
        
            
                
            
        

    

  Swap Sickness


  


  By Emily Cummings


  


  Copyright 2015




  Chapter 1: Sick


  For the august personage of Charlie Milton, a less than courageous man who feared sickness above all, the coming of the Plague had been difficult. A hypochondriac who worked from home, Charlie had cut off all ties with the outside world at the first rumors of the epidemic which had ravaged the Earth.


  His plan had been straightforward. Hide out until a cure was developed, an inoculation for the Plague. Fortunately, Charlie possessed the means to remain isolated indefinitely, taking every precaution imaginable including from stockpiles of food, an entertainment and a heavy-duty filtration system. Then his genius plan encountered a fatal flaw; he had gotten sick!


  Flu like symptoms had begun two days earlier and Charlie was racked with anticipation. Day Three was here and he would discover whether he had contracted the ordinary flu or something much, much worse. He glanced down at his hands nervously, the first symptoms of the plague usually began there. However, his hands were still unchanged. He tried to sigh in relief but was instead assaulted by a vicious sneeze, which covered his hands in mucous. If it was the mundane flu, it was a vicious strain.


  Charlie rose from his favorite armchair and shuffled to the bathroom, washing his hands thoroughly with the most antiseptic hand wash available, as if it mattered. Even the most fanatical scrub wouldn’t save him if the Sickness was indeed upon him.


  He studied himself in the mirror, inspecting and scrutinizing every inch of his plain, unremarkable face for signs of the plague. He’d heard that the first changes were subtle. It was reassuring to observe that nothing had changed, and he tried to calm his nerves.


  Charlie was short, with narrow features and a receding hairline that was neatly trimmed, a hairstyle unchanged since high school more than two decades ago. His frame was gaunt, but a bit of a belly had developed from a year of being a miserable shut in. Other than the droopy eyelids from lack of sleep and red nose from tissues, nothing had changed. However, it was another 5 minutes before he could stop checking and double-checking.


  “I’ll go watch TV, that will take my mind off this miserable flu,” he said aloud to himself. A habit developed form extreme cabin fever.


  Charlie collapsed back into his armchair and turned on the TV. Unfortunately, it seemed he would be unable to forget his sickness today; Every channel was carrying the same story. A pretty, dark haired newswoman was dispassionately describing the latest details of The Trial.


  “The prosecution today presented evidence in the form of the defendant’s journal. Details have been leaked to NBC 13 concerning the content of the diary submitted for testimony, for more we’ll go to our on-the-spot reporter Rebecca Tines.”


  The screen changed to show the outside of a courthouse, surrounded with people. A blonde woman in a neat pantsuit holding a microphone was standing off to one side and began to speak, “Thanks Maria. Although of course the trial is closed to the public, details have emerged from the personal journal of the accused, recounting the means of producing a gender bending substance. These included notes describing the process of its fabrication dating from almost two years ago. Evidently the initial concept was a good deal more frightening than the plague currently ravaging the world.”


  A display of infographics ran as the report continued. “This prototype was developed to affect the entire population, not just the males. Unlike like the Plague, the substance would have rendered ALL women suggestible and turned and estimated 99.5% men into women.” She said it matter-of-factly, but it sent a chill down Charlie’s spine.


  The reporter reappeared on the screen. “My sources inside the courthouse insist that the defendant was surprised when his final product had no influence on genetic females and two-in-three men would be immune. Testimony from his co-workers, Emily Farhold and Matthew Arnold is expected- “


  Charlie shut the TV off. Yes, he thought sarcastically, how lucky we are that only one-in-three men worldwide could change genders and become totally malleable slaves. What are one billion lives? The world had already been irrevocably changed.


  The women on TV could afford to be glib, they were immune, but he was sick, damnit! He sneezed again, and his stomach lurched this time, making him want to throw up. Not again. In protest he sat stubbornly in his chair, knowing that if he got up he’d find himself in front of the mirror again. His stomach felt all twisted up, like it was switching places with his lower intestine. He retched and held off vomiting with an effort. Suddenly, the pain ramped up dramatically, and a tingling itch spread everywhere at once.


  “It’s just the flu, it’s just the flu, it’s just the flu,” he repeated in his mind as he scratched and tried not to barf all over his favorite chair.


  Even repeating his mantra couldn’t stop him from considering the plague. After all, it was a mutation of the flu, widely attributed to some chump who had seduced a biotech major. The bastard must have studied biochemistry in his spare time; It had originally been sexually communicable only, becoming airborne after substantial tinkering. Now it was a global pandemic. The creator was on trial, but in the minds of the public, he was already guilty.


  Scientists believed that the flu moved through the body, replacing DNA strands, substituting Y-chromosomes with X until some critical threshold was met and through a cataclysmic chain reaction rendered the male body into a fully female one.


  The strangest part was that the resultant women possessed two qualities almost universally. Point one: While they were generally very pretty, they were often gorgeous. Only rarely could a victim be described as plain. An ugly victim was practically unheard-of. Anything from blondes to brunettes, short or tall, dark skinned and light, an endless variety of lovely ladies all physiologically 20 or so came from the disease. Usually one’s own race stayed constant, but even that was no hard-and-fast rule.


  Point two: these new women were highly suggestible.


  In the early days of the Plague, men who knew of transformed women would take them as slaves. While it was not quite as straightforward as simply saying, “You are my slave,” it was nearly so.


  They’d since passed laws banning such acts, and penalties were harsh (after all, it was akin to rape), but it was almost impossible to stop. If a Snatcher tried to ensnare a woman and she was a Plague victim, no report would ever be filed. If Snatchers propositioned a normal woman, they’d disappear before police arrived. The problem was so overwhelming that the government had set up man-free shelters where Plague victims could live without men, theoretically safe from being controlled.


  Although it was uncertain which factors contributed to immunity, typically boys before puberty were safe, as were the elderly. This had naturally led the belief that immunity was tied to testosterone levels. For a while, experimenters had had dabbled in providing estrogen and testosterone based compounds, but every mix had proven inconsequential to the Plague.


  “And I’m bloody sick!” Charlie thought, in annoyance.


  He doubled up to scratch his ankle while fighting off another wave of nausea. Then, as Charlie switched back to scratching his arm and he suddenly stopped. A large chunk of skin had come away, leaving his natural dark, thickly hairy skin surrounding a swath of lighter skin, with nearly transparent fine hair.


  “No, no, no, no, no, no, no,” he thought wildly, this is a hallucination from the fever, not the Plague.


  Charlie’s stomach continued to twist and jump, but he tilted his head and a similar patch of skin was exposed on his ankle. Suddenly his skin was aflame with sensation. He tore off the bathrobe he’d been wearing and began to scratch everywhere. His scalp, his armpits, between his toes, everywhere. He scratched hysterically, scraping at his face wildly before tearing off his underpants and scratching everywhere he could reach.


  “Bedbugs, maybe I have bedbugs?” wondered Charlie. Nevertheless, he scratched and scratched for what seemed like an eternity, panting with the exertion, before eventually finding himself on his back to reach hard to scratch areas.


  Eventually the itching sensation subsided, leaving his skin raw and sensitive to the touch, particularly around his nipples. Looking down was a bit of a shock; his hairy, Italian nature was almost indistinguishable. His chest was now hairless, so were his arms and legs. Even the bush around his member seemed less wild. His skin wasn’t as light as it had appeared, but all the hair had made the old skin seem significantly darker. One part of Charlie’s mind worked frantically to come up for an explanation to avoid the reality of his situation.


  Cramping in his stomach remained violent and Charlie became aware of a dull ache associated with his face. It started just under the eyes, but quickly spread to the rest of his body. He couldn’t sit still as the ache drove him to stand. The sensation was impossible to describe, but he could only think, “My bones are melting!” His face hurt the worst, but the dull ache in his face was replaced with an excruciating pain in his hips and as quickly as he had risen from the ground, he returned to it, writhing in pain.


  The way his hips burned, it was as if they were pushing outward from either flank, but this was countered by tightness in his waist. This time the sensation arrived coincident with the stomach pains, too intense to endure and Charlie did finally vomit. The volume was so much it put the sum of his collegiate career to shame. For the first time in an hour, his stomach pain had relented, but Charlie could feel something inside, below his stomach, which the pain had temporarily masked. A curious tingle that had no analogue in his experience.


  With the pain in his bones gradually subsiding, Charlie sat up slowly. He managed to remain somewhat upright for a moment before sinking back down. Every muscle contracted simultaneously and began twitching. He convulsed on the floor for what seemed like an eternity, aware of a tremendous tightness in his chest and ass. Meanwhile, his body shuddered and twisted in the thrall of leg, arm and stomach cramps as his muscles quivered out of control.


  Minutes passed, as his muscles gradually began to relax, Charlie became aware of yet another sensation. Tingling of his scalp had not dissipated after the itching ordeal, but still lingered. He suspected what was occurring there, but having just regained control of arm and hand muscles, he preferred to lie inertly if only for a moment.


  The tingling below his stomach now rose to the forefront, accompanied by a prickly sensation in his cock and balls. The ordeal had been trying, but Charlie, fearing what was next, engaged in the oldest human defense mechanisms and promptly passed out, saving himself what would have been the most painful part of his experience, both physically and emotionally.




  Chapter 2: Safety


  Charlie awoke nearly an hour later, feeling surprisingly spry; sweaty and tired, but otherwise better than he had in days. Excitedly, he wondered if, perhaps, everything had been a fever-induced hallucination. He had just slept off what remained of the flu and things could return to normal.


  The joyful illusion shattered immediately when, upon sitting up, a long lock of silken chestnut brown hair fell across his vision. He reached up to move the hair but stopped when he saw the petite hand.


  Turning it over slowly, he studied the small smooth digits. “Whose hand is this?” he wondered. Using the strange hand, he pushed the lock of hair behind an ear that seemed smaller than he remembered.


  Charlie pulled himself from the floor, shuffling with stiff muscles and fighting vertigo. He was having trouble finding his center of gravity but eventually reached the full-sized mirror in his floor level bedroom.


