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  Preface


  This is the third book in the Reversible Series. While it is not required that one reads the first two novels to understand this story, there are references made to previous characters and plotlines.


  



  The story takes place during the same six-month period as the other novels.


  




  Some Fun Before We Reverse This


  




  Chapter One


  Downtown Denver, Colorado, 11:30 PM, Friday           


  “Hey there! I’m Nick. Are you Becky,” I asked? She was standing in front of the bar watching her phone like she was waiting for a driver. I looked through the window of my idling car. I showed her my iPhone with the Lyft confirmation on it. “I’m your driver?”


  She looked up and stared in the passenger window at me. I waved. “I think I’m your driver?” She gave my Honda Civic a dissatisfied once-over. The neon purple sign should have helped her identify me as a Lyft. This is how I spend my Friday nights; trying to convince people who opened an app with their own fingers and requested a ride from a rideshare company that I’m actually their ride. They can see a photo of my car. They can see a photo of me, their humble driver. They can see the little blue dot approach their location on a live map! And yet... they just can’t be sure.


  She appeared to find something she was looking for on her phone, “What’s your name,” she asked? She was chewing bubble gum and barely paying me any attention as she only looked at me long enough to ask my name.


  I replied with a smile, “Nick. Are you Becky?” I had to make a concerted effort to not roll my eyes as I’d already given her my name at least twice.


  Without answering, she opened the back door and climbed in. I waited for some acknowledgement of my question. Nothing. Okay... must be Becky.


  I looked at her in the rearview mirror. She was attractive. She wasn’t dressed for clubbing; more like a I’ve-been-out-since-I-got-off-work-at-five, vibe. “Just confirming,” I said, “I’m driving you to Stoney's, right?”


  She nodded. Still staring at her phone and texting something.


  I put the car in gear. “Okay. We’re off. If you want a bottle of water, there’s a cooler on the seat.” She ignored me and continued staring at her phone. Whatever. I pulled away from the curb and headed for the freeway. “We should be there in about eight minutes.”


  Nothing. Sometimes they just don’t talk. I’ve been driving for Lyft for the last year. I work hard to earn positive reviews. Too many people cancel on drivers with lower marks. My Civic barely passed the inspection to allow me to use it, but here I am. I try to make up for my five-year-old car with stellar customer service. It is lost on some people. I checked the dashboard clock. It was almost midnight. I’d get friendly Becky to Stoney's and then head home for the night. I’d only been able to cabbage four rides tonight. That meant I’d earned about forty bucks in five hours. I should have risked hanging out near the train station. More ride opportunities, but you have to drive them anywhere, and there’s a lot of land in and around Denver, Colorado.


  I merged onto the I-70 heading downtown and accelerated to catch up with the moving flow of traffic. I slid in behind a slow-moving semi and waited for a F-150 to pass me on the left before sliding into his lane to move around the 18-wheeler. Once I’d passed the truck, I signaled and merged back into the right lane. Smooth sailing.


  Becky leaned forward and said, “Can you please hurry? My friends are waiting.” She stared at me in the rearview mirror, possibly the first time she looked at me. She had deeply brown eyes. Nice.


  I glanced at my phone, propped up in my cup holder, “App says I’ll have you there in three minutes. Traffic looks good.” I didn’t speed up. I was already driving faster than the speed limit. “Here’s our exit, now.”


  I turned right at Lincoln and slowed to a stop at the bottom of the hill. The light was red but traffic was non-existent. I looked in the mirror at my passenger, “Just three more blocks.” I accelerated and made the first light on the green. The downtown lights were timed so I stuck to the posted speed and both remaining lights were also mine. I saw a place at the curb and signaled before swinging in.


  “Here we are, Becky. I hope you enjoyed your ride. If you can just hit the “We Made It” button, you’re good to go.”


  She did so and my app acknowledged receipt. I started to ask her for a positive rating but she was already climbing out of the car. “Thank you!” And she pushed the door closed.


  I turned in my seat to drive home but paused when I didn’t hear her door slam shut. I looked at the rear door, expecting to find that Becky had just left it open. Instead, I discovered that a large man had caught the door and was climbing into the back seat. I turned to talk to him, “Hey, guy. I’m not a cab. I’m a ride-share and I don’t have you as a passenger. Do you have the app? Can you request a ride?”


  He pulled the door shut and started looking around my car. He looked at me. He was at least six feet tall and seemed half that wide; all of it was muscle. He appeared drunk and he looked angry. “Shut the fuck up and take me home,” he ordered.


  “I’m sorry, sir, but the company doesn’t allow me to drive anyone that isn’t registered. It’s for your safety and mine.” I almost made it through that sentence before his fist connected with my nose and I felt it break. “Awe, thuck! Whad da nell, dube?” I grabbed my nose and felt it dripping blood into my fingers. “Shith! Oo brode my thucking nothe! Ged oudda my car, athhole!”


  He squinted his eyes and looked at me, “Take! Me! Home!” He was yelling. He sounded like a bear, growling.


  My head was pounding. I pinched my nose to try to stop the bleeding. I said, “Tuck no! Ged oud of my thucking car. I’m nod daking you adybare.”


  In the corner of my eye, I saw his fist coming. I tried to duck but it was too late. I felt the impact on my jaw and my teeth slammed together. A horn blared as I collapsed against my steering wheel. The streetlights started to spin in my vision before the lights faded to blurry pinwheels and the world went black.


  




  Chapter Two


  When I awoke, I could hear the sounds of a hospital; monitors beeping, staff talking, shoes squeaking on tile, an overhead speaker squawked, “Dr. Davis, telephone please, Dr. Davis. Paging Dr. Blaire… Dr. Jason Blaire...”


  How did I get to a hospital? Which hospital? I opened my eyes to find that I was lying in a hospital bed with my back propped up. There were electrical leads attached to my bare chest and a sensor on my index finger. Bandages covered my nose and my face. There was a blood pressure cuff on my arm. The light hurt my eyes and I had a terrible headache. I blinked, but I think that blink lasted thirty minutes or more as I sank back into unconsciousness.


  Something was squeezing my left arm. It was a blood pressure cuff on a timer, waking me up. I opened my eyes again, and saw a nurse in maroon scrubs walk past the partially closed curtain separating my bed from the hallway. I tried to call to her but only a deep groan escaped my lips. I lifted my left arm to try to wave her down.


  Luckily, she heard me and backed up to look into my darkened bay. “Oh, you’re up! I’ll be right there, chief.”  I was mistaken. The nurse wasn’t a woman. He was a tall, thin guy with long hair. My arm fell back to the bed and I closed my eyes. This time, I was controlling their movements a little better. I heard her shoes squeak on the floor as she entered. “Hey, Nick. Sorry about that. I had to deliver a chart to the desk. It’s your turn, now. How are you feeling, bud?”


  I took a moment to assess how I was feeling. My head was ringing. My ears felt like I was listening to rushing water. It hurt to blink. “I feel like shit. What happened?” My voice was pinched and nasally. I realized my nose was packed with cotton and I was breathing through my mouth.


  He took a deep breath and started telling me what he knew, “You were in a car accident. We know you were downtown near Stoney’s. Police found you at the wheel of your car. Your car had hit a telephone pole on the far side of the street. You were lucky no cars were coming as you crossed that busy street without hitting another car. You were found unconscious and the car was still in gear.”


  I started shaking my head slowly. My head hurt once more. “No. Guy. Big. Hit me. Broke my nose. Blood. Hit me again.” It took almost all of my energy to speak and my head was beating a conga drum.


  “Okay... that helps. Cops didn’t think you’d sustained these injuries in the wreck. They said you weren’t going fast enough to break your nose or to have this level of bruising. Getting hit in the face could do that,” he said.


  I took a deep breath and mustered enough strength to tell him what I knew. “I don’t remember hitting a pole. I guess my car was still in gear when he punched me. It all went black after that. Maybe I rolled forward after he knocked me out? Was he still in the car?”


  He shook his head, “I don’t know much more. The officers are out front waiting. Do you feel like talking to them,” he asked? He examined my monitors and twiddled a couple knobs. “I’m going to keep this monitor on. With your nose impacted like that, I want to be sure you’re getting enough oxygen. That’s the clip on your finger. Do you feel like you’re getting enough air?”


  I think I bobbed my head up and down. He nodded. “Let me know if you get short of breath. I’ll put a mask on you for a bit.” He disappeared for a few minutes. I closed my eyes and brooded on my circumstances. How did I get here? I have a degree. I’m supposed to be starting a company, or something. I heard the nurse come back. He was with two Denver cops in navy blue uniforms. They were both big guys. One was black; the other white. The black officer pulled out a notepad and cleared his throat, “Hey there, Nick, you look a little better.” He smiled. He had a warm baritone voice and he seemed friendly.


  “Better than what? I feel like shit.” He laughed. I asked, “Am I in trouble? I don’t know what happened...”


  He smiled, “Nick, we think you’re the victim here. We don’t think there is anything to be worried about. We just want to see if we can put the pieces together on what went down.”


  I responded, “Okay.” I turned my head a little to see the cops better. My neck hurt and I winced a little. The nurse stepped forward to help adjust my pillows so my neck was supported. I was starting to like him. He was good.


  The cop explained what he knew, “So, when we arrived, witnesses said they saw your car rolling down the street in front of Stoney's Bar and it stopped when you rolled into an electrical pole. What were you doing at Stoney's, Nick? Were you drinking there?”


  I shook my head, “No. I’m a Lyft driver. Dropped off lady at bar. She got out of my car. Guy jumped in. Told him I couldn’t drive him. Company won’t let me. Punched me. Hard. At least twice. Woke up. Here.”


  He nodded his head a few times and said, “Alright. That seems to fit. Bob, you agree?” He looked at his partner. His partner seemed to agree.


  “Yeah, that seems to fit, Marty. Must have drifted into the pole after he got punched. Foot probably just came off the brake pedal,” said Bob.


  Marty smiled again, “Well, Nick. Good news. You’re a victim. You’re not in any trouble. Let’s talk about the guy who hit you. Do you remember anything?”


  I shook my head again, “Big guy. Brown hair, I think. Built like a tank with arms. White guy. Angry as hell. Probably drunk.” I shook my head and blinked a few times while I caught my breath. “I asked him if he could use the app to request a ride so I could drive him. Just told me to shut up and then hit me. He fucking hit me!” I sniffed back a crying sob. “Then, he told me to take him home. I told him to fuck off. Get out of my car. I wasn’t driving him anywhere after he hit me. That’s when I think he hit me again.” I paused. “I woke up here.” My eyelids felt like ten-pound weights. I let them close.


  The nurse spoke up, “I think he’s about done, guys.” She pointed at the in-room computer. “I just got his bloodwork back. He’s clean. No drugs. No alcohol. Can you come back if you have more questions? Nick needs to sleep this off for a while.”


  I heard them talk for a moment and then the cop named Marty said, “Sure. I think we got what we needed. Nick, I hope you feel better soon. We’ll try to locate the asshole. Get some rest.” He spoke to the nurse, “Thanks, Alex.”


  I opened my eyes, remembering my car, “Wait! Do you know where my car is? Is it drivable?”


  “We had it towed to impound. You’ll have to come to the lot and retrieve it. It’s not damaged too badly. You should be able to drive it home.”


  “Thanks, officers. Do you think you’ll catch the guy,” I wanted to know?


  They both looked at each other and laughed, “Uh. No. Probably not. We’ve got somebody checking the bar receipts to see if we can get a name. If we do, we’ll let you know.”


  They left. I passed out again, only to be awakened by two orderlies wheeling my bed upstairs to a hospital room. They plugged me into a new set of outlets and said the ward nurse would be in to check on me soon.


  I had a fitful night of sleep. I’ll never understand why they insist on waking you up every hour to see if you need something and to take your temperature. I’m asleep. I don’t need anything. Shoot that stupid laser thing at my forehead to take my temp. You don’t need to stick it down my throat. We’ve evolved, people!


  




  Chapter Three


  The hospital insisted keeping me all day Saturday and Saturday night. I was mildly sedated until Sunday morning when I was released after I paid for my hospital stay. I had to max out three credit cards to satisfy my bill for two nights of service. If I didn’t find a way to pay that off, I was facing bankruptcy; a failure at life before I’d even turned twenty-four. A nurse pushed me out of the hospital in a wheelchair and deposited me on the curb. My head throbbed as I encountered the sun for the first time; a bad sign. I dug in my pocket for my iPhone but panicked as I realized it wasn’t there. I also realized that I’d never called my roommate to tell him I was in the hospital.


  “Oh, fuck me all to hell.” My phone had to be in my car. My car was in the police impound lot. I was lost without it, unable to call for a ride or even a fellow Lyft driver. I turned around to go back inside but realized that even if they had a phone, I didn’t actually know any phone numbers. I wouldn’t be able to call my roommate. It made me realize that I hadn’t seen a payphone since I was grade school and they were a novelty even then. I turned and started pacing the sidewalk racking my brain for a solution so I could call my roommate for a ride.


  Cars flew by on the street as I turned to pace the other direction and caught a familiar V-shape from the corner of my eye—a Verizon store. I started walking in that direction. My plan covered damage and theft. Maybe I could get a replacement.


  I stepped inside the store and took a number. Two hours later, I had a new iPhone, completely restored from my iCloud backups. I thumbed through my contacts for Trevor’s number and called.


  He picked up on the first ring and sounded alarmed, “Dude! Where the fuck have you been? I saw that you didn’t come home Friday night and I’ve been worried fucking sick ever since! I’ve been calling you every thirty minutes for two goddamn days!”


  I sighed and felt bad that he’d been worried about me. I wished I’d had a way to contact him. “I’m sorry, Trev. Hospital. I got jacked Friday night while driving,” I responded. “I didn’t have my phone.”


  Trevor gasped in surprise, “No fucking way! You good?”


  “Not really, no. I have a concussion, a broken nose, a bruised jaw and one of my teeth feels loose. My car is in impound and I think my phone is inside the car. I had to get a new one just so I could call you and beg for a ride.”


  I heard him exhale sharply, “Shit. Well, there’s no need to beg. I’m on my way as soon as you say where. I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I had a girl over Friday night and when we got up, you weren’t around. I even called your mom. What hospital are you at? I’ve got my keys and I’m ready to drive,” he promised.


  “Denver Health, downtown center. I’ll be across the road at the Starbucks.”


  He said, “Okay, I know right where that is. I should be there in about twenty. Hang in there, Nick. I’m really sorry. I wish I’d known. I’m just glad you’re alive, bro.”


  While I waited, I got a coffee. The line was full of doctors and nurses in scrubs and white coats. When the girl at the counter called, “Nate!” I picked up my coffee and went outside, finding a place at one of their outside benches where I could watch for Trevor. I downloaded the Lyft app and logged into my driver account. I thumbed through the menu until I found the section for reporting an incident. I hit a link and the app dialed my phone, connecting me with an agent.


  After answering most of her questions and providing all the details I knew from the incident, I was informed that I likely qualified for coverage from their insurance. If I could provide the police report and hospital bills, they might pay some or all.


  “Awesome! That would really save my bacon!” I breathed a sigh of relief. Money was going to be a problem very soon.


  She informed me that she would forward the forms to my email address. I finished my coffee and stood to toss it in the can, and thought, I have to find a new job. I really can’t do this anymore.


  I sat back on the curb to wait and pulled out my new phone. I logged onto my favorite job board and started looking through today’s listings. I did this frequently, even when I wasn’t getting the shit beat out of me. Believe it or not, I did go to college. I have a degree, and it wasn’t in driving drunks around town for dollars.


  As I skimmed through the listings for accountants and auditors, I encountered a paid advertisement for a drug company offering $5,000 for participants in their current drug study. I’d done a few studies when I was in college and they were usually easy money. Five thousand bucks was serious money for a study, and I could keep looking for another job, too. I can’t lose!


  I dialed the number. The phone rang twice before it was answered by a woman with a very friendly voice, “Thank you for calling BioFem, this is Julie. How may I direct your call?” Seriously? A human answering on a Sunday?


  I liked the sound of Julie. She sounded lovely. “Hi. I was calling about this study you are running that pays $5,000 for the study?”


  Julie responded, “I’m sorry. There seems to be some confusion. That study doesn’t pay $5,000 for the study. It pays $5,000 per month for the one-year duration of the study.”


  My jaw dropped and I stood in silent shock, staring into space.


  Julie spoke, “Are you there?”


  My trance broke. “Uh, how do I go about signing up for that?” I tried and failed to keep the excited tone out of my voice, but $5,000 each month? I could use that kind of cash. My accounting background quickly registered the $60,000 total for one year. If I could add that to a decent accounting job? Shit!


  “Well, you are in luck. We happen to have an interest session for our next project on Tuesday night here at our offices in downtown Denver. Can I register you for a seat? We’ll answer all of your questions and if you are still interested, we’ll give you a physical and you can get started right away.”


  “That sounds great! Please sign me up!” I spent several more minutes and answered her questions about my name, age, and basic information. She gave me the address and directions just as Trevor pulled up in front of me.


  The door unlocked as I stood up and I climbed in, “Thanks, Trevor. I really appreciate this, buddy.”


  Trevor looked at my bandaged face. I was bruised and swollen. My nose was taped in place to keep it from moving. “Nick, you look like shit. Are you okay,” he asked?


  I looked at him and gave him a weak smile, “Yeah, I’m stiff as hell and the light is killing me.” I looked at the headliner of his truck. I knew he kept a pair of spare sunglasses in a hatch there. I pushed the hatch and the drawer opened. “Mind if I borrow these? Mine are still in my car.”


  He nodded affirmatively and gestured toward the glasses with his right hand, “Yeah, no problem. That’s why I keep them there.”


  I started laying out all of the things I needed to do to get my car back. Trevor volunteered to shuttle me anywhere I needed to go. “Thanks, buddy. I really appreciate it.”


  We both agreed that I needed a day of rest before we tried to tackle getting my car back. Besides, the impound lot wasn’t likely to be open on Sunday afternoon. He drove us back to the house we shared, and parked in the drive. We went inside and I fell into my favorite chair in our living room. Trevor asked, “You want a beer, Nick?”


  I shook my head and reached into my pocket for a small bottle of pills. I shook them and said, “Thanks. Can’t. They gave me pain killers. Not supposed to mix ‘em with alcohol,” I responded. “Could I have a glass of water so I can take another one?”


  “No worries, mate. I’ll get it.” He walked into the kitchen and I could hear cabinets open and the tap running. He filled a glass and brought it to where I was seated.


  I popped the pill into my mouth and held it on my dry tongue while reaching for the water. “Thanks, man. I appreciate all of this. Once we get my car back, I’ll be back to normal.” I swigged and swallowed the pill, setting the glass down on the coffee table.


  “So, dude. You still haven’t told me what happened. All I know is you got jacked on Friday night? Fill me in,” he exclaimed!


  I did my best to tell my tale, filling in the gaps I didn’t know with the things the cops and the nurse had told me. He nodded at the appropriate parts of the story and swore at others.


  “...and that’s what I know, man,” I finished.


  He asked, “About your car, are you going to keep driving for the company after this?”


  I shook my head again, a little too hard as the pain flared, “I sure don’t want to. I was already tired of it before that jackass punched me. Now? I don’t think so. I’ll probably need to stay with them long enough to get reimbursed for my bills, but I don’t have to drive during that time.” I remembered the drug study. “Oh! I forgot to tell you. I signed up to attend an information meeting for this new drug research program. “The thing pays $5,000 per month, and they are looking for more guys. Do you want to attend with me?”


  He looked puzzled, “What are they doing that they can pay that much? Those things usually pay less than $1,000 for the entire study.”


  I responded, “I don’t know. She said it involved a serious commitment and that they are researching a rather radical therapy. She promised that anything they do is reversible.” I set the bottle of pain pills on the end table and took another sip of water. “Anyway, it’s on Tusday night and I’m going to go. I can quit driving if they start paying me that much money.”


  Trevor was nodding his head as he listened. He looked look he was doing the math in his head and then said, “What the fuck. Why not?” He nodded. It can’t hurt to go and listen. We could really fix things up around here with some extra cash. Or, at least buy better beer. He held up his can of Coor’s. Coor’s is the hometown beer, but no matter what they try to tell you, it’s just a beer. They make better beers. At least, I’ve heard they do.


  I told him how to call Julie to register. I heard him talking to her from his bedroom, returning after about five minutes. “All done. We can drive over together.”


  “Cool. I think I’m going to take a nap for a while. I’m flat-out whupped.” I got up and started walking toward my room. I held out my fist for a quick bump.


  Trevor stopped me in mid bump, “Do you need me to wake you up for anything? Another pill? … Anything?”


