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Case File 347-J – Meet the Switcher

“Take the shot! Take the shot!”

“I don’t have a clear shot! Too many people!”

“Clear the path! Don’t let that girl touch you. Get the hell out of the way!”

I turned around. What the hell is going on? I saw a teen girl run right toward me and push me. I felt a sudden wrench in my stomach, and before my eyes, a blinding flash. I felt like my head was going to explode. I was suddenly gasping for air, and then everything went black.

After a moment, my vision began to clear. I felt very dizzy, and my head was pounding. Something felt very wrong. Everything felt wrong. A man ran up to me and helped me to my feet. I had trouble standing. I held out my hand to balance. What the fuck? I don’t wear nail polish! I saw someone who looked a lot like me receding into the distance. Four other men were chasing the running figure.

“You need to come with me,” said the man who helped me up. He was breathing hard from running. The man pointed. “See that bus? You need to go there now. Go there so we don’t lose track of you. I have to go.”

I just stood there and watched the man run from me. I shouted, “What the fuck is going on here?” I almost fell over.

A young woman wearing a dark blue skirt and a light blue blouse, with a badge hanging from a lanyard around her neck, hurried up to me. She took my arm and put a hand behind my back. She bent her head toward me. “Come with me, sweetie. You need to get off the street.”

As we got to the entrance of the bus, another person with a badge handed me a water bottle. Still dazed, I asked angrily, “No. Wait. What happened? What is going on? Why are these not my fucking hands?!”

Leading me into the bus, the woman said calmly, “We’ll try to explain all this as soon as we can. Right now, you need to sit down with those other people. Here’s your purse. Don’t lose that.” She handed me a brown, soft leather bag.

“I don’t have a purse!” I complained.

Sounding frustrated, the woman said, “Just keep up with it. Sit down right here and try to relax.”

“Relax!?” I shouted. “Are you out of your fucking mind?”

The woman looked to someone behind me and nodded. I suddenly felt a stick on my arm, and then I didn’t remember anything else.

#

“Oh good. You’re awake,” said a voice next to me. I was lying in what seemed to be a cot of some kind in a large room. “As soon as your head clears, I need you to get up and follow me, please.”

Another voice behind me said, “That’s the last one, right?”

The voice next to me, obviously speaking in a different direction, said, “So far today. it’s been quiet after that rush this morning.”

I looked over and expected to see a doctor. I saw a man in a suit. He tried to hide it from my view, but I did catch a glimpse of a shoulder holster with some kind of gun in it.

I held up my hand. The nail polish had been removed, but it was still too small to be my hand. “No. I’m not going anywhere. Where am I? What’s happened to me? What’s going on?”

The man frowned at me. “Come on, sugar. Get up and follow me, and we’ll debrief you. Chief is waiting for you. You’re the last one to wake up.”

“Fuck you!” I shouted. “And don’t call me ‘sugar,’ you asshole. I’m not going anywhere until I know what’s going on!”

The man calmly nodded to someone behind me. “We know this is confusing and that you’re scared. We’re going to try to explain the situation as best we can. But you need to come with me. You can either walk on your own, or we restrain you in that wheelchair.” I looked behind me, and another guy in a suit was pushing a wheelchair toward me. The man talking to me held out his hand to assist me getting out of the cot.

I scowled at both men for a moment. I had no idea what was going on, but I knew that for some reason, I was smaller than either of these men, though all my life, I’ve been tall and somewhat muscular. I knew resisting was pointless, and I did want to know what the hell was going on. I took the offered hand. “Okay. You win.” Light brown hair fell across my face when I looked up.

The man looked down and smiled at me. “Thank you for cooperating. Please follow me to the debriefing, miss.”

The man helped me stand up from the cot. My legs were still a bit wobbly. “Why did you call me ‘Miss’?”

He just shook his head. “That’s what the debriefing is for. Come with me.”

I started following the man. Why was he taller than me? What’s with the hair and my hands? I thought briefly of running down one of the halls we passed. But not knowing where I was, that would probably be a bad idea. And I’m sure the guy behind me wouldn’t allow it.

We passed a glass case in the hall. I looked over at our reflection as we passed. There was the man in front of me, and the man behind me, but in between was a reflection of a teenage girl. I stared at the reflection. What the fuck?

“Come along, miss,” said the man leading me. “Our destination is just around this corner.” There was a lot of yelling and screaming coming around the corner. Sounded like a fight.

We entered a large room. At one end stood yet another guy in a suit standing at a lectern. On either side of him stood uniformed soldiers carrying lethal force. Several other soldiers were posted around the room. What the hell?

The room was mostly filled with people: all kinds of people, sitting in folding chairs mostly or standing and waving their arms. There were kids, old people, middle-aged people, and there was even a wild-eyed baby being held by a uniformed nurse.

There were people standing and pointing at others and shouting things like “That’s my body! Give it back!” and “What the fuck is going on?” and “Who the hell are you people? Why am I a woman?” Someone across the room shouted, “Why am I white?” A few people had to be separated by soldiers. It was on the verge of mass pandemonium. My escorts stopped at the entrance.

About twenty armed soldiers rushed into the room. A man in another suit walked in and shouted, “Order! We must have order. Everything will be explained. Please take your seats.”

“Fuck you!”

The man shouted again, “We know you’re upset and confused. I’m going to explain the situation as best I can. But all of you need to sit down. See these soldiers? Lethal force is authorized. After the debriefing, you will all meet one on one with a special counselor. But I must have order now. We don’t want to shoot anyone.”

There was a general murmur and grumbling as the people in the room finally started to sit.

The man grabbed a chair that was along the wall and led me to the angry mob. He set the chair down at a row in the middle. “Sit here, miss.”

I looked around the room for another moment before sitting down. Who are all these people, and how are we connected? Why do I look like a teen girl? This was insane!

The man at the lectern tapped the mic in front of him a couple of times. “Okay. Now that we’re all here…” He glanced over at me. “… and seated, we can tell you what we know about what happened to each of you. I know you’re all confused and want to know what is going on.” A computer projector screen lit up behind him. “By the way, I’m FBI Special Agent Brooks.

“To be blunt, all of you are a victim of an international criminal.” A picture of some man appeared on the screen. “This is Ron Simon. A small-time murderer and thief from the U.K. Working with Interpol, we have pieced together this narrative of what we think happened. A group of British researchers were experimenting with a neurologic enhancement drug for tests into telepathy. One of their experiments yielded a very unusual result.

“One of the researchers, Harry Wilson, was so sure of success and, wanting to be the first in history to project his mind into another person, tossed away all safety protocol and injected himself with a chemical that was actually an artificial virus. The chemical made him sick, knocked him unconscious, and he wound up in the hospital.

“We’ll get back to Simon in a moment. The minute he woke up, he touched the nurse who was monitoring his condition. In a flash, the consciousness of Wilson and the nurse swapped bodies. The nurse started freaking out, as you can imagine and started screaming. Wilson was both exhilarated by his discovery working in an unexpected way and horrified by what occurred. He ran from the hospital. The hospital staff thought it was Wilson going bonkers in the hospital bed.”

Agent Brooks stopped for a moment and took a drink from the bottle of water on the lectern. He studied some notes and then continued, “This is where Simon comes in. Simon had just completed a robbery of an elderly couple he had forced into an alley where he slit their throats.

“When he came out of the alley next to the hospital, he saw a nurse run out, look around desperately and then run up to a teen boy who was walking on the street that joined the alley. He watched as the nurse ran up to the boy and touched him. The nurse fell to the asphalt but got up looking horrified and started yelling. The boy, however, checked his wallet before hailing a taxi. The nurse collapsed to the asphalt again, screaming incoherently.

“Simon was very curious about what he just saw. It looked for all the world that the nurse had transferred herself into the teen boy. He’s since been identified, but his name has not been released. None of it made sense, but he decided it was worth checking into. He hailed another taxi and followed the boy back to a research lab.

“Simon kept his distance and followed the boy into the lab. And all this is largely conjecture since no one witnessed any of this. And we’re very sketchy about what might have happened in the lab. The lab was set on fire.

“When the police investigated, they found Simon’s body on the floor, and he had been stabbed multiple times. There was a syringe on the floor next to his body. All the computers and papers on the research were destroyed in the fire.

“The nurse that had swapped with Wilson had also managed to escape the hospital, and was found the next day running through a park, raving about wanting his body back. Authorities, unaware that Wilson had swapped with the nurse, believed that the chemical he’d ingested had turned Wilson into a lunatic, and he was taken to a mental hospital for his own safety. He kept claiming he was a thirty-three-year-old woman who was married, not the single twenty-eight-year-old Wilson.

“While the police were trying to figure out what the problem was with Wilson, four banks in the region were robbed by their own employees, usually the bank president. The police found several people outside these banks, raving the same as Wilson. That they were someone else.”

Agent Brooks took another sip of his drink. “Finally, the local police brought in Interpol, who started to piece together the puzzle. It suddenly explained the rash of crazy people spreading across Europe.

“Simon’s not dumb and is careful about how he swaps out with other people. He made some mistakes and was almost captured in Germany when a police officer forgot Simon’s new capabilities and found himself swapped with the five-year-old girl that Simon was using at the time. And so, Simon again got away.”

Someone from the audience shouted as he stood up, “I don’t believe this! What you say isn’t possible!”

Expressionless, Agent Brooks asked, “Sir. Until today, have you been a middle-aged man?” The man looked sheepishly around for a moment and then sat down without saying anything else.

Agent Brooks looked about the room. “Sad to say to you all, but this is very real. We don’t yet understand how it works. Like I said, everything was destroyed, and we can only assume that Simon injected himself, swapped with Wilson and then stabbed his own body to death after he was in the teen boy’s body that Wilson had swapped into earlier. It gives me a headache just trying to explain this.

“Simon went on a swapping spree across Europe. By swapping with airline passengers and flight crews, Simon has now come to the United States. You’ve never heard about this because we’ve managed to keep a lid on it, and quite frankly, who’s going to believe it? We had him cornered here in Tucson, and we feel he’s still here.”

Another person in the audience stood up. “Will we get our bodies back?”

Agent Brooks shrugged. “We’re investigating that. I have to say it looks doubtful. Right now, it seems that once a person has been swapped, they can’t be swapped again. That’s how Simon was almost caught in Germany. The police there managed to encircle him with previously swapped people, and he couldn’t swap with any of them.”

The people in the room started to get restless, and the shouting and shoving began again.

Agent Brooks shouted into his mic, “Order! We must have order, people!” He nodded at one of the soldiers, who said something into his headset. Suddenly, every soldier in the room fired several bursts into the ceiling. The sound from the rifles was really, really loud inside the room. The bullets seemed to penetrate the material of the ceiling but did not go through. The room got really quiet after that.

“You have to understand that the person who is in your body isn’t at fault. They didn’t take it on purpose,” said Agent Brooks calmly into his mic.

“They’re a victim just like you. We’re bringing in counselors and putting each of you into separate holding cells where you will be evaluated and interviewed. After that, we’ll call in what family members we can and try to decide your disposition for now. Be prepared. Some of you may not be able to rejoin your families in your current condition. A court is being set up at this facility to establish legal remedies.”

The soldiers then escorted us all out of the big room. There was still some shouting and shoving. I was placed in a small, windowless room. The room was empty except for two chairs and a small table between them. I heard the door lock when the soldier left me alone.

For the first time, I was able to take stock of my situation. I felt my face and hair. My hair had gone from short and graying dark brown to past my shoulders and a light brown. My face was soft and smooth. I was wearing large hoop earrings, and a tug proved my ears were pierced. I’m definitely not me anymore, I decided.

Looking down, I could see smooth, hairless legs covered by a denim miniskirt. On my feet were pink and white tennis shoes. I couldn’t bring myself to explore other parts of my body. This was completely insane. I really wanted to start crying.

I opened the purse I was still carrying from when it was given to me on the bus. Inside was a couple of tampons, lip gloss, some other make-up, tissues, some coins, a cell phone with twenty-seven missed calls and currently no signal, and a student id. I looked at the id and focused on the picture. The picture was of a very pretty teen girl with a bright smile, long hair and blue eyes. Her name was Jennifer.

My mind raced. What was I going to do? This was crazy. What about my wife of thirty years? My daughter who is going to get married in a month. What about my job? Overcome with emotion, I started to cry.

#

After what seemed like forever, I heard the door being unlocked. A moment later, the door opened, and in the doorway stood a woman in her mid-thirties, dressed in a business suit with a knee-length skirt and low heels, wearing glasses. She smiled at me and then turned to the soldier behind her.

“I think the victim will be more comfortable with you outside, but do stay by the door, corporal,” she told him.

The soldier nodded. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll lock the door after you’re inside.”

The woman smiled at me again as she took the seat on the opposite side of the table from me. “Good afternoon, miss. I’m Ms. Janus. I’m here to try to help you work through this… this… this event.” She set a laptop computer on the table and lifted the screen.

I glared at her. “Why does everyone keep referring to me as ‘miss’? I’m not a girl.”

She smiled at me again as she started typing things into her laptop. “I’m sure by now you’re aware that you are now in the body of a teen girl. Specifically, a fourteen-year-old. This is what I am here to discuss with you. I can almost guarantee you will not like anything I have to tell you, but this is just the way things are. At least for now.”

“How is this possible?” I extended my arm and wriggled my fingers. “Yes, I saw the presentation, but I just don’t understand.”

Ms. Janus frowned slightly as she looked up from her laptop. “We don’t either. The other researchers at the U.K. lab are just in the dark as the rest of us as to the process that allows this to happen. Nothing makes sense. The original body of Wilson, even though it had the virus injected directly into it, is no longer able to do swaps. That nurse is still stuck in Wilson’s body.”

“Lady, I can’t be a girl!” I cried. “I have a wife and a daughter who’s getting married next month. I have my job I have to attend to. I can’t be in this body.”

Ms. Janus sighed. “That’s what we’re here to talk about. We’re using the system developed by the EU government to handle this situation. So. First things first, miss. I need your full name, address, and social security number. We also need a description of yourself so we can see if we have your old body in here. We need to catalog who we have at this facility. We’ll contact your family and brief them on your condition and have them sign a non-disclosure agreement.”

I looked at Ms. Janus and took a deep breath. “For the record, my name is Owen Jacobs. I’m forty-seven years old and married with one grown daughter.” I then gave her my address and social security number. She dutifully entered the information into her laptop. She nodded as she looked up from her laptop. “Miss, I do believe your old body is here.”

I stood up. “I want to see it! I demand to see my body!”

Looking sternly at me, Ms. Janus said, “Please sit down, Miss. You are not going to meet your old body. There’s a seventy-two-year-old woman in your body now. It would do you no good to see your old body. We can’t put you back in it.”

I sat down. “Seventy-two-year-old woman? But this is the body of a fourteen-year-old girl. How is that possible?”

Ms. Janus sighed again. “Miss, you did not swap with a fourteen-year-old girl. Simon was in that body when you were switched. The girl who originally owned your body is now a five-year-old boy. A twenty-three-year-old man is now in the body of the seventy-two-year-old woman. When Simon is on the run, he swaps with as many random people as he can to make it harder to track him. We are working on a way to do it, and we will catch him eventually. But we need to get back to discussing you.”

I leaned forward, shaking in anger. “Look. I can’t be this girl. I just can’t.”

Ms. Janus looked at me with emotionless eyes. “Everyone who has experienced this… this evil feels the same as you do. They’re angry and confused. I know it sounds trite to say this, but the sooner you adapt to your new life, the better off you are. You’re better off than many. Just think what the twenty-three-year-old man must be going through to now be an old woman. His entire life has been stolen from him.”

I grimaced. “Yes, I’m sure that must really suck. I feel bad for him, but that doesn’t make my situation any better.”

Ms. Janus closed her laptop. “I understand. I really do, but I have other victims to attend to. Here in a few minutes, you will be escorted to a dorm room with other adolescent female victims until tomorrow, when we’ll meet again.

“I can tell you that you have been assigned an attorney who will work with your family after we contact them since we now have that information. He will represent you before the panel of judges overseeing this event. Good day, miss. I truly am sorry.”

I stood up with her. “Wait! What’s going to happen to me? To my family?”

The soldier outside opened the door to her knock, and she left without looking back. A few minutes later, the same soldier opened the door again and stepped inside.

“Come with me, please, miss.” The soldier gestured that I should leave the room. I looked at the soldier and hesitated a moment. I shrugged and left the room.

I stepped out into a very long hallway lined with closed doors and soldiers standing outside. Many of the doors were left open with no guards. I thought briefly of just running, but where would I run to? I wouldn’t get ten feet before being apprehended. I sighed and followed the soldier.

We walked down several halls before entering a fair-sized room with walls lined with cots. There were two guards posted at the door. There were about twelve girls, all looking to be in their middle teens. A female officer approached us.

The soldier saluted. “Ma’am. This is the last of the teen girls. At least today.”

The officer nodded. “Thank you, corporal. I’ll take her from here.” The soldier turned and closed the door behind him.

The officer turned toward me. “Welcome, miss. I am Captain Gordon. I know you don’t want to be here, and I really don’t blame you. You shouldn’t be here more than a day or two, and we’ll try to make you as comfortable as possible within our limitations.”

She made a wide sweep with her arm. “As you can see, you are here with other girls around your age who are in the same situation you are. You will be housed here while we try to contact any family members or associates to apprise them of your situation. You got here just in time. We’re about to serve dinner. Let me assign you your cot and then we’ll all file out to the mess hall.”

I was numb. I just looked around at the room and the girls and felt nothing. No emotion at all. I was completely drained. I didn’t even realize I was hungry until Captain Gordon’s mention of dinner.

She stopped in front of a cot and announced, “This is the cot you’re assigned to. Remember, ‘B-15’ should staff ask you. On the cot, you will find a nightgown and panties, and clothes will be issued tomorrow morning after your shower.”

I looked at the cot, then went back to the officer. “Where are we, exactly? Why are the windows painted over?”

Captain Gordon studied me for a moment. “I’m not at liberty to tell you where we are at the moment, but I’m confident that you have guessed this is a military installation. It’s seldom used as it was originally built in anticipation of biological warfare. And now, come with me. I see the other girls are being lined up to be taken to the mess hall.” There were several women soldiers telling the girls to line up.

I looked at the faces of my fellow inmates. Everyone looked as sad and numb as I felt. There was no talking. No laughing as you might expect from a group of teen girls. But then, nobody here was an actual teen girl. I took the last place in the line.

Captain Gordon walked to the head of the line. “Okay, girls. The rules are the same for those of you who were here earlier. The food line is buffet-style. So, take all you want, but eat all you take. All food must stay in the mess hall. You will be given thirty minutes for dinner, and then you will return to the dorm room, change into your gowns, and then lights out. Understood?”

There was a sullen chorus of “Yes, ma’am.” We were then directed into the mess hall. The offerings to eat were Spartan. Chicken strips, steak fingers and pre-made bowls of salad with a variety of sodas to drink. There were several long tables set up.

I was starving, so I took a few more chicken strips than I probably should have along with a bowl of salad and sat down next to a girl who looked to be about thirteen. She nodded at me as I sat down.

The girl extended her hand toward me. “Hi. I’m Thomas.”

I shook Thomas’ hand. “Owen. How long have you been here?”

Thomas shrugged as she chewed a steak finger. “This is my second night. They said I’ll be leaving tomorrow.”

I took a bite of my chicken strip. “Leaving? Going home?”

Thomas grunted a laugh. “To a foster home. I’m divorced. My ex thought my situation was hilarious. She wanted to adopt me, but I protested. My two sons, both in their twenties, while they were both upset about my situation; neither thought they could handle a thirteen-year-old girl who used to be their dad. So, it’s off to a foster home for me. That seems to be what most of our dispositions are. Don’t be surprised if you get fostered too.”

I swallowed a gulp of soda. “Holy shit. I hope not. I have a wife and a grown daughter. I’ll be glad to get back to them.”

Thomas looked at me with a dull expression. “Good luck with that.”

#

I tossed and turned all night, with a few nightmares added for good measure. I haven’t had any nightmares in at least twenty years. Our breakfast was just a bowl of oatmeal.

We showered in groups of ten. At first, I was put off by the idea of being in the shower with nine underage girls. But then, I was an underage girl too, so I guess it didn’t really matter. I still couldn’t get past the mindset that touching myself would be wrong, so I had to mentally yell at myself that I was touching myself to wash, not some weird, perverted reason. I was frustrated again at my situation when I had to sit to pee.

The clothes waiting for us on our cots were a pair of cotton panties, a short, white pullover dress and socks. Looking around at the others, this really did seem more like a prison.

There were no books, no TV, no magazines, no radio… nothing with which to pass the time away. There was very little talking among the girls. Thomas was escorted out as soon as she was dressed. So, I just decided to lie on my cot.

I must have dozed as I felt someone touch my arm. “Miss? Miss?”

I looked up to see a woman soldier leaning over me. There was a man in a suit standing behind her. I said, “Go away.” I rolled over and closed my eyes.

The soldier touched my arm again. Sounding a bit irritated, she said, “Miss. You need to get up. There’s a gentleman here to discuss your future. You must go with him now.”

I raised myself up on one elbow. “Look. Fuck both of you. I’m not moving until I get some answers.”

The man in the suit nodded. “That’s why I’m here, Miss. I’m Mr. Lewis with the DHS. Please come with me. We have a lot to cover.”

The soldier said, “You need to vacate this cot, miss. We have another girl being assigned to it before lunch. Most of the other girls here will be processed out shortly as well.”

I climbed out of the cot and stood between the man and the soldier. I felt so small and vulnerable next to the man. I looked at the soldier. “Do I get my clothes back?”

The soldier shook her head. “The clothes you were wearing have been sent to a lab for analysis in case there’s a residue from the transfer. You are wearing standard issue for the day.”

