and my chair. I insisted on moving to the bed, but she didn’t want to leave that chair.

I will admit: it was nice touching a girl’s downstairs region. I liked getting my fingers wet with her warm juice. But it just wasn’t the same: just like watching an hour of porn—I was left tingling and unsatisfied, wishing I could have just ejaculated into her hot tunnel, or even on her fake, perky tits.

There were a few more girls, but none of them stuck around for long. One girl wanted to be my girlfriend, and we gave it a shot for almost six months. She even bought a strap-on that she would tie around my waist. She would bounce on it until she came, but even for her it wasn’t the same. At the end of the six months, I found out that she was seeing another guy on the side. I didn’t say anything, remembering what the therapist suggested. She left on her own, giving me some bull excuse about our personalities not meshing. I was tempted to tell her that I knew about the other guy, but it seemed pointless.

I decided to stop dating for a while: until I figured out what exactly I could offer a woman, and what a woman could offer me. I understood that sex wasn’t all there was to a relationship, but it certainly seemed important enough to make or break the deal. Maybe I needed to find some asexual girl, or a handicapped chick who could relate more to me.

I was just about to accept that my situation meant no more sex, and then I got a call from the doctor who treated me right after my accident. “Hi, Eldrid? This is Doctor Lafontaine. I’m just calling to see if you might be interested in trying out this new drug. It’s still in trial stages and we’re not quite sure about the side effects it has on humans just yet, but I think it could be the miracle you and so many others like you have been waiting for.”

“I’m listening,” I said.

And then he explained what the drug did. I sat in wide-eyed astonishment, feeling like I was having a dream that I would soon awake from. It sounded too good to be true—and maybe it was, seeing as they didn’t yet know the side effects. Or maybe luck was shining down on me for the first time in many years.


CHAPTER II

I swallowed the pill: one of ten that I would have to take over the next couple of weeks. Each pill was labelled one-through-ten. They were all chemically different, so it was important to take the correct pill on the correct day. Dr. Lafontaine told me that each pill would make me sore and drowsy, and he was correct: that soreness set in almost instantly. The drowsiness came about an hour later, and it was welcomed. I crawled into bed and went to sleep, but even asleep I felt sore, which was curious.

Dr. Lafontaine called me the next morning, waking me up. I looked at the clock before answering the call, to see that I’d been asleep for eighteen hours. “Whoa,” I said before clicking the answer button. “I’m calling to check in. How are you feeling?”

“Woozy,” I said.

“I’m glad to hear your voice. I’d like for you to come and see me before taking the second pill. It’s very important.”

“I’m free this afternoon,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. My skin was ultra-sensitive, almost burning as I scratched. I stretched out my arms and was almost paralyzed from the surge of pain that zipped through me.

“No. You need to come in now so I can assess you. It’s very important.”

So I groaned and crawled into my chair. Normally I would have showered and shaved and put on some decent clothes, but now I was worried. Dr. Lafontaine sounded concerned on the phone, and I couldn’t help but think it had something to do with the blood test they made me take the week before. Did I have cancer or something? Was I about to find out that I was dying?

I made it to his office in less than thirty minutes. He was awaiting me at the door. His face was white, but his body seemed to relax at the sight of me. “You’re okay,” he said with a sigh of relief.

“I’m fine. Why?”

He shook his head. “Two of the patients who started the trial yesterday—they’ve been hospitalized, in critical condition.”

“Jesus,” I said. “Because of the drug?”

He nodded his head. “We aren’t entirely sure, but it would seem that way.” He took a deep breath. “I can’t help but think it’s just too much change in the body, too quickly. We’re going to stop the trial. Do not take the rest of those pills. Hopefully we can get the funding to reassess the drug, and then we can resume the trial in five years—maybe ten.”

“Ten years,” I said, suddenly feeling choked up. My gut turned. I wanted to cry. I felt like I was right back in that hospital bed, finding out that I would be paralyzed for life all over again. It wasn’t fair. They dangled a morsel of hope in front of me, and then they pulled it away.

“That’s just the way these things are sometimes,” he said. “I’m just glad that you’re okay. Rest for the next few days, and call me if you’re feeling peculiar: any pain, and soreness, any discomfort—anything.”

I nodded my head and I went back home, biting the edge of my tongue in an attempt to stop myself from crying. It had been a long time since I last cried about my condition. I wanted to scream. I wanted to smash everything I could get my hands on. I wanted to curse Dr. Lafontaine. But I did nothing. Instead, I just found myself in my living room, staring awkwardly at the black screen of my television, staring at my own hazy reflection, wishing I could go back in time and never get into that car.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. And then I felt something: a tingle at the end of my foot. I hardly noticed it at first, and then I became super aware of it: the first feeling I’d had below my waist in eight years. I gasped and looked down. Then I focussed hard and managed to make my big toe wiggle slightly. My lips fell open and a whimper came out.

I had feeling! Just a tiny spec of feeling in a single toe, but it was still feeling! I bit my lip, catching myself smiling. And then I remembered what Dr. Lafontaine originally explained to me before giving me the ten pills. “By the time you take the tenth pill, you should have complete control of your body again. It may take many weeks or even months before you are able to relearn to walk, but physically, you should be fully functioning before I meet with you again in two weeks.” Of course that was before he told me to stop taking the drugs.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if the drug would really work. I didn’t have much faith when he first gave me the ten pills. I had even less faith that morning, when he told me that two people were nearly killed because of the pills. But now I found myself wondering if it was worth the risk. I survived the first pill with only a bit of pain, nausea, and wooziness. Maybe I could survive nine more pills and then I could have my body back.

Or even just a few more pills, so I could get my penis working again. I could live with the chair, but I wasn’t so sure I could live with the limp pecker between my legs—not for another eight years.

I went to my bathroom and I found that pill sheet. I popped out the pill labelled ‘2’. Then I held it up. A terrifying dread pulsed through me, making my legs tremble. I took a deep breath, remembering Dr. Lafontaine’s orders to stop taking the pills. Then I put the pill on my tongue and swallowed, closing my eyes as a combination of excitement and regret swelled inside of me. I was gambling everything, but I had everything to gain. Maybe I would wake up with more feeling in my legs, or maybe I wouldn’t wake up at all.

The soreness came hard, making me wince and moan. I got onto my bed and curled myself up under the covers. That soreness became worse and worse, particularly in my back. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from howling out in pain. Then the drowsiness took hold and I drifted off. As my eyes closed, I knew there was a chance they would never open again.


CHAPTER III

I woke up.

I wasn’t dead. The morning light was brighter than usual. I looked at my clock, waiting a moment for my eyes to adjust before seeing that it wasn’t the morning at all. It was 4:00 PM, twenty-two hours after I dozed off. The grogginess was intense. My muscles continued to ache. It took me a few minutes to sit up and a few more minutes to fumble into my chair. I went to the kitchen to make a coffee, and to take a few Aspirin pills, to help with the throbbing pain in my muscles. Then I noticed that tingling in my foot again. But this time it was in both of my feet. I looked down with a bright smile on my face. I focussed hard until all of my toes managed to curl downwards.