  I shook my head gently, “I don’t think so. I’ll figure out something for dinner if I wake up in time. Don’t wait on me if you get hungry. If you order a pizza, order for two. I’ll just heat it up when I wake up.”


  He released the fist-bump and smiled, “You got it. Go get some rest,” he said. He grabbed the remote and turned on the television. I heard football announcers before I got out of the room. I walked down the hall and tossed myself onto my bed. The stress, combined with the pain pill had me ready for sleep and I barely remember laying down before I was out. I didn’t wake up for dinner.


  




  Chapter Four


  I did wake up in time for breakfast. The sun was coming in my eastern window and warming my face. I squinted as I moved past the bright beam and headed into my bathroom. We’d picked this house because we both had our own bathroom attached to our bedroom. I showered and got dressed. I walked into the kitchen and poured a bowl of cereal and topped it with milk. There was no evidence of cold pizza. Trevor must have eaten something else. I sat down at the kitchen table and started spooning frosty loops into my mouth. Trevor entered, still wearing his “pajamas,” and grabbed another cereal box of his favorite. He yawned and said, “Good morning, how are you feeling today?”


  “Better. I don’t think I even moved after I crashed. I woke up and the sun was coming in my window,” I said. “My head doesn’t hurt as bad, so that’s good.”


  “Let me see your eyes,” he said, bending to look at my face. I opened my eyes wide and looked at him. “Yeah. I don’t know what I’m looking at. They’re still brown.” I tossed my napkin at him. “You’re still swollen as fuck, though. The purple around your eyes is starting to turn yellow.”


  We chatted through the plans for our day. First, we needed to get my car back. If my car was still “Lyft friendly” I might try to pick up some rides. If not, I’d see about getting it fixed. I had to get a copy of the police report for the company so they could cover some of my bills. That would probably eat up my day. The meeting at BioFem wasn’t until seven that evening.


  Trevor left to get ready and we were headed to the police impound lot on York Street by 8:30. In case you were wondering, even if you are the victim of a crime, it will still cost you $400 to get your car out of impound. I was going to have to get into the drug study just to stay afloat.


  My car was drivable, but dented. The airbags hadn’t deployed. That was good news. I told Trevor he could leave me to take care of the rest. We bumped fists and he left me at my car. I opened the door and discovered that dried blood covered my leather seats. I wet my finger and tried to see if I could scrub any of it off with my wet thumb. The blood just smeared a little. It would probably come up with some elbow grease, but my seats would probably be marred forever. It might be best to file a claim with my insurance and get everything taken care of at once.


  I drove to police headquarters on Cherokee Street and filed a request for my police report. The desk clerk chased it down and I only had to wait in the lobby for an hour. I’m never getting that hour back and my petty problems now seemed somehow trivial as I listened to the stories my fellow citizens shared with the clerk, as she sat safely protected from them by bullet-proof glass. It must be hard living life on the wrong side of the plexiglass.


  I spent Tuesday filling out claim forms for Lyft and for my insurance company. I even met their adjuster to have him look over my car in the afternoon. By the time I was done, I hooked up with Trevor just in time for dinner at our house. We decided to order an Original J’s pizza for dinner. I volunteered to wash the plates after we’d finished it off. I changed into a nicer shirt and pants and we headed off for our information session. Hopefully, we’d both be receiving some glorious dough as part of their study.


  We found a place to park in the garage next door to the skyscraper that housed BioFem and then entered the building through the first lobby doors we found. We walked toward where a beautiful woman was standing with a handful of information packets. “Hi! You must be Nick and Trevor. Welcome! I’m Julie, can I get you both to sign in here, please?” She pointed to a clipboard lying on the security desk.


  I picked up a pen and signed my name behind two other guys; Alex and Mike. Julie handed me a packet and pointed me through a door off the lobby. I waited for Trevor to sign in and get his packet before we entered a small theater set up for about twenty people. There were only four of us waiting in the room. There were a couple of people at the front of the room. I heard one of them say we were expecting one more person. The other two guys kept sneaking peaks at my bruised face. I tried to slide down so I was blocked by Trevor.


  Trevor and I started looking through the packet we were given. “Says here, they are doing a lot of genetic work in the field of reproductive medicine. That doesn’t sound reversible, does it?”


  I answered, “Genetic? I wouldn’t think so.” I read the next paragraph and said, “Nano tech, too. This is serious shit, bro.” He agreed.


  “No wonder they can pay so much.”


  A fifth guy entered and shook hands with the staff. He took a place in the front. Julie entered the room and closed the door behind her. One of the two men stepped to the front to address those of us in the audience. “Good evening, gentlemen. My name is Barry. I’m Vice President of Bio-Medical research here at BioFem. We’re going to tell you a bit about our company and then we’ll discuss the study we are recruiting this evening. He went through a bunch of marketing slides discussing some of the breakthrough treatments they had developed and the number of patents they held. He finished up and handed off to another doctor.


  I looked around the room at the other guys. I noticed that one guy was grinning and looking at his phone. He didn’t seem to be paying attention. There was another guy with long hair obscuring his face. Something about him seemed familiar to me, but I couldn’t place him. I looked back at the doctor as he thanked Barry for the introduction.


  “Gentlemen, for the last few years, we have been developing therapies for gender dysphoria and sexual reassignment. It is in this area we wish to study with your help. Before you ask, we assure you that if you choose to join our study, any changes you experience can be completely reversed. Anything that concerns you can be undone at the completion of your participation.”


  He looked at all of us. Nobody got up to leave. He continued. “We will expect you to participate for an entire year. The study will take approximately six months with another six reversing your progress, should you choose to do so. Are there any questions?”


  One of the guys raised his hand and asked, “This won’t mess with my junk, will it? It won’t keep me from having kids?”


  The doctor responded, “I can assure you that you will be able to have children when you are finished.” He looked at the vice president and the two exchanged a look.


  Julie stepped up and invited us to follow her next door where we would receive a physical and have the opportunity to ask more questions. We’d be asked to sign a lot of paperwork if we chose to participate. Trevor and I got up and followed a pair of guys through the door. Julie divided us up and placed us in our own rooms. “Good luck, Trevor. I’ll meet you out front.”


  They opened door number one for me and I entered to find a nurse waiting inside. “Greetings, Nick. How are you tonight?”


  I smiled, “I’m good, I think.” I took a traditional position for the patient and sat on the exam table.


  “I’m Margaret. I’m going to get you started before Doctor Cooper comes in for your examination. There’s a gown here on the chair. After I leave, please remove all of your clothing and put on the gown. It opens in the back.” She smiled and looked at me, “I like your red hair. We haven’t had a ginger in our study, yet.” She stepped outside and I hopped down to take my clothes off.


  I had to wait quite a while. I’d hoped I’d get to go first as I was in exam room one. However, I could hear voices talking with a female doctor in the adjacent room. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but I heard occasional laughter and that made me feel more comfortable.


  After twenty minutes, Margaret stuck her head inside and said, “She’s finishing up with your friend. She’ll be in right after she’s done. I’ll ask Trevor to wait for you in the lobby as he’ll be done first.” She closed the door.


  I heard Trevor’s voice in the hall. Then, I heard the doctor say, “We’ll see you back next Tuesday. Good luck, Trevor.” Clearly, Trevor had agreed to participate if he was coming back next week.


  The door opened and the female doctor from the introduction came inside. She shook my hand, “Good evening, Nick. Sorry about the wait. I just finished up with your roommate. He seems very nice. I don’t think we’ve had roommates in a study before. That will be interesting as you compare notes.” She put on a pair of latex gloves. “Let’s have a look…”


  She started palpating my neck gently. “What did you do to your eye?”


  I answered, “One of my ride-share passengers punched me. I just got out of the hospital yesterday.”


  “Oh, my! I’m sorry to hear that. I didn’t know driving could be so dangerous.”


  I chuckled, “I didn’t either, but I’m done with that if I can join your study. It pays a lot more than I can earn driving.”


  She continued to examine me. “So, do you understand what we are going to do over the next year?”


  I responded, “Not exactly. Something to do with gender manipulation, I think?”


  She nodded slowly, “Kind of. We aren’t just going to manipulate. We are going to transform you into females. That is why we pay so well. In fact, if you are willing to sign all of the paperwork, we will actually be paying double what we promised.”


  “You are going to pay me $10,000 each month? That’s unreal.”


  “It is, but we need your full cooperation and we need you to stay with us. It is worth it to us to keep you in the study. Can we count on you,” she asked?


  “Trevor said yes, right?” My legs were bouncing; nerves.


  “Confidentially, yes. He did. He’s received his first injection.” She touched my bouncing knee, gently; calming. “It’s fine, Nicolas. We’ll take good care of you. Participating with your roommate could make this a lot of fun for you. You can help each other through it. We’ll be paying you good money. This could be very good for you. In fact, the nanotechnology is quite good at repairing injuries. Those bruises will likely disappear in a day or two.”


  My leg stopped bouncing. I gave a weak smile. “Why not? Let’s do it.” I had no idea how this was going to work, but if it worked? I’d soon know what it felt like to be a woman.


  




  Chapter Five


  I met Trevor in the lobby. He stood up when he saw me exit the exam., and asked, “So, we’re doing this?”


  “Yeah… I guess we are. I took the first shot. I’ve always wondered, you know, what it would be like. Haven’t you?” We started walking toward the door as we spoke.


  “Once in a while. Usually when I’m with a girl, I wonder what she’s thinking when we are in bed,” he said.


  I touched his arm and gently turned him toward me, “So, did you get your shot, too,” I asked him?


  He gave me a nervous smile, “Yeah. I’m in. Like they said, we can change back, right? If I get too freaked out, I’ll ask to reverse the changes. Might as well see how the other half lives...”


  I wish they’d told us more about how this will happen. I assume they’ll try to change us completely.”


  We stepped out onto the sidewalk. It was a pleasant evening. “I wonder if they’ll fuck with our preferences,” he asked.


  “Yeah, me too... wait. Do you think you’ll actually… try sex?”


  He laughed, “I have no idea. I’m not sure why I said yes to this. I guess it was the dollar signs. Dude, we could afford a much nicer place now. We should look.”


  We started walking to his car as we talked. “Maybe we will. That might be cool,” I answered. I held out my fist. Got a bump. “When do you think we’ll see the first payment?”


  “The paperwork said it would take about a week. I wonder how soon we’ll feel different,” he said.


  I shook my head. “I don’t know. All I know is that I’m done driving for Lyft. I’m going to trade in the Honda on something a little nicer and skip the whole self-employed thing.”


  “Good for you, Nick. Good for you.”


  As Trevor drove back to our house, we rode in silence. I presumed that he was contemplating the gravity of what we’d just done; wondering how the first dose of treatment would treat us. Breaking that silence, I asked, “Jesus! Can you believe we just did that?”


  He glanced at me for a few seconds before looking at the road again, “I was just thinking about that, too. Are we nuts?” He looked at me again.


  “I’ve just been thinking about how important this work could be. You know? To all of the trans kids out there?” I looked at him for a moment before glancing back at the road. “Here’s our exit.”


  Trevor parked in our driveway behind my damaged Honda. When we got inside, he went to the refrigerator and grabbed two beers for us.


  “Thanks.” I sat down in my favorite chair. Trevor grabbed his spot on the sofa. I reached for the remote. “Wait. I think we should talk for a few minutes. Did we get sucked into this for the money? I mean, shit dude. They gave us a shot to turn us into girls. That’s some major league curve ball right there.”


  Trying to break the tension, I said, “It is. They are trading our contracts to the other team. We’re the designated switch hitters.” I chuckled and he raised his beer to me before taking another swig.


  “Hey. They said we can change back at any time. And have you done the freakin’ math? They’re paying us $120,000 to spend a year in a study. That’s major league. Imagine what we can do with that cash!”


  He looked serious for a moment, “That’s all I’ve been thinking about. I’ve been bitching about my job for months. Instead of coding for those morons, I could open my own company.”


  “You should do that. You work from home all the time anyway. Either start your own company or find a better one. You’re so good. Besides, we can easily live off $20K a month while you find something better. We’ve got the freedom,” I explained.


  He looked pensive, like he was trying to gather the right words. Then he said, “You know what we need to do, Nick? We need to really do this thing. No hiding in a closet because we look like girls. No skipping life because we are afraid of who might see us. If we’re going to give up our nuts to something, we might as well go balls deep. What do you think?” He looked at me eagerly, hoping I was on board with this new enthusiasm.


  I nodded slowly as I thought about it. “You’re right, man. What do we have to lose? We can reverse it anyway and they’re paying us like kings. Let’s burn this mother fucker down.” I shook his hand and we did our roommate secret handshake. Okay, it wasn’t so secret because we copied from Peter and Ned in the Marvel Spider Man movies. Still, we’d made it our thing. We did it and laughed. “Let’s have some fun before we reverse this.”


  We agreed that we wouldn’t hide anything from one another. If something weird happened, we were to share it, no matter what. As my car was no longer Lyft-ready, I was spending more free time wandering around the house, going to my gym, and snacking on shit I shouldn’t eat. I felt hungry all the time. With extra time to ponder my body, every time I experienced anything, I wondered if it was caused by the injection.


  Unfortunately, the first thing that started to happen to me was a drop in weight and since I only weigh myself once a week at the gym, I didn’t see it changing from day to day until I was at the gym and stepped onto the old-fashioned medical scales. I set the scales to weigh above 150 pounds and stepped onto the platform. The needle didn’t move. With all the food I’d been eating, I moved the slide to 175. Nothing. I adjusted it to 125 and tried again. This time the meter shifted. I slid the slider until I found the balance point at 138.


  “Wow.” I took out my phone and took a picture of the scale gage for Trevor. I’d lost eighteen pounds. I noticed that I’d had to re-tie my waistband, but I thought it had come loose in the washer. That happened sometimes. Now that I looked at myself, I could see a thinning of my features, especially at my waist. I lifted my shirt and took a picture of my abs. I sent the pictures to Trevor.


  I watched as three dots danced while he typed a response. “Shit, dude. I had to punch a new hole in my belt this morning, too. We’ll compare when u get home?”


  I sent a Smilie back at him and got dressed. I got in my car and discovered that I couldn’t quite reach my pedals comfortably. Was I shrinking? I slid the seat forward a couple of inches. Could I be shorter? I used to be five-ten. I wondered if I was still? As the seat rocked to a stop, I felt my hair brush against my cheek lower than normal. That was something I could check. I looked in the mirror. My red hair did appear both longer and fuller. Shit! It’s happening!


  I called Trevor on my Bluetooth connection. He answered, “Sup?”


  “Hey, bro. Uh… I’m noticing even more changes.”


  “You mean, besides the weight loss,” he asked?


  I answered, “Yes. I think I’m shorter and my hair looks longer.”


  “No shit? Are you coming home? I want to see,” he responded.


  I backed my car out of the parking space and shifted into drive. “Yes, I’ll be home in five.”


  “See ya’, then.” I pulled out of the lot and drove home.


  I parked my car in our drive and locked up before heading inside through our side entrance near the kitchen. Trevor was standing at the sink washing some dishes from breakfast. He was wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a tee shirt. Seeing him from behind made me notice that I wasn’t the only one losing weight, and that he was thinning at the waist.


  “Hey, bud,” I said. He turned around. “Wow, you look like you’re five years younger!”


  He looked confused. “Really? I was going to say the same about you. And, your face looks completely healed.”


  “Really? I want to go back and look. Come with me,” I said. We walked into the back of the house. His room had a full-length mirror in it. I walked until we were in front of it. Trevor turned on the overhead lights. “Geez, we look like college freshmen! Do you even have a beard anymore?”


  Trevor rubbed his face. He usually went several days between shaving, maintaining a grungy scruff. “No. I don’t. It’s gone.” He looked at me. “You look like you waxed, too.”


  I felt my face. Like Trevor, my skin was smooth and blemish free. The bruising had cleared. “Wow. It’s actually starting, isn’t it,” I asked rhetorically? It had been five days. “Is my hair straightening?” My hair had a little natural curl. That seemed to be gone now. “We should be documenting this!” I pulled my phone out and we posed for a selfie. “Let’s take one every day so we can compare.”


  Trevor seemed to be studying us in the mirror. He started removing his shirt. “Strip. I want to compare the weight we’ve lost.” He tossed his shirt aside and pulled off his shorts, leaving his black underwear. A moment later, I was similarly undressed. We both looked like scrawny teenagers. Both of us were rail thin now and looked like skinny beanpoles. I'd lost almost all muscle mass in my arms.


  Staring at us, Trevor looked shocked and then asked me, “How is our stock of beer?”


  Wait. What? Confused, I responded, “I don’t know, why?”


  He gestured toward the mirror, “Look at us, Nick! Would you sell either of us a case of beer!” He laughed.


  Suddenly, I shared his concern. We both liked to have a few beers in the evening and our stockpile would soon be exhausted. “As little as we weigh, I have a feeling that a case of beer would kill both of us off.”


  He nodded. “You’re right, man. Maybe we’ll have to start drinking wine coolers?”


  By the following Wednesday when we had our next appointment, we were both looking like two teenage girls wearing their big brothers’ sweatshirts. My body had been reshaping itself as I lost weight and muscle tone. I was tall and skinny, though I’d lost two and a half inches in height; my stomach having flattened and my waist narrowing. Everything I owned was too big and baggy. All of my freckles had disappeared leaving my complexion clear and clean of any spots.


  My clothes didn’t fit at all. The good news was that my hips had widened so the drawstring on my sweatpants didn’t slide down. Anything I could fasten at my hips stayed where I tied it, unable to slide past my developing ass. Trevor was having a similar experience, but his sweatshirt was hiding small breast buds. We’d first noticed them the previous day during our daily comparison session and he was now sized like my little sister when she’d started wearing a training bra.


  My own breasts were almost normal but the circles around my nipples were darkening and had grown almost twice in size. The flesh surrounding the new buds was tender and felt hard when I squeezed. Something was clearly starting to develop. My nipples were swollen and were feeling quite sensitive. It was strange seeing female nipples on my thin male chest. Mine had been the size of nickels. Now they were nearly twice the size of a quarter and the actual nipple was slightly smaller than a dime. Both of us had lost most of our chest hair. We felt like we were waiting for puberty to begin. Meanwhile, my hair was too long to be manly and too short to be feminine, but it seemed healthier than it had ever been.


  Trevor was now sporting a honey-blonde shag. To be honest, his hair looked better than mine. My red hair was in a middle length where I looked look a shaggy guy and not a girl. Neither of us wanted to buy anything for girls, yet, as we had no idea what we’d look like tomorrow, let alone next week. My only clothing that seemed to be working was my underwear. I’d been wearing “boy shorts” underwear because they were comfortable when sitting in my car waiting for ride requests. Now, they were stretching with me as my hips started to grow and my waist grew thinner. However, there was a little too much room in the pocket where my junk was supposed to be.


  Doctor Cooper knocked and entered my exam room. “Good afternoon, Nick. How are you doing after your first week?”


  “I’m really surprised how different I am in one week. I started losing weight almost immediately and I feel like my entire body has gone soft. My muscles have lost all definition and tone.”


  “That is to be expected, Nick. The injections are a combination of genetic programming combined with a collection of nano bots designed to maximize your changes. This speeds the processes substantially. The next shot usually causes substantial changes with some subjects completely changing sexes before their third dose. Others may take three or four before feeling their transformation is complete. I’m predicting that you and your roommate are going to see faster results than some.”


  She continued, “We are interested in seeing if your experience is different, though. We’ve never had two roommates participate before. It seems like you are having fun,” she asked?


  “Yes. We agreed to do this together so we are trying to make the most of it before we reverse the procedure. How many people get to try being a girl for a year? I might even try to write a book about it!”


  She chuckled and said, “That might be a great idea. Now, let’s strip down and get a look at you before we give you that next injection.”


  I pulled my sweats over my hips and let them fall to the ground, and then pulled off my sweatshirt. I pulled my underwear off and was then naked. I jumped back onto the exam table. After poking, prodding, and palpating, she pronounced me healthy and gave me a rundown.


  “Okay, Nick, you have clearly lost weight and you seem to be approaching a female base weight. That is good. Your waist is tapering as your hips expand so you are starting to gain a feminine figure. Your breasts seem to be tender and your nipples are enlarged. Your body hair is nearly gone. Let’s talk about your penis… is it still behaving normally or are you experiencing any changes? Can you still get erections,” she asked?


  “Oh, yeah. This whole process is just so strange and exciting. I feel like I’m getting hard just thinking about what is happening.” I answered as I felt my cock start to rise up.


  “That’s great. You may want to enjoy it while you can. I suspect it will start its own transformation soon. Let’s get that shot.” She opened a refrigerator and pulled out a plastic tub marked, “Subject 52-Nick.” She drew up a syringe and filled it with the fluid. “Give me one of those hips, Nick.”