Mr. Lewis pointed toward the door. “Please miss. Follow me. I have other victims to attend to as well.”

I frowned at the soldier. “Are you guys ever going to catch the bastard who’s causing all this?”

The soldier showed no expression. “That’s the plan, miss. Now, please follow Mr. Lewis.” Mr. Lewis had already started walking toward the door. I sighed and ran a few steps to catch up with him.

I followed Mr. Lewis into the hall and followed past a row of doors that all looked alike with guards. He approached one door and nodded toward the guard. Without a word, the guard turned and unlocked the door and opened it.

Mr. Lewis smiled at me and gestured to the open door. “After you, miss.”

I walked into the room. It was identical to the previous room I had been interviewed in – just two chairs and a small table and nothing else.

Pointing at the far chair, Mr. Lewis said, “Have a seat, miss. Let’s get started. He took the other chair and set a laptop computer on the table. He opened it and waited for it to boot up.

I stared at Mr. Lewis for several seconds. “I was told I have been appointed a lawyer. Is that you?”

Mr. Lewis shook his head as he began typing on the laptop. “No, miss. I’m not.”

I frowned at him. “I want to see him. Now.”

Mr. Lewis looked over at me and sighed. “I’m sorry, miss. You can’t. He’s already been re-assigned.”

“Re-assigned?” I asked, incredulous. “I haven’t seen him yet. I want to know my rights. I’m being held against my will. I’m basically a prisoner.”

Mr. Lewis shrugged. “If it helps you to think that, Miss, we can’t just let you go running around. All the victims being processed at this facility have experienced something unprecedented in all human history. Policies are being constructed outside the ones we’ve adopted by the EU mostly to address issues like rights and such. It just takes time.

“But there’s no point in seeing your attorney anyway. Your case was adjudicated last night. And I’m here to issue you the court’s orders.”

I stood up quickly and shouted, “What? Shouldn’t I have been there? What the hell is going on?”

“Please sit down, miss.” Mr. Lewis looked at me with a worried expression. “I don’t think either of us wishes for me to call for restraints.”

My anger was still simmering, I sat down. “This is bullshit!”

Mr. Lewis looked at the screen on his laptop. “I will now read to you the findings of the court followed by the orders of the court which you are required to follow, subject to arrest for failure to adhere to them.

“First, the court has declared Mr. Owen Jacobs to be legally deceased.

“The court interviewed your wife, now widow and daughter. They were brought in before the three-judge panel of the court and were apprised of your situation. They were then given several options for a course of action. Your widow was offered the option of adopting you as her daughter. She declined, saying she couldn’t go through with raising another teenage girl especially knowing you were the girl.”

I couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. “My wife wouldn’t take me back. I should have been allowed to talk to her, dammit!”

Continuing without any emotion, Mr. Lewis said, “The court made the same offer to your daughter. Your situation has put her marriage on hold. She didn’t feel she could adopt and raise a girl who is only a few years younger than herself, especially knowing that girl is you.”

I cried, “I wouldn’t have been any trouble! I should have been allowed to speak with her!”

Reading from his laptop, Mr. Lewis continued. “The court also interviewed the parents of Miss Jennifer Coleman, your body’s original owner. As much as they would love to see their daughter again, they declined to adopt you as well, as you would be a constant reminder of their daughter but not have any of her memories or experiences. As a side note, they did adopt the five-year-old boy who their daughter has become.

“So, it is the finding of this court that Victim 347-J (that’s you) be placed in foster care for the foreseeable future. The Coleman family has agreed to donate many of Jennifer’s clothes and other personal items to the aforementioned victim.

“The court orders that the victim choose an appropriate name that will become part of the victim’s permanent record, and said victim will be made available for pick up by the court-appointed foster parents by five o’clock local time. Victim 347-J will never speak of your former life. As far as the court is concerned, the victim has always been a female.”

I jumped up and shouted, “This is bullshit! I’m not doing it! I want to see my wife! Now!”

Mr. Lewis rapped on the door to summon the guard. “Miss. You have no wife. You are no longer Mr. Jacobs. If you choose not to follow the court order, this soldier will place you under military arrest, and you will be transferred to a juvenile detention facility that is not as pleasant as this one. Now. Unless you want to be arrested on the spot, please provide me with the name you wish to go by and then follow me to the processing center.”

I looked at the soldier, who looked at me with dispassionate eyes, and he tightened his grip on his weapon. My God. Would he shoot me? I doubted it as I’m sure he wouldn’t want to fill out the paperwork for discharging his weapon. But should I go?

Being arrested would accomplish nothing. I’m not making a stand for truth, justice, and the American way. I’ll just be put in jail. Again, I felt small being next to these two men. I’m sure that was deliberate. I was out of options. At least for now.

I sighed. “You win, dickhead. Lead the way, asshole.”

Mr. Lewis looked pissed. “Now miss….”

“Does the court require I be nice to you?” I interrupted.

Mr. Lewis stood up. “I’m just doing my job, miss. Before we leave, have you decided on a new name?”

I took a deep breath. “Jennifer Jacobs.” Mr. Lewis made a note on his laptop. I decided to keep the girl’s first name and keep my last name.

He nodded to the soldier and then looked at me. “Now, Jennifer, please follow me.”

We walked out of the room with the soldier standing right behind me.

#

I sat in the waiting room by myself. I was wearing one of the original Jennifer’s dresses that her parents had brought in, as well as her bra and panties. The facility’s nurse had to show me how to wear the bra and basically dress myself. A suitcase with more of Jennifer’s clothes was sitting on the floor next to me. There was another bag with some stuffed animals and a few dolls, along with cosmetics and other random things.

In the adjoining room, I could hear a muffled conversation between the prospective foster parents and the facility personnel. The rear door to the waiting room opened, and I was surprised to see Captain Gordon walk in. She smiled at me as she approached.

“I just wanted to drop by to see how you were adjusting,” said the captain. “You’re still my responsibility until you are discharged from this facility. I think you’re almost ready for your foster parents to take you home with them.”

I frowned at the captain. “I’m doing okay, I guess. I’d rather go home to my wife.”

Captain Gordon shook her head. “You know that isn’t possible, Jennifer. You no longer have a wife, a bank account, or previous responsibilities. The old you is dead. Are you not the least bit excited about the new future waiting for you? You’re lucky. You have a chance to start over.”

My frown deepened. “I’m more worried about my future. I don’t know how to be a girl.”

Captain Gordon stepped closer to me. “The nurse checked you out, correct? She instructed you about what to expect with your periods?”

I nodded. “Yes. Of course, my wife complained about her monthly visitor all the time. I’m not looking forward to experiencing my first one. The nurses said that after talking to Jennifer’s parents, I should expect my first period in about two weeks. This just keeps getting better and better.”

The captain glanced over at the opaque windows of the office next to us. She looked serious as she looked back at me. “Seriously, Jennifer. We’d rather you not return to this facility.

“Please don’t give your foster parents a hard time. From what I understand, they’re good people. They think they’re taking in a girl who lost her parents to a house fire, along with almost everything she owned. This is probably the last foster they want to do. They said if you work out, they would love to adopt you. Try to make that happen, okay?”

I barked a humorless laugh. “Trust me, captain. The last thing I want is to return here.”

The captain started to turn back to the door she came in from. “Goodbye, Jennifer. And good luck.” She walked back out the door, leaving me alone again.

A few minutes later, the office door opened, and a woman stuck her head out the door. “Jennifer. Could you come here, please? And bring your stuff with you.” She looked at me and whispered, “Smile!”

I stood up and grabbed my bags and walked to the door. I tried to smile.

#

The car I was riding in pulled up into the driveway of a very nice suburban house. The woman who was one of my foster parents, turned to look at me in the back seat. “We’re here at your new home. We have your room all ready for you.”

As the male half of the foster parents got out of his car, he said, “I’ll bring in your bags. Go on in and make yourself at home.”

I didn’t say much on the ride to their house. I just looked out the car windows and watched the world pass me beside the car windows. Nothing looked familiar. If I had to bet, I was no longer in the same city I had been living in. At some point at the detention center, I must have been moved, but I wasn’t aware of how. I’m sure they didn’t want either me or the body I was wearing to run into anyone we knew.

Meeting my foster parents for the first time went very well, as far as I could tell, not ever having experienced that before. We got introduced to each other. We spent a great deal of time deciding what I was going to call these people. Was it going to be Lloyd and Angela or Dad and Mom? They both assured me that they had no intent to replace my parents in my heart.

The cover story the government fed this couple was that my parents were dead. Of course, my real parents, both mine and the real Jennifer’s, were very much alive. To show Captain Gordon that I’m a team player and to keep things simple, I opted to call them Mom and Dad. There was another dynamic to add to my new family equation. They had a biological son named Zack, who was sixteen.

I’m sure my new parents took my being quiet to be just another moody teen. It was quite the opposite I just kept my mouth shut so I wouldn’t angrily shout about how this is all a bunch of bullshit. I didn’t feel it was right to take my frustrations out on this couple. My situation isn’t their fault, after all.

I got out of the car and looked around the neighborhood. It was certainly very nice. Tall trees lined the street, lush green lawns. “Mom” walked up to the front door of the house and turned back to me. “Come on inside, sweetie. Let me show you around.”

I looked up. “Coming.”

Mom held out her hand to me as I walked onto the porch. With her fingers, she brushed my hair out of my face, and she touched my shoulder. “I know this is hard for you. You get shuffled around. You don’t know us, and we don’t know you. You don’t know what to expect. But we’re going to make this work, okay? Let me show you the house.”

I nodded and smiled weakly. She took my hand and led me into the house. It felt weird walking into what was still a complete stranger’s house. As Mom was showing me all the rooms in the house, Dad brought in my suitcases.

I was led out from the kitchen into the backyard. As soon as we stepped out, I stopped and looked around. “Wow. This is nice,” I said honestly. It was a beautiful yard: green grass, a few large trees, and a flower garden.

Suddenly, a little Yorkshire terrier came tearing around from a sideyard and started dancing around me, yipping. His energy and just plain joy of living made me forget for a moment all the crap happening to me.

I laughed as I watched the small dog jump around barking. I crouched down and extended my hand toward the dog. The dog sniffed my hand for a few moments and then started licking my fingers. I reached out with my other hand and petted his head.

Mom looked down at us and smiled. “He likes you.”

Smiling, I rubbed the dog’s head between his ears. “What’s his name?”

Grinning, Mom said, “Jennifer, meet Frisky.”

I laughed as Frisky started jumping again and then running around the yard. “That’s a good name for him.”

I stood up slowly and watched Frisky run back and forth. Watching Frisky, I said, “I like it here.” I was being completely honest.

Mom smiled at me and reached over to ruffle my hair. “We want you to be happy here, Jennifer. We want you to feel like this is your home.”

I smiled and nodded.

Mom grinned. “Let’s go check out your room.”

#

The room was about what I expected. Medium sized with a built-in desk and a dresser with a mirror mounted on the top. I could have done without the pink bed spread, but I didn’t say anything. Mom just stood by the doorway and smiled as she watched me explore around the room. I opened the closet expecting it to be filled with frilly girly things, but it was empty. There was a new laptop computer sitting on the desk.

“Sorry, honey. We didn’t get your sizes from the agency in time to buy you any clothes,” Mom said apologetically. “We’ll go shopping this weekend so you can pick out some clothes you like.” I always hated going clothes shopping with my wife. Somehow, I don’t think looking at women’s clothes for me will be any better.

I looked across the hall at the open door to the bedroom across from me. I pointed across the hall. “Where is… is…?”

“Zach?” prompted Mom. “He’s in school. We’ll take you up to school tomorrow and get you registered.”

I looked over at Mom. With dread in my voice, I asked, “School?”

Mom laughed. “Of course, silly. You have to go to school.” I never liked school. Been there. Done that. And literally got the T-shirt.

I knew what the answer would be, but I asked, “Can I just CLEP out of school?”

Mom laughed again. “You’re too funny. Now, let’s put your clothes up.” Dad had set my bags on my bed. Mom turned and opened one, and started extracting the clothes. She held up a dress and looked at it. “These are so cute!”

Around a half hour later, several minutes after we got my clothes squared away, I heard the front door slam and a boy’s voice shout, “I’m home!”

Mom stuck her head out my door and called, “Hey, Zach! Come here and meet your new sister.”

Thirty seconds later, a sixteen-year-old boy walked into my room. He grinned broadly when his eyes fell on me. I knew that look, and I was suddenly uncomfortable. He waved his hand. “Hey.”

Mom took my arm and led me closer to the boy. “Zach, meet your new sister Jennifer. Jennifer, say hello to your new brother Zach.” I held out my hand for him to shake. I didn’t really want to touch him.

Still grinning, Zach said, “Hey, Jennifer! Welcome to the family. It’s great to have you with us!”

I studied his face as he shook my hand. I bet it’s great for him. This kid’s a regular horndog, and his eyes were drooling at me. I hope he doesn’t forget I’m his sister. I’d hate to have to surgically remove his testicles… with a butter knife.

As he released my hand, he asked, “What’s for dinner, Mom?” Or maybe he’s just hungry.

Mom put her arm around my shoulders. “I’m making something special in honor of our newest family member. Don’t make a face, Zach. Her favorite dinner is chicken fried steak. You like that.”

Zach smiled broadly at me. “I like you already.” His eyes lingered on my budding boobs. I suspect my initial estimation of Zach is probably correct. I’m curious how they knew I liked chicken fried steak. My ex-wife must have shared that tidbit. Oh, God. What else did she tell them?

Mom looked down at me. “I should probably get started. Do you want to help me in the kitchen?”

I wanted to say “No. Of course not. I want a beer and to watch some TV before dinner is ready.” And really? You expect me to help make the dinner that’s supposedly in my honor? Instead, I looked up at Mom, smiled and said, “Sure!”

Dad grinned at us as Mom and I started walking down the hall. “Sounds great! I’m hungry already. While I’m waiting, I think I’ll have a beer and watch TV.”

“I’ll be in my room,” announced Zach.

Mom ruffled my hair. “It’ll be great to finally have some help in the kitchen.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know how to cook anything.”

Mom gave me a quizzical look. “Really?” She then grinned. “We’ll fix that. Even Zach knows how to cook.”

#

After changing into my nightgown, I came back into the living room where Mom and Dad were watching some cable news show. Mom saw me and got up, and walked toward me.

She kissed my forehead. “You look cute in your new nightgown! Well, goodnight, honey. You have a big day tomorrow.”

Yeah. School. I can’t wait. I need to try to be less sarcastic.

I was looking at the floor as I headed toward my room. I looked up and stopped in my tracks. Zach was leaning against the wall by my door.

He narrowed his eyes at me. “So, who are you really?”

I started to walk past him, but he moved to block the entrance to my room. “What are you talking about?”

Zach smirked at me. “You’re not who you say you are. Seriously. I Googled your story. I couldn’t find anything that matches your story of being orphaned from a fire.”

I frowned and thought to myself, oh great, one of those hacker types. “It wasn’t local. Let me in my room, or I’ll scream.”

Zach backed away from the door a bit. “I could figure that much since there wasn’t any local news story about it. But I couldn’t find anything at all. So, who are you really?”

I looked up at Zach and grinned. “I’m a forty-seven-year-old man in a witness protection program. That’s all I can say.”

Zach rolled his eyes. “Fuck that shit. No seriously. Who are you really? I won’t tell Mom and Dad.”

I decided I couldn’t trust Zach any further than I could throw him. I thought quickly of a lie that he could believe but not easily check.

I sighed and looked at the floor. “I’m just a girl, Zach – a girl who’s always been in trouble. I was taken from my abusive parents when I was five. I ran away from my first foster home. I’ve been in and out of more foster homes and juvie facilities than I can remember. But that’s over. Being homeless sucks. Your parents seem nice. I want a normal life for once.”

Zach took a step back and looked sheepish. “Oh wow. Sorry. I didn’t know. I can imagine how much that would suck. Mom really likes you. If you really want a normal life, I’m sure you’ll find it here.”

I sighed. “I do. I want a clean break from my past. As far as I’m concerned, who I was before is dead.” At least that was true. I could be bitter and hate my fate, or I could try to embrace it. I can’t change who I am now.

Zach nodded. “That’s cool. Well, good night.” He turned and walked into his room and shut the door.

#

The assistant principal smiled at me as she handed me two sheets of paper. “Here’s a map of the school, and here’s a bell schedule. I’ll take you to your class; you’ll be starting in third-period Algebra. If you would follow me, please?”

Mom stood up with me. She gave me a hug. “You’ll be okay, honey. No need to be worried. I know it’s all new and everything, but after a few days, you’ll be used to it all.” She kissed my forehead.

I nodded. I hated this. I never liked school. And now here I am again. Mom had me wear a dress. Looking out into the halls, it seemed most of the girls either wore jeans or short skirts. There were those wearing dresses, just not as many. And then there was the make-up. Mom thought if I wore make-up, it would help me fit in better with the other girls. I felt like I had a neon sign pointing at my face.

I felt grossly conspicuous both because of how I was dressed, but mainly because I’m having to face a strange new world as a girl. I was a confident young man out of college and quickly rose up in management. A few things intimidated me. But now I was intimidated not only by the adults in this world but also by other fourteen-year-old girls. And boys. I hated it when a boy looked at me.

The assistant principal led me to a doorway. The door opened, and I could see a male teacher addressing his class.

Smiling, the assistant principal said, “Here’s your third-period class, Algebra. For your first class here, I’ll introduce you, just to break the ice. For your other classes, just introduce yourself to the teacher before they start the class. And you can always come to me if you need help.”

I nodded. I did not want to enter that classroom.

As we entered, the teacher stopped speaking and turned toward us. The assistant principal said, “Sorry to interrupt your class, Mr. Watson. But we have a new Tiger starting today. Miss Jennifer Jacobs.” Tiger is the school’s mascot. I found it embarrassing to be introduced as a new Tiger. I wanted to roll my eyes at the corniness of it but restrained myself.

Mr. Watson grinned at me. “Great to have you on board, Miss Jacobs. Just find a seat anywhere for now.”

I felt every eye on me as I walked to an empty seat and sat down. Several boys smiled at me. I just wanted to hide, but I couldn’t. I was nervous as hell and couldn’t really concentrate on what the teacher was saying. Not that I needed it too, since I had Calc III in college.

Finally, the bell rang, and I stepped out into the relative anonymity of the busy hallway. I pulled the map I had been given out of my purse and tried to figure out where I was and where I needed to go.

A boy from my Algebra class, who had looked shyly away when I was looking over my fellow classmates, walked up to me. He looked at his shoes for a moment. “Hi. Jennifer, right? Do you need help finding your next class?”

I looked up from my map. “I think I could use some help.”

His face brightened slightly. “What’s your next class?”

I showed him my schedule. “You’re in English class. E-17. That’s just around the corner. I’ll show you.”

I smiled at him. “Thanks! That’s nice of you. And your name is…?”

He gave me a shy smile. “Sorry. I’m Caleb. It’s nice to meet you.”

Caleb took a few steps ahead of me. “Come on. You don’t want to be late to Ms. Sweeny’s class. Trust me on that.”

I set my focus on following Caleb and ignored the teeming masses surrounding me. I felt like an interloper, and wearing a dress and make-up wasn’t helping me feel any more secure.

Caleb stopped in front of a door labeled E-17. “Here we are. I noticed you have a science class after this. It’s just right down this hall.”

I sighed as I smiled at Caleb. “Thank you very much, Caleb. This school is so big.”

Caleb laughed. “Yeah. It’s easy to get lost. Well, I gotta get to my next class. See ya ‘round.” He quickly turned away and hurried off down the hall.

Several kids were entering the room, and I followed them in. I walked up to the teacher, who frowned at me.

We just stared at each other for several moments. Finally, I said, “Hi. I’m Jennifer Jacobs?” I said it as a question. My confidence level was low.

Ms. Sweeny nodded. “Ah, yes. The new girl. I was told to expect you. Just find an empty seat for now.” She scowled and then continued, not really looking at me. “I’ll have to rearrange the seating to get everyone back in alphabetical order.”

I nodded and headed toward an empty desk by the wall at the end of the row.

As I sat down, the girl sitting in front of me, who I later learned was named Sophia, turned to look at me. “The new girl, huh? I noticed you talking to Caleb. You don’t want to talk to Caleb.”

A girl sitting across from me, who I learned was named Olivia, said, “Yeah, He’s a dweeb.”

Sophia laughed. “What does he call himself? An old taco?” Olivia laughed as well.

I thought for a moment. “Otaku?” I prompted.

Olivia nodded. “That’s it. He watches those stupid Japanese cartoons.”

I smiled. I think I like this Caleb already. In my college days, I consumed a lot of anime and manga. My daughter’s husband-to-be is big into anime and J-Pop. I just shrugged. “He seems nice.” Since he helped me, I thought I should defend him somewhat.

The girl sitting behind me touched my shoulder. I turned around to look at her. “Don’t listen to them. Caleb is a very nice boy. He’s smart, and he’s cute. My name is Cathy, by the way.

Sophia groaned. “He can talk forever about those stupid cartoons! I don’t get it.”

I shrugged again. “I like anime. It’s not fair to dismiss it as just a cartoon.”

Olivia laughed. “Oh, my God! It looks like Caleb has found himself a girlfriend!!” Sophia laughed.

Ms. Sweeny stepped up next to the girl in front of me. “When do you girls think you’ll be finished with your discussion so I can begin class?”

Sophia looked down at her hands. “Yes, ma’am. We’re done. You can start class now.”

Her words dripping with sarcasm, Ms. Sweeny said, “Why thank you.” Olivia looked over at Sophia and laughed silently. Ms. Sweeny went back to the front of the class and began speaking.

After the bell rang and we all started leaving the classroom, Sophia stopped me. “Hey girl. Seriously, I know how hard it is to make friends at a new school. You can hang with us, but really, you need to avoid Caleb.”