Then I shouted out with joy and excitement. I had no idea if the effects would be permanent, or if it was just a temporary effect from the drug being in my system. But I couldn’t quite see how it could be temporary. The doctor explained to me that the pill would work to heal the damage to my spinal cord. So if it was healing my spinal cord, then didn’t that mean the effects should be permanent?

I spent the next hour staring at my feet, wiggling and curling my toes until I could do it without having to focus too hard. I didn’t think too much about the possibility of death when I swallowed the third pill around noon. I was so excited that I forgot about the horrible soreness that came with each pill. I nearly regretted taking the pill when that pain came back, this time even aching in my feet, where I hadn’t had feeling in eight years.

I groaned and then I even screamed as a horrible tightness clenched at the bottom of my spine. “Ouch!” I cried. This time, it was three long hours before the drowsiness took over and swept me to sleep. But by the next morning, it was all worth it. I could move my feet. I could twirl them in circles and point them up and down and side-to-side. I could even feel tingling down my legs, though I didn’t have the strength to move my legs—probably from the atrophy of eight years. I gently rubbed my hands down my thighs, feeling a slight tingle.

Then I got a call from Dr. Lafontaine. “Are you still feeling well?” he asked.

“I’m feeling fine,” I said.

“And you threw out the trial drugs, right? I don’t want you taking one by accident, thinking it’s a Tylenol.”

“I tossed them when I got home from your office,” I lied. I couldn’t stop smiling and biting my tongue. A part of me wanted to tell him about my working body. I wanted to brag, knowing that he was a critical member of the drug research team. It was his victory too—but I knew I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t risk having him showing up at my flat to throw my pills in the trash. I needed those pills. I needed to see this trial through to the end, even though I had strict orders to stop.

“Okay. And you promise you’ll tell me of any side effects that come up—even if you don’t think they’re from that one pill you took?”

“I’ll let you know,” I said. Then I hung up, excited to take the next pill: pill number four.

I was ready for the pain, already in my bed and under the covers. It came hard, as expected—but still taking me by surprise with its intensity. I squirmed, cried, groaned, and then I blacked out until the next morning. And once again, I had more feeling. Now I could feel my fingers gliding on the skin of my thighs. I was able to lift my feet slightly off the ground. I spent a couple of hours trying to extend my leg out, but the muscle strength just wasn’t there.

And then I felt a new tingle: right between my legs. I carefully pulled down my pants and looked at my member. I hesitated, and then I reached down, slipping my fingers underneath it. It hadn’t moved in eight years. Now, I could feel my fingers under it. My skin was still ultra-sensitive and my muscles were sore, so I didn’t get too carried away—but I did pull back my foreskin before feeling a curious throbbing in my shaft. I gasped and then I took a deep breath in. I gently used the tip of my finger to massage the underside of my tip, creating an intense tingling through my whole manhood.

Then the throbbing became more intense. My length began to extend. My foreskin pulled itself back, revealing my bulbous tip. With each little pulse, it stood up higher and higher. It didn’t make it all the way up, but it was almost hard—almost erect—almost able to perform.

I squeezed it and began to jerk it, and then the pain came back. I was getting carried away, so I let go, even though I wanted to jerk myself off so badly. Instead of experimenting any more, I took my fifth pill and went through my usual afternoon of screaming out in pain. It was all worth it. Each near-death episode I faced with each pill was worth all of these feelings I forgot were possible.

When I woke up the next morning, I had even more feeling in my lower half. I was able to extend my legs with some straining. I was able to scrunch all of my toes. I could feel my own touch everywhere. And my manhood was able to stand upright after just a minute of looking at pictures of beautiful, naked women on the Internet.

I stared at my erection for a long time. It was my first real erection in eight years, and it was amazing—but there was something strange about it. It seemed a lot smaller than I remembered. My ball sack was especially tiny, hardly the size of golf ball. Maybe my muscles weren’t the only victims of atrophy. Maybe my package needed a few weeks or months to return to normal.

I was about to take my sixth pill when I remembered something else that Dr. Lafontaine told me before I started the trial. “After the fifth pill, the soreness should go away. Pills six through ten are designed to target different parts of your body.” So did that mean that my spine was healed now? What other parts of my body was he referring to? I was tempted to call him, to tell him of my success, just so I could ask him what was going to happen now. I also remembered him telling me, “We will have another conference before you take your sixth pill.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Pills six through ten are very different. The consumption instructions are very different. For instance, you need to take each pill with at least a full glass of water. But we’ll go over all the instructions when we get there.” Now, I was wishing I had those instructions. I didn’t want to do something wrong and ruin all of my progress. But I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I was now in an awkward position, tempted to make the call but terrified my miraculous recovery would come to an end. I stared at that pill with the 6 imprinted on it. I took a deep breath, and then I filled a glass of water.

I could only hope that I wasn’t missing too much vital information. I swallowed the pill along with the water. I waited for the pain to come, but it never came. Instead, I could feel things gargling and shifting inside of me, as if I was coming down with some bad food poisoning. I went through different stages of nausea, nearly vomiting a few times—and then puking my guts out for five minutes before feeling perfectly fine. I was a bit worried that I puked up the pill before it could work completely. Maybe that was part of the conference I never had: being told to take an anti-nausea pill an hour before taking my sixth pill.

And then I became strangely dizzy. Colours were suddenly very vivid. Lights were warm and enticing. I felt like I was on ecstasy, which I hadn’t done since I was in high school. I crawled onto my bed and rolled onto my back. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in.

Then, strange images flashed through my mind: sexual images of men dominating women. I had a clear mental image of a long, thick shaft plunging in and out of a wet, sloppy hole. But it wasn’t the trickling hole that had me mesmerized: it was the veiny shaft, throbbing as it went in and out, stretching the girl wide. I moaned gently, suddenly with an erection of my own. I reached down and squeezed it, sending pulses of warm euphoria through my body. I started stroking, feeling my whole manhood with my tight fingers. It was only a matter of seconds before warm come was unloading on my stomach and chest. I groaned again, closing my eyes as more questionable images flashed through my brain.

I could feel the hormones in my body: strange pulses in my brain, in my stomach, between my legs, and even in my heart. I felt drunk, spinning in fast circles. That nausea came back. I rolled over and puked over the side of my bed. Then I blacked out and didn’t come to until the morning.

I sat up slowly, peeling my chest off the sheets. My own dried come was a bit painful coming off of my skin, like an old Band-Aid. “Ouch,” I said. And then I strained to extend my legs. I strained to flex the muscles in my thighs. The feeling was still there, and the muscles were more responsive than the day before. I was still alive, and I was still on the road to recovery. That excitement was still tingling within me, swelling in my chest as the lingering euphoria from the peculiar sixth pill.