  Standing in amazed silence he studied the person standing in the mirror. Small pixie like features, including large blue eyes, curly dark hair 6 inches or so past his shoulders, flawless skin, small but perky breasts, a flat stomach revealing the hint of his bottom ribs. Overall, a petite body with shapely legs and arms. Her body was lithe and alluring, but compact and short, perhaps not more than 5’4”. Her appearance recalled images of gorgeous fairies of the kind which seduced villagers in ancient Camelot. It wasn’t until he looked down to observe two mounds, with nipples poking out and a flat space with a neat patch of hair where his cock should have been, did he realize the pretty fairy girl was HIM! Charlie nearly passed out again.


  Distractedly, he had begun to ponder the implications of being a Plague victim and, although it had been his greatest fear, he had thought about it a thousand times. Now that it was happening, all he could consider was the once-a-month food delivery men arriving tomorrow of all days. Any man was capable of being a Snatcher or easily resorting to such activity if the opportunity presented itself.


  This left two options as Charlie understood it. Stay in and try to hide his new femininity or find a place at one of the government sponsored Plague victim homes. The shelter would be risky since Snatchers were always on alert for women in men’s clothing. It made it easy to spot new victims. However, his continued isolation served no purpose anymore, he had already contracted the illness he had feared.


  Charlie thought for a moment and decided that a shelter would still be the best solution. After all, he didn’t really know how to be a woman. There would be other women present who had all gone through the same horrendous experience. There, he wouldn’t have to live with the perpetual worry of Snatchers. Shelters even provided clothing and other essentials, primarily from donations. From the safety of a shelter, he could arrange the sale of things he no longer had any use for, masculine needs, which wouldn’t help him in his new life. The prospect of being surrounded by beautiful women had an allure too, he was forced to admit to himself. Then again, he could just look in a mirror for that. Yes, things were looking up, even if his cock was gone…


  After a bit more thought, Charlie was a little less optimistic. First, he had to GET to the shelter. A woman in men’s clothing was asking to get snatched. Although he had been a small man, he was an even smaller woman, and anything from his wardrobe would look, at best, oversized. The coming of the plague had reversed a previous trend in female fashions towards masculine or unisex clothing for ladies. Women who had been born as such wanted to look as feminine as possible to confirm their identity. This had of course necessitated that Plague victims do the same, or risk being snatched. Skirts, dresses and skintight items were the norm.


  The drive to the shelter would be easy enough, but a quick Google search was enough to show a three-block walk from the long-term parking structure to the shelter would be the most dangerous. Snatchers weren’t stupid. Where would be a better place to find Plague victims than a shelter for Plague victims? Once inside, he would be safe, but those three blocks would be a veritable minefield of Snatchers.


  There was nothing for it, except to put together an outfit that might pass a first glance and move quickly to the shelter and safety. Still naked, Charlie went rifling through drawers pulling out a pair of boxer briefs. After sliding them up his new slender legs, he was surprised to see that they fit well. Even though his frame was small, the large hips and ass that had come from the transition had somewhat compensated. The rest of his wardrobe was a mess, the smallest shirts appearing baggy and overly long. Pants had the same limitations. A jacket would have done nicely, considering they had a native bagginess, but the temperature outside so warm that jacket would draw too much suspicion.


  Finally, Charlie settled on a pair of shorts. If he folded up the bottoms, turning knee length men’s shorts into mid-thigh women’s shorts. The fit was tight enough around the bottom to pass for women’s clothing with a single glance, but appear obvious to anyone looking for longer.


  After searching through boxes of his childhood clothing in the attic, he found a black t-shirt that fit moderately well. It might pass for a hipster look given the vintage, “Got Milk?” logo. The irony that he’d be wearing such a shirt with nothing underneath to cover a pair of breasts was not lost on him.


  His socks would serve well enough, but his shoes would look ridiculous. Despite his small frame, Charlie had always had large feet. There was nothing for it; he couldn’t go barefoot. Resignedly, he was forced to put on a pair of old tennis shoes and got in the car after stuffing his wallet’s contents it the makeshift “short shorts”.


  With frustration, Charlie adjusted the seat to his new stature and pulled out of the driveway. Aside from his hair, which constantly seemed to limit his peripheral vision, the drive was uneventful. He’d been near his current destination hundreds of times, but he looked out of the window at every driver and pedestrian asking himself, “Do they know?” Finally, he parked at the long term parking structure, taking the parking ticket from the machine.


  Charlie went through the foot route in his head over and over. He didn’t want to spend a moment outside he didn’t have to. God forbid that he takes a wrong turn and find himself face to face with a Snatcher. He took several deep breaths, and focused on how he would have to walk. Too much nervousness or haste would give him away, but the movement of this body was still new to him. Added to his apprehension for Snatchers and only marginal outfit, he was almost sure he’d get snatched.


  There was nothing to gain from delaying any longer and with one last deep breath, Charlie set out for the shelter. The walk was a blur. He made all the right turnings, and walked fast, but not too fast. He had seen faces of men and women, but as far as he could remember, no one had taken a second look. Before he knew it, he found the shelter and wasted no time in entering the 5-story brick building.


  Inside the shelter was a small lobby with an attractive 40-something at the desk. The woman sat, looking up at he entered. She didn’t smile. In fact, she seemed to frown at Charlie’s approach. Nevertheless, Charlie walked up to the desk.


  “Hello, ghk-,” he began and immediately stopped. This was the first word he’d said aloud since his transformation, the voice was melodic and high, but it had a childish tone that took him by surprise. Of course, a woman’s body would possess women’s voice.


  He tried again, “Hello, I need a room.”


  The woman looked at him. Her face radiated compassion for a few moments before turning hard, as if she had an arduous task ahead.


  “I’m sorry dear. There isn’t any room. We filled up last week and legally, we cannot allow any new residents. We could get shut down and evicted if we take even one more girl. You can try the facility on the northside of town…”


  Charlie’s large eyes grew wider in disbelief, his sanctuary was denied. He couldn’t go back outside, or he’d surely get snatched and become a sex slave, or worse. His life had been torn apart and now he was a woman, with a narrow avenue for safety.


  Charlie hadn’t realized until then just how much he had counted on the security of the shelter. He began to cry. Great wracking sobs with crocodile tears that he couldn’t stop streamed down his face.


  The secretary’s stern expression dissolved upon witnessing Charlie’s weeping fit and she said, “Wait here.” She instructed and then hurried off, arriving a few moments later with a box in her arms. The woman said, “Your body is on the small side and it took me a while to find a donation that might fit you.”


  Charlie had mostly gotten the tears to stop, but still felt inconsolable. Being called “Small” didn’t help. But, as the older woman tilted the box, allowing him to look inside, Charlie’s curiosity won out. A short, ruffled, plaid skirt, white tank top, black dress shoes and black socks were sitting at the bottom of the box. Additionally, a pair of simple white panties and black bra were thrown on top. Evidently, someone had donated a school uniform to the shelter, but it was a mismatched set.


  “I’m sorry,” the woman said with earnestness, “I’ve never had to turn away anyone before. If I could have found more for clothes, I would have added it to this box. At least you won’t appear so obvious a Plague victim in this. You can change in the bathroom, but I’m so sorry dear, you can’t stay here.” She hefted the box again, prompting Charlie to take it.


  It seemed to Charlie that the other woman was imploring he leave before it broke her heart. Perhaps it was true that feminine clothes would suffice for her to pass as a natural woman, at least long enough to purchase other necessities. However, they were no guarantee. Living alone as a Plague victim would always be dangerous. Charlie sighed resignedly. If it was the best the shelter could do, he told himself, then it would have to be enough.


  As he reached out to take the box, the secretary said, “You can change around the corner in the bathroom. Second door on your right.”


  Box in hand; Charlie rounded the corner, walking a few steps through a plain hallway, only pair of doors and a fire alarm broke the monotony of the grey corridor. Opening the second door, he found a small bathroom with a toilet and a small pedestal sink. Placing the box on the sink he began to strip. He’d have no way of knowing how he looked in the outfit, with only a small cracked mirror above the sink to look, but this was at least legitimate female dress. As little as he wanted to wear it, it was his only option.


  Charlie pulled the shirt over his head, sending curly locks of hair tumbling down. Looking down at the exposed breasts gave him a bit of a shock. Although the sight was still unfamiliar, it seemed as if they had gotten slightly larger since the morning. If they had, it wasn’t by much, so he passed it off as the result of a flawed memory. He finished stripping and pulled the panties out of the box first. After he slid them up the smooth, shapely legs, he marveled at the feel and fit. Although they were plain white, they were made from a silky material that hugged tightly to his skin and felt wonderful. Next, he took out the bra. It also fit surprisingly well, the cups caressing his breasts in a comforting way.


  He pulled on the tank top. The fit was snug, and the shirt showed some cleavage, but not overly much. After pulling on the blue and red, plaid miniskirt it somehow managed to make Charlie feel more exposed. The hem of the skirt barely made it to his fingertips. Slender legs were revealed in a way that would have titillated the masculine Charlie, but only made him feel strange viewing them at this bizarre angle. Finally, after stepping into socks which turned out to be knee length stockings and the shiny black shoes the ensemble was complete. The shoes were only slightly too large, with just enough room to wiggle his toes, but otherwise the outfit fit well enough to make him pass for a high school student.


  Although the skirt made him self-conscious, he piled the clothes he been wearing inside the box and returned to the entry hall. As Charlie handed the box over to the secretary, she thanked him and apologized again that there was no room available. The middle-aged woman wished him luck as he stepped back outside into a world fraught with dangers; with only a skirt for protection.




  Chapter 3: Training


  Feeling moderately camouflaged, Charlie began his long walk back to the car. However, only half a block into the return trip his head lurched violently as a hand reached out and jolted him sideways into a hidden alley. The grip was viselike, and a pair of arms held him firmly from behind. Muscled limbs passed under his new breasts and around his torso, pinning his arms at his side. He struggled uselessly against the hold and attempted to scream. However, just as quickly as Charlie could think to scream, one hand clamped over his mouth.


  The abductor maintained his grip with a single arm and Charlie stopped struggling when a voice at his ear said, “If you keep fighting me, I’ll kill you. I have enough other girls already; I don’t absolutely NEED one more.”