I frowned slightly. “I’ll remember that.” Sophia and Olivia smiled sweetly and strutted off down the hall. While I’m not interested in boys at all, I decided I don’t want to hang out with those two girls and their friends. I couldn’t stand stuck-up bitches like them when I was in school before.

#

My lunch period finally arrived. I was hungry. But more than that, I needed to find a space to be alone to collect my thoughts. It was nerve-wracking enough just being back in middle school, but also being a girl to boot. I surprised myself by not having any trouble remembering which bathroom to use. But I was shocked when I realized I was checking my make-up in the mirror.

That’s when I realized I was starting to lose contact with my previous life. I wasn’t forgetting who I was, it’s just that my previous existence was losing relevance.

After going through the line to fill my lunch tray, I started scanning the lunchroom for an empty table where I could be alone. Some movement caught my eye, and at one table I saw Cathy smiling and waving and indicating she wanted me to join her. I wanted to be alone, dammit, but I didn’t want to be rude either. A few other girls were sitting with her.

As I approached, Cathy indicated the seat next to her. She smiled broadly. “Hey, Jennifer! Come sit with us!”

I smiled as I set my tray down on the table next to Cathy. “Hey, Cathy. Thanks. I really don’t know anyone at this school.”

Cathy laughed. “I know the feeling.” She started pointing at the other girls. “This is Cindy and Julie, and Esther, and Fiona. Guys, this is Jennifer. She just transferred to our school.” She looked at me. “Now you know some people!”

A little embarrassed, I smiled and looked at the other girls. “Thanks. Hi everyone. Nice to meet you all.”

Cathy grinned at me. “I know what it’s like to be the new girl in school. More times than I care to say.”

I looked at Cathy questioningly. “Oh?”

Cathy nodded. “Nobody wants to hear my sob story again, but long story short, we moved around a lot when I was younger. Then I ran away from home. I wound up with foster parents more than once. My current foster parents are planning to adopt me.”

Not sure what to say at that point, I asked, “Are your real parents dead?”

Cathy frowned and shook her head. “They don’t want me. My foster parents care about me. How about you, Jennifer? The rumor is you’re a foster too.”

I nodded and wondered how the story got out. I decided to stick with the original cover story despite what I had told Zach. “Yeah. My parents were killed, and our house destroyed in a fire.”

Cathy shook her head. “Wow. That sucks. I’m sorry to hear that.” It suddenly got quiet around the table.

Julie stood up. “Hey. I need to go to my locker. Catch y’all later.”

Fiona started to stand too. “Yeah, me too. See ya guys.”

Cindy said, “I need to drop by the library. Later.”

Esther stood. “Yeah, I need to go too.”

A moment later, it was just Cathy and me sitting at the table. I looked over at Cathy and shrugged.

“Sorry.”

Cathy shook her head. “Not your fault. Well, it is your fault.” She laughed.

I forced a smile. “Well, anyway. I’m happy for you. Getting adopted and all.”

Grinning, Cathy said, “Thanks. What about you? If I’m not being too nosey, how is your foster home?”

I nodded. “Pretty good, I guess. If everything works out, I think they want to keep me.”

Cathy smiled. “I hope it works out.” She then looked at me closely. “Let me guess, your foster mom helped you with your make-up?”

I looked at Cathy curiously. “Well, yes. I never really wore make-up before.” Or at all!

Cathy laughed. “We need to fix that! Come over to my house sometime, and I’ll give you some pointers. Oh wow. We need to split, or we’ll both be late for our next class.”

I started to stand up. “Thanks. I’ll take you up on that.” Not that I really want to wear make-up, but I’m trying to fit in.

#

I was so glad when school finally ended. I was at my wit’s end. I just hoped that things would get better as I become more used to being in public as a girl. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to boys talking to me, though.

I walked out of a side entrance to the school as it was closer to the street where Zach would pick me up. I’m still not sure if I trust a sixteen-year-old to drive me around.

As I exited the building, I heard some scuffling sounds and voices coming from around the corner. Curious, I walked over to the sound to investigate. What I saw shocked me.

There was a boy on the ground getting kicked and beaten on by several boys. One of the boys was taller than the rest and seemed to be leading the other boys in beating up the kid on the ground. I didn’t know the tall boy’s name, but I had seen him around school. The boy on the ground was begging for them to stop.

Forgetting I was no longer an adult male, I ran up to the fight shouting, “Boys! Boys! What the hell is going on here? Stop this immediately!”

All the boys stopped hitting the boy on the ground and turned their attention to me. I thought, oh shit.

One of the boys shouted, “Get lost, bitch! This ain’t none of your business!”

The tall boy turned to look at me. For a moment, he just stared. He grinned and bowed to me and gestured like he was tipping his hat. “Yes, ma’am! Whatever you say!” He turned to the other boys. “Guys. You heard the lady. Knock it off. Let him up.”

“Ace!” shouted one of the boys. “Are you nuts? We need to teach this dweeb a lesson!”

Ace grinned at me. “I said, let him go. You heard the lady.”

The boy, still angry, pointed at me and shouted, “Fuck that bitch!” He turned to the other boys, who all now looked shocked and confused. “Let’s finish this!”

Ace walked over and whacked the angry boy on his ear. “I said knock it off!” Ace then walked over to the boy on the ground, reached down and offered to help the boy to his feet.

“Caleb!” I shouted when I saw the boy who was getting beat up. I ran up to him and helped him stand. I scowled at Ace. “You should be ashamed of yourself! Pick on someone your own size, you coward.”

Ace shrugged. “I’m sorry, Miss! Trust me. It was all a misunderstanding. And by the way, I like your dress. You look very nice.”

Angrily, I said, “Get lost, asshole. Leave Caleb alone. He’s done nothing to you.”

Ace, looking calm, said in a matter-of-fact tone, “Actually, he was taking my bike.”

Caleb was crying. He wiped his nose with his hand and shouted, “Bullshit! I didn’t touch your bike!”

Ace folded his arms. “I have witnesses.”

Caleb cried, “They’re all your buds!”

I pulled Caleb back. “Let’s get away from these guys.”

I led Caleb back inside the school. His clothes were covered in dirt, as was his face. Dirty tears streaked his cheeks. He had a cut lip and a nosebleed. I led him into the restroom.

“Hey, this is the girl’s room!” Caleb protested.

I frowned. “I don’t care. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Using wet paper towels, I cleaned up his face and the cuts on his arms and tried to dust him off as best I could.

“What was going on?” I asked. “Why were they beating you up?”

Caleb frowned. “Because I’m me. Seriously. That’s the only reason. They know I can’t hurt them.”

I shook my head. “What a bunch of assholes.”

Caleb looked over at me. “But hey. Thanks for helping me. I was really worried they were going to seriously hurt me. I’m surprised Ace listened to you.”

I grunted a laugh. “Me too. Hey, I need to go. I’m sure my brother is wondering where I am. Take care.” He nodded and quickly left the restroom.

I walked out of the building and saw Zach parked by the curb waiting for me. I just wanted to go home.

#

Cathy’s eyes went wide as I told her about what happened with Ace and Caleb. We were standing next to one of the trees lining the entrance to the school.

Sounding incredulous, Cathy asked, “You got Ace to back down? Seriously?”

I shrugged. “Well, he got his minions to stop beating on Caleb after I yelled at him. In fact--”

Cathy suddenly looked away and made a shushing sound. “Speak of the devil…”

Ace walked up to us, grinning. “Well, good morning, ladies!” His presence frightened me. Surely, he wouldn’t hit me out in the open, would he?

Cathy shook her head. “Get lost, Ace.”

Ace looked taken aback. “No reason for rudeness! I just wanted to thank your friend for helping me change my ways. I’m a new man. I’ve seen the light. And I owe it all to… is it okay if I call you Rebecca?”

I frowned. “I’m Jennifer. And no.”

Ace shook his head. “I see you doubt me. You’ll see. Well, I have to get going. Chat with you ladies later.”

As he walked away, Cathy said, “You know you just gave him your name, right?”

I rolled my eyes. “Oh shit.”

Cathy grinned at me. “But I think I know what’s going on. He likes you. And he knows he won’t get in your panties if you consider him a bully. So, he’s pulling this act.”

I frowned. “Well, I’ve got news for him.”

I shuddered. The thought of being with any boy disturbed me, but the thought of Ace touching me at all, thoroughly disgusted me.

Cathy shook her head. “Well, just ignore him if you can. Maybe he’ll take the hint.”

“I hope so,” I said with a sigh.

Smiling, Cathy said, “Hey, I know a few boys you might like. They’re cute and usually nice. If you want, I could introduce you to a few.”

I thought, oh God, no. I shook my head slowly. “Thanks. I just don’t think I could handle a boy right now.”

Cathy nodded. “Let me know when you want to get back into dating. A couple of these boys have even asked about you.”

Oh jeez. “I’ll let you know.”

Cathy checked her phone. “Crap. We’re going to be late. See ya.”

We both hurried off to join the stragglers entering the school.

#

I was sitting at my desk in my room when my cell phone rang. I looked at the display and saw it was Cathy calling. I pressed the button for speaker phone. “Hey, Cat. What’s up?”

“I got some exciting news!” she exclaimed over the phone.

I kept working on my homework. “Oh? Like what?”

“Colton asked me out!” Cathy giggled.

I looked at the phone on my desk. “Hey, that’s great. You’ve been crushing on him for a while.”

Cathy was silent for a few seconds. “There’s just one thing.”

A sudden feeling of dread came over me. “Dare I ask?”

“Please, Jenn. I’m just asking this one favor,” Cathy pleaded.

“To do what?” I almost yelled.

“Colton has one condition for us going out.” I heard Cathy suck in a deep breath. “He’ll only go out with me if you go out with his friend.”

With growing anger in my voice, I said, “Cat, you know I don’t want to date. Who does he want me to go out with?”

There was a long pause.

“Ace.”

“What!” I shouted. “You can’t be serious! I can’t stand him! So, no. No way in hell.”

“Please, Jenn?” begged Cathy. “I’ve been wanting him to ask me out for ages!”

“Cat… Ace is using you to get to me.” I was not happy. “I bet Ace had to talk Colton into asking you out.”

Cathy huffed. “That’s a rotten thing to say.”

I sighed. “I’m sorry. But why would he ask you out of the blue and with that condition attached?”

“I don’t know. Why does anybody ask anybody out?” There was another pause over the phone. “I’m just asking this one favor. Would it really kill your soul to go on a date with Ace? I’m not asking you to marry him. Besides, maybe you’ll like him.”

I laughed without humor. “He’s an asshole.”

Getting testy, Cathy said, “All boys are assholes. Please? It’s just one evening. We’re going to that new Tommy Kincaid movie, The Great Vegetable Rebellion.”

I closed my eyes tightly shut and gritted my teeth. Why was she asking me this? She knows I don’t like this guy. She knows nothing will come of going on a date with her crush. But it seems important to her, and she’s my best friend. I know I’m going to deeply regret my next words.

I sighed heavily. “Okay, Cat. You win. I’ll go. But you’ll owe me, big time.”

“Woo hoo! Thanks so much!” shouted Cathy. “It was the movie that sold you, right? No girl can resist Tommy Kincaid.”

I have no idea who Tommy Kincaid is.

#

I went over to Cathy’s house the night of our date. Cathy helped me with my make-up. We’d get picked up at her house. Cathy’s mom begrudgingly agreed to take me back home instead of Ace dropping me off. The last thing I wanted with Ace was a romantic good night on my front porch.

Cathy held up a mirror so I could see my “evening” make-up she had so masterfully applied to my face. “That looks great, Cat. Thanks.”

Cathy grinned. “You’re welcome. I think I’ve armed you with everything you need to know about make-up so you can do this yourself.” She set the mirror down and checked the time on her phone. “Thanks again, Jenn, for doing this for me. It means a lot.”

I shrugged. “You’re welcome too, I guess. I’m not looking forward to this date with Ace.” In complete honesty, I don’t want to be dating any boy. I suppose that will change eventually. The government did tell us that over time, mind and body would come together. “No way I can talk you out of it?”

Cathy shook her head. “Nope. I’m planning on having fun tonight. Maybe you should lighten up.”

I laughed. “You’re not the one going out with Darth Maul.”

The doorbell rang.

Cathy giggled. “Maybe you should date Caleb. He’s into all that Star Trek stuff.” She looked at herself in the mirror to check her make-up. “They’re here. Try to look happy.”

From the living room, Cathy’s mom called, “Cathy!”

Cathy chuckled as we entered the living room. “We heard the doorbell, Mom.” She waved in the direction of the door. “Hey guys!”

Colton grinned at us from the front porch. “Hey, girls. You guys ready?”

Cathy walked through the front door. “We were born ready!”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

Ace laughed and looked at me. “I think we’re in trouble, Colton.”

Cathy’s mom pointed at Colton. “Be back no later than ten thirty.” My mom had said I needed to be back by eleven. Cathy’s mom was going to drive me home.

Colton nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” He looked at us. “Okay, let’s go.”

Colton took Cathy’s hand and led her to his car. Ace extended his hand, and I silently condemned the designer of the denim skirt I was wearing to hell for not having pockets to stuff my hands into. So, I slowly reached out, and with a grin, Ace took my hand.

Colton’s dad was sitting in the driver’s seat of a silver color minivan. He opened the door, and we all climbed inside, with Ace and I taking the rear seat. He waved. “Hey, guys.”

Colton turned to look at Ace and me as we got settled in the rear seat. “Dad’s just going to drop us off and then come get us when we’re ready to leave.” The van pulled away from the curb and we were on our way.

Ace sat as close to me as he could and put his arm behind me, and rested it on the seat back. I rolled my eyes at him, and he just laughed. “Hey, I gotta put my arm somewhere.” I knew where he could put his arm.

I sat there with my arms folded and glared at him. Finally, he pulled his arm back. “Okay, you win.”

I stopped glaring, but honestly, I just felt I couldn’t relax. Maybe I was just overreacting. I sighed. Why did my first date with a boy have to be with Ace?

He leaned back. Ace always looked like he was relaxed. “So, I hear you’re a foster. How did you wind up there?”

I looked at him sideways. “I murdered my parents and fed the pieces to our Chihuahua.”

Ace laughed. “That must be a big Chihuahua.”

I grinned. “It is now.”

Ace shook his head. “You don’t want to talk about it. I get it. Just trying to make conversation.”

I gave Ace a cold stare. “My parents are dead. There was no family to place me with. Satisfied?” I wonder if I’ll ever be allowed to say what really happened., and at this point, would I want to?

Ace raised his hands defensively. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry. But now I know why you’re such a moody chick.”

The minivan rolled to a stop at the mall’s entrance. “Final destination. Everybody out,” announced Colton’s dad. “Give me a ring when ready for a pickup.” The side door of the van slid open, and we all stepped out.

No sooner than we were out of the van, Cathy latched onto Colton’s arm as if she was staking her claim. Maybe she was, as there were quite a few pretty teen girls outside the mall entrance giving Colton the eye.

Colton said, “The line’s already starting to get long.” He started to walk toward the mall entrance.

Ace looked down at me and grabbed my hand. “Let’s go, babe.” With a tug, he led me toward the mall entrance.

I still wasn’t all that sure about this movie date thing. Ace is paying my way. Will that entitle him to a snuggle during the movie? A kiss? A boob grab? I decided he was not entitled to anything. It’s not like I asked him to pay for everything. He volunteered. I must admit, though; when I was dating girls years ago, I did expect a little affection in return for spending my hard-earned wages on the girl.

As we got in line, I had to smile looking at Cat. She was in heaven. She was clinging to her crush as if there were no tomorrow. Impossible to say if she’ll have another date with Colton, but he does seem to like her as he slid his arm around her shoulders.

Before I could react, Ace slid his hand through my hair to rest on my shoulder. He tapped Colton on the shoulder. “I hope this is as good as Time Trap. He looked down at me. “Did you see that one?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t going to admit it, but I really don’t know who Tommy Kincaid was. I hadn’t been to a movie in years.

Ace grinned. “Oh, it was awesome. Maybe I’ll let you borrow my thumb drive. There’s this one cool scene where he’s trapped in a time loop. He pops into a large room filled with skeletons and corpses… all of them copies of himself. He must figure out how to break the time loop so this version of himself doesn’t die there too. It was cool.”

As we moved up closer to the ticket booth, I asked, “So how did he get out?”

Ace laughed. “I don’t want to spoil it for you!” I gave him a sour look, but that just made him laugh harder.

I started to feel a bit nervous watching Colton buy their movie tickets. I was about to pass a milestone in my new existence. Whether I like him or not, a boy is going to pay my way to a movie. I don’t know if other girls ever notice this transition in their lives, but I felt this, more than anything else so far, completely closes the door on my past life.

I’m a teen girl out on a date with a boy. Something that seems so extraordinarily ordinary to everyone but me.

There was a long line forming at the snack bar. Colton turned to us. “Ace and I will get popcorn and shit. Why don’t you girls wait for us over by the restrooms?”

Cathy nodded. “I need to go anyway. So do you, Jenn.”

I shrugged. “I’m fine.”

Cat tugged on my shirt. “You need to go too, Jenn.”

I grinned. “I guess I need to go.”

Once in the restroom, Cathy started checking her make-up in the mirror. We were alone for a moment. She looked at me. “What do you think, Jenn? I think Colton likes me.”

I nodded. “He seems to. Colton seems very nice. He’s very cute.”

Cathy beamed. “I think so too! I’ve dreamed of this day for so long. I can’t believe I’m on a date with Colton.”

I shook my head. I’d seen this before with my own daughter. “Don’t get your expectations too high, Cat. Don’t forget, he only asked you so Ace could take me out.”

Cathy frowned. “You’re killing my vibe, Jenn. I don’t care why he asked me out. Just that I’m out with him now, and I think he actually likes me.”

I tried to sound encouraging. “I hope you’re right, Cat. Colton is boyfriend material.”

Satisfied that her make-up was perfect, Cat looked seriously at me. “What about you and Ace?”

I frowned. “There is no me and Ace. There’s me. And then there’s Ace. I’m only on this fiasco to help you.”

I found myself leaning toward the mirror to check my own make-up. Cat asked, “You don’t think it’s going well? Ace seems nice.”

I turned from the mirror and said sourly, “He’s a bully who beats up people.”

Cathy turned to exit the restroom. “Well, he’s not beating anybody up right now.”

I took one last glance in the mirror and followed Cathy out of the restroom.

The guys were still in the snack line, so we just decided to wait by the ticket taker. I saw Caleb standing to one side with a girl who looked like she was out of high school. I watched them talk for a moment, and then the girl got in the snack line. Caleb saw me and waved. Then he started walking in my direction.

“Hey, girls,” Caleb greeted us with a grin. “Going to see a movie?”

Cathy rolled her eyes and grinned. “Dork.”

I nodded. “We’re seeing The Great Vegetable Rebellion.”

Caleb laughed. “Us too. I heard it was good. Girls just love Tommy Kincaid. My sister has a major crush on him.”

I pointed toward the snack bar. “That’s your sister?”

Caleb nodded. “Yeah. We both wanted to see the movie, but I don’t have any money. I was behind you in the ticket line. So, is Ace your boyfriend?”

I felt my face flush. “No! No, not at all. I’m only here because Cat talked me into it.”

Caleb looked at his feet. “That’s cool if he is. Girls always seem to go for the bad boy type. Just surprises me since you got his friends to stop beating me up.”

I sighed heavily. “Caleb, listen to me now and hear me later. Ace is not. I repeat, is not my boyfriend!”

Caleb nodded. “If you say so.”

Cathy tilted her head and said, “Shhh!”

A moment later, Colton and Ace walked up carrying our snacks. Ace frowned at Caleb.

Ace sneered, “Get lost, runt. I don’t like dweebs talking to my girl.”

Caleb looked at his feet again. “I need to go anyway.” Caleb’s sister had just left the snack bar.

Ace’s eyes went wide when he saw Caleb join his sister as they headed to the ticket taker. “How in hell does a doofus get a bodacious college chick like that?”

Cat started to say something until she saw me shaking my head. Adding a little acid to my voice, I said, “I don’t like my date ogling older women.”

Ace laughed. “I’m allowed. Come on. The movie’s about to start.” He handed me my drink. Apparently, we’re going to share a big tub of popcorn.

I have to say it torqued me that I’m not allowed to talk to another boy, but it’s okay for him to look at other girls. That’s messed up.

Colton found four seats together near the middle of the theater. As we started to sit, I saw Caleb about four rows up behind us. I waved, and he waved back.

Ace saw me and frowned. “What did I tell you?”

I whispered as I sat down next to him, “You don’t own me.”

Ace frowned again. “You’re my girl.”

Rather than start a fight, as the first trailer started to run, I just took a long sip on my soda. I kept thinking about how much Cathy was going to owe me for this.

Cat and I sat next to each other, with Colton sitting on Cat’s left and Ace on my right. I have to say that, at first, everything was going well. I felt vaguely secure with the tub of popcorn sitting on Ace’s lap but where we could both share it. The start of the movie was exciting, with an incredible action sequence. I could see now why girls all loved Tommy Kincaid. He was hot.

About midway through the movie, I saw Cat slide closer to Colton and snuggle against him. Colton put his arm around her, and if it was possible, she’d live up to her nickname and be purring. I’m sure Ace was expecting the same thing.

He finally set the tub of popcorn down, stretched and made the move I’d been expecting all evening. He set his arm down along the seatback behind me. He started playing with my hair. When I didn’t slide over next to him, he placed his hand on my shoulder and tried to pull me over to him.

He tugged on my shoulder and whispered, “Come on, babe. Let’s get some snuggle time.” I gave in and laid my head on his shoulder. He played with my hair for a bit before sliding his hand down to rub my arm.