  I rolled to my side and she pinched a chunk of my ass before I felt a sharp poke and felt cool liquid start to diffuse into my butt.


  “Okay, you can get dressed. Trevor should be in the lobby. You two should enjoy these next two weeks!


  “Thanks, Doctor. See you then.”


  




  Chapter Six


  Trevor and I compared notes on the way home from our injections. “She said to expect bigger changes over the next two weeks.”


  “Yes, she said we might lose our junk before she sees us again,” I said.


  “I kinda wish I’d have a chance to use it one last time,” he responded.


  “Tell me about it,” I said. “When I thought about getting my next pussy, I didn’t think it would be my own!” We laughed, though a bit hesitantly. “At least you can remember the last time. I was getting punched by a dude with roid rage while you were.”


  Trevor got quiet as he remembered. “I’m sorry, man. I shouldn’t have said that.”


  I laughed, “Seriously? How would you have known? I’m glad you had that chance.”


  He looked at me rather seriously, “Okay. I still can’t believe we are doing this. Can you,” he asked?


  I shook my head slowly as I thought about it. “I still can’t believe that his is even possible. This is the stuff that happens in science fiction novels. I still want to see what happens. As long as they can change us back, I’m going to keep taking their money.”


  We both agreed to that, nodding our heads and laughing.


  Over the next few days, the second shot was hard on both of us. I was simply wiped out. We had to be burning huge calorie numbers, expending energy for our bodies to undergo such radical change, but all I wanted to do was sleep. I slept through most of Thursday and part of Friday before I crawled out of my bed to get something to eat. I found Trevor in the kitchen. He looked up from the bowl of cereal he was eating to wish me a “good morning.” He’d made it through the first word before his chin dropped as he looked at me.


  “What?” My voice cracked as I spoke. I hadn’t said anything in nearly a day and my voice was higher than normal. I tried speaking again, “What is it?”


  Trevor, although he didn’t look like Trevor, said, “You didn’t look in a mirror when you got up, did you?” His voice was higher, too.


  I replied that I hadn’t. “Do I look like you,” I asked? “Your hair is cute. It looks like your boobs have grown, too.”


  “You’re one to talk! Go look at yourself, sweetie,” he laughed. I turned around and walked down the hall. As I did, I became aware of how my body was responding differently. it seemed to move from my hips and I could now feel additional weight wiggling back and forth on my chest.


  “Oh, shit.” I turned to look in the mirror. A stranger looked back at me. She was a cute redhead. My hair had always been a coppery red. Now, it was much more golden-red. It had also grown to be chin-length. My face had transformed and now looked very feminine. All of my features were soft and round. My brown eyes looked strange and I realized that they were bigger than they had been on Wednesday. My mouth had reshaped and my lips looked prettier; and shaped like a girl. “Wow.”


  “See what I mean?” Trevor had walked up behind me and I jumped in surprise. “I look like a girl. I still can’t believe it. This all seems like a strange dream.”


  He stood next to me. He had changed, too. Everything about him was more feminine, especially his body. “Your boobs have gotten bigger. They look good.”


  He smiled and looked at me in the mirror, “Yours have, too. You ready to strip and compare?”


  I smirked like I didn’t want to, “I’m starving. Can we do this fast?” We both started pulling off our clothes. Our bodies were those of teenage girls. We were both tall and thin with small (for me) and medium boobs for Trevor. From our breasts, our bodies tapered to thin waists and then widened again at the hips. I turned to the side so I could check out my butt.


  I knew one thing hadn’t changed, yet. I could feel it getting hard in my underwear. It seemed very strange to me, seeing a girl in the mirror, but feeling my very male cock getting hard. Trevor noticed and said, “Don’t worry about it, Nick. Mine’s been hard for two days, too.


  I smiled, nervously, and said, “I need to… well, I need to go to the bathroom.” I walked into my room and shut the door. I ripped off my undies and laid on my bed. I gripped my shaft. It wasn’t as thick as usual, but it was every bit as hard. I gave it a few good jerks and could tell that it wouldn’t take much to make me cum. I stroked myself slowly, feeling myself become mentally aroused as well. I squeezed my balls, stroking my sack with my fingers, and noticed that my sack was little more than loose flesh. I could barely find anything I’d call a testicle. Rubbing my sack was more intense; almost as intense as stroking my stiffened cock. With my right hand, I slid up my waist until I found my new breast, squeezing the new flesh and rubbing my nipple, feeling it stiffen. “Wow!” I climaxed hard and shot cum into my hand. I did my best to capture it all but I’d surprised myself. Usually, I’d jump up and grab a washcloth before I would ejaculate. I’d made a real mess and I got up to wash the sticky liquid off my left hand. I stood in front of my sink, looking at how much I’d changed. I was really beginning to look like a girl. I looked at the sperm cupped in my right hand and stared at it, wondering what it would be like to taste it. I found myself raising my hand to my mouth and my tongue was stretching slowly toward the creamy gunk. I closed my eyes and touched my tongue to the goop, darting the tip into the puddle. I’d barely tasted it before I started shaking my head and squinting in disgust. I washed it off and dried my hands.


  I pulled my underwear back on. I went back to the kitchen to get some food. My hunger was even worse. Trevor just smiled at me. I grabbed a box of cereal and poured a full bowl. I took the milk off the table and filled my bowl, digging in quickly, worried that I was blushing.


  “I can’t stop eating, either. I wasn’t so hungry when I was losing weight, but now that I’m growing new body parts, I can’t eat enough. This is my third bowl.”


  I started pouring a second bowl of cereal, “We’re going to have to get some more food. Are you ready to go out looking like girls,” I asked him.


  He thought about it for a few moments and said, “I don’t know. I don’t have any clothes to wear. Maybe we should order with a delivery app?”


  So, we did. We went online and the two of us made selections. We refilled our usual necessities and then settled into our day. The doorbell rang around two and I answered.


  The driver had several bags of groceries in a carry-all. “Good afternoon, Miss. Is Nick home? I have his groceries.” I must have looked as stunned as I felt when he called me, ‘Miss’. “I’m sorry. Are you okay? I’m from Kroger, with your groceries?”


  I recovered, “Uh, yes. Sorry. I was... well, Nick isn’t home, but… can you bring them inside, please?”


  “Sure. No problem.” I held the door open and he carried them toward the kitchen. “What happened to the guys who lived here?”


  “They’re out for a while. I’m just visiting with my... uh girlfriend.” He set the container on the floor and then started putting bags on the counters. I noticed that he was looking at me. It felt strange. He finished with the bags and grabbed his iPad. “So, you’re visiting and they went out without you? How rude!”


  I laughed and said, “It’s not like that. They just ran to Home Depot. I’m fine missing that!”


  “Oh. Okay then. Can I get a signature from you,” he asked and held the iPad out for me. I was suddenly very aware of how my nipples were jutting through the cotton of my shirt. I tugged at the hem and tried to disguise the braless bumps. I took the iPad and used my finger to sign, noticing that my fingernails had grown. I caught myself giggling a little. “What’s funny,” he wondered aloud?


  I stopped myself, “Oh, nothing. Sorry. I just liked your smile when you handed me the pad,” I said. Are you flirting with him? I scribbled my signature in the box, adding an “i” to the end of “Nick”. I handed the pad back to him.


  He looked over the signature, “Thanks for using Kroger delivery, Nicki. Hey! Nick and Nicki. Are you, his sister?”


  I laughed nervously. I wasn’t ready for all of these questions! “Uh, no. Just friends.”


  “You could be his sister. You both have the same red hair. You’re a lot prettier, though,” he commented. He smiled, waiting for my response.


  Giggling like a fool, I responded, “You’re sweet. Thank you.”  I smiled and showed him to the door. I yelled to Trevor as I walked back into the kitchen, “Groceries are here!”


  I heard his chair move in the office and he said, “Oh! Good,” and then footsteps as he headed my way. As he entered the kitchen, he said, “What are you smiling about?”


  I looked at him and laughed, startled again by my higher, girlish laughter. “Oh, the delivery guy thinks I’m pretty.”


  “You’re kidding me, right,” he asked? “I guess you are enjoying this?”


  My look turned serious, “Hey, we agreed we were going to do this and try to experience everything. I wasn’t trying to flirt with him or anything, but I just got this sense that he was checking me out I just did what seemed natural.” I paused, thinking about the conversation. “I did sign for the groceries as ‘Nicki’ though.”


  “Nicki. Sure, I guess that works. Geez. I hadn’t thought about choosing a girl name... we’re probably going to need them, aren’t we?”


  “Yes, ten minutes ago, it seems.” I laughed.


  “I’ll have to think about that. Have you seen the granola bars yet,” he asked as he started to poke through the groceries.


  I looked inside a bag and saw the right box. I tossed it to him, “Here.”


  He caught it but then yelled, “Ouch! Damn these nails!” He started sucking on his pinky. His hair fell into his eyes and I realized how much he looked like a girl, now.


  “Sorry! I’m just discovering that my own claws are growing. I want to cut them so badly, but something won’t let me.” I held up my hand to show him, struggling internally with the male pronoun. I put a box of macaroni noodles in the pantry cupboard. “Hey, Trev,” I said, “How much longer are we going to call ourselves guys?” I put my hand on my growing hip and added, “That Kroger guy has been delivering our shit for two months. He didn’t recognize me and called me, ‘Miss,’ the whole time. He totally thought I was a chick.”


  He thought for a few moments, looking me over and then looking at himself, “I don’t know. This is all happening faster than we thought it was going to happen.” He cupped his new boobs and lifted them, letting them bounce under his gamer tee. “These are getting hard to argue with.”


  I felt myself blush and looked away from his bouncing breasts.


  “What was that look for,” he asked me?


  I blushed even harder, “This is so weird. My body is becoming a girl, but when I see your boobs? The guy in my head wants to put his hands all over those things. If my dick could still get hard, I think I’d be wooden right now.”


  Trevor started to blush, too. “You’re right. It is weird. I don’t know how to respond to that,” she said. In my head, Trevor was now a girl, with increasingly perfect breasts and an ass that couldn’t be ignored any longer. We were both changing so quickly that I could almost feel my body changing.


  “I’ve decided that I want to be a girl now. Until I can think of anything better, I’ll go by ‘Nicole,’ or “Nikki.” I spelled them for him. “It’s just too confusing to have everyone think I’m a girl. The world just isn’t ready to deal with ‘Nick” who looks like I do.


  Trevor looked at me and nodded his head, “Yeah, I get it. I haven’t been out of the house so nobody has even seen me but you.”


  I walked over and put my arm around him. He was so soft as I squeezed his shoulder. “What do you say, sis? Are you my girlfriend or my boyfriend?”


  We both laughed at the absurdity of our situation. He replied, “Okay... I’ll be your girlfriend.”


  “You know, when they said they were going to change our sex, I don’t think this is what I imagined. Did you think we were actually going to become girls,” I asked?


  “I thought we’d look like contestants on the Ru Paul show,” he said. We both laughed and continued putting our food away.


  




  Chapter Seven


  The balance in my checking account suddenly increased by $10,000 so I decided it was time to acquire some appropriate clothing. I searched the web for a women’s store with an online measurement system. After doing my best to enter my new height, weight, and measurements, I was provided with their best guess of my clothing sizes. Using these, I ordered shorts, tops, jeans, underwear, and my best guess at an appropriate bra. Minimally, I wanted to have enough girl clothes to wear so I could get more girl clothes. I paid extra for expedited shipping so my selections would arrive on Monday.


  Trevor and I spent most of our weekend in our limited wardrobe of things that didn’t fall off our bodies, playing video games and binging streaming series. Meanwhile, our bodies continued their progressions as my dick shrank and my tits grew, and when my new clothes arrived on Monday, my panties were neatly hiding my new vagina and my growing tits barely fit in the B-cup bras I had just ordered.


  Over the next week, I spent my nights in continued explorations as my body completed transforming from male to female and my cock transformed into a something I’d spent a good part of my life fantasizing about getting, but not possessing. I will admit, my masturbation became more enjoyable. I now had lots of strange flesh surrounding a slit that had formed between my legs. It seemed like much of the flesh of my penis had turned into the fleshy lips surrounding my vagina and the flesh was so sensitive. Having a new hole open up in the center of my body peaked my freak meter. I didn’t want to know how the sensitive cavity that formed had materialized, but I spent nights carefully probing and exploring the new pieces as they developed. The slightest touch sent shivers through my body. I loved playing with myself now, more than ever. I rubbed myself to quiet orgasms at least once each night.


  Tina, as she was now calling herself, was in the same boat as me. By all outward appearances, we were now women. Mentally, we were still men and were experiencing everything through our usual thought processes. My hair now reached my shoulders and I’d borrowed a rubber band from the neighbor’s newspaper to tie my hair into a ponytail. I quickly discovered why I shouldn’t do that as I lost too much hair to the rubber band when I tried to pull it free. Tina’s blonde hair was now even longer than mine. I loaned her a pair of shorts and a cute top and we drove to Target to pick up some “girl things.”


  I was shocked to discover how large the “girl things” section of Target actually was. They had tops. They had bottoms. They had pajamas. They had swimsuits; shoes; underwear; something called, “hosiery” which seemed to be pantyhose and socks. They had skirts and dresses. It was the whole store that I never entered except to pass through on my way to the electronics counter. I left Tina to puzzle over their collection of bras while I looked for a pair of little Converse Tennies and some socks. The shoes I was wearing were now too large for my little feet. According to the measuring tool, my feet were now down to size sevens from a men’s ten. I took the shoes to the register and purchased them and then sat down in the Starbucks to put them on. I tossed my old shoes in the trash before re-entering the store to do more shopping.


  I grabbed a cart and went into the bath and body section. After some deliberation, I selected a new feminine deodorant with a fresh scent I liked. I asked an associate for some help in selecting a skincare kit. My eyebrows seemed to be thinning naturally, but I bought a pair of tweezers and some tools I’d seen laying around my sister’s bath when we still lived together. I selected a blow dryer and a new hair brush. I grabbed a selection of hair ties.


  I found Tina wandering in the clothing section. She saw me and shook her head, “I’m totally lost, Nikki. How are you finding things you need?”


  I smiled, “I’m lost, too! I’m looking for things my sister had. That doesn’t mean I know what I’m doing.” We laughed and then agreed to work together. I liked the soft feel of a short pajama set I found so I put the set in my cart to try on. Tina found a set she wanted to try. “Did you find a bra when you looked?”


  “Hell, no! WTF? I don’t know anything about buying them,” she giggled!


  “You know, why don’t we go to the mall after this? Now that we are girls, we are allowed to know Victoria’s Secret. I think her secret is how to size and fit bras for idiot girls!”


  Tina agreed with the plan. I found a cute blue dress that caught my eye and compared my current size to my sister. I grabbed a size 6, thinking I was taller than she. In the dressing room, I decided that in this dress, I was a size 4. An associate asked me if I needed another size. I held the dress up and asked if she could find me a four.


  “I was about to return one of those. Here, try this one on.” She handed it over the door and I dropped it over my head, letting the straps land on my shoulders. Checking the mirror, it seemed to fit me in the top and the hem was slightly above my knees. I wiggled around and tried to see if my hips were comfortable. I smiled, deciding the answer was ‘yes’. I tried on the pajamas and liked them so much I decided to grab another set in a different color. I kept finding more things I wanted to try on!


  We went through the checkout and carried our bags to the car. I don’t believe I’d purchased that much at Target since the last time my mom paid for all of our back to school clothes and gear. Tina drove us in her car to the nicest mall in Denver where we wanted to try on bras.


  By the time we’d laughed our way through buying a collection of sexy bras; me a 34C and Tina a buxom 36D; and matching panties, we were giggling like schoolgirls and having so much fun that when I said I wanted to try on some heels, Tina agreed immediately.


  We both flirted shamelessly with the clerk in the shoe store and continued laughing our way through a good portion of our newly-funded bank accounts. I saw a black and white dress in a window that I just had to try. I looked so gorgeous in it that I shrugged when I saw the price tag and walked out with it. Tina showed some restraint but found a cute skirt in another window.


  Somewhere near the food court, I think we forgot that we’d been guys just a week prior. We were joking around, touching one another to emphasize our points, giggling, and acting like old girlfriends. While trying on another dress, I needed another size. I opened the door wearing only my new panties and asked Tina to grab a smaller size for me. She shook her head and looked at my chest, “My god, Nikki. You are like a supermodel!”


  “Me? Have you looked at yourself? You’re perfect,” I exclaimed! I loved the dress so I bought it, too. We carried our bags through the mall until I saw a store and got a big smile on my face. I grabbed Tina and pulled her through the entrance.


  “What ‘ya doin,” she asked.


  “We’re going to pierce our ears,” I shouted. My voice went higher than I’d ever heard myself. I looked at Tina and we both squealed. We put our bags down jumped up into two empty chairs. Thirty minutes later, we were glamming our new starter posts and a bag of new care products to clean and care for our new holes. We dropped our bags in the car and decided to get some dinner at one of the trendy restaurants.


  We were seated and ordered wine. With our new full figures, our waiter didn’t question that we were twenty-one and left our table to retrieve our selections. We chatted about our day and our new status as hot, young women. We drank two glasses of wine with our dinners and were feeling warmth in our cheeks as we made our way home.


  As we carried all of our bags inside, Tina made a suggestion. “Let’s go to our rooms and put on the favorite outfits we bought, put on your favorite shoes and do our makeup! We get one hour. Then, we model for each other.”


  “Oh, I love it,” I squealed. I took my bags and yelled for our digital assistant to set a timer for an hour. I turned music up loud and ran into my bathroom. Stripping down to nothing, I shaved my legs. Being extraordinarily careful, I was able to finish the job without cutting myself. I knew I’d get better and faster with time. I laid out my new black and white dress and then painted my nails with red polish. I took my new hair drier and dried my nails in the warm air. I brushed out my hair with my new brush and sprayed it into place with a little spray. I struggled with some eyeliner and did a decent job with my lashes. I put on my favorite lingerie set and pulled my dress over my head. I pulled out my new lipstick and painted my lips bright red. 


  I had five minutes left. I pulled the paper from the toes of my new heels and sat to slip my feet inside. I stood, tentatively, and tried to take a few steps. I seemed to be a natural and by the time I reached my door, I was already walking with careful confidence. I walked to the living room.


  Tina was waiting in a black cocktail dress. Her golden hair was brushed out long and straight. It was long enough to rest on her shoulders. She, too, had tried on her new heels and had painted her nails. Her shoes were open exposing her painted toenails. Her dress revealed more cleavage than my own. She was beautiful. My mouth dropped in surprise.


  I tried to speak, but continued to gape. She toddled toward me in her heels and I walked to her. We both spoke at the same time, “You look gorgeous!” We hugged carefully and then held hands. I laced my fingers into hers. We stood eye to eye and toe to toe, looking at each other. I felt myself flush with warmth and something happened between my legs and I felt a now familiar moisture there. I gasped and then we were kissing. I tasted her lipstick and pressed my lips to hers even harder. We cocked our heads to the side, letting our lips part slightly so our tongues could play. My hands let go of hers and I combed my fingers into her hair at the nape of her neck. I played there and she moaned softly as we kissed some more.


  Her hands were on my hips and then she was gripping my ass in both hands. She roved over my round bottom and I released my own moan of pleasure. I found her ass and gave it a good squeeze. She felt good in my hands. I lifted her dress so that I could feel her underwear. I laughed. “You’re wearing a thong, you little slut!”


  “I wore it for you,” she whispered. “I thought about wearing nothing.” And then it was a race to see how fast we could get out of our new girly dresses. “Unzip me! I don’t want to rip this dress,” she panted. I unzipped her and then turned for her to help me unzip mine. We shimmied our dresses to the floor and then kicked off our heels. I spun back into her arms and my hands found her perfect breasts; feeling her flesh beneath her lacy bra. She found the clasps of my own and my breasts fell free into her waiting hands. Her lips were on my nipples, kissing, sucking, and nibbling playfully.


  I rolled her nipples in my fingers and pinched her gently as she continued to suck at mine. I touched her face and lifted her back to my mouth to kiss her again. I removed her black bra and saw her dark nipples for the first time since she’d acquired this size. I played with them gently and kissed her breasts, licking my tongue through her deep cleavage and letting my hand roam over her nipple, squeezing the dark circles of her areolae. Hers were larger than my own.