  The threat was enough to convince Charlie to keep his silence and the hand moved away when he showed signs of ending his struggle. He was so much weaker as a woman and had never been so afraid.


  Suddenly, the hand, which had been over Charlie’s mouth moved with a shocking speed. It was instantly under his skirt, the hand roaming between her thighs. He wanted to fight, wanted to scream, but the hard muscles held him fast, and he could feel the fingers massaging over the thin fabric of her panties.


  The assault of strange sensations immobilized her.


  Charlie trembled as her abductor’s hand pressed tightly over what Charlie assumed was her labia. The man’s fingers sliding back and forth between her legs elicited an involuntary squeal. Her jaw hung slackly, and she was drooling slightly, overwhelmed by the pleasure emanating from her genitals. It was impossible to concentrate with the sensations coursing through her nerve endings.


  She felt the ambusher’s breath on her ear as he spoke. “I know you’re a Plague victim, I saw you walk in with that ridiculous outfit earlier, but they’re full up ain’t they? Gave you a short skirt eh? I’m gonna’ do you a favor,” his other arm slid down and suddenly back up, under tank top and bra to cup one of her breasts. His gravely breath on her ear made her shiver.


  “Please,” Charlie begged. “Let me go.”


  The attacker squeezed a breast in retaliation and surprisingly asked, “Only an hour or two old eh?”


  “What- mmmmm,” Charlie purred.


  “Give it a good 24 hours and they’ll be a nice pair of C’s, girl,” the stranger explained. Even in her distracted thoughts Charlie noted that she had not been mistaken, her breasts were still growing. The attacker continued his speech… and his fondling, “Like I said, I’m gonna’ do you a favor, I followed you from the garage, I knew that shelter was all full-up. But I’m a proper stand-up guy. I gonna’ help you get in, but you gotta’ help me. You follow girl?”


  A soft moan was Charlie’s reply, as the Snatcher continued to stroke the area between her legs. He had also begun to play with a nipple and Charlie gasped as another ripple of pleasure resounded through her. Blocking out the pleasure and focusing on her situation was getting harder and harder. Charlie looked down at the hand, which disappeared under the pleated skirt, but said nothing to the Snatcher’s question. She knew in her heart that she couldn’t refuse him. It felt good, really, really good. He could feel the Snatcher’s smile even if she couldn’t see it, but that wasn’t the only thing she could feel. Something hard was pressing against the small of her back, just above the waistband of the skirt.


  “You got a cute voice girlie, but here’s what ya’ gotta’ do and then you be all set with the shelter. Go back in, ask to use the bathroom. You pull the fire alarm. I got some friends, they gonna’ make a few girls… go missing. Room for you, see? Otherwise I must do an even bigger favor for you. What you think?” the brute asked, “You do this for us?”


  As the Snatcher waited for her reply, his rough hands moved faster, both along her snatch and teasing her nipple. She had lost all control now and had been actively squeezing the molester’s hand between her legs in order to press it harder against her new pussy.


  Questions still drifted amongst the fog of lust. Would they keep their end of the bargain? Maybe, but it meant condemning other victims to a fate that he had so feared and now faced directly. That hard object against her back pressed even harder. It could have been a gun, but Charlie didn’t think so. She groaned again in pleasure.


  “Uhhhhhhmmmmm, “I’ll do it,” Charlie gasped. The warmth between her legs was growing. Having never experienced sexual arousal from this perspective, Charlie was barely able to comprehend what was coming. She was afraid, of the man doing this to her, and of the ripples of pleasure that seemed to be sapping her will. Even so, the hands working between her legs and under her bra moved away, and Charlie was so surprised that she almost implored the Snatcher to continue.


  The voice at her ear said in a pleased tone, “Good. Go and do not turn around or I’ll kill you.”


  A dread chill raked her Charlie’s spine, even as the thug’s grip relaxed. She took a moment to adjust her bra, which left askew and more than a little uncomfortable until she corrected it. Additionally, she made sure the skirt was resting properly and tried not to think about the wetness between her thighs. It had soaked through her panties and with the stranger’s hand gone, the coolness felt strange against her warm skin.


  Then, obediently, Charlie set a course back to the shelter without looking back. As she walked, she was keenly aware of the swamp-like space between her legs, it squished as she strode towards the structure and was accompanied by a feeling of emptiness churning deep inside. A lurid satisfaction seemed to bubble up and worse, a desire for more. Nevertheless, this decision was purely about survival.


  Moments later, when Charlie entered the shelter, the secretary was busy, talking to a slender blonde girl. This blonde was presumably one of many women Charlie was about to condemn. In that instant, she nearly turned back. However, a drop of moisture rolled down her leg, sending a tingling sensation to every inch of her body. Then she approached the desk.


  As she asked to use bathroom, the secretary gave her an odd look, but nodded and pointed down the hall. It was likely she was still feeling the guilty for denying her entry and Charlie could see the compassion in her eyes. Charlie thanked the secretary and managed a passable smile to the pretty blonde. Any action would have to wait until she had could pull the alarm without the other woman’s notice.


  Fortunately, the bathroom was down the same hallway as the alarm and Charlie was able, to close the bathroom door for a few moments, waiting for the sound of footsteps. She peeked out and watched the blonde disappear though the other door, leaving the hallway empty. Silently, she snuck up to the alarm and pulled the lever, a great siren splitting the air with a horrific shriek. Moving quickly down the hall, Charlie passed the secretary with her hands over her ears while the older woman was gesturing towards the exit to facilitate the evacuation.


  Charlie was the first one out, but nearly 150 girls including and 10 or so older women quickly followed her out the door. Since the plague was only 1 year old, all the victims were easy to identify, even the oldest, appearing only in their mid-20’s. It was complete chaos, the older women, obviously instructors or care-takers who had certainly been born women, tried to form a defensive perimeter but Snatchers came from all sides. In the maelstrom of humanity, no one would notice the disappearance of a woman or two.


  Even so, Charlie was surprised as the callused hand that she had recently become familiar with returned. It clamped around her neck, while a smelly rag closed over her mouth and nose. Everything got blurry and then went dark as Charlie passed out.




  Chapter 4: Rewards


  Charlie awoke a brief time later, with a pounding headache. It must have been an ether soaked cloth, she reasoned. Head swimming, she attempted to sit up and make sense of her surroundings. With her back propped against a tire of a large trailer, Charlie waited and stared out at a scene of utter madness.


  Women sat bound, crying or holding one another. One was holding a bloody body that Charlie recognized… the secretary. Several men also stood nearby. They took turns shaking each other’s hands and smiling a good deal.


  Eventually one noticed that she was awake. Judging by his clothing, he was a Snatcher. Generally, they were partial to leather jackets and all had a single earring. A pierced left ear meant Snatcher. It was brazen to wear such things in public, but there didn’t seem to be any man here who wasn’t a Snatcher. One man said something to the oldest of the bunch and he turned to look at Charlie.


  The after effects of the ether made it difficult to move and she sat motionless, turning to stare at the smooth women’s legs coming from the pleated skirt splayed at a 30-degree angle. Anyone would have been able to look up her skirt and see her exposed panties, but she didn’t care. After all, without a female childhood, she felt no sense of immodesty, just a splitting headache and a profound sense of shame. Charlie only hoped he would leave her alone.


  “Oh ho!’ another man exalted, “Our little accomplice is awake.”


  Charlie recognized the voice. It belonged to the same pair of hands from before… Upon recognizing him, a blush crept into her cheeks. Add humiliation to the list. Then there was the heat surging between her thighs that finally gave her suitable motivation to close her legs. The men laughed callously. Walking over to where she sat, the old man lifted Charlie off the ground. He pulled her up by the hair with a single arm. Charlie squealed at the pain, but the Snatchers only laughed again.


  Grasping her by the wrist, the old Snatcher peered lecherously at her and said, “Now for your reward.”


  Gesturing with the hand that wasn’t holding Charlie, he pointed to the trailer. Charlie became aware of a sobbing emanating from the trailer. There were at least a dozen women crying inside, and Charlie shrank back with horror. Pulling away harder, Charlie struggled against the old man’s iron grip.


  “Where are you going girl?” He asked.


  “I’m not a girl!” Charlie responded in a frightened tone. She had again forgotten how feminine her voice was, “You promised that you’d let me go.”


  “Oh hoho!” the old man bellowed, releasing her grip and allowing her to crash awkwardly to the pavement. “So, I did, but I didn’t say someone else couldn’t have you. This was my nephew’s first snatching; you’re his reward.”


  Charlie noticed for the first time the men were surrounding in a loose ring, smiling and leering as one stepped out from the crowd. The newcomer was in his early twenties or late teens, he was completely nude and sporting a huge erection that nearly took Charlie’s breath away. His body was fit and muscled, and his eyes were burning with lust. Her heart was racing even as she took a step back… directly into a pair of arms. It was impossible to tell which Snatcher held her, but she trembled in fear. There was only the horror and a tingling between her legs.


  A hand darted between Charlie’s legs, albeit briefly before she could react. The Snatcher yelled out, “She’s already wet!”


  A roar went up from the crowd of men, when her captor pushed Charlie back in to the middle of the circle and into the waiting arms of the naked man while she eyed his erection warily. Charlie was deathly afraid, but somehow when the young man her to bend over she did so willingly. It all seemed to be happening so fast that she couldn’t react, except to obey. All she knew was that her body was on fire.


  “I want this,” she realized with dread. “I want this man inside me, to satisfy me.”


  When she felt the skirt was lifted, she quivered in expectation. Then Charlie felt her utterly saturated panties pulled down to her ankles. She wanted to fight, wanted to run, but only gasped when she felt pressure in a very sensitive place.


  The Snatcher parted Charlie’s pussy lips tenderly with the tip of his cock and shook as he entered her. Charlie could feel every vein as he slipped into her willing cunt. An opening yielded to new and inconceivable sensations stirring her insides. At first, it hurt terribly, as if she was going to be torn apart. But the pain was gradually replaced by pleasure. Bent over at the waist, Charlie’s arms were pulled back, keeping her upright and pushing out her chest to the watching crowd. The young Snatcher moved slowly inside her new pussy, breathing heavily as he penetrated her with every inch of his manhood.


  “Oh fuck,” he groaned. “It feels so good. You’re so tight.”