I glanced over at Cat. She was enjoying her date more than I was, as she and Colton were trying to swallow each other’s tonsils. I’m sure Ace wanted some of that action as well. But if I had to snuggle against him, I was content to just use Ace’s shoulder as a pillow as I watched the movie.

Suddenly, I felt a hand fall on my breast. Oh, hell no. I reached up and quickly pulled Ace’s hand from my breast. I heard Ace snicker. And then his hand fully cupped my breast, and he squeezed it. I jumped up, and before he could react, I slapped him.

“Don’t touch my breasts, you asshole!” I screamed in the crowded theater.

“You’re making a scene,” hissed Ace. “Sit down!”

I continued to stand. “No! I’m leaving!”

“Shut the fuck up down there!” someone shouted several rows behind us.

Ace grabbed my arm. “You’re my girl, and I’m telling you to sit down!”

I tried to pull my arm away from his grasp. “You’re hurting me.”

Ace suddenly let go of my arm as soda and ice unexpectedly went splashing down on his head.

“What the fuck?” growled Ace.

Behind him stood Caleb holding an empty cup over Ace’s head. “She said don’t touch her.”

Ace snarled at Caleb. “Well, look who finally decided to grow a pair. You are so going to regret that.”

About that time, two mall cops show up, shining flashlights in all our faces. “What’s going on here? We got a call of a disturbance.”

Caleb’s sister pointed at Ace. “That boy tried to molest this little girl. My brother put a stop to it.”

One of the mall cops shined his flashlight on me. “Is this true, Miss?”

I looked down at my arm. “Crap. Look at that bruise starting to form. Yes, it’s true.” I scowled at Ace.

Ace stepped toward me. “Bitch!”

The two cops moved to restrain Ace. One of the cops looked to me. “Do you wish to file charges, miss?”

I was royally pissed. But just how big of a mess did I want to take this? I narrowed my eyes at Ace. “Do you swear to leave me and Caleb alone?”

Ace just scowled at me.

“Miss?” prompted the cop.

After waiting longer than I should have, I turned to the cop. “Yes. I’ll press char…”

Ace almost sounded like he was about to cry. “Yes! I swear. I’ll never touch either of you again.”

The cop raised his eyebrow at me. “Are you sure, miss?” I nodded. The cop looked at Ace. “Follow us, sir. We’ll escort you to the exit. We’ll need to see some ID. You’ve earned a permanent ban from the mall.”

Cathy ran up to me and gave me a hug. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Jennifer! This was all my fault!” Colton was standing by the wall with his head hanging down.

“It’s my fault, Cat,” I said as I hugged her back. “I was stupid.”

I saw Caleb start to move away. I reached out to him. “Caleb! Thank you so much!”

Caleb smiled weakly toward me. “You’re very welcome, Jennifer.”

Caleb’s sister stepped up to us. “Let me get you guys some dinner. I know emotional upheavals always make me hungry.”

I smiled at her. “Thank you.”

“I want my money back!” came a shout from behind us.

#

The school found out about Ace’s antics and gave him a three-day suspension and a month of detention. Part of me felt I should feel sorry for him since I was involved in the whole mess. But I just couldn’t bring myself to have any sympathy. Ace wouldn’t look at me in the hall.

Dad wanted to take a baseball bat to Ace. I’ve never seen Dad so angry. Zach offered to help Dad as he said, “nobody treats my sister that way!” Happily, they both decided Ace wasn’t worth going to jail over.

Oddly enough, Cathy and Colton are still dating.

As for Caleb? Well, he and his mom picked me up today to go to an anime convention in town. I just wore “holey” jeans and a DragonBall Z t-shirt. I hadn’t been to a con since my college days.

“Having fun?” asked Caleb as we walked through the dealer room at the con. He was holding my hand.

“This is great!” I laughed. “I love watching all the cosplayers. You should have dressed up!”

Caleb laughed. “Maybe next year.” He looked at the schedule sheet. “Let’s head over to viewing room one. There’s a new anime about to premier there.”

The room was filling up fast, so we hurried to a seat. Caleb continued to hold my hand as the video started. I must admit that I really enjoyed being with Caleb.

I watched Caleb laugh at some crazy antics on the screen. I couldn’t help but smile as I looked at him. Yes, he’s a dork. But he’s, my dork. On an impulse, I leaned in and kissed him. He gave me a shocked look. He then bent down and gave me a kiss that tingled all the way to my toes.

I decided I liked being a girl.

#

It was my first Thanksgiving holiday as a girl. I was helping Mom, of course, in the kitchen. Dad and Zach were in the living room watching a football game. I vaguely remember a time when I watched a game with my dad while my mom was in the kitchen by herself. It was a dark and gloomy day with a little drizzle thrown in.

I was making mashed potatoes… yes, real mashed potatoes when I heard Dad yell from the living room.

“What the crap is this? Why are they interrupting the game?” exclaimed Dad.

I walked into the living room to see what the commotion was about on the TV.

Dad pointed at the TV. It was a breaking news announcement. “Will you just look at that?” Dad shook his head. “What is the world coming to?”

Accompanying the video of some kid lying on the ground, the voice on the TV said, “Outrage tonight as federal agents apparently gunned down an eight-year-old boy in the streets of San Francisco and then just left him to die as the boy begged for help. The agents all appeared to be deathly afraid to even venture near the fallen boy. A nineteen-year-old woman was also lying nearby on the ground crying hysterically. It is not known at this time if she’s related to the boy. FBI spokesman was quoted saying.…”

I stopped listening. They finally got him – the rat bastard that not only caused upheaval in my own life but for hundreds or more across two continents. The real eight-year-old boy is now going to have to deal with being a teenage girl. I wonder if word will ever get out about how that lunatic was able to swap bodies and create so much havoc? I’m glad he’s stopped, but that doesn’t help me. I’m stuck as female for the rest of my life.

Mom stroked my hair as she watched the news event. “How could they do that to a little boy?”

I wanted to tell her and Dad, but they wouldn’t believe me. And while that bastard is the reason I was standing there holding a bowl of mashed potatoes, I wasn’t angry at him. Not now. I have a mom and Dad who love me. A dorky brother and an even dorkier boyfriend. I wouldn’t go back to my old life if you paid me.

I was happy.

-Case 347-J Status: Closed-

###


Case File 512-B – Again, the Swtcher

“This way!”

“Don’t let him get inside that bank!”

I heard all this commotion happening outside the McDonald’s where I was having lunch. I got up to see what all the shouting was about. Just as I reached the door, I saw a young woman running hell-bent toward the door. Three men in suits were chasing her.

One of the men shouted, “Don’t open that door!”

Wondering what kind of crime this woman could have committed, I nonetheless started to brace my shoulder against the glass door so it wouldn’t open. Before I could lean into the door, the woman slammed hard against the glass, pushing it into me and knocking me off balance.

The woman’s hand brushed against my arm.

Suddenly, I felt as if I was punched in the gut, and I was blinded by a brilliant flash of light. I was hit with the worst headache I’ve ever had. I couldn’t breathe and blacked out.

I must have been out only a few seconds. When I came to, I was on the ground. What I saw wasn’t possible. I saw myself get up off the ground and start to run. Two of the men in suits ran past me with guns drawn.

“Take the shot!” shouted one of the men.

I watched in horror as one of the men aimed his Glock 9mm at what impossibly seemed to be my back and fired off a couple of rounds. I saw a red mist of blood spray from “my” arm. A man in a suit approached “me” quickly. McDonald’s customers went running and screaming from the building.

With a stream of blood running down his arm, the person who seemed to be me leaped and knocked his body against the man in the suit. Both the suit guy and “I” looked disoriented. I saw my body fall to the floor, writhing in pain.

The suit guy, aiming his weapon, turned and laughed. “Dumbass!” He fired his weapon at the other suit guy. I heard him grunt as he took a couple of hits in the chest and then fell.

The third suit guy had knelt beside me during all this. He fired a round at the fleeing suit guy. His shot went wild and hit a wall.

The guy next to me pulled a walkie-talkie-type device from his coat pocket. “Agent Peterson. We have two agents down. Suspect last seen using Agent Carlos’ body. Send an ambulance and the bus. We have another civilian victim, these coordinates.”

Over the walkie-talkie, an oddly expressionless voice said, “Acknowledged. Moving to attempt intercept. Give us a quick sit-rep on the two casualties. Hold the civilian until the bus arrives.”

“Roger that,” the agent said into the radio. To me as he put a hand on my shoulder, “Try to stay calm, miss, and wait for the bus to arrive.”

For the first time, I noticed I had long dark brown hair falling across my face. I wasn’t wearing my clothes. In fact, I was dressed like the girl who was being chased. I didn’t feel right. I looked at my hands. They weren’t my hands. I know the back of my hand like I know….

“What the fuck is going on here!” I shouted in a very feminine voice. “I’m not waiting for shit. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m out of here!”

The man grabbed my arm. He held fast. I couldn’t pull away.

“Sorry, girl. But you need to stay put.”

I tugged against his grip. “Let me go! And I’m not a girl.”

Frowning deeply at me as he moved to examine one of the fallen agents, he said, “That’s why you need to wait for the bus. We can’t have you running around loose.” Using his free hand, he felt a pulse from the agent lying prone on the floor of the McDonald’s in a pool of blood. “Shit. He’s dead.”

My old body groaned. Until then, he had been quiet, and I kind of forgot he was there. I pointed at my body which was bleeding profusely from the arm wound. “Why am I lying there? Why am I not in my own body?”

The agent turned to me. “I need to stop his bleeding. If I let go of your arm, will you stay here?”

“Of course,” I lied. I tensed my leg muscles so I could sprint away.

Frowning again and sensing my deception, the agent took a pair of handcuffs from his pocket and cuffed me to the countertop. He then turned to the man who was me but not me, tore open the shirt and started to make a makeshift tourniquet.

As paramedics started to run into the McDonald’s, a voice over the radio said, “Suspect escaped. Two more victims.”

The paramedics started to load the man, who was in my body somehow, onto a gurney. Two people I assumed were agents ran up to me. A man in a dark suit and a woman in a dark skirt. The woman pointed at me. “Is that the victim?” The agent who cuffed me nodded. To me, she said, “Come with us, miss. We’ll try to explain what’s going on to the best of our knowledge.”

The agent who had cuffed me said, “Better secure this one. She’s a run risk.” The woman nodded and put her own cuffs on me.

I was led to a large van with a lot of confused and angry people inside. The woman pointed at an unused seat. “Please have a seat there, miss.” When I hesitated, she added, “I’ll sedate you if I have to.” Sitting next to the empty seat was a teen girl who was out cold. I frowned and sat down.

#

I was sitting in a small, featureless room with only a small desk and two chairs. I was brought in by a soldier after listening to a briefing about what the government thinks is going on. I was in a woman’s body all because some asshole figured out how to swap bodies with people and was now running amok.

I hadn’t been able to see myself, so I had no idea what I looked like. If I had to guess, I was pretty because I kept seeing some of the soldiers around me staring at me. That really disturbed me.

The door opened, and a frazzled-looking man wearing glasses and a frumpy suit entered. He set a laptop computer on the small table and lifted the display.

Looking over his glasses, he said, “Good evening, miss. I’m the counselor assigned to your case. We’ll need your name and social security number, and your home address so we can know who you are so we can get things moving toward a resolution for you. Relatively speaking, you’re one of the lucky ones. The person you used to be and the woman you are now seemed to be close in age. We’ll know more after some digging. But since you both are over the age of majority, assigning you a new life should be fairly straightforward.”

“New life?” I asked. “What are you talking about?”

The man sighed. “Similar to a witness protection program, you get a new identity to match your new physical body. We can’t find where the woman’s mind wound up, but we have her identity from her purse. So, please tell me your name, social, and so on.”

I folded my arms and glared at him. “Fuck you.”

Sighing again, the man shook his head. “That’s not helpful, miss. Your cooperation will help this go smoothly to a resolution. I’m really sorry to tell you this, miss, but as you heard earlier, this is who you are for the rest of your life. We can’t give you your life back. But what we can do is try to make this transition to a new life as easy as possible. We’ll issue you a new identity. All past debts and responsibilities will be erased. And if you want it, before you leave this facility, we’ll even offer you counseling on living as a female.”

I sighed. Given my situation, all those things would be helpful. I have no idea how to be a girl. I’ve certainly dated plenty of them to get what I wanted from them and discarded them for the next one. But I never knew or cared what made a girl tick.

“You win. My name is Roy Hinkley. I had just started to work at the bank next door to that McDonald’s. I wish I had gone somewhere else for lunch.” I then gave him my address and social security number.

The man smiled and nodded at me. “Thank you, miss. You’ll need to spend the night here while your court-appointed attorney presents your situation to our three-judge panel deciding these cases.”

He knocked on the door. When the soldier opened it, the man stood up. “If you follow this soldier, he’ll take you to a dorm room where you’ll spend tonight and possibly tomorrow while we get you straightened out. Thank you for your cooperation.” He stood to one side to let me pass.

I felt really uncomfortable as I stepped into the hall. The soldier I was to follow gave me a look that implied want to fuck you. The soldiers standing guard outside doors like the room I was in, all would turn to stare at me. I still had no idea what I looked like.

We finally came to a closed door. The soldier knocked, and I heard a lock turn. The door opened to reveal a woman officer. She smiled at me.

“Welcome to the women’s dormitory, miss. I am Captain Sturgis, officer in charge of this room.” She looked at the soldier. “Thank you, corporal. You’re dismissed.” The soldier nodded and turned away, but not before giving me another long look.

I have to admit, I felt more at ease being in a room filled with other women. Even the soldiers in the room were women. Having men stare at me was really unsettling.

Captain Sturgis smiled again. “Let’s find you a place to sleep for the night, miss. There’re some clothes we ask that you change into. I understand that you were a man before. So, if you have trouble with the bar or using the restroom, let us know, and we’ll assist you. Let us know right away if you start to have your period. You missed the evening call for dinner, but there should still be something to eat left in the adjoining room.”

I stopped following her. I asked, “Did you say period? I’m going to have that?” That was always annoying when the girl I was dating at the time was on the rag.

The captain gave me a smirk. “Welcome to being a woman, miss.”

The captain handed me some clothes neatly folded. “You can change in the latrine over there, miss.”

I took the clothes and looked at them. It was some kind of cloth pullover dress, a sports bra and cotton panties. I frowned at them. “Why can’t I just wear what I already have on?”

Captain Sturgis smiled patiently at me. “We must send them off to a lab for examination. Sorry.” I looked around at my fellow inmates, and they were all wearing the same dress.

I went into the indicated restroom. There were two toilets in stalls with no doors and no urinals. There was a mirror over the sinks. I moved quickly to look into the mirror. I gasped when I saw my reflection. Holy shit! I was a knockout! I wanted to do me right there on the restroom floor. No wonder all the men were staring at me. I was gorgeous, with big tits and a small waist, a tight ass and legs that went all the way up. Was this girl a movie star or something? She should have been.

After staring at myself for several minutes, Captain Sturgis called through the door, “Miss? Do you need assistance?”

Still staring at my image, I said, “No. I’m fine.” Mighty fine, actually.

I took off my shirt and looked at the mirror again. I muttered, “Holy shit!” I had two huge tits nestled in a satin, black, lacy bra. If I still had my Johnson, I’d be getting hard about now. I pulled my jeans down and saw I was wearing matching black panties. This girl was hot. I guess now I’m hot. I shook my head in disbelief. Where have I been all my life?

Pulling the panties down revealed a somewhat bushy pussy. You’d think a girl this hot would wax or something. After a few minutes, I had the new clothes on. The new bra and panties were a mood killer.

I came out of the latrine carrying my old clothes. The captain pointed to a panel on the wall that looked like a doggy door. “Put all your clothes in there.” I pushed the clothes against the panel, and they disappeared inside.

Captain Sturgis pointed at a cot. “This is your bed for tonight. Feel free to get something to eat or mingle with the other ladies here. Just don’t try to leave this room.”

I looked around again. “Why are the windows painted over? I can’t tell if it’s day or night outside.”

The captain looked at me and grinned. “Nothing to worry your pretty little head over, miss.” Her tone seemed condescending. She turned and walked away.

The ages of the other women in the room varied widely from around my age to very elderly. Most seemed to be thirty-something. The two oldest women just sat on their cots, crying. I learned that girls nineteen and under were housed in a different dorm.

In the adjoining room were a few things to eat. It had been picked over pretty well. There were a few bowls of pre-made salad, The sandwiches were wrapped in plastic. There was ham and cheese and a little roast beef. I sighed and grabbed a couple of the roast beef ones. I was starving.

#

While I was eating a girl looking a bit younger than me came up and sat beside me. She had a ham and cheese sandwich. She looked over at me. “Whatcha in for, girlie?” She giggled.

I looked over at her, annoyed because I wanted to sit in peace. “Being stupid enough to have lunch in McDonalds today.”

The girl laughed. “That’s a dumb idea no matter what day it is.” She put her hand out for a shake. “My name’s Maggie. And you?”

I shrugged. “I don’t have a new identity yet. So, for now, the name’s Roy.”

Maggie grinned. “Glad to meet you, Roy. I don’t have a new identity either. I was already a woman. I was seventy-five and twisted with arthritis. And I’m lovin’ this. Don’t get me wrong. I do feel terrible for the twenty-one-year-old woman who swapped with me. Poor thing. My tired old body had a coronary at the moment of the swap, and she died. That’s not going to stop me from enjoying my second chance.”

I nodded. “Wow. That really sucks for her. To have your whole life stolen like that. The girl I am now and my old self are about the same age. I just hate the fact that I’m a girl now. I don’t think they’ve located the girl who got swapped before her body was swapped with me. Listening to that whole swapping shit at the briefing made me dizzy.”

Maggie nodded. “Me too. But let me tell you something, Roy. You should embrace your girlness. That’s what I’m doing. And look at you. You are stunning, girlfriend. You’ll have to beat the guys off with a stick.”

I laughed. “They better not come near me. I’m not having anything to do with guys. No way.”

Maggie laughed heartily. “Roy, I’ll be honest with you. With your gorgeous looks and inexperience with men, I’d be willing to bet you’ll be pregnant before the end of the month."

I shook my head. “Dream on, lady. Ain’t gonna happen.”

Maggie stood up. “I hope you’re right, girl. Good luck.”

I gave Maggie a nod and a motion like a hat tip with two fingers. She walked away, and I finally finished my sandwich in peace.

#

I waited in the small room for about twenty minutes before a tired-looking woman carrying a notebook computer entered the room. I saw the soldier outside close the door, and I heard it lock. She sat down in the chair opposite me and opened her notebook.

She tapped a few keys before sighing heavily. “Ms. Hinkley. I was hoping this was going to be cut-and-dried for you. Just have you sign the non-disclosure agreement, then we relocate you, hand you some cash and set you free. But….” her voice trailed away.

After several moments pause, I asked, “But what?”

The woman frowned as she studied her notebook computer. “It’s… well, it’s complicated. Last night when your case was having its hearing, there was a protest lodged against the proceedings.”

I sat up straight. “A protest? Who would protest?”

The woman leaned back in her chair and tapped a pencil on her notebook keyboard. She gave me a long, hard look. “Your husband. Or rather, the man married to your body. He’s lodged a protest against your discharge.”

“Tough shit!” I shouted. “I’m not married to him.”

The woman looked uncomfortable. “That’s what we told him, though a bit more… um, politely. But there’s twist to this.”

I narrowed my eyes at the woman. “Twist?”

The woman sighed. “You’re pregnant, Ms. Hinkley. The man protesting is the father.”

I leaned forward. “Again, tough apples, right?”

Nodding, the woman said, “Ordinarily, yes. Following the policies laid out by the EU, pregnancies are generally terminated when a person swaps into a pregnant body. This is a highly controversial policy, but it’s the policy for now, none-the-less.”

I held my stomach as I stood up. “Get this thing out of me! Now! I don’t even want to be a girl, much less a pregnant one!”

The woman just stared at her notebook’s screen. “There’s a complication. Your situation is completely unprecedented, and we have no policy on it. Your baby’s father is trying to set the case law for it.”

I sat down, confused. “Unprecedented? How? You even have a policy on pregnant swaps.”

The woman sighed. “This is different. This has never happened before that we know of. When Ron Simon, you remember… the criminal who started all this, swapped with your current body, he didn’t swap with the mother. He swapped with the baby inside her. In the past, he’s always swapped with the mother.

“But this time, for some reason, he swapped with the baby. The baby, being near the mother, swapped immediately with the mother. It seems the baby’s undeveloped mental state was swapped with a forty-three-year-old man. When the baby swapped with the mother, the mother went into the baby’s developing brain, making the mother and the baby the same person.”

I plopped back in the chair. “My head hurts.”

The door to the room opened, and the soldier stepped in. “They’re waiting for Ms. Hinkley in the courtroom.”

I followed the soldier through a maze of hallways until we finally entered a large room set up as a makeshift courtroom. A three-judge panel, made up of two Army generals and one Air Force, sat at a table. All eyes were on me as I walked in.

A man on one side of the table jumped up and shouted, “Deanna!” He started to run toward me. A soldier stepped up to block him.

“Mr. Campbell! Please remain seated,” commanded one of the generals as he banged his gavel. The man meekly sat back down.

The same general, pointing with his gavel, said to me. “Miss Hinkley, please be seated.” I sat down next to a man I’d never seen before.

The middle general looked over the court. “Mr. Sanders, please state your client’s position.”

Mr. Sanders looked over some notes in front of him. He stood up and looked at the panel of generals. “If it pleases the court, I’d like to state for the record that my client, Miss Hinkley, was forced into a pregnancy against her will when she was forced to swap bodies by Mr. Simon. Miss Hinkley has no desire to be pregnant at this time, having only seen the father for the first time in this court.