  I dropped from her breasts to land on my knees. I hooked my thumbs in the thin waistband of her little thong and squeezed her bare ass, letting my hand brush her sex for the first time. She was as wet as I was. I cupped her pussy and let my middle finger slide between her wet lips. I pulled the skimpy panties down to her knees and buried my tongue in her light brown hair. Her bush was damp with her juices and I licked at her with the fullness of my tongue. I moaned with pleasure as I tasted her pussy for the first time.


  Tina stepped backwards until she could sit on Trevor’s favorite chair. She spread her legs and lifted her knees as I dove in deeper, licking her clit. She combed her fingernails through my soft red hair. “Oh, honey, that feels so good!” She pushed down on my head, gently, and I knew she wanted me to move lower. I did, letting my tongue part her wet folds. She tasted sweet. I worked in and out of her soft skin, licking and sucking various pieces of her sweet pussy. I looked up into her eyes. They were firmly closed as she leaned back, enjoying my attentions. She was squeezing those fabulous D-cups together and pinching her own nipples. Her breath as deepening as she moaned and sighed with my movements.


  I started pressing my tongue deeper into her vagina and rubbed her clit gently with my index finger, careful to not touch her with my sharp nails. “Oh, Nikki! Do that. Keep doing that!” I kept doing that until her breath was spilling from her in sharp gasps. Her pussy bucked against my mouth and I knew she was coming. I didn’t let up, trying to prolong her orgasm as long as she’d let me. She started sobbing as she laid her head back against the chair and combed her nails through my hair some more. I rested my wet cheek against her thigh and combed my nails through her damp muff. “Sweetie, stop or you’re going to make me cum again. I want to do you, now.”


  I raised up onto my knees again as she stood to trade places with me. As we stood, she kissed me. I was covered in her juices but she didn’t care. “Thank you, Nikki. You are so good at that. Let me try.” I sat in the chair as she had and she started playing with my new software. Her tongue danced through me, slowly at first, but becoming more urgent as she went deeper and deeper into me. She took her time and I felt like she had been teasing me for nearly half an hour before she inserted her first fingers and started to gently fuck my pussy with her fingers. I moaned and my breath caught in my throat as I held my breath as she sucked on my clit. It felt as hard as a little rock as she flicked me with the tip of her talented tongue.


  I squeezed at my breasts and pinched my hardening nipples. Electric charges passed through my body as my senses connected between my nipples and my pussy. Pressure was building within me and kept building until I shouted Tina’s name and my body started convulsing with vaginal contractions. Tina licked at me gently as I felt my senses start to ebb.  “Tina, thank you! I’ve never felt like that. You made me feel things I never imagined I could feel.”


  Tina rose to her knees and pulled me onto the floor with her. She worked herself up into my lap and scissored her legs into mine. We sat face to face and we leaned together to kiss again. In his position, our lips, breasts, abdomens, and pussies were all rubbing together sensuously. We played our hands all over one another as our legs pressed together, my vagina sliding across hers. We kissed and fucked until we were both sharing the same orgasm.


  When we finally stood up, the time was well past midnight. We’d been exploring one another for three hours. We picked up our new dresses and she waited for me as I hung mine on a hanger and put my shoes in my closet. We held hands as we walked into her bedroom. She hung her dress on its hanger and placed it in her closet. She pulled her covers back and then turned out the lights in her room. The glow of her computer was the only light in the room. She pulled me into bed and then covered our naked bodies beneath the blankets. We snuggled and kissed as we intertwined our bodies.


  We fell asleep, breathing each others’ breath and hugging our bodies close. How could I ever give this up? Why?


  We woke up when the sun found its way through Tina’s curtains. We made love again. We felt so good together. She was so gentle with me but knew how to make my body tingle with energy. I felt her respond to my touch and hoped I was making her feel as good as I felt. We kissed and worked each other with our wet fingers until we both climaxed once more. I thanked her and kissed her before crawling out of her bed.


  I returned to my room and found my soft pajamas. I put them on and then returned to Tina. “Are you hungry? I feel like making omelets.”


  She said, “Those PJs are so cute on you. Let me get mine and I’ll join you.”


  We wandered into the kitchen and I started pulling out my cookware. Tina grabbed the eggs and vegetables from the refrigerator and started dicing a pepper. As I worked the eggs, I felt her arms hug me from behind. She is about half an inch taller than I am and she leaned her chin on my right shoulder. “I really had fun with you last night. Thank you, Nikki.”


  I turned and found her lips for a kiss. “I’ve never felt like that before. We felt so good together. Thank you.”


  She smiled and leaned back to let me cook her eggs. “I’ve always heard that sex was better for women. I always thought they were exaggerating. But, O.M.G!”


  “I think I’m going to enjoy this. Thanks for doing this with me, Tina.”


  “I thought we were crazy, but I’m so happy right now. I’d do it again,” she said.


  I laughed and said, “Oh, we are going to do that again! I promise.” I flipped her eggs with a deft flip of my wrist. I sprinkled some cheese inside and let the omelet fold over upon itself. I slid it onto a plate for her. I added eggs to the skillet and prepared my own. We sat at our table. I crossed my long legs beneath me and forked into my eggs. We enjoyed our breakfasts together and then spent the morning lounging around in our new jammies.


  As we finished our eggs, Tina spoke, “You know when I said I do it again I meant that I’d turn into a girl again, right?”


  I wiped my mouth with my napkin and then grinned at her, “I thought that’s what you meant.” I took her hand. “I would too, Tina. I would, too. Especially if I could do it with you.”


  It is hard to express how comfortable it seemed to be women. The changes occurred so quickly I would expect to still be freaking out over the loss of my manhood, or even my man card. As we sat on the couch, holding hands while we watched television, neither of us had a care in the world.


  Oddly, we had agreed to watch a romantic comedy. We never watched those, always favoring the action flicks or superhero movies. As I watched the main character foolishly reject her perfect man, I felt tears well up in my eyes. I looked over at Tina and she had tears streaming down her cheeks, too. I chuckled and said, “Look at us! We’re a mess!” I got up and ran into the bath to get a box of tissues. I pulled a few from the top and tossed her the box. She laughed but took the box and started dabbing at her face. “Rewind it please. I missed the last thirty seconds.”


  “You’re going to make me watch it again,” she asked? She took another tissue and threw the box at me. I sat down and put my arm around her.


  “I’m here for you. You can handle it.”


  She pressed the play button, “Okay. I’ll watch it again. When did we become such girls?”


  I laughed. “I think that happened on Wednesday at 3:15 PM.”


  She thought about that... “How many girls can say that?”


  “Just us, babe. Just us.”


  




  Chapter Eight


  On “no shot Wednesday,” the week before our next injection, I was doing my laundry. Tina was banging away on her keyboard, coding a project for her work. I stood in her doorway with the laundry basket resting on my hip, and waited for her to see me and take a break.


  “What’s up, Nik,” she asked, barely looking up from her work?


  I set the bin down and walked in. I stood behind her and started rubbing her shoulders. “How are you doing this? Have you told them about Tina?”


  She laughed, “Hell no! They don’t know about my sex change.”


  “Don’t you have Zoom calls to deal with,” I asked.


  She stopped typing and leaned back, letting me massage her long neck beneath her ponytail. “Oh, that feels good! Thank you.” She closed her eyes and let me help her relax. “I told them that my camera broke. They’re sending me a new one. That one will fail out of the box.”


  I giggled, “But what about your voice? Haven’t they noticed your sexy girl voice, yet?”


  “Naw. I’m just a code-monkey. They don’t care what I think. I just sit in and push the ‘thumbs up’ button to say I got it.”


  “And that is working?”


  “So far,” she said, laughing.


  I pulled her chair back and spun her around. I sat down on her lap, straddling her chair and placed my arms around her neck. “Why don’t you just quit?”


  She put her arms around me and pressed her face into my chest. My breasts had grown until they were equal to hers. “I don’t know, I like the challenge. Programming is constantly fighting for the better way to solve a problem. I do enjoy that.”


  I stroked her head and said, “I can understand that, but I’ve got a great idea for solving a problem. Do you want to hear it?”


  “Sure.”


  I took her face in my hands and lifted her chin so I could look into her green eyes. “Quit. We have plenty of money. I haven’t driven since the night I got punched by that fucking prick. As long as BioFem is paying me, my job is to learn how to be a woman and I plan to burn that fucker down! Why don’t you join me? You don’t need this.”


  She looked serious, “But...”


  “Honey, but nothing! We are being paid to play dress up. And we’ve got these shots for a year! Who knows what the hell we are going to become next Wednesday? That last shot gave me ovaries, I’m just sure of it!”


  Tina nodded slowly. She seemed to be agreeing with me. “You’re right. I don’t need this. Let me finish this code story and I’ll resign. I’ll be done before noon tomorrow.”


  I hugged her tightly and then gave her a deep kiss. “That’s wonderful! Thank you! Let’s go out tomorrow night and celebrate your new freedom!” I slid off her lap and turned to leave. She grabbed my waistband and pulled me backwards, my shorts fell down off my hips, baring my ass. She pinched me and then motioned for me to return to her.


  She took my hand and held it, “Nik, thanks for helping me see what’s important. You’re right. I shouldn’t waste time working for idiots. We should be enjoying this.” She gave me a kiss and squeezed my butt.


  I walked to the door. As I walked, I looked over my shoulder. “I’m glad you are on board because I think I’ve found us a new house!”


  Tina completed her work and quit. Her boss wanted two weeks' notice. She told them no. They said that Trevor would not get a good recommendation from them for leaving them high and dry. Tina decided she didn’t care. Trevor didn’t live here anymore. We were free.


  On Thursday, I called Julie at BioFem and asked her what we should do about having female identification. Nobody in their right minds would believe that I was Nicolas Hailey. If I were to get pulled over, I’d be arrested for stealing my own car. Julie told us to come in and her security office would take photos and help us with transition documents. It seemed a little shady to me, but if it let me into clubs and to have female identification, I was willing to follow her directions. I arranged for us to visit the next morning.


  To prepare for our first girls’ night out to celebrate, I booked us for our first appointment at the salon. We arrived a little early so the receptionist offered us a glass of wine while we waited. We accepted gratefully and were just clinking glasses when Shari walked up and asked, “Nikki?”


  I smiled and stood up, straightening my dress as I did so. I put my glass in my left hand so I could shake her hand. “Hi! I’m Nikki!”


  She walked me back and started feeling my hair as we walked to her station. “I love your hair! Who did this color for you?”


  I laughed, “I’ve never colored my hair. It’s my natural color.”


  She looked at me like I was crazy, “I hope you are only here for a cut. I couldn’t bring myself to cover those beautiful tones in your red.” She turned her chair for me to sit and then asked, “So, what are we doing today?”


  I picked at my hair with my fingers, “Well, I like the length, but I think I want to cut in some layers? Maybe add some bounce? I’ve been growing it out for so long I’ve lost any style I had. What would you say if I just asked you to make me fabulous?”


  She laughed, “I guess I’d tell you to get up. You’re done.”


  “How much do I owe you?” We giggled and she started misting down my hair with a spray bottle.


  She pulled at my hair, checking the length of my bangs and my hair. “I have a few ideas for how to make you extra fabulous, though.” She scrunched her lips and said, “You have some hairspray in there. Let’s get you shampooed to get that washed out and we can start.” As we walked around to the shampoo bowls, Tina was being escorted back for her work.


  I skipped and squealed, “I’m so excited!”


  We received the royal treatment, gabbing about family histories and work; weekend plans; the new house we hoped to buy. Ninety minutes of styling flashed by in a blink and Shari asked “what do you think? Are you super fab?”


  I looked up to see myself in the mirror. Shari was a genius with scissors. My long hair flowed past my face like liquid flame. My eyes were huge as I looked at myself in wonder. “Shari, I love it.” The way I look it would be a waste to reverse this.


  I was equally blown away with Tina’s new look. Her honey-blonde hair had been given a mix of highlights and lowlights that added all of the texture Shari had complimented me for having. “Do you love it,” I asked her.


  She smiled. “I can’t believe I’m so pretty. I almost want to cry.”


  In the car, I glanced at Tina and asked, “When we agreed to participate in this study, did you have any idea how much you would like being female?”


  “No,” she exclaimed! “I didn’t think it would affect my mind so much. I thought we’d be Trevor and Nick, running around playing drag queens. I had no idea how much my feelings and emotions would change, did you?”


  I shook my head, “That is what is really got me spooked, Tina. I’m not Nick, anymore. I feel like he’s gone, already. I look in a mirror and I don’t just see a red-haired supermodel. I see myself. I don’t have Nick’s eyes anymore. When I see the woman in the mirror, I’m no longer shocked... when the changes are complete, I’m afraid I won’t even remember being a guy, anymore.”


  Tina nodded her beautiful head, “I worry about the same things. But these last few days, since our shopping trip and making love to you? I don’t ever remember being so at ease and happy. Yesterday, I found myself thinking about the end of the experiment and realized I was crying. I know that I like being able to share my emotions with you, Nikki. Trevor would never talk to Nick like this.”


  I reached for her hand and held it for a few blocks until I needed to turn the car onto our street. After we were parked, I held her hand as we walked to the front door. I stopped her before she unlocked the door. “Tina, I’ll say it.” I held both of her hands and closed my eyes, thinking hard, “I’m not sure if I’ll want to reverse this.”


  She leaned forward and kissed me. “I know.”


  




  Chapter Nine


  BioFem Labs, Directors Meeting


  “I don’t like it. We shouldn’t be doing this. It wasn’t part of our plans for this study,” Dr. Cooper explained, slapping the table with her hand to emphasize her points.


  Vice President, Barry Banks spoke up, “Coop. I understand your concerns, but our customers want to be able to make specific requests. We’ve already proven that you can turn Joe Blow into a supermodel. Your research has proven itself in spades. We just want to take a few of these new girls and see if we can push them a little further. This Daniel Murphy, for instance. He seems to be demonstrating a higher adaptability that previous subjects. We’d like to give you some additional specs and see if this would open up a custom market for our designs.”


  Dr. Cooper responded, “Barry, it’s not ethical! We tell them we are going to experiment with turning them into women. I’m already sick over us not telling them that we can’t reverse it. We keep sucking them in, telling them we’ll turn them back into who they were when we haven’t made that happen. We’ve been lucky that all of them have wanted to remain female. What happens when one of them wants to go back? How are we going to keep that quiet?”


  Banks grew stern, “Coop, your work has too much potential. We need to demonstrate this capability. I’m going to expect you to follow through if we determine this is going to happen. Besides, we approved that pet project you are doing with Sub-55; the one you and Margaret pushed so hard for?”


  Dr. Cooper visibly angered, “Barry, don’t you dare compare this to Alex. We created this protocol specifically for subjects like Alex. Don’t you dare claim that turning two subjects into your personal fuck dolls is in the interests of our mission!”


  Banks stood up and started tapping his index finger on the table surface, “Coop. We made an agreement. BioFem will use the profits we make from the vanity-cosmetic line of this process to let you and Margaret do your work at a reduced price to your trans kids. If we don’t demonstrate that we can control specific traits, our work won’t be there to fund your project. You have to give me this.”


  The other men at the table all nodded their heads in general ascent to Banks point.


  Steve Driggs, VP of Asian markets spoke up, “I agree with Barry. My clientele expects a certain kind of product. They want to be able to specify phenotypes and secondary sex traits. They generally want blonde bimbos.”


  Banks, “And we need to know if convergence is possible. Two unique subjects brought to a single standard; artificial twins, if you will.”


  Dr. Cooper slammed her palm on the table and yelled, “Twins! Gentlemen, as the only woman on this panel, I have to ask... is the goal of this work to provide a means for incorrectly gendered men to correct their genders, or are we really just trying to build a better bimbo? Isn’t being rich asshats enough to get you laid already? Do we really have to custom-program them to want to suck your goddamn cocks?”


  Banks, “Why can’t we do both? And why wouldn’t trans patients want to specify their preferred looks and features? This is the natural evolution of your miracle, Barb. This is where it goes in the future. And we own that future. You’re going to get your Nobel. We’re going to make billions.”


  Driggs had been shuffling through the patient files, he sorted them out and set them on the table. “Here’s what I suggest, Dan gets the custom black hair protocol to test his extremes. These roommates, Trevor and Nick? They get to be the bimbo twins. Any objections? Good.”


  Dr. Cooper tried to interject, “But, Steve! What if they don’t want to do this?”


  “They signed the forms to be research subjects. We’re paying them a shit ton of money. They don’t get to choose. I’ve seen your work with Alexis. Well done. You should be happy with that. We should meet next week to discuss whether she will go public for us.” He picked up his iPad and phone. “That will be all. Thank you, everyone.”


  




  Chapter Ten


  I parked my new car in the drive of the new house. Tina and I got out and followed the real estate agent in through the front door. Tina exclaimed, “Oh, Nik! It’s gorgeous! I love this vaulted entry and the way we can see through to the back yard!” She ran through the house until she saw the kitchen. “Oh, my god! Look at these appliances! They’re all industrial models.” She ran back to me and hugged me, “I can’t wait to have one of your omelets made on that gas range, Nikki. This is incredible.”


  We’d been busy that last few days. I’d traded my wrecked Honda for a brand-new Mazda 3, Miata. It was midnight blue with camel brown interior and convertible top. The weather was good and we drove with the top down on the way to the house I’d picked out online. I’d already toured the property. Tina was seeing it for the first time. I enjoyed seeing the house again through her eyes, sharing her excitement for the large closets and all of the windows looking at the mountains to our west.


  “How soon can we take possession, Jill,” I asked our agent?


  She looked at the listing on her iPad and responded, “The seller is already out. He’s looking for a quick sale. If you gals want it in two weeks, we could probably do it.”


  I asked Tina, “What do you think, babe?”


  She smiled her biggest smile, “Let’s do it. I love it.”


  We told Jill to put the papers together.


  Shot Wednesday arrived. Tina and I were having such a wonderful time shopping, clubbing, dancing, and fucking. Neither of us had shown interest in any of the guys paying for our drinks all night, every night, and we’d go home together and get crazy sexy in bed. We visited an adult shop and had purchased a small collection of toys with which we had been experimenting each night. While we were satisfied with our new sexual relationship, we both wanted to feel something inside us, so we’d purchased a two-girl dildo. That added some fun to our play! We both took it deep, so I think we lost our virginity to a plastic dong.


  Knowing that Doctor Cooper would want to examine me at my appointment, I wore a simple dress and hung it on a hanger while I waited for her to enter. Julie took my measurements and I posed for a few nudes, purely documentation only, to document my progress. She warned me that the doctor would want to do a pelvic exam. I’d heard my sister talk about getting them but the concept was foreign to me. Looking back, I can’t say I’m a fan!


  The doctor knocked and entered. She looked me over and said, “I don’t know why you girls keep surprising me so, but Nikki, you are a beautiful woman. How do you feel?”


  I thanked her and continued, “I had no idea how this experiment was going to go, and I don’t know how much more there is to do, but I thought this would be harder. Like, it only took a few weeks and I’m a hot supermodel. I thought that I’d still feel like a guy, you know, mentally? But I don’t! My body changed and with only a few awkward days, my brain just accepted this. Having Tina really helped. Going through this together has been so good for us. We’ve become sexual and we are so close to each other. She’s like having another sister!”


  She nodded, thoughtfully, and asked, “Have you experienced intercourse with a man?”


  I blushed, “No! I mean, not yet. I think I want to, but Tina and I have been so busy neither of us has. Right now, I guess we are lesbians, but we both agreed that we were going to try to experience everything before we change back to men...”


  She listened attentively until I was finished, and asked, “And, are you thinking about what it would be like to change back?”


  I looked up at the ceiling for a moment, noticing the texture of the ceiling tiles, and then admitted what I’d been thinking, “For a while, I kept doing things for the first time, acting like I was trying them as part of the experiment, you know? Taking advantage of something no men get to do? And while I was in that phase where I still felt like a guy, I guess I was doing that. But the formula seems to have done a number on my brain, as well as this body. I don’t feel like a guy anymore. I’m a beautiful woman with an entire life ahead of her. I feel so free! I feel so comfortable, like I was wearing shoes that were too tight but I didn’t know any better. Suddenly, I try on a pair of real shoes and they just fit? I think I was a man waiting to become a woman and not that I’m here, I don’t want to be that anymore.”


  “You and Tina are very similar in your stories. She said almost the same thing,” she said.


  “Did Tina say she wants to remain a woman, too?”


  “She did.”


  I smiled from ear to ear. “Me, too, doctor. I don’t want to change back!”


  She smiled and said, “That’s wonderful, Nikki. I’m so glad you are happy. You might be interested in knowing that since we started using this process, nobody has asked to change back. All of our subjects are now permanently women. One, from our last trials, is now pregnant!”


  My mouth dropped open in shock. “That can happen?”