  Each subsequent thrust set Charlie’s nerves alight, brighter and more radiant than before. His meaty girth pounded away any reluctance. She never could have imagined that anything could be so fantastic. Pleasure drove everything else from her mind, including the ring of cheering men.


  “Unnnnhh… unnhhh,” Charlie moaned, giving into the pleasure. Piece by piece, the stranger’s cock scoured away the outside world. Charlie savored the rippling bliss that spread through her torso into her limbs with increasing frequency.


  “I wonder how your ass feels,” her lover whispered. “Can it possibly be better than your cunt?”


  Suddenly the sensations ceased as the young man pulled out before plunging back inside Charlie’s ass. It was so covered in her love juices that it slid in effortlessly. Another avalanche of riotous exhilaration spread through her nubile form. Her breasts strained against the bra which shook with the force of his repeated penetration. The new feeling was altogether different, but after a thrust or two felt as good as her pussy had. She strained her arms to grind against the Snatcher who plunging to inconceivable depths.


  “Oh god,” Charlie moaned, in helpless ecstasy.


  Snatchers stood all around, watching her get pounded the ass, many sporting erections of their own. But directly in front of Charlie, the young man’s uncle approached. Like his nephew, he was naked and sporting a rigid cock of his own.


  By now, Charlie was eager for it. “More, I need more pleasure,” her pussy urged.


  Together, the two Snatchers managed to pull Charlie upward between them, somehow managing to complete the task without pulling the younger man’s cock from her ass. As she settled in the Uncle’s arms, his cock slid inside Charlie’s willing vagina. The crowd cheered as Charlie was penetrated by two dicks, her legs wrapped about the uncle.


  They effortlessly held Charlie between them, light as air, mind awash in pleasure. She felt full to bursting with two cocks, filling her up the entirety of her petite body. It was hopelessly overwhelming. Incredible pleasure ravaged her body and mind. Her curly hair flew about wildly as she bucked up and down.


  “AAAAHHHH, AAHHHHH, AHHHH!” Charlie screamed with each twin thrust, pleasure eclipsing anything she had ever known. Charlie erupted in another scream of exaltation as both men skewered her repeatedly. Not in her wildest imagination could she have dreamed of a better sensation. Then, placing her arms around the older man’s neck, she used her diminutive arms as leverage to allow them even deeper. Both men were grunting with effort and she could feel them swell inside her. The carnal delight was reaching a crescendo within all three.


  “Oh god, oh gooooood,” Charlie sang as a shuddering realization crashed upon her willowy body. “I’m cumming! I’m going to cum as a girl!”


  A rising wave of pleasure sweeping her away. One last inarticulate scream pierced the air as she convulsed in elation, the orgasm wracking her body with muscle spasms that she hoped would never end. It lasted forever, compared to male orgasms, but it seemed like only an instant as the waves of pleasure slowly diminished. Uncle and nephew worked together lifting the still writhing girl off. She wasn’t ready for the pleasure to end.


  “What a lively one you are,” sighed the elder. “Nate, she is fully yours now. Put her in the truck with the others. Once we arrive, you can train her properly to your own… proclivities.”


  “Come with me,” Nate commanded taking the Charlie by the arm and leading her away from the leering crowd on trembling legs.


  Charlie tried to think of herself as a man, but failed. She walked awkwardly, supremely aware of the commotion in her still dripping cunt. The only thought she could muster was a willingness to do the young man’s bidding, in the hopes of another Earth shattering orgasm. She stepped out of the panties bunched up at her left ankle.


  “Your name will be Chloe from now on. I’ve always liked the name Chloe. Do you like the name?” Nate asked.


  A girl who had once been a man named Charlie Milton nodded eagerly. Her happiness was short lived however, because the young man opened the door revealing twenty fully nude, terrified young girls.


  “This is Chloe,” said Nate. “And she pulled the fire alarm intentionally, so we could capture you.”


  They looked afraid and small, but still managed to stare at Chloe with unbridled fury. Violently, her master thrust Chloe to the floor of the cab in the middle of the crowd. Every eye was on her until the Snatcher took a step back, slamming the truck door shut and enveloping them all in darkness.




  Chapter 5: Tolerance


  “I say we kill her,” said one of the voices, her voice dripping with wrath. Her voice was clear despite the distraction of the throbbing between her legs and the sounds of the truck rumbling towards an unknown destination.


  “She had no choice. You or I would have done the same in her situation,” said another woman.


  Chloe remained silent, feeling vulnerable as she listened to the voices in the darkness.


  “She’s condemned us all. She deserves to be punished.”


  “She already has. You heard the men cheering as she screamed.”


  “Sounded more like she was screaming for a different reason.”


  “Oh please,” said a different voice. “Just shut up for a moment. We have to think of a way out of this situation.”


  “Even if we find a way out, we don’t have anywh–”


  Sirens sounded from all sides as the truck screeched to a stop. All the women in side were tossed towards the front of the truck. Chloe was thankful for the tiny, feminine body as she was tossed into the pile with the rest. She had hurt these women enough. She cried in the darkness.


  No one seemed seriously hurt, but everyone was speaking excitedly. They quieted down as the door to the trailer opened. Chloe shielded her eyes against the light. She would always remember the sight fondly as a female police officer stood, wreathed in light smiling kindly.


  “I’m sorry you ladies had to go through that, but thanks to the events that transpired here, we’ve just broken up the largest Snatcher ring in the tri-state area.”


  One girl rushed out and hugged her. The rest slowly staggered out into the sunlight, Chloe among them. Blankets were handed out and absentmindedly, Chloe covered up her naked body. Slowly she took in her surroundings.


  They had been in a caravan. The trailer and 5 other cars were on the side of the road, a mixture of sedans and SUVs. A dozen police cars surrounded the area, lights flashing, as policemen and policewomen took Snatchers into custody.


  Chloe found the man who had claimed her, bent over the back of squad car. Nate locked eyes with her for an instant. He tried to get up but was instantly slammed back down against the car.


  Moments before the Snatcher had the car door slammed in his face, he screamed out, “You weren’t worth it Chloe, I wanted a blonde!”


  The door crashed, and Chloe was only left with his hateful eyes. However, his impression was more lasting than she expected. Her scalp tingled. The tendrils of sandy hair on her shoulder shimmered and turned into golden locks that shone in the sunlight. Her eyes widened in amazement. Frantically, she looked around. No one milling about seemed to notice. Was this normal?


  However, she nearly jumped out of her skin when a male police officer tapped her on the shoulder. The policeman introduced himself as Elias and volunteered to give her a ride back home. After a brief discussion, Chloe explained how much she wanted to go home, but was ill-prepared as a woman.


  “You’re in luck,” he explained. “The PD started carrying care packages for just such an occasion. At the very least it should provide a variety of clothing options.”


  “I don’t know how to thank you,” Chloe beamed, pulling her blanket more tightly about her shoulders.


  “Just doing my job ma’am.”


  Chloe and Elias moved to an empty squad car and she gave him her address. The drive would be a quick one Elias assured her and Chloe was thrilled to finally be safe.


  As she settled into the passenger seat, Elias said, “I’ve never seen a plague victim’s body change on command before.”


  “I, I don’t, what…” Chloe stammered, unable to think of what to say.


  “You must be one of a kind,” he remarked. “Good thing the Snatchers didn’t get you. We almost moved in when you got grabbed, but catching the whole lot red-handed will shut them down for a long time.”


  The way he described the situation, didn’t impress on Chloe that he was overly happy with the development. However, she didn’t inquire further and both spent the remainder of the trip in silence. Eventually, they arrived at Chloe’s home.


  Wait, that wasn’t right. It was Chloe’s home. Chloe, her name was Chloe, not… The home belonged to Chloe. Horror stricken, Chloe realized she couldn’t say the other name, couldn’t even think it! The home stood silent and un-judgmental and she was so happy to be home, but something was wrong.


  Elias followed her, the emergency box of feminine supplies in his arms. She thanked him as he carried it inside as her mind churned over the mental block.


  “Where would you like me to put it?” he asked.


  “Um…” Chloe blushed and then felt stupid when she realized he was talking about the clothes. “In the bedroom I guess.


  He nodded and they both entered the bedroom. Chloe felt warm, warmer than the room temperature could explain. She also felt a tingling between her legs.


  “Christ,” Chloe thought. “Is this body always going to get horny at the slightest provocation?


  She was snapped out of her thoughtfulness when Elias asked, “Can I use your bathroom?”


  “Sure,” Chloe replied. “Around the corner.” She added, gesturing out into the hallway. For a moment, she had hoped he was asking to use her!


  Elias left, and Chloe stripped. Removing the clothes, she had been abused in. The clothes were ripped and soiled by fluids of many kinds.


  While she was naked, she briefly debated masturbation as means to alleviate her feminine urges, but was too tired. Plus, she remembered that Elias was waiting in the other room. Instead she decided to root through the box of clothes.


  Finding a pair of nondescript yellow polka dot panties, she quickly put them on. She was beginning to appreciate how the silken underwear felt on such supple skin. There was no bra in the box, but after finding a white, button down shirt she tried to put it on. It was tight, especially on her chest and the buttons were on the wrong side, but it was almost like a man’s clothes. Trivial things like that might be annoying, but Chloe liked how it struck a balance between the masculine side she had lost and her new figure. She was less thrilled about the deformation in the shirt caused by her nipples.


  Lastly, she added a pair of jean capris and the ensemble was complete. It was strangely satisfying for Chloe to see the way woman’s clothes clung to her new female figure in a way that she’d never experienced as a man.


  “Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad,” Chloe thought. However, as she looked in the bedroom mirror, she saw that her hair was a terrible mess. A blonde mess. She felt an overwhelming urge to brush it into obedience, just like a real girl! Fortunately, a hairbrush was something that she didn’t need from the box of supplies. She headed to the attached bathroom, but just as she started brushing, Chloe heard a knock at the bedroom door.


  Somehow, she had forgotten about Elias again! She hurried to the door and pulled it open.


  Elias stood before her, a gun in hand. The worst part was that it was pointed directly at her.




  Chapter 6: True Master


  Elias directed the gun at Chloe’s mid-section and said, “You’ll listen to my every word and shut up. This gun is in case I’m wrong.”