“Under U.S. Code for forced swapped individuals, based on policy formed by the European Union for such cases, Miss Hinkley has the right to have the pregnancy terminated without regard to the interests of a third party. We feel this hearing is unnecessary and that my client, Miss Hinkley should be allowed under standard policy to terminate the unwanted pregnancy so she may be properly re-inserted into society unburdened by a choice that was not hers.”

I just sat there in silence, wondering if I’d have to say anything. The father, Mr. Campbell, looked to be on the edge of tears. I felt sorry for him. It was my understanding that these hearings are adjudicated in the absence of any of the interested parties to avoid undue influence either way or emotional turmoil.

The same general nodded to the other attorney present. “Mr. Burr. Please state your position.”

Mr. Burr stood up. “If it pleases the court, I’d like to present Mr. Campbell’s position. Mr. Campbell and his wife, the um, body now inhabited by Miss Hinkley, decided months ago it was time to start expanding their family. After trying unsuccessfully for a few months, Ms. Campbell finally became pregnant a mere ten weeks ago. You can imagine the joy the Campbell’s felt at this news….”

My lawyer stood up. “Objection. Relevancy.”

“Sustained,” said the general. “May I remind the counselors that this is a hearing on how to dispose of the pregnancy issue for Miss Hinkley, not a trial. Mr. Burr, please get to your point.”

Mr. Burr nodded. “Yes, of course. My client has been, of course, briefed on the laws concerning pregnancies of this sort and how the laws are applied. And although this has never happened in human history before, there are exceptions and an appeal process.

“Mr. Campbell is claiming a right of the father and on behalf of the mother who can no longer speak to this issue, that the baby be allowed to continue to full term since it’s not just the baby’s existence at stake, but his wife’s mental state as well.” Mr. Burr sat back down.

Mr. Sanders stood up and addressed the three generals. “As noted, a transference of this kind is unprecedented – an adult’s mind transferred to such an undeveloped brain surviving until birth and even then, beyond that is highly unlikely. We all feel for Mr. Campbell, but the odds of him ever seeing any evidence of his wife after the baby is delivered are extremely remote. The forty-three-year-old man who received the mental state of an undeveloped fetus is in serious condition.”

Mr. Burr stood up. “May I remind this court that the alleged Mr. Simon’s mental state was briefly transferred to the unborn child before transferring to Deanna Campbell. He didn’t appear to be mentally diminished as a result. While no one can be completely sure, from the doctors we have consulted, there’s a very good chance Ms. Campbell’s mental state is intact.”

The judge looked at me. “Miss Hinkley. Would you like to say something?”

I hesitantly stood up. “I… while I do feel sorry for Mr. Campbell, I have to say I’m just as much a victim as he is. I didn’t ask to be in his wife’s body. I didn’t ask to be pregnant. In all honesty, I have no desire to be pregnant or even a woman. I really don’t think I should be burdened with being pregnant while trying to figure out how to live as a woman.”

Mr. Campbell stood up. “May I address the court?”

The middle general nodded. “Of course, Mr. Campbell.”

Looking nervous, Mr. Campbell rested his eyes on me. “I can certainly appreciate Miss Hinkley’s position. God only knows how I’d react to find myself not only a beautiful woman, but pregnant to boot. But that’s my baby inside Miss Hinkley and my wife inside the baby.” He started to get choked up. “I would be losing not one, but the two most precious things in my life. I understand that, sadly, men lose their wives and children all through history, but this is not something any man has ever faced before, and the loss is preventable.

“I have a deal I’d like to propose to Miss Hinkley. One that I think would be fair to all parties involved.”

The third general leaned forward in his seat. “And just what do you propose, Mr. Campbell?”

Mr. Campbell cleared his throat. Still looking at me he stated, “Firstly, I’d like to ask Miss Hinkley to take the pregnancy to full term. Wait. Hear me out. After delivery of the baby, Miss Hinkley would be free of all motherly obligations. She can just walk away. The only other thing I’d like to add is that Miss Hinkley marries me, so the baby will have my name.

“I understand Miss Hinkley hasn’t officially been given a new identity. After that has been done, we can wed, and she can live in my house in Deanna’s place until the baby is born. We then get the marriage annulled, I pay her ten thousand dollars for her trouble, and we part ways.”

Mr. Burr stood up. “We have devised a cover story that Mr. Campbell’s wife suffered from amnesia to explain why she doesn’t remember her mother and other family members.”

The first general looked to me. “And what do you say to this offer, Miss Hinkley? This is your decision. Your counsel will advise you, but we’re here only to make your decision official.”

I stood up, completely aghast. “I… I… this is insane! Y… you not only are asking me to remain pregnant, but to marry you as well? That’s crazy.”

Mr. Burr looked at me without expression. “Naturally, you will not be required to perform any wifely duties. It’s merely to continue the appearance of a normal family life and to give Mr. Campbell the legal right to the child.”

Mr. Sanders turned to me. “Miss Hinkley, you have every right to refuse this offer. You are under no obligation. But if you decide to accept this offer, you will sign a contract with Mr. Campbell stating your intent to marry him and live as his wife until the baby is delivered. At that point, Mr. Campbell will agree to pay you and the contract is terminated.”

I violently shook my head. “No. No way. This is crazy. I don’t want to marry a man and have his baby. No. I reject the offer.”

Mr. Campbell’s eyes stared red into mine. “I’ll pay you twenty thousand.”

I just stared at Mr. Campbell in disbelief. Twenty thousand dollars is a lot of money. Right now, I have no place to live, no money, no job; my degree is gone and all my personal history. Roy Hinkley is officially deceased.

I sat down and looked at the three-judge panel, then back to Mr. Sanders. “If I don’t take that offer and we go the standard route, what happens to me exactly?”

Mr. Sanders shrugged. “You get a new identity. You are relocated, and you are given one thousand dollars in cash. You’re too old for foster care, so we provide you with a list of potential employers who must hire you based on your current job skills. As the new you, you have no job history, academic history, or family history. The military is also required to take you if you choose to enlist.”

I grunted a laugh. “So just a big fuck you?”

Mr. Sanders shook his head. “We get you started. We can’t hold your hand forever. And we provide free counseling services.”

Mr. Campbell took a few steps toward me. “In exchange for taking my baby full term, I’m offering you the security of a home, the love of a family and, at the end, a generous payment.”

Campbell’s offer is looking better all the time. How hard can being pregnant be anyway? My mom did it three times. That one girl I beat the paternity suit on managed to do it.

For nine months, I get to waddle around, lie in bed and eat ice cream all day. And then, after I pop the kid out, I collect twenty grand. Maybe it’s not such a bad gig after all. Marrying a dude was the big drawback, though. I can’t imagine how, but that could be my future regardless. The rumor is that after a few months, you will go native anyway. And as pretty as I am now if I was out on my own, guys would be hitting on me left and right.

I sighed heavily. “I hope I don’t regret this, but I think my best chance is to take Mr. Campbell up on his offer.”

Campbell rushed over to me and shook my hand. “Thank you so much, Miss Hinkley. Thank you for saving my family.”

The third judge said, “Let’s wrap this up as quickly as possible. We have a huge load of cases to get through.”

Mr. Sanders turned to me. “Have you picked a name? Roy Hinkley has been declared dead.”

I shrugged. “I guess I have to go with Deanna since that’s his wife’s name. I’ll keep my last name for now.”

Mr. Sanders typed some things into his notebook. A moment later, a printer in the room spit out a sheet. Mr. Sanders retrieved it and brought it to our table.

“Just sign here as Deanna Hinkley, and your identity change is complete.” Mr. Sanders looked tired. “All your paperwork has already been submitted and completed. Now, sign this contract with Mr. Campbell.”

I signed both documents with my new ID. I really hoped this wasn’t a mistake. I’m not sure where he came from, but a preacher was standing with Campbell and his lawyer.

Mr. Burr waved to me. “Sorry to rush this, but we really need to clear the courtroom. Mr. Simon has been very busy.”

Campbell was grinning at me. The preacher looked at both of us, and then Mr. Burr nodded to him.

The preacher cleared his throat. “We’ll dispense with all the mumbo-jumbo and cut to the chase. Do you, Deanna Hinkley take this man in holy matrimony through sickness and in health until death do you part?”

I hesitated a second and turned to whisper to Mr. Sanders. “I thought the contract had a nine-month term?”

Mr. Sanders waved his hand dismissively. “Just a formality. It’s part of the script. Don’t worry about it.”

I hesitated another moment, then forced a smile. “I do.” Holy shit. What am I doing?

Mr. Burr handed the preacher a ring. “Here’s her wedding ring. It was removed when she was first brought in.”

The preacher looked to Campbell. “And do you Lawrence Campbell take this woman in holy matrimony in sickness and in health until death do you part?”

Without skipping a beat, Campbell said, “I do!”

The preacher handed Campbell the ring. “Put this on her finger and say, ‘With this ring I thee wed.’”

He took my hand and I watched, in actual horror, as he slid the ring on my finger. “With this ring, I thee wed.”

The preacher looked relieved to end his duty. “I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

Campbell was still holding my hand. Before I could react, he leaned in and kissed me. Oh my God! I just got kissed by a dude! I wanted to spit, but that probably would look bad.

At first, I wondered why Campbell didn’t flinch at kissing me. But then it dawned on me that he’s been kissing these lips for some time now. He’s kissing a woman, not a guy. I’m not sure if I can handle this.

Still holding my hand, Campbell, my husband, said, “Come on honey, let’s get you home.”

#

Before we left, I had to be processed out. A female assistant had to instruct me on how to properly wear a bra and use various feminine hygiene products. A nurse covered many of the things I needed to know when my period started back up again. By then, I’m sure I will have forgotten what she said. She gave me a brief course on being pregnant and suggested I take a new mom-to-be class. So far, everything about being a girl sucked.

I was still wearing what I called my prison dress as we left the facility. We were placed in the back of a truck with no windows and were driven for several hours before being dropped off at my husband’s home. Husband. That’s going to take a helluva lot to get used to. Most of the drive was in silence. Every second I regretted my decision, but I also had no idea what I’d be doing anyway.

The truck drove away immediately after we climbed out and stood on the sidewalk.

Larry, who I learned is how I should address Campbell, pointed at the house in front of us and grinned. “There it is, baby. Your, I mean our, home.” He looked over at me and smiled broadly. “I was afraid I was never going to see your gorgeous face again. I love you so much!” He pulled me close to him and kissed me.

I took a step back. “Hold on, cowboy. Remember, I’m the new girl here. I’m not your lover.”

He took my hand. “Sorry. It’s hard to remember there’s someone else inside there. But I don’t know why kissing seems to bother you so much.”

I frowned at him. “Because you’re a guy. I’ve never kissed guys before.”

Larry laughed. “Well, you’re a woman. And my wife. It may take some getting used to but expect to be kissed. A lot.”

I sighed. “Twenty thousand might not be enough.”

Larry laughed.

Larry took my hand. “Let me show you the house, Mrs. Campbell.”

I rolled my eyes. “Lead the way.”

It was a nice house in what looked to be a decent, quiet neighborhood. It was a lot nicer than the house I grew up in.

Larry opened the front door then stopped me from walking inside. “Don’t forget tradition.” He picked me up as if I weighed nothing and carried me over the threshold. When he had carried me into the house, he put me down gently and kissed me. Surely even for girls, this much kissing gets old.

I looked around at my surroundings. “You have a nice house, Larry,” I said sincerely.

Larry smiled. “You mean we have a nice house. And thank you.”

Hanging prominently on the wall was a big screen TV. Larry then led me through a doorway. “And here’s the kitchen. Deanna loved this kitchen. She really loved to cook.” It was large with a lot of counter space. There was even an island in the middle of the floor.

“Too bad I don’t know how to cook,” I said as I opened the oven door and peeked inside.

Larry folded his arms. “Well, that’s one of the things you should probably learn how to do.”

I looked back at him and folded my arms as well. “Hey, the contract said no wifely duties are required.”

Larry rolled his eyes. “That just meant sex. You don’t want to eat?”

I shook my head. “Where is it written that only wives can cook? Can’t you cook?”

Larry frowned. “It’s just that Deanna loved to cook.”

I slapped the countertop on the island counter. “Listen, pal. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, I’m not Deanna.”

Larry shook his head sadly. “Be that as it may, let me show you the bedroom.”

The bedroom was large with a big king-sized bed. There was a large master bath and two walk-in closets. There was another big screen TV on the bedroom wall.

I looked around the room, nodding. “So where is your room?”

Larry pointed his finger around the room. “This is *our* room, honey.”

I knitted my brow. “I’m not sleeping with you.”

Larry scowled. “You’re my wife.”

I pointed toward the wall. “I saw another room just down the hall.”

Larry folded his arms. “That’s going to be the nursery.”

I waved my arm at Larry. “No way in hell am I sleeping with you.”

Larry started to sputter. “Look, there’s room….” We heard the front door open and slam shut.

I looked toward the door, suddenly worried. “Burglars?”

Larry shook his head. “Dollars to donuts, it’s your mother and sister. They never knock. Here’s where we tell them about your amnesia and the baby.” As he walked past me to exit the room he hissed, “Try not to be a dick, okay?”

As we walked toward the living room, I said, “I’d forgotten I had amnesia.”

Upon entering the living room, I noticed two women, one an attractive older woman about mid-forties. The other was a less-than-attractive woman who looked a few years older than me.

The older woman gave me a broad smile. “Deanna! You said a few days ago you needed to talk to us about something, and then you just disappeared.” She stepped up to give me a hug. I reacted to her hug in much the same way I used to react to hugs from my cousin Julia with the stubble on her upper lip.

The woman stepped back from me when I didn’t really hug her back. “What’s wrong?”

Larry stepped up and put his arm around my waist. “We have two things to announce today. One is very hard to talk about. I’m not sure what we’re going to do.”

The woman looked from Larry to me and back to Larry. Her face switched to a sudden mask of worry. “What is it? Is it about Deanna?”

Larry nodded sadly. “Devastating news. Just devastating. The doctor doesn’t know how it happened, but Deanna is afflicted with a serious case of amnesia. Whole sections of her memory seem to be gone.”

The woman put her hand to her mouth as she looked horrified toward me. “Does she remember anything? Honey, do you know me?” Tears were welling up in her eyes.

I just shrugged and said honestly, “I don’t know you. Sorry.”

The woman burst into tears, and she threw her arms around me. “Oh, my poor child!” She took a few steps back and then pointed at herself and said with a dramatic flair, “I’m your mother. And that’s your sister Susan over there.”

Susan walked over and looked at me as if I was from Mars. “Oh my God, Mom. She doesn’t remember us!”

I said, “Well, I know you now. I’m happy to know who you are.” Well, happiness might be a stretch.

Larry looked very sad. He should probably win an award unless he’s talking about his actual wife he’s lost. “There’s so much she doesn’t remember. She wasn’t even sure we were married. She doesn’t even remember little things like how to cook.”

Mom snickered. “We’ll fix that. Looks like I’m going to have to be spending a lot of time over here re-educating Deanna.” Mom looked to the floor and shook her head. “Oh baby, it’s almost like you died.” Tears streaked down her cheeks.

Susan shook her head at me. “I just can’t believe this shit.”

After a few minutes, Mom was able to compose herself. She sniffled. “You said you had two announcements. I hope the other is better than this one.”

Larry smiled. “We’re pregnant.”

Mom looked like she was going to faint. “Oh, my God! Oh my God! That’s wonderful! How long have you known?”

Larry looked over at me. “We just found out today, actually. The shock might have triggered her amnesia. The docs don’t know. But we do know she’s ten weeks along.” Larry lied. They had known for several days but hadn’t had a chance to announce it. Larry had wanted to make a big deal of the announcement.

Mom shook her head and started crying again. “Ain’t this just a fine how-do-you-do? My daughter is going to have a baby, and then she doesn’t remember anything! How can this be both the best day and the worst?” It was the best of times. It was the worst of times. Hey, that’s kinda catchy.

Larry kissed my cheek. “The doc said to give her lots of love and attention.”

Mom stepped back up to me and put her arms around my shoulders in a giant bear hug. “Oh, she’ll get plenty of that!” Susan joined in the hug.

I regretted signing the agreement.

#

Later that night, Larry and I were sitting at the end of the bed. Mom and Susan had left only twenty minutes earlier. Larry stared at the wall. “I guess that went as well as expected. They took the amnesia story in stride.”

I grunted. “I think they were overwhelmed by the baby announcement.”

Larry nodded. “True. You might not remember your whole life, but at least you’re not dead.”

I shook my head. “I beg to differ. For all intents and purposes, your wife is dead and gone.”

Larry looked at me with a cold stare. “You’re my wife. Try to remember that. And the original Deanna is inside you.”

I screwed up my face. “That sounds perverted when you say it that way. There’s no way to say if her mental state is saved.”

“Hope is all I have to cling to, honey.” Larry looked back at the wall again.

I shrugged. “Don’t set yourself up for disappointment. To change the subject, what are we doing as far as sleeping arrangements? I get the bed; you get the couch?”

Larry frowned. “We’re married. I want to sleep with my wife.”

“I don’t want to sleep with a man. Even if I’m married to him.” I stared at the wall too.

I looked over at Larry. “Which side was hers?”

Larry patted the sheets. “The left side.” He then pointed at a chest of drawers. “She kept her nighties in that dresser.”

“I was just going to sleep naked,” I said with a sigh.

Larry grinned. “Works for me.”

I got up. “Let me find a nightie.” Larry laughed.

#

I was awakened by a kiss on my cheek.

“Goodbye, honey,” said Larry from the middle of the bedroom. I looked over at him and he was pulling up his pants. “I need to get back to work today. I’ll see you this afternoon. By the way, what’s for dinner?”

I lifted myself on my elbow and glared at Larry. “You’re shitting me, right? I doubt even your previous wife would know what was for dinner the moment she woke up. And I told you. I don’t cook.”

Larry grinned at me. “Deanna planned her meals ahead of time and then went to the store to get what she needed.”

I frowned. “Pick up whatever you like from Burger King. That’s what’s for dinner.”

Larry continued to grin. “Well, beautiful. Your mother is coming over to help you regain your culinary skills. So, surprise me.”

I sat up in bed, putting my feet on the floor. “How does grilled cheese sound? Why don’t you cook something? These are modern times.”

Larry chuckled. “I know how to cook. But Deanna loved to cook. It was one of her joys in life.”

Irritation in my voice, I said, “I’m not her, remember?” I stood up. “This is why this was a mistake! You wanted a fantasy that your wife is still alive. I’m not your wife and never will be. You’re deluding yourself. You should have let me go my way and removed this thing from inside me.”

Larry stormed angrily back into the room. I flinched, thinking at first he was going to hit me. He pointed at my stomach. “That’s not a thing. That’s our child and Deanna’s essence. We’re all victims here. Trust me. I’d much rather have Deanna here than you. And after you deliver, please leave as you’d make a piss-poor mother. You don’t have the balls to be a mother!” He spun on his heel and hurriedly left the room. I heard the front door slam as he left.

I just stood there for a few moments, shaking in fear and anger. I shouted at the door, “Don’t tell me I don’t have the balls to be a mother!” I patted my stomach. I was just barely starting to show. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I threw myself onto the bed. In a small voice, I cried, “I don’t want to be a mother! Oh God, this scares me…” I cried myself back to sleep.

#

I finally got out of bed to get dressed. This girl certainly had a lot of panties. I picked some plain white ones to wear, and to hell with the bra. I desperately needed to pee... I stood in front of the toilet for a few moments and tried to grab something that wasn’t there. I sighed and turned around to sit down. Sitting down isn’t the issue. It’s the loss of my manhood that pissed me off. Peeing as a woman felt different somehow.

A random thought hit me as I relieved myself. What if I ever have to use a public toilet? More than once, I’ve had to go into a stall because all the urinals were in use and was very thankful I didn’t have to sit on that pee-spattered seat. I surmised it shouldn’t be an issue as I was sure the women’s restrooms were always kept spotless. Women are neat and clean, right?

As I washed my hands, I took inventory of myself in the bathroom mirror. My hair was a wild, disheveled mess. I grinned when it reminded me of that freshly fucked look many of the girls I fucked had. One of the straps of my nightie had slipped off my shoulder, and I have to admit that it was a really sexy look. I poked my tit. I couldn’t believe that I was the owner of this truly magnificent rack. I sighed. Larry was one lucky mother to get to fuck this every night. Whoa. Backup. What am I thinking here?

I looked at the dizzying number of cosmetics lying on the bathroom counter. I might as well toss all this junk. I have no desire to wear make-up.

I finally got dressed, wearing a T-shirt and jeans. I found some bread and jam in the kitchen and decided to make some toast. At first, I was hesitant to just use things in the kitchen. This was like a stranger’s house. I took a deep breath, tossed my shoulders back and said aloud, “You live here, girl.” Did I just refer to myself as “girl”? I poked my tit again. Well, I can’t really deny it.

I brought my toast into the living room and set the plate down as I examined Larry’s entertainment system. He has some nice stuff. I never thought to ask him what he does for a living. Must pay pretty good if his wife doesn’t have to work to help out paying for all this stuff. I was surprised at the number of porn videos in his Blu-Ray collection. Why so many when he has a wife like me?

While I was musing over the video collection, I heard a jingle of keys at the front door and then heard it open. I turned around to see Mom and Susan enter the house. What’s up with that anyway? I didn’t give the keys to my apartment to my parents when I moved out.

“Deanna!” exclaimed Mom. “I’m glad you’re up.” It was ten-thirty, which I admit used to seem early to me before I got my job in IT at the bank.

I gave Mom a hesitant smile. “Hey, Mom. What brings you here?”

Mom laughed. “Susan did.” Susan rolled her eyes. “I thought we’d go get lunch so we can chat and get re-acquainted.

Mom looked at me for several moments. “You don’t remember how to wear make-up, do you? You used to take the time to always look beautiful even if you weren’t planning on going anywhere. Let’s fix your face, and then we’ll go get some lunch.” Let’s not and say we did.