  “Nikki, of course, it can! At least we are going to find out in a minute. Lay back please.” She pulled some stirrups out of the exam table and asked me to take off my panties and climb up. When she was done looking inside my new vagina, she performed an ultrasound on my belly. She pointed to the screen as she moved the wand around my pubic arch. “See? Here is your cervix. Here in this pocket is your uterus. It’s very small now, but if you were to become pregnant, it would grow to support your baby. Here are your fallopian tubes and your egg sacs. Yep! You have all the necessary parts and they appear to be in perfect shape. Congratulations!”


  She let me down from the stirrups and asked me to get dressed. I asked, “If I’m already completely female, and I don’t want to reverse the procedure, are we done?”


  “No. We will continue to give you shots. There are some minor adjustments we want to test, yet. We really want to perfect our procedures before we start offering these services to transgender individuals. Our sister company is conducting similar trials for women who wish to become males. If we are successful, we can resolve so many gender identity issues for people assigned the wrong sex at birth. Can you imagine?”


  I nodded slowly. “This is amazing research. I had no idea. Thank you for selecting us to be in your study.” She smiled, but I saw her frown a little as she prepared the shot for me. “Just hike up your dress, Nikki. We’ll get this over with and you can go home with Tina.”


  As she injected me in the butt, I wondered what that frown was about?


  




  Chapter Eleven


  We began our preparations for moving. I started by purging my room of all my boy clothes. I kept a few sweatshirts from college and some tee shirts big enough to be dresses on my new body. I could sleep in them in cooler months. I suddenly had an empty dresser as all that remained was my underwear and bras. All of my new skirts, dresses, blouses, and jeans were on hangers in my closet. I put everything I’d be donating in big white garbage bags and set them in the living room for donation to Goodwill. It felt good to shed myself of Nicolas.


  Tina started doing the same with her old things and soon, we didn’t have room to walk through our living room. “Can you believe we have all of this shit,” I asked her?


  “No! And this all fit in our chests of drawers!” We’d been at it for about a day. I bent over to pick up a bag that had fallen over; leaning its weight against the bag next to it, when I stood back up and felt Tina tugging at the back of my hair.


  “What are you doing,” I giggled? I turned to look at her, smiling and wondering if she was feeling frisky or not.


  “When did you go to the salon,” she asked, “you haven’t left the house?”


  I scoffed, “What? I haven’t been to the salon since we went last week.” She looked confused. “Why, sweetie? What do you see?”


  She reached for my hair again and pulled some long locks to where I could see them, “You’ve got blond highlights.”


  “What!” I walked back into my bathroom to look, turning on my bright overhead lights. I turned my head back and forth, examining my red tresses. I’d never had any blond in my hair, but there it was. My lighter tones had shifted from gold to blond. As I stared into the mirror, I noticed that my eyebrows had changed from light red to gold. “What the fuck?” Why is my hair turning blond?


  I grabbed the waistband of the yoga pants I was wearing and shimmied them off my butt until they were below my knees. I pulled down my panties to look at my remaining pubic hair. “I’ll be damned.” My muff was no longer soft red as it had been since becoming a girl. It was light brown, almost blond. “Fuck!” I loved my red hair.


  I pulled my clothing back on and went back to the living room. I pressed my palm against my forehead and pulled my hair back, showing Tina my brows. “Look.” I grabbed my pants and pulled both pants and panties down, revealing my other change. “Look at this…”


  “Why would you be turning blonde,” she asked me?


  “We got a new shot yesterday. Maybe it’s causing this? Doc Cooper said they had some other tests they wanted to perform on us, even though we are already female.” I pulled up my pants. “Oh, shit!” I ran back into my room to take my new birth control pill. “Tina, did you take your pill today?”


  “Yes, I took it this morning. Thanks.”


  I went back to the front of the house and asked Tina, “Are you noticing any changes since the shot?”


  She thought about it and then tugged at her bra. “You know? Come to think of it, my bra seems tight. I thought our tits had stopped growing. Is yours tight?”


  I lifted my old tee. “Sports bra. I can’t tell. They are just as flat as I remember them in this thing.” They were anything but flat, but the bra did mash them into big squished ovals.


  I looked at the room again and all of the bags of clothes. “We need boyfriends willing to carry all of this shit away to help their pretty girlfriends.”


  Tina’s truck was a lot larger than my new Mazda, so we loaded everything into her hatchback and made our first trip to the nearest Goodwill. Fortunately, there were men there to help the pretty girls unload their car. It took us three trips.


  We decided that we’d also donate most of our furniture, choosing to purchase new items for our new home. The following day was Friday, and we drove my car to the big furniture store near us. I raised the top and locked up before we walked inside. It was a bright Denver day and the sun was shining brightly in the parking lot. Tina was walking ahead of me and I looked at her hair. “I think your hair is growing again. It’s all the way down here…” I touched her back inches below her bra. “It looks thicker, too. I noticed mine is longer and thicker today. It’s more blond, too.”


  She turned to look at me. “Wow. I hadn’t noticed. You’re almost completely blond. Turn around.” I did. “Your hair is down to about the same place as mine.”


  “I wish they’d tell us what to expect. We are always on the watch for surprises.”


  We went inside and shopped for a new living room, beds, and a new kitchen table. We shopped all over town for the rest of the weekend, scheduling deliveries for the day we’d take possession of our keys.


  All weekend, we kept noticing slight changes in our appearances until on Sunday night, I stood in front of the mirror with Tina and marveled at how two young Pamela Andersons looked back at us. Our hair had grown to the same length and the same color. Tina, already a blonde, had become almost platinum. My red hair was gone. I was now a platinum blonde, too.


  Somewhere along the way, Tina had grown another inch and we were exactly the same height. Both of us had experience growth in our boobs and our asses were fuller. Except for slight differences in our faces, we were nearly twins. My mouth started to feel some pain and I realized that my teeth were changing and my smile was becoming bigger and brighter.


  We stripped out of our tops and compared breasts. We’d outgrown our 34D bras. Neither of us could even get the clasps to fasten. They were simply huge. We started to remove our shorts and panties. I’d started wearing my thong underwear because my panties were too tight to be comfortable. I noticed that Tina was doing the same. I exposed my pussy, showing Tina one more change that had taken place. All of my pubic hair had fallen off and I was as soft and smooth as a baby.


  “My god,” she squealed, “Me, too!”


  “Do you think they are turning us into bimbos,” I asked her? My voice was becoming higher and softer. I’d started to notice that Tina’s was, too. I turned to face her and looked at my twin sister. Our shaggy blonde hair hung into both of our faces. I pulled hers away from her face, noticing how long my fingernails had become. I kissed her lips. Our lips felt different, but I kept kissing her. She kissed me back and I let my hands squeeze her newly bubbled ass. She gripped mine and I felt like I was squeezing my own ass. “I think they are turning us into twins.” I moved to her breasts and exclaimed, “I can’t believe how big they are! They’re perfect!”


  She laughed, “Yours are too!” We pressed our tits together. There wasn’t a millimeter of difference in the size of our nipples. “How big do you think they are, now?” She was referring to both of us.


  I shook my blond hair, feeling it whip in circles as I did. “I don’t know, Teen. If they were D’s before, they have to be at least F’s, now, don’t they?” She nodded. I dropped onto my knees and hugged her thighs, pressing my face into her hairless pussy. I rubbed my lips up and down her slit before repeating the move with my tongue. She moaned softly and spread her legs a little wider. I used the extra space to press my tongue deeply into her sweet box.


  Tina lifted me up so I was standing in front of her. She took my hand and we walked to my bed. She pushed me onto the bed and then climbed up, turning her body so we were aligned six to nine with her on top. She buried her face in my pussy. Her long hair tickled my thighs as it moved with her tongue. I raised my chin and pressed my mouth to her clit. Her thick ass staring me in the face as I licked at her with a new hunger driven by our sexy new forms. We were becoming twins. Our bodies were more voluptuous now. Curvier. The idea of having sweet sex with my identical twin sister supercharged my body and I came faster than I had ever done. Tina, overcome with the same emotions, pressed her thick pussy in my face and a milky fluid seeped from her pussy as she came on my working tongue. She was sweet, like milk at the bottom of your cereal bowl, but thick like honey.


  We changed positions and scissored together with our glistening pussy lips sliding together differently because our thighs were fuller. We were so different than before! I was making love with a different woman. Everything about us was new and hotter. Our bodies felt supercharged. Every nerve seemed to be waiting for sex. Every touch and caress of her hands on my titties sent a charge to my brain and to my wet pussy.


  I could feel myself changing, now. I moaned softly with each bucking of our hips and my voice was high. Tina giggled and her laughter was higher in pitch, too. I watched as her lips thickened and became pillowy and full. Her blue eyes seemed to double in size. I felt my own face stretch with surprise as I watched her become a beautiful doll before my eyes. Tina’s eyes got bigger and she squeaked, “Nikki, your eyes just changed color! You have really, really, big blue eyes now!”


  I giggled like a little girl, and then squeaked “You do, too!” My voice sounded identical to hers and we both started laughing. I put my hand between her legs and pressed my finger against her pussy, letting my middle finger find her hard little clit. I teased her until her big doll eyes closed and she squealed as I made her cum again. Her eyes opened and she smiled, her lips concealing her teeth. She said, “Now you!” She playfully pushed me onto my bed and leaned close to my pussy to focus on her work and she started to finger fuck me. She was careful with her nails until she quickly figured out how to rub me without jabbing her talons into my most sensitive flesh. “Nikki, your pussy is soooo puffy. It is just screaming to be fucked!”


  I started rubbing my right hand over her firm round butt. My own nails had grown dangerously long. “Oooh, my pussy wants to be fucked. My pussy wants to be fucked so good. My pussy wants to be man-fucked.”


  Tina started working my pussy with two fingers, swirling one hand around my pussy lips and teasing my clit with the other. I heard myself making happy cum noises and Tina kept rubbing me until I’d cum three times. My great big boobies were bouncing as I convulsed, feeling myself squirt my own creamy goodness from my pussy. I fell back onto my bed in a messy heap. Tina laid her head on my boobies like a pillow. I lifted her face so I could see her big eyes, her button nose, and her full lips. I knew I was looking into a mirror at myself. We were identical twins. We pulled the covers over ourselves and fell asleep with our bodies intertwined together like we were trying to press every inch of our flesh together.


  I woke to see my sister looking at me with her bright doll eyes. My brain seemed foggy like I’d had a few drinks. “Good morning, sis,” I said.


  She smiled and returned the greeting. I gave her a big kiss and rolled to my side so I could use the bathroom. I peed and then stopped in front of my mirror. I squinted at myself, feeling something was different. I was staring at a beautiful sex doll. Tina walked behind me and she looked just like me. My brain seemed slow and sluggish, but that fact didn’t seem abnormal to me. I teased my hair a little with my inch-long nails.


  I walked out to the kitchen to get some water and some breakfast. Tina joined me a minute later. She hadn’t put any clothes on, either. We both grabbed cereal and I was just finishing my milk, thinking that it tasted just like Tina, when the doorbell rang. Tina was still finishing her cereal. I walked to the door and opened it.


  There was a man outside. “Teeny! Did you order a man,” I yelled!


  “No!”


  His eyes stared at my naked body. I asked, “Are you going to come in… me?”


  The man shook his head and snapped out of his trance. “I have a delivery from BioFem for you. There is a party tonight and you will be there. A car service will pick you up at seven, here. You will find dresses for you in these suitcases.” He dragged two over-large cases into the living room. “He pulled a folder out of his jacket. “Here are your new ID cards. It doesn’t matter which one you pick. Once you pick, that’s your new name. Do you have any questions?”


  “Yes! Do you want to fuck? I’m horny and want to be fucked. My sister is, too.” I babbled. I pulled him inside and shut the door. He followed me inside. “What’s your name?”


  “I’m Steve. Jesus, I knew it would work. Which one are you? Nikki or Tina?” He started undoing his pants.


  “I’m Nikki!” I helped unwrap him like a Christmas present. His cock hung limply between his legs, hanging long and low. He was huge! He gripped himself and held it for me.


  “Get on your knees. Show me how you can make me hard.” I smiled and pressed my big titties into his hairy chest. My nipples were like diamonds. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and started tugging on it gently. I didn’t think I’d ever held one before, but it felt natural and I started sliding my grip up and down. I could feel him growing firm in my hand and as he stiffened, I worked him harder.


  I did as I was instructed and dropped to my hands and knees in front of his rising cock. I was balanced like a frog in front of him. I licked him along the full length of his meat and watched him harden and rise to point upwards. I smiled and wrapped my lips around him, feeling every bit of him slide between them. I bobbed the head of his meat and sucked hard as I let him slide out of my lips with a loud pop. I went back down on him. I licked and sucked him, feeling his length increase and press toward the back of my throat. He tasted yummy! I sucked him until he felt like my biggest dildo. I clamped my lips around the base of his cock and sucked all the way to his tip. I spit him out and stood up, “My pussy wants to be fucked.”


  “Why don’t you call your sister in here? I want to see her, too,” he said.


  I yelled into the kitchen, “Hey, Tina! Come in here!


  She walked into the hallway and saw me on my knees in front of the man. “Nikki, why didn’t you say there was a man here?”


  “I did! You must have been busy. This is, um, Steve.”


  Steve turned and looked at Tina, “Come stand next to your sister. I want to see.”


  Tina walked over to me and we stood next to one another. We rocked back and forth, giggling and naked. I fluffed my hair and let it fall, smiling brightly.


  Steve spoke as he pulled out his iPhone, “Why don’t you girls give each other a little kiss?” We giggled some more and turned so we were facing each other. We leaned in and pressed our lips together. “Okay, keep kissing but look at the camera and smile. Always look at the camera.” We smiled and turned slightly toward the camera and smiled as we made out some more. I palmed Tina’s breast and she mirrored me and cupped mine, too. We both laughed and looked at the camera before kissing some more. He continued, “Ah, that’s perfect! Now, you, suck on her tits.” Tina smiled and started sucking on my boob. It felt so good. My nipples hardened and my pussy filled with heat. I looked at the camera and bit my lip. My eyes rolled back in my head as Tina went down on me and started to suck at my pussy lips.


  She wrapped her arms around my thighs and gripped my ass, pressing her tongue into my slit and moaning. I leaned against the wall and spread my legs for her, reaching between my legs to rub at my clit. I sighed and closed my eyes, dreamily.


  “Nikki, look at the camera, babe. Look at the camera.” I opened my eyes and pointed at the camera, mouthing for him to wait as I was going to cum. No words came out. I banged my head on the wall as I focused on Tina’s tongue. I slapped the wall with my hand and then dug my hands into her hair and pulled her face into my twat even deeper before I started to cum. “Oh, god,” I squealed! “Oh, Teenie, right there, right there, oh shit!” I started to pant as my body let go and the orgasm washed through me. When the tremors finally stopped, I slid down the wall until I was seated on the floor with my knees bent and my legs spread. I realized how dreadful I must look crumpled on the floor and jumped up so I could return the favor for Tina.


  My legs were a little weak so I had her lay down and spread her legs. She used her fingers to part her lips and I dove in to start licking and sucking at her wet pussy. She moaned with pleasure as I pressed my tongue into her as deeply as I could and then used my fingers to tease at her clit. I kept my eyes focused on Steve’s phone as he continued to film our own little porno film. He kept encouraging us to touch ourselves or to move into a better position for the camera and we did as we were told.


  Tina started writhing on the floor and slapping her hand against the tiled floor as she bucked her pussy against my mouth and I struggled to keep teasing her body to her climax. She shrieked with glee as I tasted her cum on my tongue as I dug in deeper.


  I looked at Steve for approval and saw that he was jerking his cock, making it hard. “Get over here and bend over. I’m gonna fuck that pussy like you’ve ever been fucked.”


  He got that right. I’m a virgin. I’ve never been fucked except by Tina and our giant dildo.


  I bent over the couch and pushed my pussy out, feeling it grow thick between my thighs. I looked back at him, “Come fuck me, Steve.” He stepped behind me and stroked himself a few times, hardening his iron for me. His penis was big and thick. He slid the head between my wet lips. I was plenty wet and I leaned into him, feeling my juicy cunt swallow him as he pressed inside me. I gasped and moaned in my thrill of feeling my first cock. He started fucking me. He was hard and warm and everything I hoped he’d be inside of me. I leaned my boobs against the couch and let him fuck me from behind.


  Tina ran to join me on the couch and pressed her leg against mine. We were both leaned over with our sexy butts in the air and our big tits dangling over the back. I had my ass high in the air to align with his meaty cock. I felt his cock pull free and then he was fucking Tina. He fucked her for a minute or so and then pulled free. He was back inside me, slamming his cock into his balls. He gave me two good fucks and then gave Tina two good fucks. He swapped off, fucking both of us until we were both screaming for him to cum in one of us; begging for it. We were fighting to be the one to make him cum. Each time he was inside me, I squeezed him with every pussy muscle I had. I tried to wiggle my ass for extra stimulation. Tina leaned towards me and we started kissing while we were pounded. It was hard to keep our lips together with our hips rocking in alternating thrusts of his cock, but that just made us laugh and giggle all the more.


  Feeling a dick in me was better than I had dreamed it would be. My pussy squeezed him and shaped itself around every bit of him as he thrust himself deeper and deeper. This was everything I’d been waiting for my entire time as a woman and I focused every ounce of me on enjoying this act and on making him feel good. With every thrust, bits of my former life faded into oblivion to be replaced with my new singular focus—giving pleasure and receiving pleasure. I didn’t just want more of this cock; I wanted all cock. Any memories I had of being a man slipped out of my tiny little brain and I only had enough brain power to focus on fucking.


  I seemed to have this innate sense of what a man liked and wanted and I focused on delivering the best fuck I could give him. Tina started doing the same thing. We looked at each other and smiled. I said, “This is the best thing ever!” I leaned in her direction and we kissed more. Steve continued to fuck both of us until I became the lucky winner. He pulled free and I felt his cum splash onto my back. Then, he moved to shoot cum onto Tina’s ass. He told Tina to turn around and made her lick his cock clean. I couldn’t let her have all of him! I dropped down next to her and both of us licked him clean, our tongues sharing the last drop of him before we French kissed, sucking on my sister’s tongue as she sucked mine. Steve filmed all of it on his phone.


  Steve stood up and put his clothes back on. As he walked out, he turned around and said, “Seven o’clock. Look your best for the party. The men there will be some of the most powerful you will ever meet and they like their women to look their best. See you tonight.” He left, slamming the door. We both stood up, disappointed that he didn’t stay to play with us more. I could feel his cum sliding down my ass toward my legs. I walked to pick up the folder. I picked the first driver’s license and read it. “This says I’m Mindi Walker!” I handed the other card to Tina.


  “Lookie! I’m Mandi Walker! We are twins! Our birthdays are the same!” I hugged her and then turned her so I could lick Steve’s cum off of her ass. She licked him from mine. “Yummy!” I gripped Mandi by her legs and rooted between her thighs with my mouth, licking her twat from behind. She squealed in thrill and I sucked and slurped at her sexy slit. She spread her legs to let me go deeper. Having sex with my twin was so much fun! She turned and rolled onto the floor so we could eat each other out. We sucked at each other until we both came at the same time. As we parted, we kissed each other. I said, “I love you, Mandi.”


  She giggled, “I love you too, Mindi.”


  She picked up the folder and held a packet out to me. There was credit cards and a passport. Each passport had our picture on them. The credit cards were no-limit status cards. “I feel a shopping trip coming on!” We giggled and hugged one another.


  




  Chapter Twelve


  Whatever had happened to make Mandi and I twins had also amped up my body’s need for sex. I knew that I’d just been fucked by a man with a huge cock, and I’d eaten my sister’s pussy, but I still wanted more. Prior to this upgrade, I would have described my need for sex at a two or three on a ten-point scale. Now, I seemed to be humming at a constant seven, and with just a thought, it jumped to ten. Even after a shower, where I’d played with myself until I came yet again, I was still tingly and craving more sex. My pussy seemed wet and slippery all the time. Mandi seemed to be in the same state because we couldn’t be near one another without giving the each other a sexy touch or squeeze that often as not, turned into a frantic bout of finger fucking and boob squeezing.


  The changes had affected our brains, too. I suddenly found everything funny, cute, or beautiful. I was giggling at everything and seemed happier than ever before. I knew I wasn’t smart anymore and I didn’t care. I knew I wanted to be with men all the time, and if they were around, I could count on them to take care of my big decisions. They would help me in return for sex with a beautiful woman, and I was gorgeous and willing to give my body to get what I needed.