Pills seven and eight were the same: a wild trip, a bit similar to ecstasy, and a bit similar to LSD. With each pill, I became ridiculously horny, conjuring up erotic images in my brain before succumbing to the urge to masturbate. After taking the eighth pill, self-stimulation was the only activity on my mind. I must have stroked myself off six times in just a few hours, coating myself with my own come before grabbing my shaft again, beating off another time. It was fun and pleasurable and exciting, but there was an unfortunate side effect: my manhood was shrinking. My whole package was becoming smaller and smaller, as if it was being sucked into my body.

My shaft was only a few inches long now when it was erect, and hardly an inch when it was flaccid. My ball sack was hardly the size of a cherry tomato. And it was right before I took my ninth (and second last) pill when I noticed another strange side effect: my body hair was falling off! The little bit that was left (on my arms and legs) was turning blonde and thinning out. I rolled myself into the shower and watched the drain as little dark hairs streamed down, swirling around to be lost forever. Luckily the hair on my head didn’t wash away, nor did the hair of my eyebrows or my eyelashes. A lot of my pubic hair left me. Without the hair, I looked strangely feminine. It didn’t help that it had been eight months since my last haircut. I stopped getting regular haircuts when I realized I was never going to have sex again. The idea of keeping myself good-looking seemed pointless. Now, I was wondering if it was time to book a hair appointment. I brushed my shaggy hair back and rolled myself to the mirror.

For the first time in eight years, I tried to stand up, clutching the sides of my locked chair firmly. I grunted and strained, trying to let my legs do most of the work. They wobbled and ached, and for a moment I was standing up. And then I sat down hard with a loud sigh. It was a step in the right direction. I tried again a number of times, managing to stand up for as long as eight seconds.

I smiled, biting hard on the edge of my tongue.

I took my ninth pill, which was the wildest ride yet. My vision went blurry and I ended up falling off my bed and squirming on the floor as strange dreams fluttered through my awake mind. The trip was much more intense than the LSD adventures I had in high school. I saw weird creatures in my mind, and then I had a dream that I was walking around my flat—though I wasn’t so sure that it was a dream. My spine tingled, and then my shaft ejaculated in my boxers, even though I didn’t touch it.

In the morning, I could stand. I wobbled a bit, and had to hold the edge of the counter after a minute—but I could stand. It was the most blissful morning in as long as I could remember. I tried walking, and I actually got a few steps in before having to grab another counter. I could feel everything, as my ability to stand and walk had never left me. The pills really did fix my body.

But there was a problem: my shaft and ball sack were now gone. There was now a shallow hole where my member was, and my ball sack was just the skin now, empty and hanging slightly, almost looking like the lips of a woman’s downstairs because of the way it seemed to circle around the hole where my member was.

I was terrified, shocked into stillness and silence for a long moment before I was able to whimper. I had my legs back, but my manhood was gone. Did I do something wrong, or was this one of the weird side effects Doctor Lafontaine was talking about? I wanted to call him. I needed help. I knew I couldn’t go to the hospital—they wouldn’t know what to do. The damage was probably already done.

When I pulled the hole apart gently, I could make out the tip of what was my penis. Now, it was just a little lump: sensitive to the touch. But when I peed, that’s not where the pee came out of. My mind was swirling with terror and anxiety. I had no idea what was happening. At least nothing hurt. At least I could still urinate. But now the thought of having intercourse was a ridiculous one. Wasn’t that the whole reason I underwent this trial? Was this really the price I had to pay to have my legs back?

I couldn’t just stop taking the pills. I only had one left, and I’d already risked my life nine times. So I took that last pill. I went on one last wild ride, ending with me blacking out on my kitchen floor. I slept for a long twenty-four hours. When I woke up, my body was numb for a good ten minutes. I wasn’t able to even roll over, with my face against the cold tile floor. But when the tingling returned, I was finally able to sit up, staring across the room at my chair. I stood up slowly, wobbling slightly as my muscles were still weak. But I was upright, and I wasn’t about to fall down. I reached my arms into the air and gently stretched out my back. I ran my hands down my body, feeling my thighs and my bum and my shins and my feet. I felt strangely freed, with a whole world of possibilities now looking very possible. Maybe I could start training for that marathon again. I could become the first person to go from being completely paralyzed from the waist down to completing a marathon!

Maybe I could get my carpentry job back, now that I could actually function on a worksite. Maybe I would start playing hockey again (non contact, just to be safe). Maybe I could find a plethora of new hobbies, just so I could enjoy this rediscovered freedom.

I grabbed the waistband of my underwear and I pulled the band outwards, to see if my manhood was still gone. It was still gone, and that hole was still there. But now the hole looked a bit different. The skin around it wasn’t just loose—now it was plump, like real vaginal lips. The hole inside was strangely damp, and what was once the tip of my member now looked an awful lot like a clitoris. I gently pressed my fingertip into the hole. It was a weird sensation.

I went to the shower, for the first time without my chair. I held tightly onto the rails while I showered, standing up under the water for the first time in eight years. It felt good, though it was hard to focus on the achievement with the distraction of the vagina between my legs. Because that’s what it looked like: a vagina. It had the lips and the clitoris and the velvety, wet depths. It was deeper than the day before. I didn’t know how deep because I was too afraid to press my whole finger into it. I got half of a finger in before chickening out.

And I wouldn’t have been so sure that it was a puss if it wasn’t for the soft lumps that were now on my chest. Even my nipples were bigger and perkier than ever before. I grabbed the lumps with both hands and squeezed. It had been a long time since I’d felt a pair of breasts, but these certainly felt similar.

I went to the mirror and looked at my face. The skin on my chin and cheeks and neck was so smooth, even though I hadn’t shaved in almost two whole weeks. Usually I had stubble after one night. So where was the stubble? Why couldn’t I grow facial hair? Would it come back?

I stepped far back from the mirror. I was looking at an able-bodied person, which made me want to smile. But that smile wouldn’t come, because I was also looking at what any sane person would call a woman.


CHAPTER IV

I got dressed for the first time without being stuck in my chair. I wanted to go out, though I had nowhere to go. My plan was to do a simple walk around the block. I had a pair of crutches in my closet, which I planned on using, but I couldn’t seem to get that far, unable to decide on an outfit.

They were the same outfits I’d been wearing for years, but now they seemed odd—not quite fitting right. I couldn’t get my jeans over my hips comfortably, and then my shirts seemed too bulky on my shoulders, making me look petite. I must have tried a dozen shirts before realizing my shoulders had changed—probably from the pills—or maybe they just seemed different now that I was standing. It was impossible to know for sure. A short that had been too tight on me for many years was the only shirt that now felt at all comfortable. As for my lower half, I had to dig out an old pair of running shorts.

I fetched the crutches from the closet, not fully needing them, but I wanted to have them close in case I lost feeling in my legs while I was a block from my flat.

I felt like I was seeing the world from a whole new perspective, even though that perspective was only a few feet higher than what I was used to. Even the elevator in my building seemed totally foreign to me from higher up.