Mom started walking toward the bathroom. She stopped, turned around and waved. “Well, come on, Deanna.” I sighed and followed her.

Susan walked over to the sixty-inch TV. “Can I watch TV while you’re doing that?”

“Sure, hon,” yelled Mom from the bathroom. I looked over at Susan as she was rummaging through Larry’s porn collection.

As I entered the restroom, Mom was checking out the cosmetics scattered on the countertop. She looked up at me. “Do you remember anything about wearing make-up?”

I shook my head. She looked at me and shook her head as well. “That amnesia sure is selective. You don’t remember how to cook or wear make-up or anything about growing up with me and your sister or even your own husband. But you remember everything else.”

I just shrugged. I wanted to say, Sorry. Until this week, I was very happy as a guy living my own life.

Mom picked up a small bottle. “This is foundation. We’ll just cover some basics because I’m hungry and want to go to lunch. Bringing you back into the family is more important.”

Mom scolded me a few times about making faces as she applied the make-up. I really didn’t like the way it felt. It seemed like a lot of extra trouble to go through every morning. But when she finished, holy shit! The results were amazing. While I can hardly take any credit for it, I have to say I thought I was pretty before. I couldn’t believe how beautiful I was now. A random thought flowed through my mind that I couldn’t wait for Larry to see how I looked. I frowned. Why should I care?

Mom grinned at me. “Just gorgeous! Okay. Let’s go eat.”

I’ve never seen anyone eject a disc from a video player as fast as Susan did when we came back into the living room.

“Are you okay?” Mom asked Susan. “You seem kinda jumpy, and your face is red.”

Holding the disc behind her back, Susan said, “I’m fine. Seriously.” She glanced over at me, and I just chuckled.

As we headed toward the door, Mom turned to me. “Aren’t you forgetting your purse? You might need your keys at least.”

I blushed. “You’re right. I don’t know where my head is these days.” I looked around the room.

Mom laughed. “You don’t know where your purse is either. I saw it in the kitchen.”

I walked into the kitchen and saw a bag lying on the counter. I picked it up and looked inside to see house keys, a driver’s license, a cell phone, a lipstick, and other random items. As I picked up the purse, I thought briefly of Morty Sherman back in middle school when I mocked him by asking, “What are you going to do? Hit me with your purse?” and laughing. I looked at the purse in my hands and frowned. And now I’m carrying one.

After about a ten-minute drive, we arrived at Gladstone’s, a classy restaurant but it has a relatively inexpensive lunch menu. I’ve taken girls here on dates more than once. I looked around the dining room and men kept glancing over at us. I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to having men ogle me.

After we were seated, a rather cute waiter walked up to our table and smiled. “Good afternoon, ladies. What can we get you started with?” He then listed several drinks, some alcoholic drinks, that we could choose. I wanted to ask for a beer but asked for iced tea instead.

After the waiter took our meal order, Mom took a tablet computer out of her purse and laid it on the table in front of me. She scooted her chair to be closer to me.

“Since you don’t remember anything about your own family,” said Mom as she turned on the tablet. “I thought I’d bring some pictures to look at while we had lunch.”

The first picture displayed was of a child. “That’s you!” exclaimed Mom. “When you were just a little girl. Aren’t you just adorable?”

The next picture was of a baby being held by a little girl. “That’s Susan holding you when you were just a baby.” Mom pointed at the baby in the picture.

We went through a few dozen childhood pictures, some taken on vacations.

Most of the pictures were of just me, sometimes with Mom or Susan. One picture had a man standing behind me, his hands on my shoulders. “Who’s this guy?” I asked, pointing at the man.

Mom’s smile turned to a scowl. “How did that picture get in there? That’s your worthless piece of shit father. It’s good you don’t remember him. He used to beat you.”

I studied the picture for a moment. He looked just like any normal guy and was smiling. “Why would he do that?”

Mom frowned as she shook her head. “He thought he was correcting your behavior. He didn’t like you flirting and dating so many boys.”

Susan grinned as she looked at me. “Yeah. You were quite the little slut.”

Mom turned angrily to Susan. “Susan! Don’t talk like that about your sister!”

Susan spread her arms out. “Well, it’s true! She had dozens of boyfriends, and I can’t even get one!” What a little bitch, I thought to myself. Jealous much?

Mom shook her head. “I knew I should have left you at home.”

I looked up from the tablet and looked at Susan. “Well, you’d be pretty if you smiled and wore a little make-up.”

Susan glared at me. “I honestly can’t believe you just said that!”

I spread my arms. “Well, it’s true!”

Through clenched teeth, Mom growled, “Girls! Girls! Stop this now. You’re both adults now. Act like it!”

I chuckled while Susan sat there seething.

Mom slid the next picture over on the tablet. “Let’s get back to the pictures.”

Mom smiled broadly when she saw a picture of me in a prom dress and around high school age. I was holding a grinning boy’s arm. He was certainly very cute. “Oh, I wish you remembered this. This was your prom night.”

Resting her head on her hand, Susan, in a voice heavy with sarcasm said, “I’m surprised her date wasn’t the whole football team.”

Mom pointed her finger at Susan and growled, “You’re not too old for me to spank, young lady. Knock it off. Now!”

Susan rolled her eyes and turned to continue eating her lunch.

Under her breath, Mom said, “I thought we were over this crap.”

We went through a dozen more pictures until we got to one in particular. Mom sighed. “Oh, I so wish you remembered this. It’s your wedding day. You made such a beautiful bride.” Mom cast a quick glance over to Susan, but she was busy eating.

I shocked myself when I touched the screen and said, “Oh wow. That’s such a beautiful dress!” I never cared about what dresses looked like except for how they looked on the floor in the bedroom. But I was really taken in seeing me in that wedding dress.

I took longer looking at these pictures. After scrolling over a few times, I stopped at one picture. I pointed. “Oh my God! Is that Larry? He looks so handsome in that tux!” I never really thought about it until then, but Larry is a very nice-looking man. He was a good catch.

Mom beamed. “You two made a cute couple. You were so happy that day.”

I did look happy. My smile was dazzling. The dress was beautiful, my make-up was perfect, and Larry was gorgeous. The wedding in these pictures was definitely of a better wedding than the one Larry and I had before we left that holding facility.

Mom and I hugged goodbye after we finally left Gladstone’s and she brought me back home.

I stood alone in the living room. I guess I can say my living room. I just stood there for a long time in the silence of the empty house. For the first time, I noticed a picture on the wall. It was Larry and I on our wedding day. The girl in the picture was beautiful. The girl was me. But not me.

I walked into our bedroom and, on a whim, opened the closet. Hanging in the closet, covered by a plastic bag, was the wedding dress. I pulled it out, laid it on the bed, and stared at it for a few moments. I removed it from the bag and held the dress up, stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door.

On impulse, I quickly undressed and carefully and slowly slid into the wedding dress. I stood in front of the mirror and stared at my reflection for several long moments. Then I went back into the closet, found the shoes I had seen in the photos and slipped them on. I opened the jewelry box on top of my dresser and found the earrings Deanna had worn along with the necklace and put them on.

I stared at the image of the beautiful bride in the mirror, posing this way and that. Suddenly, overcome with emotion, I collapsed on the bed and cried.

#

I heard the front door open and close. A moment later, Larry called out, “Honey, I’m home.” I didn’t reply back. I heard Larry doing something in the living room for several minutes before I heard him approach our bedroom.

He stopped at the doorframe and was silent for a moment before he chuckled, “You’re wearing your wedding dress?” He took a few steps into the bedroom. “You’ve been crying! Honey. What’s wrong?” He sat next to me on the bed.

I’m sure my face was a mess, so it wasn’t hard to tell I had been crying. I looked down and studied, my hands clasped in front of me. I didn’t reply. I just sniffled a bit.

Larry gently took my hands. “Honey, what’s wrong? Please tell me.”

I looked over at Larry as I felt a new tear roll down my cheek. “I’m a lie, Larry. Today I saw our… your wedding pictures. And then I found a video of the wedding. You and HER were so happy. It was so very obvious just how much in love with HER you were – and how much SHE was in love with you.

“And then I come along and murder your wife. And take her body. Why don’t you hate me? I’m not her. I can never replace her. And I’m sorry, Larry; I don’t want to be her. No matter how much you want it, I can’t be her.”

Larry lifted my hands up and kissed my fingers. “Deanna, I could never hate you. This wasn’t your fault. I know you had plans for your life, and being a woman wasn’t part of that. But here we are. I truly believe that the woman in those pictures is still alive in some manner inside you.”

I looked at the floor. “Even the experts aren’t sure about that. But the bottom line is that when you look at me, you see her. You expect me to be her. You’re in love with her. You don’t love me. And to be honest here, I’m not sure if I can ever love you, not just the way she did, but in any way. Until a couple of weeks ago, having any relationship with a man wasn’t even on the radar. I know I’m a woman for the rest of my life. I’m still not sure how to deal with that.”

I looked over at Larry. His eyes were reddening and getting watery. He nodded. “I was selfish. The baby is my only connection to the woman I loved with all my heart. I know I had no right to push you into a marriage with no love. I just didn’t want to lose the baby.”

I looked back at the floor. “I didn’t think it would be this hard emotionally. I was never this emotional before. In fact, I was usually indifferent, almost callous, toward the girls I had sex with. Maybe this is my comeuppance.”

Larry smiled slightly. “Who knows, right?” He placed his palm on my belly. “She was so excited when she learned she was pregnant. She was really looking forward to being a mom.”

I frowned at him. “Giving the knife a twist?”

He shook his head slowly. With his free hand he placed one of my hands on his hand that was holding my belly and pressed my hand on his. “This is our baby. Ours. And I’m sorry about what I said earlier. I’m sure you’re going to be a great mom.”

I smiled weakly. My emotions were bouncing all over the place. I took my hand away from my belly and clasped them in front of me again, as tears welled up again.

“Larry, I’m scared. I don’t know how to be a woman. I don’t know how to be a mother. I don’t know how to be your wife. I’m not her, Larry. I feel so alone. Isolated from everything I ever knew. I… I’m really scared.” Honestly, this whole having a baby shit scared the crap out of me.

Larry gently brushed my hair from my face and slid it behind my ear. He leaned in close to where I felt his breath on my cheek. “Deanna, trust me. You are definitely a woman.” He slid his fingers softly down my cheek. “So beautiful.”

He leaned in, and I felt his lips press into mine. I lifted my face up to his and pressed my lips more into his. I felt his passion flow through his kiss. I slid my fingers into his hair and drew him closer to me. Both our passions intensified. He gently started to remove my wedding dress, probably much the same way as he did on that wedding night several years ago.

When I was down to my panties, he gently pushed me back onto the bed. He pulled his shirt over his head and then lay on top of me, kissing me passionately. He fondled one of my breasts as he sucked on the nipple of the other. I never felt anything like this before. He kissed my neck as he fondled both breasts. He pulled his hands away, and I heard him loosen his belt. He kicked his pants away.

We held each other close, both of us just wearing underwear. Feeling his skin against mine was pushing my desire to ever higher levels. I was being kissed and fondled by a man, and God help me! I was loving every second of it.

Finally, my panties were pulled away and I felt his finger start to fondle my clit. My clit. I had to think about that. I never felt such pleasure in my life. As he drove me wild with pleasure and with my breathing heavy, I felt him slide his cock inside of me. I was moaning and gasping for breath as I felt him start to pump my vagina with his cock. Oh my God, I have a man inside of me! Never in my life have I felt anything like this before. In the back of my mind, I wished I had always been female. Sex from the woman’s side is so much better.

With one final hard thrust and a squeal from me, Larry shot his seed inside me. He stayed inside me as he grew limp. At least I didn’t have to worry about getting pregnant. Hah. His efforts seem to exhaust him. After a moan and putting an arm around me, he fell asleep.

I was hoping for another round, but the sound of his heavy breathing from sleeping suggested that wasn’t going to happen. I lay there for a long time, just looking at my sleeping man. Finally, I fell asleep.

#

When I woke up, I just lay in bed, not wanting to get up. Larry had managed to get up and get dressed and left for work without waking me. I was sore where I’ve never been sore before. I sat up, irritated that my vagina hurt. Girl, I thought, you had sex with a man last night. I remembered a few of the girls I had sex with had complained of soreness because I rushed them into sex before they were wet. I think Larry probably did the same thing.

I sat there for a moment wondering how I should feel about the fact that a man had stuck his dick inside of me. I can’t deny that I enjoyed it. In fact, I wanted it. Sex with a man was never on my radar before, and I would have been horrified at the idea. But now I’m looking forward to that next time. But with more lubrication.

I stumbled into the bathroom and almost stumbled right back out. I looked absolutely frightful. My face was a mess, having slept in my make-up. And my hair was a total disaster. After sitting down and relieving myself, I reached into the shower and opened the faucets. As soon as it was hot, I stepped inside.

I just stood there for a long time and let the hot water run over me. It felt so good. I felt almost as if I was washing my past away. I no longer resented being a woman. I no longer hated being pregnant. I still wasn’t exactly overjoyed; I accepted the reality of it. And my feelings about being with a man were slowly changing. If I was being honest with myself, if I hadn’t been rushed into marriage with Larry, I’d probably be looking at men to date. And that thought didn’t bother me.

As I got dressed, I wondered if there was a job I should be going to. Larry’s never said anything to me about it. So, I guess not. He makes good money as a software engineer, so I guess he lets me stay at home. That’ll get old after a while. Surely the old Deanna had friends she hung out with. But no one has called or come by. I wouldn’t have a clue who they were, though.

I started exploring the house. I had been too wrapped up in feeling sorry for myself to bother before. Stupid, I know.

I discovered I have a lot of clothes and way too many shoes. I know some girls who would say there’s no such thing, but I couldn’t figure out how I could have any use for so many. The house has a nice, private backyard with a flowerbed that’s in need of tending. I guess that’s my job.

I discovered we have a second car in the garage. I guess that’s mine. Only then did I realize that the government never declared Deanna dead like they did the old me? Her drivers’ license is still good, apparently. At least I’m not stuck at the house then.

In the kitchen, I found a cookbook that had several items circled and a couple with stars on the pages. I had to assume these marked Larry’s favorite items. I looked through the book, trying to decide if there was anything I could try making for my husband.

#

I was in the kitchen when I heard the front door open. Mom had come over earlier in the afternoon, and we went grocery shopping together, looking for the items I needed to make dinner for the next few nights. She spent about an hour going over the finer points of making great meals.

“Oh, there you are,” said Larry as he entered the kitchen. I had my back toward the kitchen entrance. He stepped up behind me, pulled my hair back from my neck and kissed the back of my neck. I felt a tingle. “Whatcha making?”

I turned around to face him. I put my arms around his neck. “Your favorite.”

He looked at me quizzically. “Chicken fried steak?”

I smiled at him. “You guessed it! Just be nice, though. This is my first time trying to make it.”

He bent down and kissed me. “I’m sure it’ll be great.” He kissed me again. He looked into my eyes. “I love you.”

I bit my lower lip and held his gaze. Do I love this man? I looked deep into his eyes, trying to find the answer. I smiled. “I love you too.” He kissed me again.

When I finished cooking and placed his food on the table, Larry cut into it and took a bite. He smiled and pointed at it with his fork. “Honey, this is great. It’s almost as g… um, this is really good.” I could tell he was about to say it’s almost as good as HERS.

I really need to stop trying to compete with a dead woman. He liked what I made, and that’s all that counts. A week ago, not only would I not have cared if he liked it or not, but I also wouldn’t have made it for him.

When Larry finished eating and put his fork down, he burped and said, “Want to go to a movie tonight? There’s a new Tommy Kincaid movie on. I think it’s Banzai Cowboy.”

I put my arms around his neck from behind him and nibbled his neck. In his ear, I whispered, “I have a better idea.” I stuck my tongue in his ear.

We made love that night. It was even better than the first time.

#

Over the next few months, my life as a married mom-to-be normalized. I got better at cooking and actually came to enjoy it. The old Deanna did have a bunch of friends she hung out with. After learning about my “amnesia,” they all started coming over to get re-acquainted. My bump got bigger, and Larry and I fought constantly over the thermostat. I could never figure out how he could stand to have the house so hot.

While we usually got along, like any other husband and wife in the world, we’d have our arguments. Things got out of hand that one time when he said he couldn’t eat the meal I’d prepared for him because it tasted like shit, and I picked up his plate with food on it and threw it at him. Larry spent three nights on the couch.

I was sitting on the easy chair with a folding table in front of me. Larry had decided to bring something home. I was starting my third trimester, and I felt huge, and whether lying, sitting, or standing, I was uncomfortable.

I felt like I’d been pregnant forever. And even though it bothered me to see his pained expression when after throwing up or having to deal with back pain, I’d sometimes say out loud my regret about agreeing to be pregnant. Pregnancy definitely isn’t for sissies.

“Thank you, sweetie, for getting dinner,” I smiled at Larry as he set a paper plate with chicken strips on it on the little table. “I’ve been really tired a lot lately.”

Larry grinned at me. “My pleasure. Though I do get a kick out of watching you waddle around.”

I wadded up one of my napkins and tossed it at him. “Don’t be mean. If men had to be pregnant, the human race would come to an end.” I reached for a chicken strip. “And I have to say…” I stopped. Something happened. Something weird. Something inside me.

I put my palms on my large belly and exclaimed, “I felt the baby move! It kicked!”

Larry rushed over and put his hands on my extended belly. “I felt it!” He laughed. “He kicked again! That’s awesome!” He stood up, bent over me, and kissed me; a long, sweet kiss.

#

“Oh! God, Larry,” I groaned. “Quit fartin’ around. I really think this is it.”

Larry clicked off his cell phone and put it in his pocket. “I just talked to your doctor and told her about your contractions and how you’re feeling. She said to stay calm and come quickly to the hospital. It’s not an emergency, but it’s definitely time. You’re having a baby tonight. She’s calling ahead so everything will be ready for you.”

I held out my hand. “Help me up, babe.” Larry helped me to my feet. I picked up my purse and took out my cell phone.

Larry looked around at me. “Who are you calling? Honey, we need to go.”

I frowned at Larry. “I’m calling my mom. I think she might like to know she’s going to be a grandmother tonight.”

When Mom picked up, breathing heavily, I said, “Hey, Mom. Get up to the hospital. Yeah. It’s now. I gotta go. See ya.” I clicked off the call.

I turned to Larry and waved my arms. “Why are you just standing there? Let’s go.”

I followed Larry out to the car. He opened the door for me, but he also spread a towel over the seat. “Just in case.”

I got in the seat, and Larry belted me in. He then hurried to the driver’s seat and started the engine. With a chirp of tires, we sped out of the driveway.

“Oh God, Larry, hurry,” I said through clenched teeth. The contractions were speeding up.

“I don’t want to get a ticket! Larry exclaimed loudly. Besides, you aren’t having the baby right this second.

We were a few blocks from the hospital when I suddenly felt it. “Oh shit. My water just broke.”

Larry glanced over at me. “Are you sure? I don’t see anything.”

I scowled at Larry. “Of course, I’m sure. It’s not like it’s going to come gushing out.”

Larry nodded. “Just hang in there, baby. We’re almost there.”

A few minutes later, we pulled into the emergency entrance to the hospital. My doctor and a nurse pushing a wheelchair came rushing out to meet us. The doctor and the nurse helped me into the wheelchair. After examining me for a moment, my doctor said, “Try to relax, mom. Your contractions are normal. Once we get upstairs, I’ll see how much you’ve dilated.”

To Larry she said, “Dad, go to park your car. Take your time. Come up to the waiting room. We’ll call you when we’re ready for you.” Larry had asked to be present during delivery.

After stopping in ER to check my weight, blood pressure, pulse, oxygen levels and temperature, I was whisked to the elevator. Soon I was riding up to the Labor and Delivery unit. I was wheeled into a room.

The doctor pointed to the bed. “Let’s get into the bad, mom, so we can prepare you for delivery. We’re going to start your IV and insert your epidural.”

A few minutes later I felt the sting of the epidural needle being inserted. That hurt more than I thought it would. After a few moments, I felt relief. I could still feel my contractions, but with lessened pain.

Everything was a whorl from then on. I just wanted it over.

I felt someone take my hand, and I looked over to see Larry. He was smiling at me. “I’m not going to leave you, babe. The doc said she’s not expecting a long labor.”

I laid there on my back for over an hour, breathing with the contractions. Larry kept looking at me with a worried expression.

They let Mom and Susan in for a bit. Mom held my hand. “Everything is going fine, honey. Everything is going by the book. It’ll be over soon.”

I laughed. “Sounds kinda final.”

Mom shook her head. “You’re doing fine.”

The doctor came in. “Dad, you can stay. Everyone else has to leave. We’re moving to the delivery room.” She looked over at me and smiled. “The long journey is almost over. Just keep hanging in there.”

A couple assistants helped push my bed out of the room and down the hall to the delivery room. My feet were lifted into stirrups exposing my nether regions to all and sundry.

After taking a look, the doctor said, “Won’t be long now. You’re at eight centimeters.” She saw a group of doctors pass by the door of the delivery room. She said, “Excuse me a moment.” She turned and ran to the door.

A few minutes later, six male doctors approached me. My doctor pointed at me. The sheets covering my legs blocked my view as the doctors approached. I heard my doctor say before she lowered her voice, “I just wanted to get your opinions on this patient’s dilation….”

I was embarrassed to hell and back having all these men staring at my private parts. My voice was a bit raspy and not very loud when I uttered, “Welcome to the party, pals.”

One of them said something to my doctor’s satisfaction. She thanked them and they left.

The nurse stepped up. “You need to push, mom. You’re ten centimeters. Your baby is ready to come out.”

Larry said to me, “Push, honey. Push.”