  We had already compared our bodies in Mandi’s big mirror. We couldn’t find a difference between us. Every curve and detail matched perfectly. We sat on the floor and put our feet together, “Twins!”. We stood and pressed our asses together. “Twins!” We turned and pressed our nipples together, and measured our boobs. There didn’t seem to be room on our bodies for the major orbs that occupied our chests. We squeezed them together and yelled, “Twin twins!” We were giggling hysterically. Palm to palm, we were the same. The tips of our noses touched. Every feature was a perfect match with my twin sister. We sat on the floor and compared our vaginas. We were twins. Soon, I feared, we wouldn’t remember that we weren’t actually sisters, or that we’d once been men. I was already forgetting that little tidbit of reality. I was simply too absorbed in the fantasy of becoming a bimbo twin and my new craving for sex; strait, lesbian, or both.


  When we were satiated and opened our suitcases, we found identical items in each. There were new panties and bras. There were sweatpants and sparkly tee shirts. There was a sexy party dress. The only item we found that was different was a lovely diamond necklace. One had Mindi shaped in diamonds. The other had Mandi. I handed mine to my sister and pulled my thick hair off of my neck. “Here! Do me!” She placed the necklace around my neck and fastened it. It lay perfectly right at my collarbones. Mandi handed me hers and I placed it on her, struggling to pinch the clasp with my long nails. I really needed a manicure before the party tonight.


  We pulled our hair back into long, high on our head ponies and put on a matching pair of new pink sweats found in the suitcases. The word, JUICY was stitched across our butts. There were matching pink wedge heels in the suitcase, so we put them on. We both selected the same bra and top. The bra fit my big titties perfectly and pressed them together to show off my swollen cleavage. I couldn’t stop smiling. We found matching sparkly sunglasses and a jeweled baseball hat. We put our new plastic cards in a new pink purse and drove to the pricey mall near downtown.  We found a parking spot and toddled into the mall on our high heels. Both of us walked with our wrists bent upwards protecting our long nails.


  Everyone we walked past turned to look at us. Why wouldn’t they? How often can you see two perfect bimbo twins? It was their lucky day! We walked into the nail spa. Both of us spoke in unison, “Hi, we need our nails done, please!”


  The clerk at the register smiled and said, “That was weird. Do you do that all the time?” We both looked at her like we were trying to calculate the square root of seven. Instead of finding an answer, we giggled. “Ok, we have a couple of girls open. Come on back.


  We twin talked again, “We need to look fabulous and our nails have to be identical.”


  Two hours later, we walked out. Our nails were perfectly manicured and painted with white and gold tiger stripes. Toes, too! Next, we walked over to the Dry Bar and had them blow out and style our hair. It felt so good to have them play with my hair that I had a little orgasm right in the chair. I looked at my twin in the mirror and she winked at me like she had, too. When we walked out, our hair was amazing. It was still mid-afternoon so we walked into one of the big department stores and asked if we could get a makeup treatment.


  We just had the best time! We told the girls that we wanted all of the same products but that we wanted to be sex dolls when we were done. It worked. As we walking out of the store and into the main sidewalk, it felt like a bomb had been dropped. All heads turned to look at us. Jaws dropped everywhere the Walker Twins went. We were ready. I couldn’t wait to get home and try on our little dresses and those amazing shoes! We would spend our first night in public as pure bimbos.


  The dresses were the smallest dresses we’d ever seen. When I held it up to look, I was a little excited about how much of my amazing body would be on display tonight. As I guided the scant dress over my hair and let the silky material fall into place, I shivered with excitement. I felt like I was wearing nothing! I spun in front of my mirror and watched the hem rise to bare my ass and to reveal my G-string. The light material seemed to swim across my body like water. I climbed into my spiky heels and was instantly six inches taller. I spritzed my body with lots of the perfume I found in the suitcase and walked into the living room.


  Mandy was waiting for me; once again, my perfect twin. She squealed, “Don’t you just love these dresses! My god, I’m so fucking horny!”


  “Me, too!”


  It was exactly seven o’clock. The bell rang. We grabbed our matching purses and jiggled to the door. It felt like my boobs were going to slide out of the plunging dress that exposed way more boob than was concealed. The driver greeted us, “Good evening, ladies. You look spectacular this evening.”


  He opened the car door for us and I climbed in first. The dress rode up as I crawled across the back seat and the cool air touched my bare ass and I knew my pussy was hanging out. Mandi slapped my ass and I screamed in surprise before falling into the seat, laughing. The dress was too short to cover me while seated, so I crossed my legs at the knees and tucked my breasts back inside. Mandi fell into the seat next to me and the driver closed the door. She adjusted her boobs back into her dress, too.


  I started pushing every button I could find in the limousine. I’d never been in one before. Windows moved up and down. The sunroof opened and closed. I found an ice bucket. “Look, Mandi, champagne!” I started untwisting the cork cage and the cork popped, bouncing around the inside of the car before landing between the seats. I screamed in both delight and fear. “Ooh! That was scary!” I took a glass and slopped champagne into a glass for my sister. “Here you are!” I sang in my high voice. I poured another glass. “Make a wish!”


  “I wish…I hope to find the biggest cock at the party and get totally fucked by it!” She giggled and took a big swig of her bubbly.


  I replied, “I’ll drink to that!” And, I did. I drank all of my glass and poured another. Mandi finished hers and held it out for more, swirling her finger in a circle. Her glass had bright red lipstick on the rim. I dumped more in her glass and we clinked rims again.


  She whooped a few times and drank her glass down. I felt the car pull away from the curb. We partied until the bottle was drained. We arrived at a really tall building. It seemed oddly familiar to me but I didn’t know why a silly bimbo like me would ever be in such an important looking building. The driver man opened the door. He reached for Mandi’s hand and helped her out of the car. I slid across the seat and he helped me, too.  With my heels, I was as tall as he was. I kissed him on the cheek and giggled. “Thank you!”


  The champagne was making me light headed instead of just air headed. I pulled my dress down over my barely covered cooch and bounced ahead to catch up to my sister. Her ass looked so good in that dress! I watched her butt wiggle up and down and  smiled because I knew mine looked exactly like hers. We were hot!


  I had a permanent smile on my pretty face because I was a little drunk. I love champagne! We walked to the front door and a woman smiled at us and said, “Welcome to BioFem, girls. Right this way, please.” We followed her through a big lobby; again, familiar but, why? We went through a door on the other side of the lobby. There were lots of pretty women inside. I plastered a bright smile on my face and walked into the room with my sister.


  Someone handed us more champagne. “Yummy!” I took a sip. A man stepped to the front of the room. He started to talk. “Blah blah blah, thank you. Blah blah be nice to the men. Thank you!” We walked out of the room to a set of elevators. I followed a beautiful woman with brown hair into the elevator. She looked at me and smiled. She had very pretty blue eyes. Her name tag said, “Michele.” Her body was awesome. Not as often as mine, but still, she was perfect and she’d have no trouble getting laid. I almost asked if she wanted to have sex with us.


  I looked at the other girls in the elevator but didn’t see Mandi. I started to panic. We were always together! Where was she? The car came to a stop and we got out. Fortunately, she was waiting for me. “Why’d you take another car? I missed you!” We hugged and followed the other girls up a flight of stairs. I had to go slowly because my heels were scary-high and I had to hold onto the rail. I felt my dress hitch up my hips. The girl with blue eyes was behind me and I knew she could see my camel toe. I giggled. She was going slow, too, because her dress was very short.


  Mandi and I arrived on the rooftop and waited our turn to walk through the door. As the group of girls spread out, we both pointed to the same group of men standing near the edge of the roof. They were all very handsome and were looking our way. I smiled and we walked over to them, I held out my hand, “Hi, my name’s…”


  “Mindi,” said I guy with brown hair. He had a nice smile.


  I looked at him strangely, “Hey. How did you know my name,” I asked?


  He laughed and replied, “I’m just very smart.”


  “Smart and hunky? Wow. You are a lucky man. I’m not very smart because I don’t know your name. I’m smart enough to know what you want, though.”


  He smirked, “And, what is it that I want, Mindi?”


  I leaned forward so that my boobs brushed his arm. “You want to fuck Mindi.”


  He laughed and leaned into me and brushed my hair back so he could whisper into my ear, “Of course, I want to fuck Mindi. But Mindi needs to learn a few lessons about being a good party girl. Mindi needs to learn that her man wants to be seen with her. He wants her to worship him in public. He wants her to broadcast with all of her actions that she is going to fuck this guy as soon as he gives her the word.”


  My lips formed a circle and my eyes looked surprised. “I hadn’t thought about it like that. So, if Mindi spends time with you and acts all sexy, you will fuck Mindi later?”


  He whispered again, “Yes, Mindi. That is exactly right. And if you are a really good girl, I’ll even let you cum.”


  “Wait! Are you saying Mindi shouldn’t cum unless you let her,” I asked? I was very surprised by this.


  “That’s exactly right. If you want to please the man, you will make his pleasure your highest mission. Only when you have satisfied him will he reward you with letting you have the same pleasure. That, my dear, is one of the primary rules for being a sexy bimbo.” He nibbled my ear and I felt the hoop press against my cheek. “You do want to be a good bimbo, don’t you?”


  I was nodding my head slowly. My lips still showing my surprise. “That makes sense. Why would Mindi have this body if she isn’t supposed to use it, right?”


  He nodded and pulled back, “That is exactly right. You are a good girl. Would my good girl like something to drink?”


  I kept nodding my head. “If I get a drink, will you tell me more bimbo rules?”


  He smiled broadly, “Yes. I will. Now, walk over to that bar and get me a tall Jack and Coke. You will have champagne. Let me see your ass as you walk. Go now.”


  I giggled and turned around. I pushed my titties out and pressed my butt back before walking to the bar. My feet could only take small steps and I could feel my boobs move under my dress while I walked. I stopped halfway to the bar and looked back. He was watching me and gave me a thumbs up. I felt my pussy get wet. He was so strong and he was teaching me really important things!


  I returned with our drinks. It was really hard holding them and still walking like a sexy model. I was so happy that I’d done well that I almost sang, “Here’s your drink!”


  He shook his head and said, “Here’s your drink, who?”


  I shook my head and my earrings wiggled, “I don’t know your name. I’m sorry.”


  You may say, “Here’s your drink, sir.” He waited.


  “Here’s your drink, sir.” I said, smiling.


  “Very good, Mindi! You have done well. Would you like to taste my drink?”


  I wasn’t sure. I liked champagne. “Uh, I guess?”


  “Mindi, if you are going to be a good bimbo, you need to want to do anything I offer. Do you understand?”


  I nodded my head again, “Yes. Wait! Yes, sir. May I taste your drink?”


  He dipped his finger in his drink and held it in front of my mouth. I grinned and opened my mouth for him to stick his finger in my mouth hole. I licked his finger and sucked the brown liquid from his finger. “Mmmm. That was good.”


  “Of course, it was good. Everything I give you is the best you’ve ever had!”


  “Wow!” I nodded my head happily. I was learning so much. Mandi was suddenly at my side.


  She asked me, “Whatcha doin’ sis?”


  I looked at her and then back to him, “Sir is teaching me how to be a good girl. We need to know this!”


  I still didn’t know his name. He tapped another man on the shoulder. When that man turned, he said, “Hey, Jack. I’m teaching these young ladies how to be proper bimbos. Do you want to help? You’ll get to fuck one of them.”


  He looked us up and down, taking in our sexy dresses, “Oh, hell yes. I’m in,” said Jack. He turned and joined our little circle. “Why don’t we come sit over here,” he pointed at two comfy looking chairs. The two men sat down in the chairs.


  Mandi asked, “Where do we sit?”


  The man answered, “You will sit on the arm of my chair, facing me.” He patted the arm of his chair. I hurried over and sat where he pointed, placing my heels in front of his chair, next to his legs. My dress slid up my thighs. I pressed my knees together and took a sip of my champagne. “Very good, Mindi!”


  Mandi looked at how I was sitting and mirrored my actions. We were sitting opposite one another.


  The men proceeded to explain how bimbo party girls were to behave. They gave us ideas about how to dress, saying that we were almost perfect, but he would give us some items to work on. Mandi and I just smiled and nodded our heads in approval. We both loved clothes and getting dressed up. Waiters brought us new drinks several times while we learned about things we should do and things we should never do. I didn’t know there was so much to know!


  At several points in our training, the men would kiss us or let us suck liquor from their finger. Sir put his arm around me and started rubbing my ass beneath my little dress. I smiled and listened as he explained about training ourselves not to cum until our man had finished. We bobbed our heads and smiled, trying to remember everything! He put his finger in my pussy and pressed it all the way inside. He pulled it free and let me suck on it. I felt so naughty!


  Our conversation was disrupted by a loud thumping sound and a huge wind that blew Mandi’s dress open, exposing her breasts, as a black helicopter landed on the roof and I squinted through the wind to see the girl named Michele climb into the helicopter with James Bond. How lucky is she? Wow!


  Mandi and I listened to everything our men were telling us, trying to learn everything we could about being proper bimbos. There was just soooo much to know! I was beginning to think that Mandi and I weren’t smart enough to be bimbos! I’m sure we looked like two bobble head dolls to anyone watching us as we tried to soak it all in, bouncing eagerly.


  Mandi raised her hand with a question, “Uh, Mister, Sir… what if we really like being fucked by lots of guys? Can we do that?”


  He grew very stern, “No, Mandi, you may not. Only sluts and whores cheapen themselves by fucking more than one man. Bimbos are far superior to that brand of woman! A bimbo focuses all of her attention on the pleasure of one man every moment she is with him. If it is his desire to share you with a friend, then and only then will you share your time and devotion with another man. But in those situations, you must do all you can to make each man think he is the only one.”


  I raised my hand. “Yes, Mindi?”


  “Sir, but I thought that we were bimbo sluts.”


  “Mindi, I should punish you for such thoughts. You are a bimbo. You are the opposite of cheap. You are the most expensive bauble a man can possess and you will be lavished in all of the finest things they can afford. Only select men are worthy of your attentions and all others are beneath you and you will treat them as such. You are a prize. Only the most powerful and wealthy men are worthy of a true bimbo’s attentions, Mindi. You are no cheap whore.”


  I made a pouty face. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ll do better.”


  He patted my knee, “That’s quite alright, Mindi. You are just learning. With proper devotion to your training program, you will soon learn.” He smiled. “Now… if a man is exceptionally worthy, under those circumstances you both might focus your attention on him. You are identical bimbo twins. You are the exceptionally rare prize, worthy of princes and kings.”


  I felt so happy! I was a prize!


  He continued, “Now, most women do not understand the important role that bimbos hold in our world and they will look down on you, thinking you are trashy or cheap. Do not let them. Your perfect body is something they can only dream of having, and they will secretly want your body. They can only long for the kind of attention you will receive from men. You will get to go places they will never go with men they will never have. You will do things for your men that they are too shy and too scared to try. Only a bimbo will give all of herself to a man, no matter his desire. Many of those women don’t respect their men enough to suck their cocks!”


  Mandi and I just smiled and nodded. We both said, “Wow,” at the same time. There was so much more. We learned that we should never wear any shoes without heels. Even if going to the bathroom at night, we should have a pair of slides next to the bed to put on. We should never leave the house looking anything less than our best because we would never know when we might encounter a man worthy of our attention and he should see us at our best or he might think we were cheap sluts instead of true bimbos.


  “Now, if you ladies would like, we have a party suite in this building where we might teach you some more. Join us.”


  Mandi and I jumped up and danced on our heels, jiggling with excitement as we waited to follow them. We had to walk down those horrible steps in our heels and mini dresses. I wished I could be whisked off the roof in a helicopter instead of having to balance on my toes at the edges of these steps.


  Fortunately, we both made it down safely and into the elevator. This was more familiar territory and Mandi and I began to work our charms on our men. I put my hand behind his neck and stood on one leg, raising my knee high for him to hold, grinding my G-string against his pants and kissing him. My platform heels made me tall enough to kiss him easily while on flat ground. He slipped his hand inside my loose V-neck top and felt my right boob. “Do you like it,” I asked?


  “Of course I do!”


  “Good, because I have two of them,” I said, laughing!


  The elevator stopped. I don’t know what floor we were on. The men each took us by our hand and led us into a hallway. We walked through a hall that felt like a hotel until we stopped in front of a door. Sir placed his hand against a flat black panel and the door unlocked. The door opened and he escorted me in. Mandi and Jack followed behind.


  Sir entered the apartment and went to a bar in the corner of the room. He started pouring drinks. He made two “man drinks” and then poured more bubbly for me and Mandi. All four of us walked together in the center of the big living room and clinked glasses. Sir said, “To Mindi and Mandi! Soon to be the finest bimbos money can buy!” We all laughed and I took a good gulp of the champagne. It goes straight to my head and I felt warm and ready for sex.


  “Okay, girls. I’d like to assess your skills. I want to see how you suck cock. There are two things I want you to remember at all times. First, all day, every day, you are on stage. You are the stars of your own porno movie. You will dress like the star and every action you take should be the action a porn superstar would take.”


  Mandi and I soaked that in and smiled devilishly. That could be fun!


  Sir continued, “Second, remember that your partner is your only focus. Don’t get caught up in your being twins with your sister and trying to do the same thing to be cute. You exist to serve him. His cock is the most important thing in your life. Seeing him cum is your greatest joy.”


  I started bouncing up and down on my platform heels. I was so excited to suck his cock! “Can I suck your cock now, sir? Please, sir,” I begged.


  “Mindi, you forgot what I told you. Would a porn star ask that question or would she just suck that cock?”


  As if on cue, Mandi and I both toddled forward and dropped to our knees on the carpet. We started working at their pants, trying to free their cocks. They coached us as we worked, giving us tips like, “Slowly, dear. You want him to know you are eager, but you want him to enjoy it.” And, “Handjobs are fast. Sucking cock is slow.”


  As I freed Sir’s cock, my eyes widened with surprise. He was huge. God! Are all cocks this big? I pulled his trousers and underwear down to make room for my work. He spread his legs, allowing himself to dangle between them. It hung nearly to his knees! “Whenever you are presented with a new cock, you should complement him on his size. Every cock you see is the biggest, strongest cock you have ever seen.”


  I looked up and giggled, “That’s easy, sir! This IS the biggest cock I’ve ever seen! Like, OMG!” I heard Mandi compliment her Jack. I didn’t take my eyes off of Sir’s giant snake. He was making it twitch and I could see it moving slightly.


  Sir guided me, “Mindi, take it in your hand and give it a few playful tugs.” I did. It got even longer as it seemed to wake up. “Give him a few licks.” I did, starting at his head and then working towards his balls. His balls! My goodness, his balls. How can he fucking walk with these things? No wonder he’s good at teaching bimbos! I cupped his balls in my left hand while holding his cock in my right. I weighed them in my hand and carefully touched his sack with my long nails. He wiggled his hips in surprise but then stroked my hair. He liked that. I teased his balls with my nails and his cock started to angle upwards, growing thicker as it did.


  “Mindi, try to look your man in the eye while you work. Let me see those big, dumb, eyes as you play with my snake.” I followed directions and angled my gaze upward to see his eyes. His eyes were dark. I couldn’t see the color. I started stroking his cock as he got harder, working him from the base to the tip, letting him expand in my hand. He was so long that I stopped playing with his balls to stroke his shaft with two hands. “That’s good, my little bimbo. That’s good. You may start to suck it now. You won’t be able to take all of me. Suck the top and stroke the bottom. Look at me.”


  I stuck out my tongue and laid his tip on it. I moved him around on my tongue, letting him slide across its width before I teased him into my mouth. I had to stretch to get my lips around the tip! I moaned with satisfaction as I succeeded in getting him into my mouth. I sucked him gently and tried to go down on him more, working him in a half-inch at a time until he was in the back of my mouth. I backed of and repeated the process until I was bobbing slowly up and down on the first four inches of his dick. “Stroke the bottom. Remember, you want to pleasure the whole thing, not just the tip.”


  I nodded and felt his cock wiggle in my mouth. He was so big! How do those porn stars do that? I was on the downstroke when he thrust his hips a little and he was suddenly deep in my mouth. It made me gag and I had to spit him out to cough. “I’m sorry, Sir. You’re just so huge! I’m not just flattering you like I’m supposed to. It is so fucking big!”


  He smiled and said, “That’s okay. You’re just learning. We are going to work with you girls until you can swallow all of me and more. Would you like that?”


  I nodded eagerly, “Yes, Sir. I would like that very much.”


  He looked pleased. “Good. Now, that’s enough sucking for now. Lift up that skirt and show your pussy.” I stood up and carefully lifted the hem of my mini dress until my skimpy thong was visible. “Good… good. Take off the dress. I want to see your breasts.”