I had to keep my weight near the front of my feet. When I bore weight on the heels of my feet, my shins were tense up and I would wobble. It wasn’t much of a problem, except for the fact that my hair kept falling in front of my eyes. Luckily I had a hair elastic in my pocket, so I tied my hair into a bun.

As I walked outside, no heads turned towards me. I was so used to people looking at me, with pity on their faces. I was so used to people going wide around me, terrified of getting in my way. But now, I was just a guy with crutches. As far as they knew, I just had a sprained ankle—not a guy worth pitying. It was nice, feeling more-or-less invisible for the first time in public in eight years. I took a deep breath of fresh air into my lungs, and then I started to walk. I hardly needed the crutches, which seemed amazing considering my legs hadn’t been used in years. Though there were moments when I tried walking without them and I nearly fell to the ground after a few seconds. Maybe I was using the crutches more than I thought…

I reached a street corner and decided I would cross. I waited for the light to turn green, then a man bumped into me from the side. “Oh, I’m sorry, ma’am,” he said.

I looked over at him, so he could see that I wasn’t a ma’am. But he didn’t apologize. He just smiled, nodded his head, and then went on with his day. Now my heart was sent aflutter. Did I really look like a woman to the guy? Sure, I had my hair tied into a bun, which maybe looked a bit feminine, but I wasn’t a woman!

I looked in the next window reflection that was available to me. Maybe I looked a bit feminine. My lips did seem a bit more plump than usual. My eyes maybe seemed a bit bigger, thanks to my eyelashes, which were almost certainly darker. But now I was feeling embarrassed. Did everyone think that I was a girl? I looked down at my chest. I suppose there was a bit of a bust from my soft lumps—that unfortunate side effect of the drug. And maybe my hips were wider. And I suppose my legs were mostly bare now in my shorts, and all of my leg hair had either turned clear or fallen off completely.

I bit down on my tongue and turned around. Now my heart was racing with a new anxiety. I didn’t want people thinking that I was a girl. I didn’t want that kind of embarrassment in my life. At least when I was in my chair, people knew that I was a man. I still had the occasional girl hitting on me, wanting to ‘ride me’, usually as a fetish.

And how was I supposed to find a girl now, looking like a girl apparently myself? Not to mention the fact that I had a puss between my thighs, instead of a pole for girls to ride on… Maybe I did need to contact Dr. Lafontaine. Maybe these side effects could be reversed. Maybe I’d done something wrong with the last half of my pills. I couldn’t help but think now that I should have been given anti-nausea pills along with hormone blockers, to stop my wiener from shrivelling up along with my sack.

I stayed inside for the rest of the day, but I wasn’t safe from my anxiety in my apartment. As I sat on my bed, thoughts began to run through my head: images of naked men and hard erections. Those thoughts made my body tingle. I heard myself whimper as I imagined running my fingers over a man’s sweaty, hard abs.

Then I had the urge to touch myself. I carefully took off my shorts and stared at the void between my thighs, where my member once was. I reached down and gently pressed my fingers to it, rubbing in small circles until my fingers parted my lips and made contact with my damp passage. I felt that little bean, which was once the tip of my manhood. I rubbed it and made myself moan. Then I rubbed it faster and harder, making my knees rise up as bursts of warm pleasure jolted through me. I took a deep breath in and I allowed my head to fall back.

Now I was using my other hand to press to fingers into the hole, still rubbing that little bean. I pushed those fingers deep, until I had no more length to push. Just how deep was the hole? I began to finger myself. It felt good. Warm fluid trickled out of me; it was clear and a bit thick and sticky to the touch. I kept fingering myself, making more fluid dribble out.

I bit down hard on my tongue. Then I let out a loud groan as a gush of warm juice squished out of me. I could feel it on my thighs: a peculiar and unfamiliar sensation. I giggled as the muscles in my body tensed up. Then I turned my head and saw myself in the mirror, with my fingers between my thighs. I watched as my face turned red and then I quickly pulled my hands away. I sat up, cleared my throat, and then I got up to head to the bathroom, to wash myself up.


CHAPTER V

I called the doctor’s office the next day. I’d taken all of the pills, so I knew Dr. Lafontaine could no longer do anything to stop me from going through with the experimental trial. I figured it was time to confess what I’d done. Maybe my results would be of some use to him. Maybe he could study me. And then, maybe I could ask him some questions, and see if the disappearance of my shaft was a reversible side effect.

“Hello, Doctor Lafontaine’s office.” the girly receptionist said.

“Hello. I was hoping to make an appointment to see Doctor Lafontaine. Will he be in at all today?”

“Yes, ma’am. He’ll be in. Can I ask what this is regarding?”

I paused. Ma’am? Why was she calling me ma’am? She couldn’t see me. She couldn’t see my bust or my hairless legs or my strangely narrowed shoulders or my widened hips.

“Ma’am?” the woman said.

I cleared my throat. “Uh. It’s about a recent trial that I was on,” I said.

“Okay, ma’am. And what’s your name?” she said.

Now my nerves were tingling and my heart was racing. She kept calling me ma’am! Was my voice not normal? Had it changed over the past two weeks without me noticing?

My body was still changing slightly each day: small changes, like the lumps on my chest getting bigger, the thin blonde hairs on my arms and legs getting thinner and blonder. I swear my hips were even wider now, and my throat did feel funny. But I was no longer taking a daily pill, so I couldn’t help but think that there was something else happening. Maybe it had to do with the disappearance of my testicles. I assumed they had just receded into my body, but now I was starting to think that they were gone, no longer producing testosterone—or maybe they’d changed somehow to start producing estrogen instead. The changes all seemed to be hormonal, as if I was a girl going through puberty.

“Can I call you right back?” I said.

“Don’t you want to set up an appointment, ma’am?” she said.

“I’ll call back.” I hung up the phone. Then I opened up my voice recorder app and I started speaking—a bit hurried at first, and then I took a deep breath and tried to speak calmly. I recorded ten minutes of ranting and then I played the recording back. The sound of my voice made my skin crawl. I was listening to a woman. There was still a slight male twang in there, but it was hard to make out, and I had a feeling it would soon be gone.

I went to my bathroom and looked in the mirror. My lashes seemed even longer. My breasts were perkier. My cheekbones even seemed higher. It was obvious now: I was turning into a woman. There were just too many coincidences piling up on top of one another. I needed to face the reality: those pills turned me into a woman.

But could I be upset? They gave me my legs back. I could walk again. I could feel sexual pleasure between my legs. I wouldn’t have to survive on disability cheques any more; now I could go out and get a real job and I could live comfortably. Still, the reality of my situation made my stomach ache. I had to sit down and take a deep breath. I stared at myself for a long time in the mirror. The longer I stared, the less I recognized myself. The longer I stared, the more I saw the woman that I was becoming and the harder it became to see the man I once was.

My wheelchair was in the corner, having gone days now without being used. I couldn’t be upset. It was just going to be an adjustment. Making big adjustments was something that I was used to doing. I knew it was going to take some time, but after a while, everything would seem normal. Hell, after a few years of having no use of my legs, that seemed normal.