  Chloe tried to object. However, for the second time today, she felt well and truly helpless. She was forced to obediently listen as Elias addressed her.


  “I’ve been on dozens of Snatcher busts. Thanks to your antics, which involved the entirety of this town’s largest Snatcher organization, we made the largest bust in the city’s history.” Elias paused to study Chloe’s face and then continued. “Unfortunately, they had been paying me quite a bit of money to keep them out of jail. Now, I am out a shitload of cash. You are going to help me make up that difference.”


  Elias finally put the gun away as it became clear that the Plague victim wasn’t going anywhere. He looked Chloe up and down, his eyes lingering over her face.


  “Before I sell you, I’m curious…” He paused again before adding, “I want your hair to be red and curly. Your eyes should be green. With pale skin and freckles too. Why not?”


  


  He grinned wildly as Chloe felt a tingling along her skin, an itch across her scalp and her face burned momentarily. She shut her eyes against the uncomfortable sensations, reminiscent of how she had felt when the plague had taken her. Finally, the sensation abated.


  “Now look at yourself in a mirror,” Elias said excitedly. He followed her into the bathroom. She tried to fight the compulsion, but an outside observer would never notice anything amiss as she sauntered into the other room.


  Curly red hair framing a freckled face and brilliant emerald eyes stared back at Chloe. She was still beautiful and incredibly sexy, but now in an Irish kind of way. The freckles giving her face playful cast that seemed at odds with her current emotions. As guy, Charlie had always liked redheads especially. Despite her terrible situation, she could feel desire building deep inside. She was getting aroused by her own reflection!


  “I have big plans for you,” Elias said grimly, “but first we can have some fun.” Chloe spun having somehow forgotten the crooked cop waiting behind her.


  Was there any way around his control? Elias took a menacing step towards her and she wanted to flee. Instead, she waited, shaking in anticipation


  Elias took another step towards her, hunger in his eyes. “Maybe your breasts could a little bigger.” After a moment, Chloe felt a tension in her chest. She watched her nipples press against the fabric of the blouse as her breasts expanded slightly. The button’s strained to hold back the pair of D’s that hung weightily from her chest.


  “In fact,” Elias added, “take off that shirt, I’d like to see those tits of yours.”


  Despite the lewdness of his request, Chloe felt a flash of relief removing the blouse. The strain of her nipples against the fabric had quickly become uncomfortable. Her relief was short lived as the policeman’s beady eyes scampered over her exposed torso like angry little ants. It made her feel like scouring her perfectly smooth, freckled skin to clean the filth he was leaving behind.


  “Play with them,” he snapped, advancing menacingly. Elias addressed Chloe angrily, “From this moment forward, you are MINE! You will obey commands by no one other than me. Now, rub your tits.”


  Sourly, Chloe’s hands began to fondle her breasts. Beginning with one hand on each, she gently massaged each. Her body shuddered at the stimulation and a heat began to rise, elevating her sensitivity further.


  Thinking frantically, Chloe tried to resist. However, as her arousal heightened, her ability to think critically diminished. The window she had to escape was closing, as fast as her nipples were peaking.


  Chloe hands worked faster as she caressed her chest. Using her thumb and forefinger she began working the nipple of her left breast while the right hand continued to massage the other. She involuntarily bit her bottom lip to suppress an urge to vocalize the new pleasure. It was as if electricity coursed through her veins.


  Opening her eyes, Chloe noticed Elias had taken another step towards her. Now, he was only two steps away. The tent he was pitching looked ready to shatter the zipper of his blue khakis.


  Rolling both nipples sent a wave of satisfaction that reverberated deep inside her belly. Her body was quivering with delight as her eyes locked with Elias’. As if noticing for the first time that he was erect, he gave Chloe a sickening grin. Even the pleasure rolling through her body couldn’t dull her resentment.


  “Stop,” he commanded. “Give me a blowjob. A good one.”


  Sure enough, after a few moments Chloe was on her knees before Elias, unbuckling his belt. The compulsion was so strong; She didn’t even reach for the pistol, which was easily within her reach. Instead, she unbuttoned his pants, reaching for a different type of weapon. Pants fell to his ankles and Elias kicked them away. Then she finally pulled off the tighty-whiteies and his cock was free.


  It was small, maybe four inches long, definitely less than five. But the orders left no leeway. With an inner scream of horror, Chloe gave his member a pre-emptive lick. It was salty and smelled musty, but she stuck it in her mouth regardless.


  Chloe was forced to turn all the great blowjobs she had ever received as a man into a perfect swirl of the tongue or stroke of the hand. Vigorously working the shaft, she let the cock run along the roof of her mouth. Expertly, Chloe used her tongue to tickle the head of his penis, cupping Elias’ testicles. He had begun to moan in pleasure as her head flew back and forth, sending the cock as deep inside as it would go. Her hair fluttered, a red blur, as she pleasured him.


  While she worked his manhood, Chloe noticed wetness between her legs. Sucking at Elias, Chloe’s lips clung tightly around his shaft. Her tongue swooped from the tip, to the base. Thinking grew harder as the warmth built inside her. She couldn’t image how her own pleasure could grow as she gave a blowjob against her will.


  Breath heavy with desire, Elias said, “Fuck me with those big tits, you slut!”


  This time, Chloe could almost feel the orders settle over her like an impenetrable net. Lifting both breasts to the throbbing cock, she enveloped it in her recently swollen mammaries. Moistened with her saliva, it easily moved between her breasts. She lifted her chest while squeezing the cock between them. Up and down, she stroked the shaft vigorously. Even this task accelerated the desire welling up from her vagina.


  Without his bidding, she plunged the tip of Elias’ cock in her mouth. Her breasts were large enough to still envelop him fully. She repeated the motion, letting him out of her mouth as she moved up and back down, taking him in the mouth again with her breasts pressed tightly against him. Elias grunted and in that same instant Chloe’s mouth filled with a warm, salty liquid. She almost choked but she managed to swallow every drop. The texture was odd, but the taste wasn’t as bad as she’d imagined it would be. Using her tongue, she worked over the rapidly deflating erection, licking up any milky residue that remained.


  With her task completed Chloe finally had a free moment. It allowed her attention to shift from the flaccid cock to the region between her legs. Her entire body was on fire. Burning away with desire, there was no trace of the disgust she wanted to feel.


  “Now, take off your pants and go over to the living room’s couch. Masturbate for me.” Elias commanded, then he added with an afterthought, “Scream my name when you cum.”


  No hesitation this time. Chloe didn’t know if the culprit was the adverb “now,” or because it reflected her own desire, but she moved swiftly. Quickly unbuttoning her capris, she nearly tripped on the way to the living room. She fell onto the couch as her perfectly shaped rump hit the cushion.


  Ripping the capris off her feet, she flung them over her head. A moment later, Chloe had one hand on her breast and the other between her legs. There was no questioning what she did, as even massaging her slit over the silken, yellow panties felt fantastic.


  Much like the snatcher’s molestation, Chloe pleasured herself. However, she was able to respond to her body’s needs ably and the spot she rubbed grew wet to the touch as the thrill grew exponentially. An electric pleasure bubbled up from her loins, while the pressure she applied to her chest caused her to moan. It felt so amazing; she didn’t care how it sounded.


  Dimly, Chloe noticed as Elias occupied the recliner opposite her. His limp member in his hand, he stroked slowly, eyes scanning up and down her body. However, Chloe’s sensual, nubile body took all the attention she could spare, so overwhelming were the erotic shivers that wracked her body.


  She let pleasure guide her hands. One hand roamed, exploring the nooks and crevices that were still so new. Everywhere her fingers touched inflamed her body, her neck, her belly, button, her soft, pouty lips. Every inch was so wonderfully smooth she never wanted to stop. She even gave her fingers a taste, savoring the salty texture of her own lust


  Through the thin fabric of her panties, her fingers quickly found a spot that coaxed a shrill moan from her lips. Chloe tweaked a nipple with fingers still wet with her saliva. The tremors grew as she wriggled on the couch, moving onto her back.


  Chloe decided to take her self-pleasure up a step. She stopped massaging herself through the thoroughly soaked, underwear. She ran her hand under the waistband, along the perfectly smooth mound and directly stimulated herself. She nearly bit her tongue a wave of pleasure erupted from her touch. Was this how every woman felt when masturbating? Why weren’t they always doing this?


  Accidentally, a finger slipped inside her soaking cunt and hips wriggled as they responded to the penetration. She began to fuck herself with two fingers, using her palm to massage the clit.


  “Ohhhhhhh, she cooed while fingering herself. Her hands moved faster as the pulsing gratification accumulated.


  Chloe didn’t even know exactly what she was doing, but it felt so incredible, she was utterly overwhelmed by the sensual delight. With one foot resting on the coffee table and the other on the back of the couch, it spread her legs, so she could reach even deeper. The fingers on her nipple twisted and squeezed sending electric shocks from her toes to her hair follicles. With her whole body alight with pleasure, Chloe found a spot inside that felt so intense it nearly hurt.


  A cascading sensation of desire struck, and Chloe cried, “I’m coming! I’m coming!!!!”


  Toes curled in elation as the mounting pleasure reached a crescendo. Her back arched, lifting her ass off the couch entirely as the orgasm made her body shudder. Wave after wave of orgasmic satisfaction flowed through her.


  She screamed his name but was only vaguely aware. “ELIAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAASS!”


  Panting, Chloe lowered herself back into the couch. One hand was still under her panties, but she used the other to move red hair off her face. After moving the red strands aside, she spied Elias and noticed that the recliner was now covered in his semen. The crooked law-man pulled up his pants.


  With the desire momentarily gone, Chloe’s mind was clear for what seemed the first time in a long time. She gave him an evil stare. He smiled back at her.


  Suddenly his eyes went wide. “Oh, I almost forgot! I forbid you from doing anything to hurt me or stop me. And you are forbidden from escaping”


  The warm afterglow of climax faded, replaced by a frigid shock running down Chloe’s spine. She could feel the door slam shut on any chance to flee. She had been too preoccupied with her feminine pleasures to act, and now she was stuck. Despair rose and overflowed like a cooking pot boiling over.