  I hurried to take off my dress, careful not to mess my hair or to get a ear hoops caught in the silky material. I laid the dress on a chair near where we were standing. Mandi was still sucking on Jack’s cock. She looked happy.


  “Now, Mindi. Come here and let me look at you. We need to plan what we are going to do.” I stepped between his legs as he sat in a chair. He started feeling my tits. It made me excited. “These are nice. You and your twin have amazing natural breasts. They won’t need too much surgery to get them right.” I thought my breasts were perfect. Surgery?


  “I need surgery, Sir,” I asked, sort of angry now?


  “Absolutely. All bimbos have their breasts done. We’ll put implants in under the muscle and that will make them stand up like magic. Nobody will confuse your tits for natural. That’s what we want—plastic perfection!”


  “Uh, okay. Mandi, too,” I asked?


  “Of course, you must be identical to the last cubic centimeter.” I bobbed my head. “We’ll shape your noses and your cheekbones. We’ll do fillers and plumpers. We’ll do lots of Botox. We’ll do permanent makeup liners and brows. We’ll make you perfect!”


  I squealed with glee, “Yay! We’ll be perfect!”


  




  Chapter Thirteen


  And so it began. Sir fucked my pussy so good, giving me instruction on how to get on all fours and press my pussy into the air. He worked me through several positions telling me to play with my clit while he fucked me, or to squeeze my big titties and to lick them while he fucked me hard. My pussy was able to hold a lot more of him than my mouth and after some moving around, I was able to feel his balls bounce against my little asshole. When he finally came, he made me get back on my knees in front of him before he shot his fire hose all over my mouth and tits. I did my best to swallow it, but it just kept gushing over my body. When he was done, he told me to lick him clean and then to lick my sister clean. She was covered in yummy cum, too, and we rolled over one another as we licked the cum from each other. It was just so sexy that we both had to stop and let an orgasm wash through us before continuing.


  Sir and Jack let us clean up in the bathroom and then told us that we’d be living in this apartment until our training was complete. We each had our own matching bedroom suite with dressing room and large bathrooms made for women with bimbo-level needs. They had our suitcases delivered to us and assistants took us shopping for more clothes. We went to get our permanent eyebrows tattooed and I couldn’t believe how good we looked with dark eyebrows and our white-blond hair. We got Botox treatments and I could barely feel my face. My eyes were frozen in a permanent surprise. I looked plastic but I was so pretty!


  They gave us lip fillers and collagen treatments to round our faces and smooth our chin lines. We had our bellybuttons pierced so we had pretty jewels there. We had lots of piercings in our ears, adding more hoops and lots of pretty studs. We had hair treatments and haircuts and when we were done, we barely looked like ourselves anymore. Our hair was long and as white as snow. We were beautiful and flawless. Our faces looked like pretty Barbie dollies.


  All the while, Sir and Jack trained us to be bimbos. We both learned to deep throat huge cocks and I was now able to get more than half of Sir’s 14-inch-when-erect cock into my mouth and I was working hard to take more of him. Mandi could do it, too. We were always dressed and ready for them to show up for sex or to take us out to clubs. Other men started showing up on their lunch hours and we would “entertain” them. That was the fancy word for letting them fuck us silly.


  Doctor Cooper would visit every other week and give us new ‘jections and we kept getting prettier and more bimbofied. We were both feeling all dumb and horny. I wanted to fuck 24/7 and I was constantly playing with my pussy doing something Sir called, “edging.” Edging was trying to make myself cum, but not. At the last moment, I was to stop and keep myself from having a good cum. Then, I’d relax and do it again. And again. Mandi was doing it, too, and sometimes we’d help each other do it. That was harder because I liked tasting her sticky cum juice. It just made her try harder and get better at it so I couldn’t have any. I could now fuck for hours, letting men cum in me without having an orgasm.


  Sir and Jack arrived one afternoon and told us to pack a bag with some specific things inside. Then, we followed them to a limousine and then to the airport. By then, we were both conditioned to do what we were told so we didn’t ask questions. We simply grabbed our pre-packaged suitcase and we were off.


  At the airport, we didn’t go into the big terminal. We went through a guard gate and drove out to a private jet. We climbed up a flight of stairs where we met the pilot and a flight attendant. They showed us to our seats and the plane started rolling right away. The flight attendant brought us champagne and chocolate covered strawberries. Mandi and I took turns feeding them to each other. Sir and Jack talked in the cabin behind us. I felt the plane lift off and I was pressed against my seat by the force of the engines.


  Once we were in the air and had leveled off, the flight attendant served us more drinks and some nice snacks. Then, she went into the gally and closed a door. Sir walked next to me and said, “Come with me, Mindi.” I unbuckled my seatbelt and stood up to join him. We moved to the back of the plane where he pulled me close and started kissing me. I followed his lead and soon, I was out of my dress and kneeling on one of the seats pressing my ass out for Sir to fuck. I leaned against the back of the seat and could watch Jack as he started to fuck my sister near the front of the plane.


  I’d now fucked both men and enjoyed both of them. Sir was much longer than Jack, but Jack was much thicker. I wiggled my pussy and pressed into Sir trying to take all of him inside me with each of his thrusts. I was moaning each time he pressed me forward against the seat and my boobs were mashing on the seatback. I closed my eyes and focused on being the perfect fuck hole for my man. He started slapping my ass with the palm of his hand. I’d learned that I liked that and I squealed with glee each time I was spanked. I encouraged Sir to fuck me even harder and spank me even more. I inhaled sharply as he slapped my ass cheek again and I bit my lip as the pain receded a bit before the next good smack.


  We fucked most of the way across the Eastern United States and then I took a nap as we started flying over the Atlantic Ocean. The flight attendant brought us wonderful food and more drinks and we ate everything and enjoyed getting a little drunk. Then, Jack invited me to suck his cock while he smoked a cigar. I got on my knees and gave him a blowjob while he reclined in his seat. Mandi moved behind me and started eating my pussy. I didn’t think that my life could get any better!


  But, then it did! They took us to Sweden where we met with doctors who measured our bodies and drew lots of lines on our faces, boobs, and butts. I wanted them to draw cat whiskers on Mandi for fun but they just drew a bunch of little black arrows and dotted lines to mark where they were going to make us more perfect. They made us take off all of our clothes and jewelry. It was the first time we’d been fully naked in weeks. We climbed onto surgical beds. They put one of those IV things in my arm and a doctor asked me to count backwards from 100. I said, “One hun...” and then my body fell asleep.


  When I woke up, I could feel that my face was tightly bandaged. My eyes weren’t covered so I could see across the room to where my sister was laying in an identical bed. Her bed was propped up so that she was partially seated, leaning back against the bed like a recliner. I realized that I was in the same position. Mandi was wearing a bra larger than I’d ever seen. It was black with red lines circling her breasts. I looked at my own chest in sheer surprise, learning for the first time that my boobs were now twice the size they had been, if not larger. There was nothing natural about them. I was unnaturally large.


  I had little to do but stare at my own breasts and my sister for two days. My face felt funny. My eyes seemed to be opened as wide as they could go and my cheeks didn’t want to move to let them close to a natural position. I recognized the influence of Botox deadening the muscles. Likewise, I found it very difficult to frown. My face seemed locked in a version of very happy. When I spoke, my lips seemed thick and fat like they’d been both filled and Botoxed. There were no mirrors within sight so I couldn’t see what I looked like. I could see Mandi, however, and I assumed that I must look exactly like her.


  The nurses then wanted us to get up and walk around. They helped me onto my feet and I discovered that my heels could no longer touch the floor. I was forced to walk on the front of my foot only like I was tip-toeing everywhere I walked. The nurse grabbed a pair of shoes and let me slide my feet into them. The shoes had a four or five inch heal and my legs immediately felt better. They’d done something to my legs to make wearing heels more comfortable and I welcomed the heel so I could rest my feet.


  We spent two weeks walking in heels and getting a feel for our new bodies. Our chests were so heavy but our newly enlarged asses helped to counter some of the weight. I found that if I pushed my ass backwards and my chest forward, I could balance comfortably on my high heels. It took a lot of practice to make this feel natural. Fortunately, there were treadmills in our recovery room and we could practice walking on slow settings.


  We were given workout clothes and encouraged to get physical as long as we didn’t make our boobs bounce. The thought of my implants ripping from my body was enough to focus my little brain on keeping them swaying, not bouncing. My body felt foreign to me like I was learning to become someone new. With all of these new bimbo upgrades, I guess that was true.


  Counselors came in to give us instructions for how to care for our implants and to teach us about caring for overly large breasts. Bras were a must unless our dress provided its own support. When working out, we’d need to double-bra. We’d need to wear a support bra under our sports bra as protection against bouncing and tearing.


  We were given vibrators and dildos to help us deal with our racing sex drives. Nurses told us when we would have time to safely train our cosmetically enhanced vaginas. Early on, we were given small toys that were replaced with larger and larger tools until we’d each received huge strap-on dildos that we’d giggled at until we were fucking each other deep with the full length of the fake cocks. My pussy loved having so much toys shoved inside but I longed for the real thing.


  Finally, we were taken into a special room designed for letting bimbos see themselves for the first time after their upgrades. Two teams started working with each of us. First, they cut off my facial bandages and then gave me a mirror to look at the results. I was stunned! My eyes were so big and bright. My nose was thin and cute. My cheekbones had been filed down and my face was thin and beautiful, though frozen in place by heavy use of Botox. My lips were abnormally large and looked funny.


  I cried out, “I need makeup!” My team laughed and started to help me out of my surgical bra. The bra was black and had been holding my breasts inside perfectly round bowls of soft cups. I’d been learning to balance on my heels with their new shape and weight. They felt huge and they were much wider than my narrow frame. I knew that Mandi’s could be seen from behind because her bra was so much larger than her torso. The nurses commented that my boobs were larger than my head.


  A nurse released the tension on my straps and they peeled me out of the harness. “Oh, my god!” My naked breasts were huge. Sir had told me that they were just going to insert a silicone pad under my breast tissue to make them stand up. He said that they wouldn’t be much larger; just higher and tighter. I felt lied to. They were much larger! They were definitely higher and tighter. They looked like globes on my chest and my nipples sat in the northern hemisphere. I tried to hold them in my hands but couldn’t even see my hands while cupping them from beneath. I could barely see my thumbs holding the sides of my tits. They were solid and felt harder than real boobs. I wrapped my arms around them and felt like I was holding two volleyballs. Even when I let them go, they still stood up firmly and my cleavage was pressed together.


  I looked across the room at Mandi. She had a similar look of surprise on her face, but that could have been her plastic surgery, and not her actual feelings. We both looked like we’d just been pussy-grabbed by a stranger and frozen in that look of surprise. She was feeling her boobs, too. She turned to face her nurse and I could see her from behind, noticing how much of her boobs could be seen from any angle. I tried to measure how much of my own boob was wider than my chest. It was a lot.


  Next, they removed our Spanx and we got to look at our lifted butts. They’d done it. We were both perfectly plastic bimbos. Our faces were fake. Our tits were fake. Our asses were fake. We were perfect.


  Mandi and I stood tit to tit and measured ourselves against the only standard that mattered—ourselves. Were we still identical?  We were. “Are they bigger than you were thinking,” she asked.


  “A lot,” I responded. “They’re so big!”


  She shrugged, “Well, it isn’t about us, is it? It’s about pleasing them.”


  They escorted us back to our suite and we were given new dresses to put on. We spent a couple of hours doing our new faces and our hair. I helped her put her belly ring back in and she did mine. I’d never see my own navel again. I struggled into the bra they had provided and then wedged my little matching thong underwear in my pussy before slipping into the beautiful maroon gown. It was designed to show off our bodies. And after discovering that they’d injected our vulva with collagen or silicone to make our pussies stand out like striped baboons, we made sure to show them off. The gown was both flowing and tight. It curved around our huge boobs and was tight in the hips to make our new butts stand out. My boobs were pressed up towards my chin and the dress revealed much of my new additions.


  There were slits that ran from the ground to cunt in front and back and showed all of my bare legs. I slipped on my thigh-high stockings and then slid my feet into the platform heels. They were so tall. My foot rested on a pedestal 6-inches tall. My heel was lifted another 6-inches. The dress was so long that I couldn’t wear it unless I wore ridiculous heels like these. In the shoes, I was nearly six-eight and had to walk like I was balanced on a tight rope. I was all in. Anything to be beautiful.


  I finished off by adding in my hoop earrings and all of my little studs. I walked to where Mandi was getting ready to put in her rings. She mirrored each of mine so we were still identical. “Shall we go show our men how stunning we are?”


  “Let’s!” We held hands and minced out into the living area to show Sir and Jack. We felt like giants walking on the heels. As we entered the room, The men jumped up as if a military general had walked in and surprised his troops. They looked us over, mouths agape. As I’d spent more time with Sir than Jack, I approached him. Mandi approached Jack.


  Sir bowed his head and took my hand, “My goddess, you are truly stunning.” He spoke to Jack, “God, it’s like have twin Pamela Andersons with four times her boobs!”


  I smiled and giggled. I wasn’t used to being treated like a goddess. He took my hand and kissed it. My hand was so much higher than his due to my 12-inch high shoes. Sir’s head was nearly even with the top of my huge boobs.


  He smiled, “Goddess, with your pleasure, we have made reservations at one of Sweden’s finest restaurants. Do you wish to have a drink before we escort you to the car?”


  We’d learned not to refuse reasonable requests from our men so we both accepted a glass of champagne. I sat and crossed my leg over my knee, adjusting my dress so that my long legs were exposed to my hip bones. I sipped my glass of champagne, leaving lipstick on the rim. Mandi and I sat and looked elegant while sipping our fizzy wine and listening to Sir and Jack compliment us on achieving bimbo perfection.


  Sir walked to a chair and sat. I immediately perched myself on the arm of his chair, balancing on my Brazilian butt-lift and my heels. He continued to talk with Jack as I played the fingernails of my left hand through the hair at the base of his neck, showing my desire to be close to him while allowing him to discuss important man things. Mandi followed Jack to his chair and perched herself identically to me. I wasn’t listening to the men. I was focused on playing with Sir’s hair and showing my affection for him. I sat like that for minutes, occasionally sipping champagne from the glass in my other hand.


  Absentmindedly, I glanced at my sister. She was moving onto her knees in front of Jack and she was unzipping his pants. I watched as she deftly adjusted her long dress to allow her knees to rest on the floor while the dress was tossed neatly out of her way. Her head started moving in the telltale motions of sucking a cock. My body, always on edge and primed for sex, grew warm and I felt my own desire stir as I stared at how Mandi worked Jack’s cock.


  I felt a hand on my wrist and then heard Sir say, “Mindi, why don’t you show me what you’ve learned, too?”


  I snapped out of my reverie and looked at him, “Okay!” I stood and spread my dress so that my knees could also land on the floor before guiding my weight to the floor before him. My little brain slipped into its favorite mode and soon, Sir’s huge cock was free, hard as steel, and pressing into my throat, inch by inch. It had been weeks since I had last tasted his cock and I fought to keep from coming from just the thrill of having his meat in my hungry mouth. I moaned and bobbed even deeper, feeling his tip slide past my vocal cords and deep into my throat. I worked him slowly, sucking the fleshy tube as I pulled back while licking his giant cum vein as I went down. It took me about a minute of work, but I felt my lips being tickled by his pubic hair as they found the bottom of his fourteen-inch dick.


  He was talking to me, praising me, “Good girl, Mindi. That is so good. That’s my good little bimbo. Suck all of it. Suck all of it.” Warmth spread through me at his praise and attention. He stroked my hair as I continued to bob. His hips started to move with my mouth and soon, he was in control of how much of him I could swallow. I aligned my throat with the length of him and let him slide through my mouth pussy. He increased his speed until my head was rocking back and forth with the action of his hips. I moaned in pleasure and felt him clench as his cum started sliding down my throat. He slowed as he shot his final jets down my throat and I licked him as he pulled free, cleaning him of any remaining cum or spit.


  His hands guided me upwards and he helped me climb back onto my high heels. He patted my face and I thanked him. I retrieved my little purse and took our my compact and reapplied my dark red lipstick. Mandi stood and started primping her dress back into place. We had both sucked a cock on our knees and had remained perfectly dressed.


  We went to dinner.


  As we consumed our dessert, a man approached our table and spoke to Sir, “Charlie, how are you? Good to see you!” Sir’s name is Charlie? Mandi and I stopped licking whipped cream from our fingers and watched Sir talk to the very well-dressed man at the table.


  Sir responded, “Sheik Bashir, it is wonderful to see you. Will you join us for dessert? We were just deciding where to take these lovely ladies to show them a good time tonight.”


  The Sheik wasn’t dressed like a Sheik. He was wearing a tailored suit that did nothing to disguise his very athletic body. He was tall, dark, and yummy. I blushed as I imagined his hands all over my newly upgraded body. He saw me smile and could tell I was nervous. He stepped around the table to approach me. When he spoke, his voice was thickly accented with Arabic, “And who, is this lovely creature...” he took my hand to kiss it and as he did, was able to see Mandi, “...who very clearly has a twin sister as lovely as she is?”


  Sir responded, “Sheik Bashir, these are the Walker twins; Mindi and Mandi,” he gestured to me and then Mandi.


  Bashir smiled, “You were saying that you were deciding how to entertain these goddesses for the evening? You must join me on my yacht.”


  There was some hasty discussion and negotiation among the men. Mandi and I just stared at Sheik Bashir as he spoke with Sir and Jack. There was some discussion of money that was way over my little head. Sir called for the check. It was paid by Bashir and then, we were off. The Sheik walked purposefully out of the restaurant with Sir and Jack pulling us along behind them. A driver held the doors open to a beautiful cream-colored Rolls-Royce limousine and as soon as the doors were closed, we were off.


  Bashir sat in the front seat with the driver, barking instructions in Arabic. Sir spoke to Mandi and me, “Girls, if you recall, we spoke with you about how some men were worthy of both of you at one time?” We nodded happily. “This is one of those men. When we get aboard his boat, Jack and I will enjoy some of his other amenities while you ladies show him a good time.” He handed us each a small device on a keyring. “We’ve worked with him before, and he’ll be a gentleman, but if either of you feels uncomfortable or frightened at any time, just press one of these buttons. We’ll take care of things.”


  We both took the items. They looked like a remote for a car. I put mine in my clutch. Mandi saw me and did the same with hers.


  And just like that, Mandi and I were whisked into the lifestyles of the high-end call girl. Our very first client was Sheik Bashir, who after ferrying us to his mega-yacht anchored off the coast, plied us with expensive champagne in his onboard night club before inviting us to join him in his moonlit hot tub. His crew showed us to a large cabin and handed us each a towel, “Please. Change into these and join the Sheik on the pool deck.” We slipped out of our dresses and discovered matching pairs of high-heeled slides more suitable for pool decks. We touched up our makeup and wrapped the towels around ourselves before joining Bashir on deck.


  He was already seated in the hot tub. I slipped out of my shoes and towel and walked slowly into the tub, allowing Bashir to look at my body before sinking into the water and taking a spot on his right arm. I turned to face him, letting my boobs brush against his arm. Mandi joined us on his left and did the same.


  The Sheik said something in Arabic that I didn’t understand, but he sounded happy. I floated next to him, looking into his eyes like he was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. His arms were strong with chiseled muscle. His chest was thick with chest hair that covered him like a rug, but didn’t hide the strength of his abs. I worked my long nails into his chest hair and combed through it gently. “You are an absolutely stunning woman,” he said to me. I gave him a quick kiss on the lips and he leaned forward to kiss me some more. I set my wine glass on the edge of the pool and leaned into his kiss, feeling his had slide onto my right breast. I giggled and kissed him again as he started squeezing me and playing with my nipple.


  Mandi grabbed his other arm and he turned to kiss her and begin playing with her closest tit. We were like two giggling bunnies as we took turns kissing him or drinking more champagne. He started fondling us with more passion and soon Mandi was standing up in the tub, leaning against the edge while the Shiek fucked her from behind. I sat on the edge of the tub and drank my fizzy wine and fingered myself so Bashir could watch me. I stroked my breasts and waited until I could join in the fun. He continued to fuck my sister until he came in her pussy and then he pushed her away and turned to me. He said, “Girl, make me hard so I can fuck you, too.”


  I smiled and climbed down into the tub once more. I guided him back so he could lean against the edge while I sank down into the tub until I was level with his cock. It was shaped different than the other cocks I’d seen. I guess he wasn’t circumscribed, or whatever it’s called. I stroked him until he started to harden again and then sucked him, tasting my sister’s juices on his skin. It only took a few minutes for me to get him hard again before he guided me up and turned me around. He slipped his cock into my pussy and fucked me several times before he pulled himself out and then I felt him pressing his cock into my butt. I’d never done that before so I closed my eyes and tried to relax as he pressed himself deeper with small strokes until he was all the way inside me. He reached around my little waist and started playing with my pussy.