I wanted to go for a walk. I spent another twenty minutes trying on old clothes, feeling awkward in shirts that were terribly unflattering, and pants that were tight in some spots and unfortunately loose in others. I dug through my closet until I found an outfit that had been left behind by my ex, years ago: an outfit that I saved, thinking I might one day get back together with her; thinking she would one day show up at my flat looking for those old clothes. I would let her in and then we would start talking.

But now, it seemed like the only outfit that would fit properly: a long pink skirt and a tight white sweater. She wore it to my house with a change of clothes stashed in her purse. She changed before we went out to see a movie. Now, I was pulling that white sweater over my body. I squirmed into the pink skirt and carefully did up the buttons.

I looked surprisingly cute. And a weird part of me was happy that I looked like a girl. It was better than looking like something in between a man and a woman. It was a horrible feeling, having people looking at you with uncertain faces, not sure if they were looking at a boy or a girl. Now it was obvious: I was going out as a woman, to avoid awkward encounter, and to blend in better. Or maybe I was just starting to lose my mind—it was hard to know for sure. I felt like my whole sense of reality had been washed away over the course of a few weeks. Nothing seemed impossible any more; a giraffe could have flown over my apartment building, and it wouldn’t have been the strangest experience of the month.


CHAPTER VI

I went to a bar. I was hoping it would be busy, so I could blend in as much as possible—but it was surprisingly quiet. A few couples sat in booths and a few regulars sat at the bar, sipping their usual drinks. I found a spot at the end of the bar, where the light was especially dim.

I caught my own reflection, which was shocking and jarring: still something I hadn’t gotten used to. But I seemed to be the only one who thought so. No one looked over at me for more than a quick glance. Had I been in my chair, I would have been the centre of attention. I had to admit: it was a nice feeling, even though I could feel a slight draft creeping up my skirt and teasing the hole where my manhood once was. I tried tugging my skirt down, stuffing part of it between my thighs, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

The bartender looked at me with a warm smile. He was a younger guy—maybe a few years younger than me, and far too handsome to be working at a crappy bar on the edge of town. I assumed he was just paying his way through college. Maybe the bar owner was trying to make the place appeal more to women by hiring him. “What can I get you?” he asked.

His shirt was tight on his thick muscles. I ordered a beer. As he reached for a glass, I saw his muscles flex, stretching the shirt enough to show off the definition of his workout routine. I gently bit down on my bottom lip, squirming a little bit in my seat. And then I looked up and saw that he was staring at me. “I asked you how your day is going,” he said.

And then I shook my head, snapping out of my strange daze. Was I ogling him? Why? I’d never been interested in men before. I wasn’t gay. I loved women. In fact, the biggest shock of losing feeling in the lower half of my body was when I realized I would no longer be able to ram a woman’s wet hole while she moaned senselessly.

“My day?” I said softly, not wanting my male voice to suddenly return and humiliate me. “It’s going well. How’s your day going?”

He smiled and nodded his head. “It’s going great.” He slid my beer to me. It was a tall glass with plenty of head. I sipped it gently. It had a strong taste to it, even though it was my usual brand. I figured it was just a wonky batch, but nothing to worry about. But then I got halfway through the drink and I started feeling a buzz. I wobbled slightly in my chair, and then I caught myself giggling at a stupid ad that came on the television. Was I already drunk? Half a beer was enough? Was the beer spiked with hard bourbon, or was this another repercussion of being a girl? Maybe it was just two weeks of having little to eat catching up with me. Even since I’d stopped taking the pills, my appetite had been lessened: partly because I just couldn’t stuff as much in as I could before, and partly because I couldn’t help but worry about my figure—a feeling I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t stop catching my own reflection in the mirror behind the bar. It was tormenting me: frightening me one moment, and then luring me in the next moment. I looked good—surprisingly cute—but I didn’t want to look cute. I didn’t want to be pretty or hot or cute or even breath-taking. I wanted to be a man again. I wanted to be myself.

I looked away from the mirror and saw a man staring in my direction. He wasn’t exactly the male model that the bartender was: a bit thick, balding on the top of his head, with thick dark hair on his arms. His beard was dense, with patches of grey, even though he didn’t appear to be much older than me. He smiled, showing off a missing tooth. Normally, the sight of the man would have intimidated me. He looked like a bruiser, like a man who worked long hours for a living, working with his hands. He seemed like the kind of man that could easily pin me down, with a thick, rugged member that would stretch my virgin lips wide.

I looked away as a whimper slipped out from my lips. What kinds of thoughts were going through my mind? Was it just the liquor? Did the ten pills change the chemistry of my brain? Were these the same thoughts that crawled through the minds of women?

He was not a handsome man, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him. He was so manly, so rugged, and so crass. I kept looking back at him, to see if he was still looking my way. When he wasn’t looking, I took the opportunity to look down at his body: the body of a well-fed Russian oil worker. I wanted him to drag me off to the bathroom. I wanted him to pound my wet slit with his meaty shaft, pinning me to the tile floor. I whimpered again, taking a long sip from my beer.

Now I was feeling dizzy. I went to take another sip, but my beer was empty. “Another?” the bartender asked. I nodded my head, and the beer was suddenly set before me. I started sipping it mindlessly, gazing around the room at the different men. None of them were traditionally handsome save for the bartender—yet strangely, the bartender was the only man in the joint that I didn’t want to drop to my knees for.

I looked to my side and saw that the portly man was now sitting next to me. “London,” he said.

I nodded my head. “Is it nice? I’ve always wanted to go,” I said.

He smiled, showing off that hole where his tooth once was. “It’s my name. Though I’ve never been. My parents had never been either. I guess they just liked the name.” His voice was deep and raspy, making my mind flutter even faster. I stared into his eyes, and then I found myself following the lines of his face with my gaze. I looked down his body, getting a whiff of his musk. My heart was pounding. My downstairs was tingling. I looked around the bar. The place was even emptier now: the couples were gone and only a couple of regulars remained at the other end of the long bar, sipping their beers and watching the hockey game on the television.

No one was looking and I couldn’t help myself. I reached down and put my hand on London’s crotch. I pressed my fingers deep until I felt the contour of his shaft, and then I started to massage. “I’m sorry,” I said, but I didn’t stop.

His eyes were wide. He let out a chuckle and then a grunt. “I’m not going to stop you if that’s what you want.”

“Okay. Thanks,” I said. I kept clenching and caressing, feeling it growing. I couldn’t believe it was growing! I couldn’t believe I was making it move. It didn’t take much, and some old bar maid could have probably accomplished the same thing just as quickly—but to me, it was an accomplishment. I smiled, getting a firm grip of his girth. I stroked it up and down, making him wince and groan. He began looking around.