I turned to him and, through gritted teeth said, “Shut up, Larry.”

The nurse said, “Push, mom. Don’t forget to breathe. Push.”

The doctor peeked from around the sheets. “I see the head. Keep pushing, mom.”

I was trying to breathe. I looked over at Larry, who was still holding my hand. “I hate you. I wasn’t here when you did this to me, but I still hate you.”

Larry smiled weakly at me. “Just keep pushing, babe. It’s almost over.”

From behind the sheets, the doctor said, “There’s the head. Here come the shoulders.”

A few moments later, I heard a baby crying, and I felt tremendous relief. The nurse brought a blood-covered infant over to me and held it up. “You have a boy, mom.” I started to reach for him, but the nurse turned away and walked off with my baby.

The doctor said to me as she followed the nurse, “We’re going to clean him up and check him out to make sure everything is okay with him.”

Crying, I turned to Larry. “Did you see him? Our baby boy! I want to hold him.”

Larry nodded. “Yes, I saw him. He’s beautiful, like his mother. They’ll let us hold him in a minute.”

A few minutes later, the nurse returned with our baby, wrapped in a little blankie, and wearing a small knit cap. The nurse handed me my baby, and I held it the way they had taught me in class. I was in awe. I just stared at this little baby that, just a few moments before, was inside of me. I cried. “He’s beautiful. Oh God, Larry. It’s our baby. I can’t believe he’s actually here.”

Larry looked at me and smiled broadly. “You did great, Deanna. You’re a mommy now.”

I kissed my baby’s forehead and then looked over at Larry and smiled. “Yes. I’m a mommy. I so want to be a mom.” I paused for a few moments and then looked hard at Larry. “Do me a favor, honey.”

Larry nodded. “Anything, babe.”

“Tear up my contract,” I said flatly.

Larry looked taken aback. “Maybe you should wait on that decision when you’re less emotional.”

I kissed the baby’s head and grinned as I touched his small nose. “I’m never leaving this little guy. I’m his mom.”

Larry smiled broadly at me and gave me a kiss. “I love you, Deanna.”

I smiled. “I love you too.”

#

I’m not sure what we were expecting, but in the intervening years, we never saw any evidence that Larry’s early wife existed in our son. Larry was disappointed, but he accepted it.

We were watching TV and eating pizza, when we had just found out I was pregnant with my second child. Roy, our six-year-old entered the living room with a determined expression on his face.

“Mom. Dad. I have something to tell you.”

Larry leaned forward a bit. “What is it son?”

Roy folded his arms. “I’m not a boy. I’m a girl.”

I looked over at Larry. “I think we just found your first wife.”

-Case 512-B Status: Closed-

###


Case 735 – D - The Switcher Returns

“Don’t you think this is a bit early to do this?” I asked Jerry as we made our way through Old Man Buckner’s cornfield. We live in a small farming community, and it was only a twenty-minute walk from Jerry’s house. It was a warm day, though dark and overcast. A perfect day for us to skip classes and swipe a beer or two from Jerry’s refrigerator. Last year this became a thing Jerry and I did once a month or so. We’d get some beer and hide out somewhere to drink them and solve all the world’s problems. But mainly to drink beer.

Jerry shook his head at me. “Don’t be a pussy, Max. We waited almost three weeks into the school year before doing this.”

I nodded. “Yeah, you’re right.” I looked around, though I really couldn’t see much through the corn stalks. “Is this the spot?”

Jerry nodded. “Yeah. Nobody will find us here; that’s for damn sure.”

We cleared a small space among the corn stalks and sat down to open our beers. To be honest, I never really liked the taste of beer that much, but it’s what Jerry wanted to do. We’ve been friends since before the first grade. The only times I’d ever get in trouble was when I was hanging out with Jerry. Mom kept telling me Jerry was going to get me in jail. Jerry really isn’t a bad person. He just likes giving authority figures his middle finger. Which is why his dad is making him join the Army as soon as we graduate from school.

After a few minutes, Jerry was in high gear in his favorite pastime; bashing authors and movie directors.

Jerry took a swig of his beer. “I tell ya, Max. Someone ghost-wrote most of Heinlein’s books. You’ve read Stranger in a Strange Land, right? I think that right in the middle of the book, Heinlein’s brain died. The whole story shifted, and his books were never the same after that.”

I laughed. “That’s pretty crazy, even for you. What I think…” I stopped when we both heard someone thrashing through the corn near us.

It was a bit distant, but I distinctly heard someone shout, “Take the girl out. Shoot to kill.”

Another voice said, “What if he’s switched and he’s not her anymore?”

The first voice laughed. “Who’s he going to switch with in a cornfield? Shoot to kill. Simon must be stopped.”

There was a loud thrashing near us, and suddenly a girl, probably high school age or maybe a bit older and very pretty, came running out of the corn in front of us. She was breathing hard. A breeze caught her long blonde hair. I couldn’t help but notice that her long legs were barely covered by her miniskirt.

She looked at us with wild eyes. Breathless, she said, “Help me, please! They want to kill me. Can you hide me?”

Jerry and I both stood up. Jerry said, “I guess so. My house is close by. Why are they after you?”

The girl reached out for my hand. The moment we touched, I was hit with a blinding flash of light and felt like someone punched me in the gut. Everything seemed to go blank for a moment.

When I opened my eyes, I was on the ground. What I saw was impossible. I’ve never had this reaction from beer before. I saw myself stand up and laugh. I heard my voice say, “Fucking morons. It’s just too easy.” And then I watched myself bolt through the cornstalks             

“Max!” hissed Jerry, afraid of alerting whoever was chasing the girl. “Where are you going?”

“I’m right here, Jerry,” I said as I lay on the ground. I had a little trouble trying to stand.

Jerry said, “I was talking to my friend, Max. I don’t know where he’s going.”

I got unsteadily to my feet. “I’m Max. What are you talking about?” I felt different. Everything was weird. I felt strange in the chest area. The wind blew long strands of blonde hair across my face. I looked at my hands. They were smaller than they should be, and I was wearing pink nail polish. What the fuck?

Jerry looked at me quizzically. “You’re definitely not Max. I don’t know who you are.”

The voices had moved to the other side of us. “Shit! He’s switched again. That boy is running for the farmer on the tractor. Take him out.”

A different voice said, “Johnson, see if you can find the girl. She should be nearby.”

Jerry looked at me wild-eyed. “I don’t know who you are or what you did, but we need to get out of here.” He grabbed my hand and pulled me after him through the corn stalks. We reached a line of trees that marked the end of the cornfield and stumbled down into a shallow ravine.

“Jerry! Stop! I’m Max! Let go of me!” I said to him, out of breath.

He let go of my hand and spun around to face me. “I don’t know who the fuck you are, but you’re definitely not Max. I don’t know why he ran away because now they’re after him. Why are the cops after you, anyway?”

I threw my arms up. “I have no idea! But Jerry, this is me. Max! I have no idea what just happened.”

Jerry grabbed my hand again. “Let’s go to my house. Maybe you can think up a better line by the time we get there. I just don’t want the cops to get you. I’m a rebel like that.”

I frowned. “You’re an idiot like that. That’s why your dad is making you enlist.”

Jerry stopped. He kept a grip on my hand. “H… How the hell did you know that?”

“You told me this summer while we were playing pool in your game room,” I said, trying to tug my hand from his grip.

Jerry looked at me sideways. “Do we know you? Have you been spying on us?”

Still tugging to free my hand, “I know it’s impossible, but I’m Max! You have to believe me!” To be honest, I couldn’t believe myself. How the hell could I be that girl? I looked down and saw what appeared to be breasts pushing my shirt out and, below that, a miniskirt. I have boobs. Does that mean I now have a… a… No fucking way!

Jerry started walking toward his house again, still holding my hand. “You’re right. It is impossible. Nobody can switch bodies.”

“Let go of my hand!” I shouted. “Jerry… did you not hear those guys? He said somebody switched again. They were looking for a girl, and then they were chasing a guy. Me and the girl somehow switched places.”

Jerry shook his head. “It just isn’t possible.”

“Apparently, it is!” I shouted, unnerved by my female voice.

Not letting go of my hand, Jerry said, “Let’s get to my house before those cops, or whoever they are, hear you.”

Fifteen minutes later, Jerry was opening the door to his house and quickly pulled me inside. His sister was in the living room watching TV.

Jerry’s sister pointed at the TV as she turned around. “Hey, our town’s on the news. There’s some girl on the loose…” Her eyes went wide when she saw me. “That’s her! Hold her while I call the police!”

Jerry waved her off. “Don’t call anyone yet.”

I looked in horror at the TV screen. The picture on the screen I recognized as the girl who touched me. The announcer was saying, “… not believed to be dangerous. Denise Carlisle is wanted by Federal agents as a person of interest believed to be involved in the deaths of Max Stewart, a high school student and Elmer Buckner, a local farmer. Do not approach this woman yourself. Please call….”

Jerry’s sister yelled, “Oh my God, Jerry! Do something! She killed your best friend Max and old man Buckner! I gotta call the police!”

“April, no! Put the phone down,” Jerry shouted. He let go of my hand and almost fell onto one of the kitchen chairs. “What the fuck is going on here?”

I sat down opposite Jerry. “Oh, my God! They think I killed Buckner and… and… and myself? You saw her touch me, and we both fell down.”

Jerry looked thoughtful. “And then Max got up and ran off.”

“That wasn’t me, Jerry!” I frowned. “She, or whoever the hell she is, was inside my body!”

April shouted, “What the fuck are you talking about? You brought a murderer into our house! We need to call the cops. Dad’s gonna be pissed.”

Jerry frowned. “Dad’s always pissed. I have no idea who this bitch is, but it’s impossible for her to have killed Max. I saw him run away after she bumped into him. If anything, the feds killed him.”

I started to cry. “I want to go home now! I want to wake up from this horrible nightmare. Those beers were bad or something.”

Jerry scowled at me. “Where do you live? I’ll take you there just to get you to stop lying.”

April started crying too. “Stay away from her, Jerry! She’s a killer. I see it in her eyes.”

“You know where I live!” I cried. “You had lunch over there last Saturday.”

Jerry leaned toward me. “What did we have?”

I pulled some long strands of hair from my face. “We had ham sandwiches. You freaked out Mom when you said you wanted ketchup on yours.”

Jerry leaned back in his chair with a gasp. “Only Max would know that. What’s my favorite coke?”

I frowned, “Dr. Pepper. Do you believe me now?”

April stood back up. “I’m calling the cops.”

Jerry shook his head. “No.” He studied me for a moment. “Max. It’s really you? You’re a chick?”

“Yes! I don’t know how or why, but yes.” I had tears streaming down my cheeks.

April picked up the receiver from the wall-mounted phone. “Don’t believe her. She’s tricking you. She’s a Svengoolie or something.”

Jerry leapt up and jerked the receiver from April’s hand, and returned it to the phone. “No. It’s Max.”

April wrinkled up her nose. “You believe that skank?”

I jumped up. “April, will you shut up? I’m not a skank. I don’t even know why I’m a girl.”

Jerry frowned at April. “She’s right. Shut up. We have to think this out.” Jerry got up and walked over to the computer in their living room. “You know, I think I remember seeing something about this a few weeks ago on one of those conspiracy sites Dad goes to.”

I pulled my chair up next to Jerry so I could see the screen as well. April stood on the other side of him. She cast a dirty look at me.

April sighed. “Really? You know those sites are bullshit.”

Jerry nodded. “Yeah. But sometimes there’s a nugget of truth buried in all the bullshit.”

April looked over at me. “If we don’t call the cops, maybe we should at least call her parents.” She studied me a bit more closely. “I’ve never seen this bitch before. You from around here?”

I scowled at April. “I’ve known Jerry for years.”

Jerry growled at April. “Will you please shut the fuck up? I’m trying to concentrate.”

April folded her arms and stood silently while frowning at me.

Jerry quickly clicked through several web pages. “I saw something last week or so, but I didn’t read it because I thought it was stupid.” He looked over at me. “I’m not so sure about that now.”

A few more clicks and then Jerry declared, “Ah! Here it is.” He quickly scanned the page. “Okay, listen to this…” He started reading text from the screen. “People are disappearing off the streets of U.S cities.”

He pointed at the screen. “Look here… people who have evaded capture by the feds claim to have been switched to a different body. A ten-year-old boy claims that he’s actually a thirty-four-year-old woman. Claims the boy touched her, and after blacking out, she woke up as the boy. The boy’s parents were horrified after Federal agents whisked the boy away. A week later, the boy is returned to the parents, who are now silent about the incident. The woman the boy claimed to be, later listed as deceased.”

Jerry let out a low whistle. “Holy shit, man. Talk about your conspiracies. That’s why those cops or feds or whatever were looking for you. People are getting switched, and the government is trying to cover it up. You and Buckner have already been reported as being dead.”

April pointed at the screen. “Look there. It says the same thing was rumored to have started in Europe first.”

I leaned back in my chair. “This is crazy! How can you switch bodies like that?”

Jerry leaned in closer to the screen. “Some close to the British Science community before going silent, suspect a research project got out of hand in the U.K. The bodies aren’t being switched. It’s the mental state. Well, the bottom line is that you’re in a different body. This is totally insane!”

I was shaking again. “Does it say what the government is doing with the people they capture?”

Jerry shook his head. “The article just speculates on that. Everything from new identities and relocation to executions. It says no one outside the DHS has any real knowledge of the situation.”

Becoming more scared, I asked, “Does it say you can be put back in your own body?”

Jerry shook his head and pointed at the screen. “Nobody knows. The speculation is no. But some think the U.K. scientists have a solution to restore people, but they’re sitting on it. That’s it. And this is the only site that has anything about all this. The story is pretty much buried.”

I just realized I was holding my breath. I exhaled and asked, “You mean I’m stuck as a girl for the rest of my life?”

April grunted. “So am I.”

Jerry looked over at April. “You’re not helping.”

April folded her arms again. “I’m not trying to.”

Jerry turned to me. “We’re going to have to hide you someplace. It can’t be here.”

“Yeah. Dad will shit bricks when he sees we’re hiding a murderer here,” said April.

Jerry stood up. “Knock it off, April. That’s Max. We need a plan.”

The doorbell rang. Everyone froze. The doorbell rang again.

From behind the door, came a slightly muffled voice. “Come on Jerry. Open up. I know you’re in there. This is Sheriff Collins.”

Jerry turned to April and whispered. “Take Max to your room and stay quiet.”

April protested, “What if she tries to kill me too?”

Jerry hissed through clenched teeth, “Go!” I followed April to her room. She left the door open so we could hear what was being said at the front door.

I heard Jerry open the door. “Why Sheriff Collins. To what do I owe this pleasure?”

We all knew Sheriff Collins. He said, “Cut the crap, Jerry. I have some questions. Can I come in?”

Jerry asked, “Do you have a warrant?”

Collins sounded frustrated. “Dammit Jerry. I just want to ask some questions.”

“I’m fine right here,” said Jerry sternly.

Collins sighed. “Have it your way. But now I’m curious, so I’ll be back with a warrant later. Anyway, you and Max were seen skipping school again today and heading toward Mr. Buckner’s cornfield carrying a couple of beers. What were you two up to?”

Jerry said calmly, “The same thing we were doing when you caught us behind Toby’s barn.”

Collins said, “You guys are going to get expelled one of these days. Well, maybe just you are now. But you were with Max in the cornfield?”

“Yes.”

“The whole time?”

“Yes.”

Collins sighed. “Our office was notified that Max and Mr. Buckner are dead. And they’re looking for a young female suspect. Did you guys see anything?”

“Yeah. The girl ran past us, and Max went after her,” said Jerry. “I lost him in the corn stalks.”

Collins said, “Is that your formal statement? Look, Jerry. I have to ask about this. Max’s parents are extremely upset right now. They want to know what happened to their son. If you have any information about this, I’d appreciate it.”

Jerry said, “If I have anything more, I’ll call.” He shut the front door and walked back to April’s room.

April said, “We’re all going to be fucked if they discover we have a fugitive hiding here, Max or not.”

Jerry looked at me. “For once, April is right. We need to find a place to hide you.”

I sat down on April’s bed. “Where? We know the feds know I didn’t kill me. But the local cops don’t know that. There’s an all-points bulletin out for me. They might shoot me. Or you, even.”

April sat down on a chair and scowled at me. “We’re all going to jail because of her. If she wasn’t pretty, would you still try to help her?”

Jerry frowned at April. “Pretty? That’s Max there. Her looks don’t enter into it. We have to help Max.”

I shivered and folded my arms under my tits. “I don’t want to be a girl! I hate this! God! Why me?” I stood up. “I gotta take a piss.”

Jerry nodded. “I’ll try to think of something.”

I left April’s room and walked down the short hall to the bathroom. I closed the door behind me. This was the first time I had been alone since becoming a girl. I leaned back against the door and took a deep breath.

I turned my attention to the bathroom mirror. It’s the first good look I had of myself. Long, blonde, unkempt hair fell across my shoulders and down my back. My face was smeared with dirt and makeup. Other than that, April was right. I was pretty. You might even say I was hot.

I lifted my t-shirt to reveal two perky tits being held in place by a bra. I poked one of the tits. Yep, it’s me, all right. If I have tits, then holy crap, I must have a pussy. I pulled my skirt up and pulled my panties down. Oh my God, there it was. A goddammed pussy. No! No no no! I don’t want to be a fucking girl! Dammit! Damn it all to hell. I couldn’t bring myself to touch it.

While I had my panties down and holding my skirt up, I remembered I had some business to attend to. I stood in front of the toilet for a moment and then turned around and sat down. This just all felt wrong.

When I walked back into April’s room, she grinned and tossed a paper-wrapped object at me. “You’re going to need that.” She laughed. “Max has to use a tampon!”

I tossed it back at her. “I liked it better when you thought I was going to kill you.”

“Okay. I have a plan,” announced Jerry.

I sat back down on April’s bed. “Let’s have it.”

Jerry leaned back in his chair. “This is just temporary to get you out of our house. Remember that abandoned house we spent the night in two years ago. Just past that dirt road near Alpine?"

I frowned. “You mean that old adobe house with the collapsed wall? Are you serious?”

Jerry grinned. “It’s perfect. Just for a few nights. You can take some water and some of that freeze-dried food Dad keeps around for his huntin’ trips. Just until we can find a good place to hide you.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know, Jer. I didn’t like that place much.”

Jerry stood up. “It’s all we got. You heard Collins. He’s going to come back with a warrant. You need to be gone.”

Jerry ran outside and backed his car up to the garage door. He went into the garage and started putting a few camping supplies, like a bedroll and some things to cook with, into his car’s trunk. He didn’t load much, and it didn’t take long.

Jerry opened the passenger door to his car. “Come on, girl. Let’s go.”

I frowned at Jerry. “You called me ‘girl’.”

Jerry shrugged. “Aren’t you? We’re wasting time; let’s go.”

Jerry closed the trunk lid as I got into the car. A moment later, he started the engine, and we sped down the gravel road toward the highway.

“Slow down!” I said as I looked at the cloud of dust stirred up by the car. “You don’t want to attract attention.” Jerry backed off the accelerator.

We finally reached the paved street and turned toward the highway. A minute later Jerry turned the car toward a convenience store.

“If we’re going to Alpine, I got to get some gas.” Jerry opened his door and, as he got out of the car, said, “You need to stay here."

Jerry ran into the convenience store to pay for the gas before pumping any. I was really nervous. We needed to get on the road. What if the sheriff came by? I watched Jerry enter the building. While he was inside, a car pulled up to the entrance, and a woman got out. She showed anyone coming out of the store a picture. I didn’t like the look of it.

The woman stopped Jerry when he came out and showed him the picture. I saw him shake his head and start walking briskly back to the car. As he walked to the pump, he said to me through the car window, “Don’t look over at that woman. She has a picture of you or, rather, that girl. I think she’s the girl’s mother.”

He casually started pumping gas into the car. I kept an eye on the woman. She finally got back into her car and drove back down the highway.

Jerry got back into the car. “That could have been bad. She told me she was trying to find her missing daughter. She said the police told her that her daughter stole a car about a hundred miles away. It ran out of gas by Buckner’s farm. She said her daughter would never steal a car. She thinks the girl was kidnapped. If she had seen you in my car, you can bet she’d call the cops on us.”

I shook my head. “I hope we don’t see her again.”

Jerry started his car. “We shouldn’t. She turned in the opposite direction from Alpine. We should be good.” We drove out onto the highway.

As we drove, I just sat there and shook. I was scared out of my mind. I was imagining all kinds of things happening to us. Jerry slowed down as we approached another small town that we had to pass through.

“Ah, shit!” yelled Jerry. “Look up ahead. There’s a roadblock.”

“What do we do? We can’t bluff our way out of a roadblock.” I felt tears welling up.

Jerry slowed down and turned the car down a dirt road. “We’ll take this way. Hopefully, this oilfield road goes around the town.”

I looked out the back window. “Don’t go too fast. We don’t want a dust cloud behind us.”

Jerry nodded. “I know. I know.” The dust still billowed up behind us.

I kept watching behind us. After a few minutes, I saw a car following us. “Holy shit, Jerry. We’re being followed!”

Jerry gritted his teeth. “I guess they noticed us turning off the highway. Is it a cop?”

I tried to look through the cloud of dust billowing behind us. “I can’t tell yet. He’s catching up though.”

“Shit.” Jerry started to accelerate.

Through the dust, I could see the red and blue lights on top of the car turn on. “It’s definitely a cop.”

Jerry’s car started to broad-slide as he made an abrupt turn down another oil lease access road. The engine roared as he pressed the accelerator pedal. We were throwing a ton of dust into the air. We were unexpectedly airborne after we hit an exposed pipe.

“You’re going to get us killed, Jerry! Slow down!” I watched the police car speed up to catch us.