  “Now get dressed in something nice,” Elias said, “You’re going to go make me rich. I’m going to present you to a rich friend of mine and we’re gonna make millions. Well, I will anyway.”


  Chloe was forced by Elias’ command to return to the bedroom and root through the clothes box a second time.


  Elias continued mounting orders, “Oh, and I want him to like you, so you can have your previous breast size back, but he likes Asians. Let us fix that skin color and face. Now, go get dressed. Nicely remember? You can take off your panties and give them to me though.”


  Chloe compliantly stepped out of the undergarment. They were soaked through with her juices, she was almost glad to be rid of them. Picking them up off the ground Elias gave them a sniff and nodded approvingly. With disgust she turned back towards the limited apparel.


  As she searched, a tingling feeling over crept along her body. It forced Chloe to look down at her hands, watching as the skin tone changed. She could also feel a tightening around her eyes and a pressure on her face. Without checking further, Chloe knew that she appeared to be a busty Asian teen.


  Turning her head to search the pile, a curtain of strait black hair shimmered at the periphery of her vision. It served to banish any doubts about her new appearance. Looking down over her naked body, she was still gorgeous. A woman with a love of her own breasts… this cycle of desire might never end. The plague wasn’t supposed to be like this Chloe realized, neither the constant arousal nor her ability to shift appearance were symptoms observed in even the rarest cases. She was different somehow, so maybe there would be a way out, if she could think clearly enough to manage it.


  Still, the web of control drove Chloe and she had been commanded to dress nicely. Sorting through the pile, she found a pair of lacy red boyshort panties. The unblemished skin of a darker complexion caught her attention, contrasting the underwear. She continued rooting through the pile for “something nice.”


  Her eyes caught on a little yellow dress lying on beneath a pile of jeans and she slid it out. It looked about knee length and cut to show serious cleavage. It made her wish the box had contained a bra and Chloe knew enough about women’s clothing to know that if the dress’ fit wasn’t perfect, she risked exposing her breasts.


  However, as she stepped into the dress, she suspected that it could fit well enough. Wriggling into it she pulled it past her hips. Sliding each arm under the straps, one at a time, the dress was tight against her willowy frame. Bending her arm around, she zipped up the back and she could feel her breasts cradled by the airy fabric. Chloe felt a tingling that was not entirely unpleasant as the dress clung perfectly to her shape.


  Looking around the box, Chloe also found a pair of matching high heels that she strapped on. As she walked back to Elias, she struggled at first, but with each step gained more confidence. Within a dozen steps she felt ready to tackle the heels with a pile of books stacked on her head, like in a film she vaguely remembered. The heels made her ass sway in that dress that framed it perfectly. She rested one hand on her hip. It felt natural.


  Confidence vanished as quickly as it had developed once Elias ordered Chloe into his squad car. Obediently, she walked out the door behind her master. As he walked outside, motioned for her to pass before closing the door. She could feel his eyes on her ass as he directed her towards the passenger seat. The door was unlocked, and she took a seat, her mind racing furiously to find a way out. Maybe she could talk him out of this.


  With determination Chloe opened her mouth to speak but no words came out. He turned the keys in the ignition and said, “No talking. Remember?”


  Her mouth clamped down like a vice as the car rolled down the driveway and out into the street. They rode in silence for a moment but eventually, Elias spoke to her.


  “If my buyer doesn’t like my initial offer, I may have to bribe him with your body. If any advances are made, you are to comply. No talking though, or writing messages. The only time you can speak is when you’re getting pleasured. You got that? A man likes a verbose partner.”


  Any possible to route of escape was getting narrower. Soon, Chloe thought, there would be no possibility escape at all. Despair shaded the world as the car wove its way to their destination.




  Chapter 7: Buyer


  They pulled into a roundabout for a large, glass office building. Elias ushered them both through the visitor’s entrance. Chloe followed closely behind him as they moved past the receptionist’s booth. He ignored the young lady’s soft-spoken requests to stop.


  Scowling, Chloe followed the officer who moved through the facility at a brisk walk. Eyes followed her. Not only men’s, but also women’s. They scanned up and down her supple body. She could feel their eyes like little fingers, tantalizingly reaching out for a brief caress before sliding off. That telltale warmth started to rise from within. With an effort, Chloe tried to suppress it. She wasn’t used to being ogled.


  After a brief elevator ride, Elias reached a door pushing it open without preamble. Chloe caught a glimpse of the nameplate on the door. It read, Dr. Schroder. She didn’t know him personally, but she had heard of the man, or rather, she had heard of the fortune he had made in robotics. The man himself sat behind his desk, looking up in alarm at the sudden intrusion. His eyes narrowed in anger as he regarded Elias but slipped to examine Chloe. His harsh look softened and when he observed her, it was with the studious nature of a scientist. Elias clearly misjudged his “so-called” buyer. It seemed obvious to her, why couldn’t her master see it?


  “What are you doing in my office, Elias,” Dr. Schroder asked gruffly, “and who is this lovely lady you have with you?” He asked in a smoother tone.


  “This ‘Lovely Lady’ is the world’s first customizable Plague victim.” He turned to Chloe. “Bow your head to the good doctor and make your hair pink.”


  She bent her head and was aware of a tingling along her scalp. The sensation was getting almost boring now. Eventually, the tingle diminished, and her head returned to normalcy. Cleverly, he had her in a position that also gave a prime view down her dress. After a moment, Elias told her to make it black again. Onyx hair returned, and she was allowed to return to an upright position.


  Dr. Schroder’s face turned contemplative as he asked another question, “This is very interesting. How did you come by her?”


  “I saved her from Snatchers,” Elias stated, matter-of-factly.


  “Did you train her yourself?”


  “Yes, of course. You can also modify her any way you like once she’s yours.”


  “You are a monster. You’d imprison this woman and sell her to me? It’s slavery Elias, and nothing you say can make it otherwise.” His tone was that of total disgust.


  Chloe realized if Elias reacted with anything other than an apology, he was in serious trouble.


  Elias did not seem to notice, “Think of the applications! I can change her breast size, hair color, and eye color. She can be whatever or whoever you want,” he made sure to emphasize the point to excess.


  The good doctor eyed the policeman coolly. “Security will be here momentarily. If you leave the girl, I won’t report you to your sergeant!” He was shouting now. Elias’ eyes grew round and frantically shifted back and forth.


  “But… but…” Elias stepped back from the door as two rent-a-cops entered the room. He backed into the wall, looking like a cornered animal. “Don’t touch me! Without me, she’ll never be free again!”


  As the two men reached out to take Elias as he flung himself to ground in a desperate gambit to escape. Chloe’s hopes shattered into a million pieces and Elias’ screams turned into a horrible cackle. Guards each grabbed one arm and dragged him out, his laughter slowly diminishing as he vanished down the hall.


  Dr. Schroder came around the table slowly and Chloe realized her mouth was still wide open. She closed it slowly as the man who thought himself her savior neared. Elias was gone, but he had locked out control to anyone but himself.


  “I’m sorry.” Dr. Schroder said with a note of genuine concern in his voice. “My name is Doctor Earl Schroder and I have little patience for Snatchers, regardless of their uniform. What Elias did is evil; We’ll do everything we can to return control to you. Is that why you can’t speak?”


  She nodded slowly, happy that Dr. Schroder had pieced her situation together so quickly. Perhaps all hope was not lost.


  Full of regret, Earl said, “Look, why don’t you come home with me? I’m the only one who understands what’s been done to you. My wife will make sure you’re comfortable and my daughter is home from her first year of college for the rest of the summer. She’ll be good company, the two of you can stay in her room, what do you say?”


  Chloe again nodded slowly and with studied his expression with narrowed eyes. He didn’t seem excited or unhappy, his face remaining utterly placid, but totally unreadable. He managed to sooth her uncertainty enormously with his manor, but what if it was an act?


  “Let me make a call,” he said, turning to pull a cell phone from his front pocket. He had a short conversation, but Chloe was too lost in her own thoughts and missed the details. The doctor finished and turned back to her.


  “My wife and daughter are home now, why don’t we head back and get you settled, I’m sure you had a rough… well, I don’t know how long you’ve been dealing with this but maybe we’ll dig up some answers. I’ve been doing some research on the plague in my own time.”


  For the third time today, Chloe again felt a surge of hope. She could only hope that it wouldn’t be dashed as easily the other two times.




  Chapter 8: The Unexpected Lover


  Earl and Chloe exited out a side door. Fortunately for Chloe, it allowed her to avoid the gawking that inundated her entrance. As rich as Dr. Schroder was, she was surprised to find that he owned a simple Toyota sedan. In total silence, they drove out of the 3-level parking structure and out into the sunny afternoon.


  After five minutes on the road in his green Corolla, Earl broke the silence. “Something in your eyes makes me think I know you… did we meet before he imprisoned you in this body?”


  Chloe thought about lying, but just shook her head. She was unwilling to risk her sudden good luck. Just what did he see in her eyes?


  Earl provided a potential answer. “Hmmm, well, I guess you just remind me of my daughter, you look like you’re her age.”


  That was enough of a one-sided conversation for the roboticist and the rest of the trip was conducted in silence. The streets were nearly deserted at this time in the afternoon and the tip was completed swiftly. Before long, the Corolla pulled into the driveway of a smart two-story cape. The red shutters and grey siding suggested that the house was very well cared for.


  Chloe got out of the car and followed Earl across the lawn to the front door. The vibrant green gave way before her high heels and she almost toppled over. Earl reached out an arm and kept her upright. He had a perfect opportunity to look down her dress, but his eyes never left hers. She was amazed.


  She was equally amazed by the surprisingly humble home of the multi-millionaire. It was a simple two floor Victorian home nestled quietly in the suburbs. Perfectly maintained shrubs lined the path to a doorway inside a neatly painted porch. Chloe had dozens of questions, but of course, couldn’t ask even one.


  Once they entered the premises the introductions began. Elizabeth, a stout Asian woman of 40 something years wore a baggy sweatshirt that obviously belonged to her husband. She had a kind face and offered Chloe the full run of their house.