“You want to go to the bathroom or something?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “No one’s looking.” I reached my fingers down the front of his pants and I found that erection. I slipped my fingers around it and gripped it firmly. He took a sharp breath in, and then I began to beat his rugged stick. It was just as I imagined: long, thick, and bumpy, as if it had its own set of muscles. I could feel all of his veins throbbing as he got bigger and bigger. I squeezed him tighter and pumped faster. He grabbed the edge of the bar and began to mumble profanities between nervous chuckles. He continued to look around, to make sure no one was looking.

Luckily, the bartender was out having a smoke. The hockey game was in overtime, so the men at the other end of the bar couldn’t be bothered to look away. “Come in your pants,” I whispered. “I want to feel it running down my fingers.”

“Oh God,” he groaned. His face was red. I clenched hard and pumped fast. He squirmed, nearly falling off his stool, and then I felt the hot rushes of thick come pouring down my fingers. I pulled my hand up, squeezing each blast out while his legs trembled.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, staring into his eyes.

He nodded his head as his eyes began to uncross. “Yeah,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “It felt good for me too.” And that’s when I realized I had my free hand between my legs and under my skirt. I’d been touching myself: massaging my little bean while I pumped his long shaft.

I stood up, wiping his come onto a napkin. I put ten dollars down on the bar and then I cleared my throat, wobbling a little bit. “I should get going.” All at once, an intense nervousness crept up on me. I realized what I did: I jerked a man off, and I liked it. I still had his come on my fingers, no matter how hard I tried to wipe it onto my sweater—I could still smell the bitter tinge of his product. And why did I do it? Where did these urges come from? How could I get rid of them?

I wanted to call Doctor Lafontaine. I wanted to know what was happening to me. But I was terrified of how he would react to me telling him that I disobeyed his orders. Or maybe I was terrified of him telling me that I’d done irreversible damage to my body. At least if I never reached out to him, I would always have the hope that my manhood would return to me and my breasts would suck back into my chest. Though now, that was starting to seem like wishful thinking.


CHAPTER VII

I walked to the doctor’s office the next day, but I didn’t go inside. I thought that I would go in, and then I saw Dr. Lafontaine through the window and my body tensed up with a terrible nervousness. It didn’t help that I was wearing my little girly outfit again, but it was the only outfit that fit my changing body. And once again, my body had undergone a number of small changes overnight. I was losing muscle mass in my torso and arms—maybe because I wasn’t pushing myself anymore, though I couldn’t imagine those changes would happen quite so quickly. The hormones were likely causing my muscle mass to deteriorate—maybe my body was using the broken down muscle mass to create breast tissue and more hormones. Maybe the bone mass of my shoulders was converting into bone mass in my hips.

I was easily tired—which I was sure was a lingering side effect of the drug I took for ten straight days. I would wake up in the early afternoon, and then I would usually fall asleep before 8:30 PM. My body probably needed the sleep as it was working overdrive to change.

I remembered something Doctor Lafontaine told me about the drug before I agreed to go on the trial. He told me that they derived the drug from frog DNA. I couldn’t help but think about the movie, Jurassic Park, where they used frog DNA to bring the dinosaurs back to life. And in that movie, the dinosaurs change gender, supposedly because of something to do with the frog DNA. I didn’t pay too much attention to that movie when I saw it on VHS years before, but now I couldn’t help but think that my body was changing like a frog. At least I wasn’t changing into a frog… And can’t some frogs regrow missing limbs, the way certain lizards can regrow amputated tails?

I wanted to ask the doctor, but I was terrified of him seeing me like this. Even in the few weeks that had gone by, my hair had grown almost six additional inches. My hair was now over my shoulders, looking softer than ever.

Next to the doctor’s office was a pharmacy, and in the pharmacy was a makeup department. I looked at the makeup posters from outside the window. And then I stared at my own reflection, wondering what I would look like with a bit of makeup. Maybe before I talked to Dr. Lafontaine about becoming a man again, I could see my potential as a woman. My heart fluttered and I felt myself blushing.

I wandered into the store and I looked down the long isles of makeup supplies. I stepped slowly, taking it all in. I liked that smell: the mix of beauty products mingling in the air. “Excuse me,” a young woman said beside me. I looked over. “Want to try out this new eyeliner? We just got it in.” She held a little tube out to me. But I didn’t know what to do with it.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ve never worn eyeliner.”

“What? Really?” she said. “You really should. You have bright eyes—it would be the perfect way to accentuate them.”

“Really?” I said softly, feeling embarrassed and a little bit excited.

“Sit down. I’ll show you.” So I sat down and I closed my eyes. She gently ran the little marker along my eyelids. “Hmm,” she said. “Would you mind if I put a bit of shadow on you? Maybe a touch of mascara—though your lashes are naturally dark.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess not,” I said. So she did a few extra things, brushing my eyelids and then gently rolling my eyelashes.

“Okay. You can open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes and then I froze. In the mirror was a stunning girl with big, flashing eyes. I opened my mouth and then I caught myself smiling. I had to bite down on my lip to stop myself from giggling like a lunatic.

“Cute, right?” she said. “All this stuff is on sale. I can even throw in a lip-gloss, if you’re interested.”

With dark red cheeks, I bought it all. I even bought a little bag to store it in. I hurried back home, now with a head of new ideas. I passed the doctor’s office without even considering making a visit. As soon as I was home, I went online and found myself filling shopping carts with clothes: skirts, blouses, sweaters, bodysuits, dresses, stockings, and even a few pieces of lingerie. I was blushing hard, teeming with excitement and a little bit of terror. I was draining my bank account on women’s clothing. A month before, such a notion would have been absolutely absurd and unbelievable. Yet there I was, investing in a whole new wardrobe and a whole new personality.

I even ordered everything for express delivery, so it would be at my doorstep within a matter of days. And thankfully, it all came by the weekend.

The clothes weren’t all that arrived by the weekend. My breasts grew a full cup size in those few days. My Adam’s apple receded completely, disappearing into my throat. Now my voice was soft and high-pitched and unmistakably feminine. My bum was starting to develop a bit of mass—maybe from the hormones or maybe from all the walking I’d been doing. I was curvy, fitting all of my clothes perfectly. In fact, I was starting to worry that my body would continue to change and I would no longer fit anything properly, and then I would be forced to buy a whole new wardrobe.

I had my whole weekend plotted out. I’d made a list of all the things I always wanted to do when I was stuck in my chair, but couldn’t. The list was long, containing everything from the local dog park (which wasn’t wheelchair friendly) to all of the new clubs that had opened since my car accident. I knew it would be impossible to get to everything, especially since it took me a couple of hours each morning to perfect my makeup and to choose an outfit from all of the options I ordered for myself.

I was just about to head out, dressed in a cute pair of high-waisted jeans and a white racerback top, when my doorbell rang. I assumed it was another delivery—one of the many pieces of clothing I’d ordered, so I didn’t even bother to look through the peephole before pulling the door open.

Standing on my doorstep was Dr. Lafontaine. I froze, suddenly feeling a coldness rushing through my nerves. My lips parted, but he didn’t react. He just looked up into my eyes and said, “I’m sorry. Isn’t this Eldrid’s residence?” He looked down at a slip of paper. “I think this is the right unit.” He looked back up at me. “Is Eldrid in?”