  Mandy took a champagne bottle and held it to my mouth. I tipped my head so she could pour it in and I swallowed as fast as I could to enjoy it. I started making noises I’d never made before as Bashir fucked my asshole and started pounding me harder. Mandi offered Bashir some champagne and she poured it into his mouth. It fell out of his mouth and ran down my back, channeling through my ass and dripping from my thick pussy. I giggled as the bubbles tickled me. 


  Mandi slid back into the tub and pressed her tongue into my pussy, letting Bashir push my clit into her tongue where she sucked it and licked at my lips. I squealed so high that only bats could hear me, “Oh, you’re going to make me cum!” It felt so different to have a man in my butt, and have my pussy start to cum. I felt him start to fill my ass with cum and I giggled at how it tickled my insides. He squeezed my boobs and played with them as he finished shooting me full.


  I turned and kissed him as he released me. “Thank you, Mr. Sheik. You made me feel so good!”


  He smiled and then looked away from the hot tub, snapping his fingers. I man in a white dinner jacket rushed to his side and said, “Yes, Bashir?”


  Bashir smiled and told the man, ‘Bring the party pack.”


  “Yes, Bashir.” He darted off and came back thirty seconds later, handing Bashir a small silver box.


  Bashir took the box and opened the lid. “Here, ladies. Why don’t you try one of these and we will go to my chambers?” He held out his hand to Mandi and me as if to drop something into our palm. We opened our hand and he dropped a pill into each of our hands. It was Ecstasy. Mandi grabbed her glass of champagne and tossed the pill into her mouth, laughing. She drank the rest of her glass and then whooped loudly, dancing around in the hot tub, splashing us.


  I downed mine, too. Bashir handed us towels and helped us up the stairs onto the deck. I wrapped the towel around me and followed the Sheik as he led us into the ship to his stateroom. By the time we’d made that short trip, my body was warm and I was feeling very happy. I reached out and grabbed Mandi’s towel, pulling it from her body as I laughed hysterically. She squealed and turned to pull mine off. We danced naked in the corridor as Bashir smiled and opened the door to his cabin.


  Under the influence of the pill and the champagne, my night turned into a blur of nakedness and unbridled sex. If I wasn’t being fucked, I was sucking a cock or licking Mandi’s pussy. At some point in the night, Sir appeared and we started playing with him, too. I couldn’t stop giggling and laughing and my body was ready and willing to experience anything. I had fun as I was passed from one body to another, finding a way to have sex with anyone I touched. All I can remember is that the bed was full of naked people. I think I finally passed out when I first noticed that it was beginning to get light outside the cabin windows.


  It was bright when we woke up in a tangle of limbs and boobs. Mandi and I were snuggled together with a third girl. I don’t even remember her joining us. She had dark hair and was not a beautiful bimbo like me and my sister. She was just normal. I was so thirsty! I got up and found a refrigerator with a big bottle of Evian inside. I had drunk about half of it when Mandi ran to me and begged me for the other half. I gave it to her and then opened a second bottle. I started working at my hair in a mirror, trying to transform it from messed to skillfully mussed. Mandi did the same and started applying her lipstick.


  Once we were presentable again, we left the mystery girl on the bed and went back to the deck where we found a waiter who offered to make us energy shakes for breakfast. We were just sitting down at a shady table when Sir and Jack joined us.


  Sir smiled. “You ladies were quite the hit last night. Sheik Bashir won’t stop talking about you. He left you these as a thank you.” He handed us each a leather case. Inside was a beautiful diamond necklace and a check for $10,000. We each received a matching case. I was speechless. Mandi just stared at the box.


  Finally, she said, “All of this is for us? Why?”


  Sir laughed, “Because you are women who can spend your nights with any man in the world. He’s grateful you spent it with him. He gave you gifts of thanks. If you see him again, he’d enjoy seeing you wear his necklace... and perhaps only his necklace.”


  Mandi and I looked at each other and giggled. This could be fun!


  




  Chapter Fourteen


  After a boat ride back to land, Sir and Jack returned us to our hotel. We spent a few more days in our training classes before we departed Sweden for America once more. We landed in Los Angeles instead of Denver. When Mandi asked why, Sir responded that we lived in Los Angeles now. I had a fleeting memory of trying to buy a house in Denver, but it left my mind as we rode in another limousine to our new home in Malibu.


  The house was beautiful. It was situated on a raised lot above the ocean. The back of the house was mostly glass, allowing for views of the crashing waves fifty feet below our rear deck. There was no pool, but the deck had a lovely hot tub submerged into the redwood decking. The house was already furnished with extravagant furniture and the refrigerator was already stocked with anything we could need. We had a workout room with all of the tools we’d need to keep in shape. It overlooked the beach and included subscriptions to Peloton and Apple Fitness. There were two cycles so we could do classes together. Sir strongly suggested that we should spend at least two hours each day inside the room.


  They took us into the garage where we found two identical Porsche convertibles. They had California license plates. One was TWINDI. The other was, TWANDI. Even I could figure out who’s was who’s.  Mandi and I jumped up and down, clapping as we showed our excitement over the new cars. I had no memory buying a Mazda in Denver.


  My Denver memories were all so hazy now, as I seemed to only remember that Denver is where Mandi and I were born. I couldn’t remember any details of having had a family. Mandi was my only family but she seemed like all I would need. I wondered if we’d had a mother and what happened to her.


  They showed us to our bedrooms. We had two master suites with matching beds, closets, accessories, beauty tools, and a massive bathroom with luxurious tubs and showers huge enough for four people. The showers had sauna jets and big rain shower heads. The bathroom was already fully stocked with body gels and bath beads. Our closets were already filled with designer dresses, skirts, sweaters, leather pants, tops and tees. There was another entire closet full of the sexiest footwear you’ve ever seen. There were heels, slides, mules, platforms, boots, sandals, cross-trainers, wedges, stilettos, and casual heels to wear around the house. All of the shoes were made by the biggest designer names. We each had an entire set of drawers containing lingerie of all colors and styles. I couldn’t wait to try every dress on to see how I looked. When Mandi saw mine, she started crying until she realized that she had everything I did. We were twins, after all.


  Each of our dressing rooms had a big mirror. Somehow, the mirrors had data shining through the surface. Jack explained that all of our dates and appointments would appear there, letting us know when we had beauty treatments and when cars would pick us up. Touching an item would display details about what to wear and if the client had special requests for how we should prepare. He showed us that we had the same information on our phones and if we added something to our calendar, it would appear on the magic mirror.


  “You don’t have anything scheduled this week. We want you to get used to your new home and to enjoy everything,” said Jack. “If you need anything, our numbers are in your phones. Just call. Your kitchen will be stocked each Thursday. The maids will clean up every Friday morning. We’ll send a girl to pick up the dresses you wear to have them cleaned and pressed and to sew any missing beads back on.” He continued to explain how all of our needs were to be taken care of. We were to focus on keeping ourselves flawless. “Use the credit cards to pay for everything. All of your bills will be paid by the agency.”


  I felt as if I could see the ocean from every room in the house. If a room didn’t look directly onto the beach, it was decorated with mirrors that reflected the beach through another room. The rear deck was large enough to entertain twenty and there was a natural stone fire pit on the beach below the deck. We could access the deck from the kitchen, living room, and our bedrooms. The beach was accessible through the workout room on the first floor.


  The kitchen was big and modern and made for entertaining. Another wall display contained our calendars, again. Big beautiful televisions were everywhere throughout the house.


  Sir spoke, “Ladies, this home is your sanctuary. We don’t expect you to entertain clients here. You may bring friends here, and if you have a relationship outside of your clients, you may entertain them here. Paying clients will be entertained at the locations they choose. If at any time you are without a ride home, call the service and we will send a car.”


  Our every whim and need would be taken care of. The men left us alone and Mandi and I just looked at each other. “Can you believe this,” I asked.


  “It’s like we are fairy-tale princesses,” she exclaimed!


  I giggled, “Yeah, fairy-tale princess fuck toys.”


  Mandi laughed, “Yeah. Fuck toys. Do you even know what day it is?”


  I touched the wall display. “Says here that it’s Tuesday. Our first “date” is next Friday,” I responded. “Hey, do you know what I want to do?”


  My Barbie-twin sister just looked at me, “No.”


  “Did you see the theater downstairs next to the gym? Let’s grab some snacks and watch a movie! Something girly and fun.”


  “Yeah, let’s. Maybe we can work out later?”


  I smiled, “Yes. Maybe later. Maybe tomorrow. I feel like we’ve been on a roller coaster since we left for Sweden. Let’s just hang out for a while and relax. We can hit the gym tomorrow. Come snuggle up with me and let’s find something we can just binge!”


  Mandi gave me a hug, smashing our breasts together so she could whisper in my ear. “Okay, but just don’t pick something with Pamela Anderson in it, kay?”


  We laughed and went to our suites to find something comfy to wear for a day of movies. In one of my new dresser drawers, I found the pair of Target Pee jays that we’d worn weeks ago. I stripped out of my dress and put them on. The top was a little small but the material was still soft on my boobs, even if my tummy wasn’t covered. Likewise, my ass barely fit in the shorts, but they’d do. I went back to the kitchen to find that Mandi had found her set, too. We found some microwave popcorn and carried it downstairs. We dimmed the lights and watched Netflix until dawn.


  




  Epilogue


  Five Years Later...


  It has been a whirlwind five years. Mandi and I are now busy as escorts four or five nights a week. We are commonly booked together, but sometimes we get to solo. We are still living together in our beautiful Malibu mansion. We call ourselves the Malibu Barbie Twins. We are rich, rich, rich, because we get paid for almost everything, we do.


  We have appeared on the covers of so many magazines and yes, we have appeared as the centerfold of even more. We’ve partied at the Mansion so many times we might as well have our own suite. We have our own line of cosmetics and our own lines of lingerie and evening wear. We sell exclusively at Fredericks of Hollywood and they pay us to appear in their stores to sign autographs and take selfies with their customers.


  Sir and Jack had a pole installed in our workout room and we started practicing. Now we will get asked to dance and strip at exotic clubs around the world. We have our own drivers and managers to keep us on-schedule and to ensure we make it to the airport on time for our next private flight.


  Neither of us can remember what our natural hair color was. We’ve now been dyed every color of the rainbow from stark-white to raven black and all of the colors in between. While we’ve gone light on the tattoo ink, we both have matching tattoos on our backs and our right arm. Sir and Jack insisted that we only be lightly inked.


  Instead, we have been quite heavily pierced. For various photo shoots and videos, we have had our tongues pierced; our noses; our lip; our bellies; our nipples; and even our coochies. We don’t keep them in all the time, but the holes are there and depending on the flavor of the performance, we will pierce up with additional jewelry. I like to keep my nipple rings in because I love the way the studs make my nipples stand out.


  We have a fine collection of choker necklaces with our names on them. Nobody can tell us apart without them. The only permanent difference we have is on our ankles. There, we have a small red and blue tattoo of Thing One and Thing Two from Dr. Seuss. I’m Thing One. Mandi is Thing Two.


  We’ve traveled all over the world. I’ve decided my favorite place is Hawaii. Mandi likes Australia. We alternate in our free time, though much of our lives feel like vacations. We have been to every awards ceremony there is, from awards presented to top salespeople, to the Academy Awards. Mandi and I joke about how we are constantly being banged by winners and they have the trophies to prove it. We’ve been with Rockers, Country stars, movie stars, Rappers, Producers, Directors, CEOs, and billionaires.


  We finally got to ride in a helicopter like that girl from the first party where we met Sir and Jack. We even ran into her once in London when we escorted some Vice President in her Hubbie's big company. She is still stunningly attractive, though she isn’t a bimbo like we are. At the time, she was about five months pregnant and seemed very happy. She didn’t recognize us because we were just baby bimbos back then. We weren’t famous bimbos, yet.


  Mandi and I have had to take much of the last week off from escorts and appearances. We’ve been booked by a billionaire with a kink for Jessica Rabbit. We had to be fitted for her red sequined dress and today, we are getting our hair dyed red. I don’t think we are even going to leave his house. He just wants to spend the weekend banging cartoon twins. He’s paying us several thousand Bitcoins, so Sir says it will be worth our time. We’ve been practicing speaking in her low, sensual voice. Of course, we keep giggling so much our stylists told us to stop or they’d spill the hair dye on us.


  I think it will be more fun than the weekend we were paid to become twin Kim Possibles. The guy dressed up like Ron Stoppable and wanted to spend the weekend shoving his “naked mole rat” into our pussies. After a particularly annoying round of sex, Mandi and I nearly smothered him in our tits, pressing them around both sides of his head and cutting off his air. He bit me to get free and we pressed the panic button to get rescued from the guy.


  Tonight, we will get to relax at home while wearing curlers and watching Rom-Coms in our home theater. I’m looking forward to having a night together without all the pressure of trying to please a client. Besides, it’s been a long time since I’ve been a redhead. It’s always been her favorite color on me. I don’t know why.


   


  




  Praise For Author


  Standing head and shoulders above the majority of books within the genre, I enjoyed this more than I thought I would. The premise is simple, and the characters are just serviceable enough to move the plot, but I came here for the bimbo transformation and that's what I got. Extremely fun transformations. The extra pages give this story the chance it needs to deliver and appreciate those developments without compromising pacing. 


  - Amazon Customer-for "Daddy's Girl: She Used to be Mine


  




  Books By This Author


  As Long as I can Reverse This... An Erotic Transgender Experiment (The Reversible Series Book 1)


   


  Michael is broke. He’s lost his job in marketing and he is hurting for cash. His former company is dragging his name through the mud, accusing him of stealing a colleague's work. Nobody will touch him. While applying for jobs, he encounters an offer from a large pharmaceutical company to participate in a new drug study. Desperate to pay his rent, Mike attends an interest meeting at BioFem. When he learns that the study pays twice as much as his old job, he volunteers to give it a try. Then, he learns that the researchers will be testing a drug to change his sex to female. The researchers promise the effects are reversible and safe. Desperate for cash, he agrees to do it, as long as they can reverse this.


  Why Would I Reverse This?: An Erotic Transgender Experiment (The Reversible Series Book 2) 


   


  Dan Murray is a college student in Denver. He's a business major and avid video gamer hard up for cash. His roommate suggests that Dan could earn decent cash volunteering for local drug studies. His roommate is currently enrolled in three for a company called, BioForce. Dan is intrigued, but can't remember the name of the company. He happens upon a glamorous ad for research participants for a company called BioFem. Assuming this is the right company, he agrees to participate in their research program, unwittingly becoming part of a program to transform men into women.
As his bodily traits begin to change, Dan's girlfriend is the first to notice and agrees to stand by him as he changes and becomes his guide as he becomes a beautiful college co-ed. Dana, it seems, is particularly sensitive to the research medications and experiences faster-than-normal transformation, and within hours of her fourth dose, she is on her knees in the dormitory doing a conga-line of college men as she takes them on two and four at a time.
An overnight internet sensation, Dana leaves school to capitalize on her fame, leaving her friends and her family behind.



  Daddy’s Girl: She Used to be Mine


   


  Joseph and Patricia want to get married, but they fear his billionaire father won’t approve of her. Joseph is so nervous, that when he finds a mysterious wish-granting magical necklace in a pawn shop, he buys it for her. When he mistranslates the incantation, instead of becoming a girl his father will like, she begins to transform into his father’s perfect girl! His father loves big-breasted beauties with outstanding bodies and Patricia is willing to transform to be with him. As she starts to age, things get difficult. This story is fictional. It contains strong sexual content and erotic scenes of bodily transformation and age progression. If these themes offend you, please don’t purchase my novel. If, like me, the idea turns you on and gets you excited, then let’s have some fun!


  Total Reset 1.0: The BimbOS Project: Ashley (The BimbOS Machine Series Book 1)


   


  Janet interviews to be the new Vice President of BioTime, but she got a surprise new position as the Personal Assistant to the Company CEO when he tricks her into entering his new invention: The BimbOS Machine. The former Department Head with dirt on the boss is tricked into entering his newly-invented BimbOS cosmetic enhancement machine. When a manicure becomes a total physical transformation into his personal bimbo, Janet is furious; but only until her boss triggers her BimbOS upgrade, turning her into the dim-witted sex toy, Ashley, his willing personal assistant. When Ashley witnesses the first sales presentation to a potential buyer, she begins to question her own existence. Can Ashley discover her origins while satisfying her owner's every desire?


  Total Reset 2.0: The BimbOS Project:Transform-Asian (The BimbOS Machine Series Book 2)


   


  When Rebecca, a rising star in analyzing the Asian markets for her company, is asked to visit the company president; she is offered a promotion. She will travel the world with him as his expert in Asian markets. All she has to do is step into the BimbOS Machine, which will help her learn Chinese. When the machine transforms her into a beautiful Chinese girl, she fears the boss may want more than her analysis skills. What will happen when she receives her BimbOS 2.0 Upgrade? 


  Total Reset 3.0: Jenna: The BimbOS Project: Accidental (The BimbOS Machine Series Book 3)


   


  In this third installment of the BimbOS Project series, we meet Joe. Joe has a business degree but is struggling to find a job. He did the coffee house thing, but tired of the overly-picky customers. He takes a job on the custodial staff servicing the executive suites of Bio-Time, makers of the top-secret BimbOS Machine. While cleaning their offices, he finds himself trapped inside the Bimbo Chamber...and the machine is ready to begin his transformation! The machine was designed to be used BY men, not ON men. Joe doesn't know anything about the machine. He just wants out...until he becomes Jenna. Problems develop though, once Jenna finds herself out in the world, and the BimbOS team scrambles to figure out what went wrong. But did it go wrong? Aside from a bout of amnesia, Jenna seems to be perfectly happy; especially when she reunites with her old college friend, Ashley (from BimbOS Machine 1.0), and gets her first taste of the Bimbo Life!


  Canyon Canoe Trippin': A Gender Transformation on the Colorado River


   


  Van needed a vacation. Managing a Starbucks in an inland portion of San Diego was never part of his career plans. When his college roommates plan a trip down the lower Colorado River beginning at Hoover Dam, Van is ready to go. Unfortunately, Van catches the Corona Virus on the plane to Phoenix.Not wanting to spoil a trip they've been planning for months, Van keeps his secret and they head for Nevada and the dam. Van begins showing symptoms as they prepare for their departure. A scenic stop for a soak in the hot springs introduces Van to a new problem--a brain-eating amoeba. COVID-19 meets the amoeba and they begin a strange transformation.Now, Van can't hide his secrets any longer as his body begins changing and he becomes a girl, alone with three of her bachelor friends from college.


  The Hike: A Journey of Transformation on the Appalachian Trail


   


  Brian has loved hiking all his life. After he graduates from college, he decides to take time off to hike the Appalachian Trail. A friend recommended a great company to outfit his entire journey. They had handled her hike and her journey had transformed her life. Brian was ready for a life changing journey, so he pays the company and heads for North Carolina.When he arrives at the trail and collects his pack, the outfitter has made a mistake. They have given him a women’s backpack and clothes. Stranded and five days from his next provisions, Bri straps in and starts hiking north. Five days later, Bree walks off the trail to collect her next pack. What happened on that trail? Are Bree’s transformations complete?


  Forever Furry: The Transformation of Harper Gray


   


  The year is 2050. The government has relaxed restrictions on the genetic modifications of humans, giving rise to rampant body modification using animal DNA. People now modify themselves with ears and tails, fur and fangs. Harper Gray is a successful escort, accompanying important clients to their special events for pay and her occasional pleasure. When one of her best clients chooses a furry escort for his next party, Harper starts questioning her own feelings about fur.

Harper becomes “fur-curious” and starts investigating the new possibilities provided through the magic of genetics. When her client offers to pay for her expensive and life-altering transformation, Harper jumps in with all four paws as the World changes around her. The government reclassifies all hybrids as animal mutations, forcing them to sign away many of their "human" rights and enforces strict rules upon the varied species of animal hybrids. Will becoming the fur-girl of her dreams be worth all she must leave behind?


  Tentacles: A Short Story of Erotic Mutation


   


  Enjoying a sunset stroll on the beach on their second date, Fiona and Dave come across a tidal pool. Thrilled to explore all of the trapped sealife, they find shells, crabs, and starfish. Their date couldn't be going better! Until... Fiona finds something strange hidden in the bottom of the pool. Suddenly, she is being transformed! What is happening? Dave tries to help, but the mysterious substance is now making him change as well.

Soon, they are turning blue and growing strange appendages! Will the process kill them, or transform them into something new and exciting?
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