  Earl’s daughter, Mary, was also present. Chloe was shocked to discover she was stunning. Shoulder length sandy hair framing a lovely face with pouty lips, her face was angelic. She was wearing a plain white tank top and jean short shorts that show off her dynamite legs. Mary was maybe an inch or two taller than Chloe, even in high heels. Perhaps her only flaw being her smallish breasts. Some men that cared about that kind of thing, but Charlie hadn’t been among them. She little trace of her Asian heritage.


  Eventually, she had to look away. It was so tempting to continue staring. Although Chloe couldn’t be sure, it looked as if Mary was returning her attention. With an effort, she managed to turn her attention back to the older couple. Who offered her a drink. She nodded and small robot rolled up, pouring a glass of water. Roboticist indeed.


  The next several hours were a blur.


  As kindly as they could, the Schroders asked every yes or no question they could think of. Chloe was sick and tired of nodding and shaking her head. Worst of all, it had proved fruitless. There was just no way to convey what she needed. When they finally had dinner, Chloe devoured the meal. It felt like forever since she had eaten. All the time, Mary grew in her mind, eclipsing every other thought.


  The young woman sat quietly throughout the process. She didn’t ask a single question. She just watched silently. Chloe tried her hardest to keep her eyes off the young college girl, but every time their eyes met, she was sure there was a spark.


  Before long, it was getting late and Chloe’s eyelids begin to get heavy. Dr. Schroder’s wife noticed and urged the whole family to bed. Mary was instructed to assist Chloe in getting ready by her father. The two young women of them shared her bathroom vanity and even shared her toothbrush willingly. As she brushed, Chloe studied the curves of her new Asian appearance comparing them to Mary’s, wondering how they might fit together. A telltale tingling between her legs returned. Since she was unlikely to be alone long enough to address her desire, she tried to ignore it, focusing on how grateful she was to be safe. Eventually, the two entered her bedroom and Mary closed the door behind them.


  “I guess you can’t sleep in a dress, can you?” Mary asked. Her voice had musical lilt.


  A tiny curl of her pouty lips suggested that she was poking a bit of fun at Chloe, who smiled in response. Mary rummaged around in two drawers for a moment before pulling out a plain t-shirt and a tiny pair of shorts that look like they’ll barely cover Chloe’s statuesque behind. They appeared to be made of a light airy fabric and were clearly designed for sleeping.


  It seemed infinitely better than the dress to Chloe, but as she reached for the zipper, Mary’s had was resting on hers. “Let me.” She whispered.


  Her touch was lightness itself and she stepped behind the shorter girl, pulling the zipper down. She did it slowly and Chloe could feel her heart pounding in her chest. When Mary stepped away, Chloe followed her from the corner of her eye. She didn’t know what Mary wanted from her and couldn’t ask. Both girls disrobed silently.


  Bending over, Chloe unlaced her high heels stepping into the shorts. She had considered trying to get Mary’s attention and acquire panties. Unable to find the courage, she simply wore the shorts with nothing underneath. She would have preferred a shower, but didn’t want to impose. Next, Chloe pulled the t-shirt on. It was tight around the chest and left her midriff bare, but beggars couldn’t be choosers.


  Speaking of choosing, Chloe noticed that Mary was still rooting around in her dresser for clothes. She couldn’t help but watch Mary. Wearing only a pale green bra and a matching thong, disappearing up her well-shaped ass, her body was sublime. Eventually she found her own outfit, but not until Chloe had carefully studied her figure.


  Only once she was dressed in similar miniscule shorts and a too-small shirt did she turn back to the new girl. Chloe realized too late that her nipples were straining against the fabric. Heat rushed in her cheeks as she turned away in embarrassment and sank to the floor gathering up a blanket.


  “Where are you going?” the other girl asked. Chloe pointed at the floor, ready to find a spot to curl up for the night.


  Mary shook her head, “Nonsense, my bed is plenty big enough for both of us. Geez, haven’t you ever had a sleepover before? In college we do it all the time.”


  Was Chloe imagining it, or had the last sentence implied more than sleep? This scenario was all so confusing, and her body was so warm. Was this all in her mind? She had never been in a situation like this before. The masculine part of her mind called for some degree of chivalry and she wasn’t sure if staying in bed with a nubile college freshman was the right thing to do, especially given her father’s generosity.


  Chivalry be damned, Chloe finally decided. It had been a long day and the rough carpeting didn’t look nearly inviting as the downy comforter. Mary is gazed at her with big, beautiful brown eyes and Chloe nodded before sliding into bed. Mary wordlessly slid in next to her, pulling the covers up. Chloe turned away reluctantly, moving to sleep on her right side as she always had. After she closed her eyes, she noticed the light beside the bed still hadn’t been turned off. Instead, she shuddered as a hand slipped underneath her shirt.


  Her eyes snapped open as searching fingers slithered past her belly button and closed in around her left breast. After a sharp intake of breath Chloe felt her nipple teased, causing a tingling that forced her to bite her lower lip.


  The soft voice at ear said, “You are so beautiful,” Mary gave the nipple a light pinch sending pleasure shooting down her chest. “I want you so bad and unless I’m wildly off my mark, you like me too.”


  The other woman’s mouth was close that Chloe could feel her, warm breath caressing her ear, sending tingles down her neck and feeding the embers between her legs.


  “If you want me to stop, shake your head,” Mary instructed.


  Elias’ command echoed in her mind “If any advances are made you are to comply.” Even if she had wanted to, the word “NO” was not an option. However, the fire deep inside was being stoked by an unparalleled beauty which Chloe would have killed for as a male. A lesbian, what luck!


  In reply, Chloe wriggled in delight while the other girl massaged her chest. “Good,” Mary whispered into her ear.


  With deliberate slowness, Mary’s hand withdrew from Chloe’s breast and slid down, moving it along the perfectly supple form the Plague had given her. With agonizing deliberation, it traveled. Eventually slipping it beneath the insubstantial shorts, fingers reached, brushing against Chloe’s exposed clit.


  “Mmmmmm…” Chloe groaned.


  The noise was the first she’d made following her submission to Elias. Mary had been making her way inside but stopped on the brink. She sat up, covers sliding off. Chloe rolled over before sitting up to face her. Her crotch ached with desire, but Mary only looked at her accusingly.


  “You can talk,” she hissed with a quiet but accusatory tone. Chloe could only shake her head; she didn’t know why the sound had arisen.


  “What,” Mary said with a sarcastic smile, “You can only talk while being pleasured?”


  The idea had never occurred to Chloe, but Elias’ commands did have that strange loophole. Alone, she would never have realized it. Nodding slowly, she hoped desperately that Mary didn’t misunderstand. Mary gave her an evaluating look with one raised eyebrow.


  With lightning quickness her arm shot out and pinched Chloe in the arm. Opening her mouth to cry out, nothing happened. The accusatory eyebrow fell a bit as she asked, “You’re serious.”


  Nodding somberly, Chloe was acutely aware how strange her situation was. However, longing churned between her legs, moist and willing.


  When the young college co-ed stirred again, it was to move atop Chloe. Mary’s hand disappeared underneath Chloe’s shorts and resumed where it had left off.


  “Ohhhhhh….” Chloe sighed, a tingling pleasure spreading outward.


  Chloe was utterly amazed. The other girl worked so slowly, her fingers taunting and pleasing. It was impossible to follow, but Mary handled pussy expertly, driving Chloe mad with light touches and careful motions. As her fingers twisted inside, there was no comparing her efforts to the clumsy Snatcher or even her own. Mary was an artist with a clitoris.


  She drove Chloe to the edge of orgasm and she felt like she’d explode. Her eyes shut tight with the overwhelming pleasure, so she nearly tumbled out of bed when Mary asked, “What’s your name?”


  It was hard to respond with a delicate had inside her shorts and two fingers in her snatch, but Chloe managed to squeak out an answer. “My, mmmmm, my name is Chloe, eeeeeeh!”


  “Good, she whispered, “answers come with rewards.” Mary’s pace increased, and Chloe shuddered, grasping the other woman reflexively.


  It felt so good and Chloe was sure that she’d cum. However, Mary returned to her taunting seduction and Chloe had to bite her lip in agony/gratification. After another moment, Mary whispered in her ear again, “How much of me undressing did you watch, you dirty girl?”


  “Oooooohhh, aaaa, All of iiiiit.” Chloe hissed. Her voice jumped in pitch as Mary plunged a third finger inside her. Easily reaching the g-spot, the lightest touch sparked a cascade of pleasure.


  Building from deep within and piling on itself, the climax was sure to come. Chloe was ready scream in joy, but Mary had other plans. She abruptly stopped, and Chloe was left on the precipice once again as Mary hopped off the bed and began to search a nearby dresser.


  “Your orgasm is on hold,” the voice inside said spitefully, “please stay on the line.” Chloe wriggled, her body screaming for release. Had she been able to talk Chloe would have ordered her back to bed. Or she would have begged. At this moment, she would have done anything to finish.


  Mary was rooting around through her dresser again. Finally, she lifted a small pink object out of the drawer and sauntered back to bed. Sitting back on the edge of the bed, her legs dangled over the edge, the large dark pools of her eyes studying Chloe’s face carefully.


  “If we tell my dad you can talk, he’s going to ask a lot of questions. I’m going to have to tell him how I got you to talk. I’m not ready for that conversation. He doesn’t know anything about my sexual preferences, but I think you’re the most beautiful girl in the world. I want to keep doing this, dont you?” Mary asked, smiling coyly.


  Then, the Mary held up the small pink device, about the size of a Chapstick container and gave one end a twist. It started whirring and Chloe realized she was holding up a clitoral vibrator.


  “It’s up to you,” Mary said. “We can keep this our little secret, or we can tell dad and let him have all the fun getting answers out of you. Which is it?”


  Vibrator in hand, Mary’s slim body was an open invitation. In response, Chloe grabbed her, pulling the other woman down in an intense kiss. Meanwhile, Mary resumed stroking Chloe’s clit over the light shorts. The area between her legs was so wet that Chloe could hear a *schlick* noise as she was stroked.


  “So,” Mary whispered, breaking off the kiss. A wicked grin was on her face, “Me or my dad?”


  “MMMMmm, I want you! Oooohhh, fuck me, pleaaaaaaaaaseeee!” The words tumbled out of Chloe, so eager was she to proceed.