I wanted to tell him that he had the wrong place, but I couldn’t move. I knew he was going to realize who I was at any moment—whether I sent him away or not. And now, I could see him figuring it out. I watched as his eyes widened and his lips parted. “Please tell me you didn’t…” he said quietly.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said. I was caught. I should have told him he had the wrong place right away. I should have closed the door in his face before he had a chance to figure me out. Now it was too late. But what could he do to me? It’s not like I broke the law. It’s not like he could suck the miracle out of me and send me back to my wheelchair. So why was I so nervous?

“You’re lucky to be alive,” he said. And then he looked down at my legs. “But look—you’re walking! My God, the pills actually worked. Why didn’t you come talk to me? Why did you take the medicine without supervision? Don’t you know what you’ve done?” He was saying it as though I’d just consumed a glass of poison, but he had a smirk on his face. Maybe he couldn’t help it. He was looking at a modern-day miracle: a once paralyzed man, now standing on two feet.

“I’m sorry,” I said again.

“We need to talk. Can we go inside?”

So I led him to my kitchen, though I still didn’t have any chairs—just my wheelchair and a box that I’d been sitting on for the past few weeks. I pulled up the wheelchair and he took a seat on the box. “Eldrid. This is very serious. You weren’t supposed to take those last five pills without a consultation first.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Quit apologizing. It makes no difference to me. Those last five pills were supposed to be taken with a number of other pills. One particular prescription is to make sure your heart doesn’t stop—so I can’t tell you how lucky you are to be alive.”

I nodded my head, feeling that chill through my nerves again.

“Another prescription was to stop your body from changing. That drug you took—it’s a powerful drug. One of the most powerful drugs I’ve ever worked with. Tell me exactly: what’s changed?”

I cleared my throat and bit my lip. “I don’t know. I—I think I’m a girl now. I don’t know how it happened, but my penis just shrank away—my testicles too. And every morning when I wake up, I feel different.”

“Your testicles didn’t go away. They turned into large ovaries, and now they’re overproducing hormones that are putting you through a late puberty. It’s a good thing that I found you. In a few months, the overproduction would have become a problem—maybe even a lethal one. We need to get you on blockers until we can reduce the size of your new ovaries.”

“Can’t we just make them into testicles again?” I asked.

And then he stared into my eyes with a wide, nervous gaze. His cheeks were red. He shook his head slowly. “That would be impossible at this point.” It was exactly what I didn’t want to hear: I was stuck as a woman. I would never be a man again.

“You’re just kidding, right?” I asked.

He stared at me for another long moment. “Eldrid—look at yourself. Do you think that I’m kidding? You’ve made a big mistake.”

“I wanted my legs back,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. “After that first pill, I could move my toe. I had hope for the first time in eight years—you gave it to me. Did you really think that I would just toss those pills in the garbage?”

“I wish you would have come to me,” he said.

“I know what you would have said. I was willing to take the risk. Now what’s done is done.”

He nodded his head. “It’s true. What’s done is done.” And then my own words sunk in: it was all permanent. I was a woman now. In a few months, I would be fully female from a sped-up female puberty.

“Well at least you can study me,” I said.

He shook his head. “Not really,” he said. “If the medical board finds out about you, I could lose my job—along with the rest of the research team. I wish we could study you—we would certainly learn a lot—but it sadly doesn’t work like that.”

I felt a cold defeat seeping into me. Was it really worth it? Was losing my male identity worth the return of my legs?

“Just tell me: does everything work? When we tested the drug on monkeys, the results were incredible. One of the new females even became pregnant, and the expert biologist we hired couldn’t tell that the monkey was ever male.”

I nodded my head slowly. “It all works.”

“Fascinating,” he said. “I have so many other questions I want to ask, but I don’t know where to start.”

“Maybe I can ask one,” I said.

“Sure,” he said, leaning closer.

“When I see men now, I get all tingly. I start thinking of being… being dominated. At night, when I close my eyes, I imagine men on top of me, having sex with me, and then I start to… dribble. But I’m not gay—I’ve never had thoughts like that before.”

He laughed. “You’re correct. You’re not gay. You’re a straight woman. We don’t know why it happens, but the drug produces an absurd amount of estrogen and progesterone as it targets the neurons in the brain and the cells of the spinal cord. We think it has something to do with the way a woman is able to build a baby inside of her, using only her body’s own resources. Just like the way a baby’s spine grows in the womb, the drug is able to use that same energy to create new cells in the existing body.”

I nodded my head slowly, not entirely understanding. The only fact that was truly setting in was the fact that I was now a female—and apparently a real one, possibly with a working uterus. Again, it seemed impossible, but it somehow didn’t seem like the most insane thing to happen over the past month.

“So what do I do now?” I asked.

“I’ll give you a year’s worth of hormone blockers, which you’ll start taking in six weeks from now. After one year, your ovaries should be down to the size of a normal pair, producing a normal amount of estrogen.”

“And then what?” I asked. My throat was suddenly feeling dry and scratchy.

“And then you’re a woman—a fully able-bodied woman.” He tried to smile, but I could tell that it was hard news for him to deliver: bad news that he wasn’t expecting to deliver when he showed up at my door.

And why did he show up at my door? What was he there to see? I stared into his eyes for a long moment as the harsh reality tried to settle in my stomach. “Is there anything else?”

He shook his head. “No. I think that’s it. I guess I should be going so you can go on with your day.” He began to stand up.

“Wait,” I said. He paused.

“What is it?”

“Why are you here? Why’d you come to my house—and on a Saturday of all days?”

He paused again, staring into my eyes, looking curiously guilty. “Excuse me?” he said.

And then a new reality began to swirl in my stomach: a much more terrifying reality. This wasn’t an accident. There probably never were any other patients who became sick after taking that first pill. “You did this to me,” I said. And then I watched as his face became pale.


CHAPTER VIII

He had no response. He remained silent with that guilty look on his face. “Why did you do it?” I asked. “Why did you set me up? Of course you knew I was going to take those pills. You knew that I was desperate. You knew that I would be willing to risk my life to have my legs back—we even talked about it in your office before you told me about the trial.”

“Eldrid, I think you should calm down. You’re just tired,” he said.

I shook my head. “I’m not tired,” I said. “I feel better than ever. Just admit it: you knew I would take those pills when you gave them to me. I mean—why would you give me the second five pills if I was supposed to have a consultation before taking them? You wanted me to take the pills on my own—but why?”

He shifted his tongue in his mouth. “I knew you wouldn’t take them if you knew the side effects, and if I lied to you about the side effects, I would lose my licence,” he said, looking down at the ground as he confessed. “We tried finding volunteers willing to undergo the treatment, knowing about the sexual reassignment side effects. It’s complicated. We haven’t been able to properly study the drug because that little side effect scares everyone away. And legally, we have to disclose that side effect before giving our patients the green light to take the medication. I thought of a workaround: prescribe the medicine, schedule a midpoint consultation before you started taking the sexual reassigning doses, and then tell you to stop, knowing you would continue to take the drugs. We’ve had a team following you for the past few weeks. We’ve been studying your changes secretly—it’s a private company. We can’t legally use our findings to bring the pills to the market, but we can use our findings to conduct more precise research—legal research, which will speed up the time it takes to make it to the market. It’s just business, Eldrid.”

“You used me?” I said. “You turned me into a girl, and you didn’t tell me?”

He stared deep into my eyes. “We gave you back your legs.”

“You took away my manhood!” I said.

He shook his head. “No, the car accident did that,” he said. “I’m sorry, Eldrid. But you would have declined the treatment when we told you about the side effects—everyone does. Now, you’re helping us to save millions of people from their paralysis. We’re working on ways to get rid of that side effect, but it’s impossible without patients like yourself.”

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said. And was he right: was my manhood gone after the car accident? Was it not better to have something that worked between my legs instead of a broken relic of a life long gone? Would I have said no to the treatment, knowing it would turn me into a woman? I probably would have said no. Even now, the thought of being a woman was terrifying. It was exciting too—but I couldn’t have predicted that. I couldn’t have known that I would have looked forward to trying on outfits, or trying out new makeup styles. How could I have known?

“It will take some time for you to come to terms with this,” he said. “But believe me: in a few years, you will be happier than ever before. You’ve been given a gift. Just take the gift.”

I nodded my head slowly, trying to swallow the thick pill he was feeding me.

“Now, Eldrid, I want to examine you. I’d like to inspect your body, to make sure everything is taking shape naturally.”

I nodded my head again, my gaze inward, my heart pounding.

“Please take off your clothes—underwear too. And tell me, Eldrid—do you like wearing women’s clothing? You can be honest. Most of our patients find that it becomes satisfying once they’ve taken all ten pills.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I began to take off my top. “I guess I have been enjoying it,” I said.

“Any other peculiar sensations? Attraction to men? A new obsession with shoes? These things are all normal.”

I nodded my head. “I can’t stop thinking about… sex with men.” I felt my cheeks turning red. I dropped my shirt down and then I reached back to unclip my bra, letting my perky breasts drop down.

“Wow,” he said. “You’ve progressed phenomenally in a short period of time. I’m just going to feel for any lumps. One issue with the speediness of the changes is the possibility of tumours.” He reached out and grabbed both of my breasts. He began to squeeze and fondle them, sending curious pulses through my body—and one particularly strong pulse down between my legs. I bit down on my bottom lip. “These feel fine. I can’t feel any lumps. That’s a great sign.” He continued to squeeze, working around my nipples. A light whimper escaped my lips.

“Doctor?” I said.

“Yes?”

“When I said that I can’t stop thinking about sex with men—I really mean it.”

He nodded his head. “It’s normal. You have a high amount of estrogen and progesterone in your system. You’re going to feel intense emotions.”

I bit down on my tongue, not sure how to tell him that it was almost the only thing I could focus on for more than ten seconds. He gave my breasts a final squeeze before removing his hands. “Perfect,” he said. Then he began to feel my body, running his hands down my hips. “Let’s get you out from your panties.”

I awkwardly grabbed my panties and, with a deep breath, I slid them down. He put on a pair of rubber gloves, which he got from his inner coat pocket. He had me lay back before spreading my legs. “Nice,” he said, looking directly down my damp hole. “This is all perfect. Just relax for a moment while I take a look.” He reached his hands in and gently spread my lips. He leaned in close, taking a small flashlight out from his pocket. He scanned my velvety depths. “It all looks good. I’m just going to feel for any abnormalities. You might feel a pressure here.” He gently pressed two fingers into my slit. I gasped. I felt more than a pressure: I felt a gigantic pulse of pleasure. I squeezed my knees together. “Try to relax,” he said. “Does it hurt?”

I shook my head. “No. It—It feels so good.”

“Oh,” he said awkwardly. His cheeks turned red. “This will only take a minute.” He began to feel his fingers around inside of me. He took them out for a moment to inspect my clitoris, gently nudging it and making my body quiver with euphoria. Then his fingers went back in and I let out a moan. “I’m sorry. It will only take a moment,” he said again, his face turning redder. I tried to clench it back, but it was no use: a warm gush of fluid spilled out of me. “Oh my,” he said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine. It’s natural. It’s just the hormones in your system.”

“Can you please finger me,” I said—my voice hardly a whimper.

“Excuse me?” he said with wide eyes.

“I’m so sorry—but you have to. I need it so badly.” I was squirming, pulsing all over with euphoria. I’d never felt so horny, shaking because I desperately needed to be fingered.

He cleared his throat and bit down on his bottom lip. “Well, I suppose I can—just to make sure everything is functioning properly.” He began to pump his fingers in and out, making more fluid gush out. “You’re producing a lot of fluid. That’s not exactly normal, but I don’t think it’s a concern. Some girls just… squirt more than others.” He let out a nervous laugh, still pumping my deep hole.

“Put a third finger in me,” I said.

He hesitated, and then he started pumping me with three long fingers. I moaned, letting my head fall back. It felt so good. My knees rose up and my bum lifted up.

He took a deep breath. “It’s actually remarkable. I—I’ve been doing this for years, but this is the first time I’ve really felt the vaginal cavity of a reassigned patient. It feels remarkably natural. And everything works, just like a biological vagina.”

“Just shut up and screw me,” I said, whimpering again. “Take it out and screw me.” I pointed to his crotch. I could see that he wanted it: I could see the erect bulge in his slacks. He hesitated again, biting his lip. He knew that I was once a man—not too long ago—but he could see now that I was a horny woman. He was a man. No man can easily turn down a naked, horny woman with her legs spread wide.

He nodded his head suddenly. “Okay, fine,” he said. He began fumbling with his belt. His hand were shaking. He was excited and nervous, just like me. I reached down and rubbed my wet lips while he got his erection out from his pants. Then he climbed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around him, reaching one hand down for his bum. He jammed his tip into my quivering slit. I gasped, clenching his butt with my fingers. “Do it,” I demanded. Then he penetrated me deeply, making more fluid gush out.

He groaned. “It feels so… real—and so good,” he said. I clenched my walls around his shaft, making him groan again. “It functions just like the biological thing.”

“Just shut up and stuff me,” I said. He began to thrust in and out of my wet hole. I relaxed my back on the ground. More juice squirted out from my depths. Apparently I was a real squirter. I didn’t mind—he seemed to think it was hot, and I liked the feeling of the moisture on my legs: a reminder that my legs worked and had feeling. I groaned loudly as I felt his shaft beginning to bloat. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm come inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to set out into the world, to carve out my new life as a woman. Accepting the drug’s side effect was a lot easier than Dr. Lafontaine thought it would be. He suggested years, but it was hard to think it would take years with euphoria like that surging through me.

THE END
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