  Reduced to a woman, begging to be fucked. Chloe wondered if it was because of Elias and the Snatchers, or the plague. However, as wave after wave of earth-shattering delight wracked her body, she stopped caring.


  “That’s what I like to hear,” Mary asserted.


  Violently, she grabbed Chloe’s shorts with both hands, yanking them off in one fluid motion. Even that moment without her hands was enough to make Chloe whimper in need.


  Mary gave the shorts a sniff and said, “If that’s what you smell like, I bet you taste even better.”


  Then without warning her head plunged between Chloe’s legs and she entered a whole new realm of pleasure. The simple sight of her willowy legs spread wide and curvy chest, barely contained thin t-shirt was strange and wonderful. Then Mary’s tongue plunged her to a new abyss of erotic gratification.


  Mary’s speed and precision once again kept Chloe on the edge of pleasure/pain so expertly that it took every ounce of will to avoid screaming at the top of her lungs. Withdrawing her head and staring straight into Chloe’s eyes, Mary playfully nipped at the other woman’s knee. Then, plucking the vibrator off the bed, she began applying it lightly to Chloe’s clit. Simultaneously, she submerged 3 fingers, up to her knuckles in Chloe’s pussy.


  It took mere moments for Chloe to cry, “Fuck, fuck, I’m coming, I’m COMING!”


  It was a nuclear blast. Like a supersonic avalanche, Chloe’s body quaked wildly in climax. Both hands flew to cover her mouth as she screamed full force into them. Every muscle twitched and contracted, and she could feel vaginal muscles grasping at Mary’s fingers with bone-crushing force.


  Chloe’s back arched, her head twisting side to side with hands held tightly over her lips, still screaming full throttle. It lasted a lifetime, a transcendent moment, surpassing all that had come before. As the convulsions began to subside, tendrils of sensation spread to every inch of olive skin from her toes to the tip of her dark hair. When the pleasure diminished sufficiently, she could finally lower her ass to the covers and remove her hands from her mouth.


  Panting heavily, she looked at Mary who was licking her fingers with a twinkle in her eyes.


  “You’re so cute,” she said, “Acting we’re done. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were a man.” Chloe almost laughed, but nothing came out. Her embarrassment was short lived as Mary undressed, standing boldly with her hands on her hips, waiting. Her breasts were small, but very well formed and Chloe drank in her nakedness like a fine wine. She was shaved and sensual beyond reasoning.


  “Well?” She pointed at Chloe’s shirt. She could feel a grin spreading on her own face to match the other girl. Chloe stripped off the borrowed article. A pair of breasts bounced free, erect nipples greeting the open air.


  Mary pounced back onto the bed her lips meeting Chloe’s. For a few moments time was lost as they kissed passionately. Abruptly she spun around presenting her exposed pussy to Chloe’s face, her legs spread around Chloe’s head.


  Without waiting Chloe reached up, grabbing the sexy co-ed’s ass and pulling the other woman’s pussy to her lips. She tasted like sweet strawberry jam and she was so wet Chloe could have drowned inside. As a man, she had some experience with oral sex and Mary’s moans confirmed her ability.


  Just as she was getting into a rhythm an electrifying jolt zapped up Chloe’s spine as Mary tongued her. They licked one another’s womanhood.


  “MMMMMmmmmmm,” Chloe moaned while still licking the other’s woman’s soaking cunt. It was harder to focus on 69ing with as a woman, but it felt incredible. The two nubile girls labored for a few minutes of sensual delight when Mary finally disengaged.


  She brought her face inches from Chloe’s asking, “You’ve done this before, haven’t you?”


  Chloe nodded eagerly.


  “Well,” Mary responded, adding a short kiss. Pushing herself up, she asked, “Have you ever done this?”


  Propped up on pillows, Mary positioned herself opposite Chloe. Picking up Chloe’s leg, the other woman pressed herself against her, pussy-to-pussy. Her hips began to flex, grinding her labia along Chloe’s. After two or three false starts they got into a groove and they began tribbing vigorously.


  They pressed up against one another hips moving in perfect synchronicity. They scissored and Chloe felt her wetness pressed against Mary’s, the soft *shlick* *shlick* sounds reverberating with carnal craving. Pleasure was flowering again. As Chloe processed the sight of her olive Asian skin tone melding with Mary’s alabaster, she neared another orgasm. Mary’s small breasts bounced in time with Chloe’s larger bust. Alight with sensation, her hips gyrated on autopilot, and now both women were moaning.


  Mary’s voice rose in pitch as her hips increase tempo. “I’m almost there! You feel so good!” she wailed.


  “Me too, Oh my god! Yes, Yes!” Chloe replied, waves of sensation running rampant in her nubile body.


  Orgasms struck them both simultaneously. Cunts shaking with transcendent pleasure. Both women collapsed, their legs wrapped around another. Sweat beaded up on Chloe’s skin from the effort of the lovemaking. She noticed the same on Mary, causing her to almost sparkle in the moonlight.


  “Well,” Mary asked pleasantly, “Ready for round three?”




  Epilogue


  Eventually they fell asleep cuddling one another, completely naked. As the next day came and went, Chloe and Mary went shopping. They picked up many outfits for Chloe to wear, both in bed and out.


  Dr. Schroder and his wife paid for everything, treating her like another daughter. Days drifted by the girls became very close. They were having wild sex at every opportunity, but also enjoyed being together in any scenario. Chloe made an ideal listener while Mary proved to be very intelligent like her father and possessed a bubbly personality. Her wild lovemaking didn’t hurt their burgeoning relationship.


  If Mary’s parents noticed the relationship, they gave no sign. The sex was so good that Chloe often had to struggle to remain quiet enough. An inability to talk didn’t seem like such a big deal then.


  In late August, they walked through the park holding hands. Chloe was used to ignoring the looks two gorgeous lesbians drew. She was more interested in Mary, who looked beautiful in a yellow sundress that tied around the back of her neck, disappearing behind her sandy hair. The neckline plunged quite low and Chloe loved to look. However, only Chloe knew Mary wasn’t wearing any panties beneath the dress.


  Chloe wore a pair of ripped jeans and red blouse that showed off her perfectly molded breasts. She often watched Mary’s beautiful eyes drift to her bodice when pretending not to pay attention.


  “Chloe?” Mary inquired.


  Chloe turned, and they stopped walking. They stood with their hands intertwined and Mary said, “In a week I have to go back to college.”


  It was obvious she hadn’t wanted to bring it up. Chloe realized why. Without Mary, she was without a voice and her dearest love.


  Mary continued, speaking very quickly. “But I talked to my dad. Remember he’s friends with the dean? So, he said you could come with me as a freshman if you wanted. I mean we could be roommates and you could take classes. I know that you had your own life and all. Daddy is working on getting it back, but I love you so much and it would be so great…”


  She was so cute; Chloe couldn’t help but embrace her. Mary melted in her arms and gave her breasts a teasing caress, as she was prone to do. Desire welled up in Chloe, but Mary broke away. Damn tease.


  “Well do you want to come with me to college or stay here in town?” Her eyes watered, tears welling up. Chloe wanted to go with her, but she didn’t know how it was possible to enter college with her… condition.


  When Chloe pointed to her, Mary seemed ecstatic. However, the more Chloe thought about it, the more questions occurred to her. She was unable to even sign her name without being pleasured. How would she cope with college life? Could she wear a skirt and stick a hand between her legs every time she had to introduce herself? The idea had a lurid appeal, but it wouldn’t work. They resumed their walk and just enjoyed the rest of the day in each other’s company.


  That night Chloe tossed and turned, running the possibilities over and over in her mind. Eventually, she concluded that she’d have to revoke her promise, but as it turned out, Mary had a plan all along.


  The following morning, Mary said, “I have a present for you.”


  She held out a small gift bag and wore an enormous smile. She was also wearing a silky, nearly transparent nightgown, so Chloe shared her smile. With an effort Chloe focused on the gift instead of the co-ed’s incredible body and looked inside. Nestled in a corner of the bag was a large ring and a smooth ball roughly the diameter of a quarter.


  When Chloe looked up inquisitively Mary explained, “I got to thinking about how you can only talk or communicate when you’re being pleasured and how that might be challenging in college. When I first had the idea of you coming with me, I went to daddy’s workshop and started experimenting. I had this wired vibrator ball, but you couldn’t have a wire poking out of your panties all the time, so it had to be wireless. The ring is a wireless controller. Push the button hidden in the ring to turn it on. The gemstone is a dial to control the uh… level of vibration. I tried it out of course. On its lowest setting, it should allow you to communicate and focus on other things. On its highest setting…” she trailed off, but her shy smile was now a sexy grin.


  Chloe was overwhelmed with both relief and affection for this girl who had become her life. Mary was so excited that she spent several minutes explaining the inner workings of this wireless vibrator and Chloe listened contentedly. She never could have imagined this outcome when she had caught the plague.


  Chloe studied Mary’s and subtly used her hand to gently stroke her pussy over her shorts and panties by way of signaling her desire to speak. Observing the way Mary’s nipples pressed against the fabric of her negligee and studying the way it hugged her figure, Chloe was sopping wet. She was overwhelmed with lust and another four lettered “L” word she could barely admit to herself.


  Despite how feminine Chloe’s body was, it was remarkable how many of male instincts had been preserved. Mary was incredibly sexy, and Chloe was horny. They stroked each other’s sex with eager desire. Despite this, the real reason she had begun wasn’t Mary’s delectable body, it was to tell her how she really felt.


  Mary had given Chloe purpose and joy, both in and out of bed. The desire was building, and she couldn’t stop herself. If she didn’t interrupt the excitable girl now, they’d have sex and Chloe would never be able to say what she needed.


  “I love you,” Chloe said.


  “I love you too!” Mary replied with an expression of shock. “But if you talked that means….”


  They didn’t leave bed for several hours.


  The End


  Later that month, both girls went to college. They had a wild time and Chloe’s college days turned out to be essential in curing the Plague. However, that tale deserves its own story.


  Leave a review and don’t forget check out my Smashwords profile for more Gender Bender Erotica! https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/mithrilmight
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