“Dammit! I should have stuck with backroads. Shit, shit, shit.” Jerry had his teeth clenched tight.

“Jerry, it’s over,” I said as I gripped the armrest of the car as we bounced across a caliche mud hole. “Maybe I should turn myself in?”

Jerry pushed the gas pedal all the way to the floor. “This is the most trouble I’ve ever been in. I can try to save you from the feds.”

The car decelerated quickly as Jerry made a hard right turn to go down another road. We smashed through a gate over a cattle guard. Behind us, I saw the flashing lights of the chasing Sheriff’s car getting closer.

Still looking out at the dirt-smeared rear window, I begged, “Jerry. Please stop. You’re making this worse. It looks like Sheriff Collin’s car.”

Jerry said simply, “Okay.” He hit the brakes, making the car slide to a stop on the dirt road. I looked out at the windshield and gasped. Landing in front of us on the caliche road was the proverbial black helicopter. Two men in black suits exited the helicopter, the spinning blades stirring up a dust cloud and started walking toward us. The Sheriff’s car slid to a stop behind us.

I got out of the car slowly and put my hands in the air, not knowing what else to do. Sheriff Collins ran up to the car and jerked the driver’s door open. He roughly pulled Jerry out of the car, pushed him onto the hood and started handcuffing him.

Sheriff Collins growled, “Thought you could play me for a fool? This is the last time I put up with your shit, Jerry. You just bought yourself some serious jail time.”

One of the men in a suit casually walked up to me and flashed an ID that could have said anything. “Max Stewart?” I nodded. “You can put your hands down. You need to come with us.” How did he know my real name?

The other man in a suit walked over to Jerry and Collins. Collins gruffly pulled Jerry to a standing position by grabbing his hair. What I assumed was another federal agent flashed an ID at the sheriff.

“We’ll take him from here.” The agent took Jerry’s arm.

Collins glared at the agent. “The hell you will. This is my prisoner.”

The agent shook his head. “Not anymore, sheriff. Please remove the cuffs.”

Collins looked royally pissed. “You can’t just take my prisoner. And if I remove the cuffs, he’ll run.”

Still holding Jerry’s arm, the agent quietly asked, “Are you going to run, son?”

Jerry shook his head. “No. What’d be the point?”

Still glaring at the agent, Collins unlocked the cuffs. “I’m going to file a complaint.”

The agent allowed a smile to creep onto his face. He pulled a card from his pocket and handed it to Collins. “That’s the number for DHS. Have a good day, sir.” We were both led to the helicopter.

#

A soldier took me to a small, plain, windowless room. There were two chairs and a small table inside. I sat down in one of the chairs. I had been taken to a briefing. There must have been about ten or twelve people in the room, all shouting and angry. They had all been switched.

A man in a suit had explained to us that we were all victims of an international criminal who had stolen a way to switch bodies at the slightest physical contact. He confirmed that once switched, you couldn’t switch again. So no going back. He also pretty much confirmed what we had learned from that one website.

I was beginning to think I’d been forgotten about when the door opened, and a young woman entered the room. She placed a notebook computer on the table and sat in one of the chairs.

She started typing on the computer before looking up at me and smiled. “Miss Stewart? For the record, can I get your full name, address, age, and social security number?”

“Are you going to kill me?” I asked, starting to feel a bit sick.

The woman smiled at me. “Oh goodness no, Miss. We’re trying to help you.”

Lashing out with pent-up fear and anger, I shouted, “Why didn’t you just leave us the fuck alone? I could have just stayed with Jerry. But no, you had to flash my picture all over the TV!”

The woman looked at her computer screen. “It’s interesting that you bring up Mr. Hollis. Is he your boyfriend?”

I twisted my face up. “What? Boyfriend? No. He’s my bud. I’ve known him for years.”

The woman kept typing. “He was driving the car you were in, correct?”

“What’s going to happen to us?” I asked with a cry. “Jerry was just trying to help me. You should just let him go.”

Pursing her lips, the woman looked at me. “We’re trying to figure out what to do with him. You’ve known him since you were both five, correct?” I nodded. “Okay, now, can you please give me the information I just asked for?”

I frowned. “I’m Max Stewart….”

“Is that a nickname?” interrupted the woman.

“No. It’s just Max.” I then gave my address, age, and social security number.

The woman nodded and typed some more. “Here’s the thing, Miss Stewart. You were a seventeen-year-old boy. The girl you are now is eighteen. This is important because under the emergency rules we’re operating under, we cannot return you to your family.

"You’re no longer Max, and most people just have a lot of difficulty with this. If you were in a younger body, we would offer your parents the option of adopting the new you or putting you up for foster care. You’d be surprised at how many won’t take the switched child. But you’re too old to be placed in foster care. You’re considered an adult. What we provide with every victim is a new identity, some assistance and relocation in the cases of switched adults.”

“A… a new identity? Relocation?” I understood the words. I just couldn’t believe it.

The woman nodded. “It’s like a witness protection program. That’s why it’s imperative we try to locate everyone who’s a victim of this criminal. Without a new ID and relocation, you’ll be running into people who know your body but not the person you are. This causes all kinds of issues.

“As it is, any criminal record you have, any accumulated debts… anything associated with your old life is erased. You are legally deceased. You can pick your new name, or we’ll provide it. You can do what you want, but most people use the first name of the body they took and their own family name.”

“I’m having a hard time wrapping my head around this,” I said, closing my eyes. “I’m basically a new person?”

The woman nodded. “Yes. We’ll move you to a new city. We provide a list of employers who must hire you if you are present there. And we provide counseling services. At taxpayers’ expense, of course.”

I shook my head. “What about Jerry?”

The woman smiled at me. “What about Jerry? He’s not a victim. Under the DHS security directive, he’s not eligible for a new identity or relocation. We’ll have to send him back home along with a signed non-disclosure agreement. And the very real threat of jail time if he breaks the agreement.”

I felt shocked. “If you send him home, he’ll be arrested by Sheriff Collins. His dad will force him into the Army.”

The woman nodded. “Most likely.”

“You can’t do anything for him?” I asked, feeling miserable.

“Maybe. That’s what we need to discuss in court.” The woman shrugged. “How do you feel about Jerry? You’ve known him for at least twelve years, correct?”

I shrugged. “He’s my best friend.”

The woman leaned back in her chair. “He risked everything to try to save you. Why would he do that?”

I frowned. “Because he’s stupid?”

The woman chuckled. “Perhaps.”

There was a knock on the door. It opened, and the soldier poked his head in. “The court is ready for you, Ms. Sanders.”

Ms. Sanders nodded to me. “Let’s see what the court wants to say. Usually, these hearings are cut and dried. This case, not so much.”

I got up and followed the soldier and Ms. Sanders down a maze of hallways. We finally entered a large room set up as a makeshift courtroom with a panel of three military judges.

After we were seated, the center general addressed me. “Miss Stewart, we have a situation here. Most of the time, only the victim is brought into this facility. And in most cases, the victim’s disposal is adjudicated outside their presence. But in this case, we have a second party involved.”

Ms. Sanders stood. “Yes. A Mr. Hollis. He was present when Miss Stewart became another of Mr. Simon’s victims. Fearing for her safety, he attempted to hide Miss Stewart and wound up in trouble with the local sheriff.”

The first general asked, “Ms. Sanders, in your opinion, would Mr. Hollis face undue suffering if we returned him to his home.”

Ms. Sanders nodded. “He would most assuredly face arrest and possible expulsion from school. He was already truant from school before he decided to commit the crime of harboring a fugitive which could carry a five-year sentence. Under the DHS emergency security guidelines, there’s nothing we can do specifically for him, even though his knowledge of Simon’s switching is a security risk. I don’t think just signing an NDA would be enough.”

The middle general said, “You have a proposal, Ms. Sanders?”

Ms. Sanders nodded. “After interviewing both Mr. Hollis and Miss Stewart, I feel this would be a good solution for both of them.”

The third general said, “Bring in Mr. Hollis.”

Flanked by two soldiers, Jerry was escorted into the courtroom. That seemed a bit excessive to me. Forgetting where I was, I jumped up and shouted, “Jerry!”

Jerry managed a grin. “Max!”

The middle general sat up and addressed Jerry. “Mr. Hollis. While this isn’t a court, we can make recommendations to the county court where you’re from. Among other charges, you face evading law enforcement and harboring a fugitive. You could be facing quite a few years in prison upon your return to your home. Ms. Sanders, who you’ve met, has a proposal you should give serious consideration to.”

Ms. Sanders looked at Jerry. “Mr. Hollis. How do you feel about Miss Stewart?”

Jerry shrugged. “I dunno. She’s my best friend.”

“You put yourself at serious risk to protect her. Why was that?” asked Ms. Sanders.

Jerry shrugged again. “Stupidity?”

Ms. Sanders looked up at the panel of generals. “I’m sure the panel would agree that this is a most atypical situation. Normally a second party doesn’t get quite this involved with a victim. Consider your answer to my next question carefully, Mr. Hollis. Do you love Miss Stewart? Over the past twelve years, you two have been through a lot together, and then you risk your life and your freedom to protect her.”

Jerry screwed up his face. “Love? Max is a dude.”

Ms. Sanders said, “That’s irrelevant. Could a close friendship be considered love?”

Looking confused, Jerry said, “I guess so.”

The first general looked at Ms. Sanders quizzically. “Is there a reason for this questioning?”

Ms. Sanders nodded. “Under DHS guidelines, we can do little about Mr. Hollis’ situation except send him home after signing an NDA. He’ll be arrested for his crimes, and his life pretty much ruined. But here is something for both of you to consider. If these two wish to remain together, and Mr. Hollis stays out of jail, the guidelines, under certain situations, will allow the spouse of a victim to relocate as well.”

I gasped. “You mean Jerry and I get married? That’s crazy. I’m not really a girl.”

Ms. Sanders asked, “Do you want to stay close to Jerry?”

I sighed. “He’s the only friend I have in the world.”

Ms. Sanders glanced over at Jerry. “Do you want Jerry to go to jail? That definitely hurts his future.”

“Of course, I don’t,” I said. “But, like I said. I’m not really a girl.”

Ms. Sanders smiled at me. “Miss Stewart, in a few weeks, your thinking will start to change. The term is ‘going native.’ It happens to everyone in your situation. You don’t lose your memories, but you’ll be a woman.”

Jerry was sitting there holding his hands against the sides of his head. “How can you do this to me? Choosing between possibly going to jail or marrying someone who’s only been a girl a few days?

Ms. Sanders turned to Jerry. “I only suggested this option because it seemed of mutual benefit to the both of you. After interviewing you, it’s obvious that deep down, you care very much about each other. Standard protocol is to just send you back, and you both lose contact with each other forever.”

Jerry stood up and started to walk toward me. The general on the left started to say something, but Ms. Sanders looked at him and shook her head.

Jerry asked, “Is that something you want to do? I’m facing a world of shit if I go back home. You’re going to get a whole new life, one free of a screw-up like me. For just a second, I thought it might be cool to be with you. I’m not likely to meet another girl, not only as pretty as you but one I know so well. You should probably just forget me.”

I stood up to look Jerry in the eye. Well, as much as I could since he’s now taller than me. I frowned at him. “You know, if I hadn’t followed you out to that cornfield, I wouldn’t be a girl right now. And now you’re facing jail because you tried to help me.

“How many times have you put yourself between me and some danger? Like when Carl was going to beat me up, you stopped him and gave him something to think about. Or when you got me to the hospital in time after I got bitten by that rattler. How can I abandon you now?”

Jerry grinned. “I got you in trouble a lot too.”

I bit my lip and just looked at Jerry for a moment. “You know when I get relocated, I’m definitely going to be a stranger in a strange land. It’d be nice to have someone there to help me through it.”

Jerry grinned a bit wider. “Even if they’re brain dead?”

I laughed. “Even if they’re brain dead.”

Ms. Sanders and the three generals all gave us curious looks.

Jerry stepped close to me and took both my hands. “Max. Will you marry me?”

This was completely insane. I never imagined my best friend would ever look me straight in the eye and propose to me. Here’s my chance to make a clean break from everything in the past and start fresh. Alone. After a long pause of reflection, I said, “Yes.”

#

I sat in the airliner seat, resting my head on my husband’s shoulder. That was still just too unbelievable. Two weeks ago, I was just a boy drinking beer with his best friend in a cornfield, and now I’m a married woman.

I held his arm as I looked at him. How could he be so calm just staring out the window? I was a riot of emotions that I was desperately trying to keep in check. They still haven’t told us where we’re being relocated to. A guy in a suit had escorted us onto the plane to make sure we got on it with all the other passengers staring at us.

I had taken the name Denise, which was the girl’s name of the body I now inhabit. I really felt bad for the girl’s mother. These DHS folks were rather callous in informing her that her daughter is now deceased. They requested some of the girl’s clothes and other personal items be “donated” so I could have some clothes to wear. They did the same with Jerry’s family.

I guess they really have no choice. They refused to tell me what happened to my old body, which I’m guessing now has old man Buckner living in it. They had quickly announced that both me and Buckner were dead. I hope they nail that Simon guy, but I’m sure we’ll never hear about it if they do.

We took a shuttle bus from the airport to a rather swanky hotel. Ms. Sanders had managed to pry enough funds from DHS to pay for the honeymoon suite at the hotel while they arrange for a small, relatively cheap furnished apartment. They pay the apartment rent for the first six months, and then we’re on our own. Jerry already said the first thing he was going to do was hit up some of the potential employers on our list.

“This is beautiful,” I said as we entered our hotel room. “This is so much better than the Motel 6 that Dad usually stops at.”

Jerry turned on the TV. “I’m glad I don’t have to pay for it.” He looked around the room. “Oh hey. Look at this.” He walked over to the dresser. On the dresser was an ice bucket with a complimentary bottle of champagne. “Free booze.”

I looked dourly at the bottle. “Good. I may need to get drunk for later.” Tonight, we planned to consummate our marriage. The thought terrified me.

Jerry pulled the bottle from the bucket. “You’re still worried about having sex? It’ll be fun. Your body isn’t a virgin.” We had to have a physical at the secret military base, and it was found that my hymen was already broken.

I frowned at Jerry. “But I am. I never got to be with a girl, either.”

Before Jerry could reply, there was a knock on the door. We both looked curiously at each other, and I walked over to the door. When I opened the door, there was a bellhop or whatever they’re called, holding a bouquet of flowers.

“Delivery for Mrs. Denise Hollis,” said the guy holding a bouquet of flowers.

I looked at him like he was from Mars for a moment. Then in a severe blonde moment, I said, “Who?” I laughed. “Oh, that’s me.” I took the flowers and closed the door.

Jerry looked over at me. “I think you were supposed to tip him.”

“But look at these flowers!” I exclaimed. “There’s a note. It’s from Ms. Sanders. She says, ‘Good Luck!’ Isn’t that sweet?”

Jerry laughed. “We’ve known each other since we were both five years old and that’s the first time, I’ve ever heard you say, ‘Isn’t that sweet’.”

I set the flowers down on the dresser next to the bucket. “Well, I’m just full of surprises.”

I started to get more nervous as the evening drew on. We had a delicious complimentary dinner sent up from room service. Jerry found a porn movie to watch on TV.

Finally, when I felt it was still too early, Jerry said, “Let’s go to bed.” He started to take his shoes and socks off.

I walked over to the bed and slowly stripped down to my bra and panties. Then I just sat on a chair next to the bed and stared blankly into space. I couldn’t wrap my head around what we were planning to do.

Still in his underwear, Jerry walked up to me and looked down. “Are you okay, Denise?”

I hesitated a few moments. “I… I’m scared, Jerry.” I cast my eyes to the floor.

Jerry knelt in front of me. “Scared? Why are you scared?”

I shook my head and felt like crying. “I’ve never had sex with a man before. What if I do it wrong? What if I screw up? You’ll get mad at me.”

I heard him chuckle. He put a finger under my chin and lifted my head up. “Don’t be scared. I wouldn’t get mad at you. Do you trust me?”

I frowned at him. “I married you.”

Jerry just smiled. “Do you trust me?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

He looked me in the eyes. “I know this is your first time. You’re not going to screw up. And I’m not going to get mad at you. I’ll help you. But hey, if you’re really uncomfortable, we don’t have to.”

I nodded. I knew the moment I said yes to marriage that I’d have to face this challenge. The idea of being with a guy is so foreign to me. “No. I’m ready. Just go slow with me, Casanova.”

Jerry grinned. “We have all night.” As he stood up, he kissed me.

I smiled at his kiss. “I’m curious though, Jerry. You don’t have to answer. But who was your first time? Anyone I know?”

Jerry laughed. “You remember Mrs. Whittaker, the widow?”

I gasped in shock. “Serious? Really? But she’s like an old lady! What is she, forty?”

Jerry smirked. “At the time, she was forty-two. It was a couple summers ago. But she taught me everything I know.”

I shook my head as I reached behind me and unsnapped my bra, and let it slide down my arms to the floor.

Jerry smiled at me. “Wow. Nice!”

I gave Jerry a nervous smile. “That’s the first time you’ve seen them, isn’t it?”

Jerry reached down and cupped his hand over one of my exposed breasts. I felt a tingle at his touch. He ran his finger across my nipple. He gave my breast a gentle squeeze. “Very nice.”

“Thanks,” I said, looking at the floor. Can I take credit for something I had nothing to do with? And should he just go fondling things like they’re his? I both enjoyed his hand on my breast and was bothered by it. It’s certainly a novel experience for me to have a guy show interest in me.

I moved from the chair to sit on the bed. Jerry bent down and ran his fingers through my hair. “You are so beautiful, Denise.” He kissed me again.

He was still wearing his underwear. I pointed at his crotch. “Can I see it? Your thing?”

Jerry grinned as he pulled his underwear down. He pointed at his penis. “All the ladies want a gander at this magnificent specimen.”

I frowned. “You better not be showing all the ladies your thing.” I tilted my head as I looked at his limp manhood. “Does it get bigger? Am I even going to be able to feel that?”

Scowling, Jerry said brusquely, “Of course, it’ll get bigger, girl. You know that.” He kicked his underwear across the room and slid next to me in bed.

He covered one nipple with his mouth and started sucking on it. I felt his tongue press against my nipple. I moaned slightly. That felt good. With his other hand, he began kneading my other breast, teasing the nipple. He then slid up and kissed my neck, and then his lips pressed against mine. His tongue slid into my mouth, and I sucked on it.

I slid my nails down his back and got a satisfying groan from him. He pressed into me and started sucking my other breast. I have no idea what sex is like on the guy side, but I have to say I was enjoying the hell out of having sex from the girl side. He started fingering my clitoris, and my feelings of pleasure flew into orbit. I’ve never felt anything like it. I wanted more.

He suddenly pulled away, and I saw him fumbling with something. I saw him unwrap a condom. His cock was completely engorged, and he was frantic to put the condom on. I helped him slip it on.

And then he entered me. Oh God! I never would have dreamed I’d have a cock inside me. And that I’d enjoy it. I moved my hips to match his rhythm, and I really hoped that he’d last longer than five minutes. I don’t know how long the whole experience was, but I enjoyed every second up to his final big thrust. I was glad the condom was there.

He didn’t pull out, and I felt him grow limp inside me. He was breathing heavily. And then he was snoring. His arm was draped across me. I sighed heavily. That was an awesome experience. I couldn’t wait to have sex again.

I lay there for a long time, looking out the window at the night sky. Jerry had finally rolled over. I played my fingers through my husband’s short hair. There’s that word again. Husband. It was still hard to believe that I was now a married woman. It was all surreal. I had no idea what the future held for us. After all, we’d only just begun. I laughed to myself. That’d make a good song title.

As I slowly drifted off to sleep next to the man I loved, I wondered, should I hate Simon or thank him?

-Case 735–D Status: Closed-

#


Case 963 – Z – Song of the Switcher

I stepped out of the grocery store carrying my two bags of food and snack items and looked around, trying to remember where I had parked. I still hadn’t gotten used to my new life of being divorced after twelve years of marriage. Actually, it was a lot like my life before marriage, only now I’m more tired. Fortunately, since she had had a hysterectomy before we got married, there were no kids involved.

Even though she was the one cheating and sued for divorce so she could marry her lover, the court awarded her everything. My lawyer got the rest. No more marriages for me, that’s for sure. Women are just too damned expensive, both coming and going.

“Shit!” I exclaimed when I saw that a car had parked so close to the driver’s side of my car that I would never be able to open the door. I was going to have to crawl over from the passenger side.

While I was staring at my car, wondering how I was going to get my butt from the passenger side of the car to the driver’s seat, I suddenly heard the sounds of several people running from behind me. I turned and, just before impact, I saw what appeared to be a woman running full tilt toward me. I was knocked to the ground.

My stomach convulsed, and I saw a bright flash along with a tremendous headache. I couldn’t breathe, and everything went black. A moment later, my vision cleared, and I couldn’t believe what I saw.

I saw me. How could I see myself? From my position of laying on the parking lot, I saw me, running away, with three men in dark suits giving chase.

One of the men shouted, “No shot. Just too many people!”

Another man shouted, “Take the shot anyway!”

I heard the report of a pistol and the dull thunk of a car being struck by a bullet.

A voice beside me said, “Ericson, help me get this woman up.”

Some footsteps approached, and then I heard someone chuckle. “That’s not a woman.”

I felt someone hold my arm. “Can you stand?”

Still feeling dazed, I said, “I don’t know.” What the fuck? That wasn’t my voice. I started to notice that nothing felt right. I felt a hand on both arms, and I was lifted to my feet. Those weren’t my feet. I was wearing high heels.

The first man said, “Ma’am, you’ll need to come with us.”

I frowned. “I’m not a ‘ma’am.’ Why did you call me that? And what the hell is going on? These aren’t my clothes. And just how the fuck did I see myself running away?” I had a little trouble speaking clearly as there seemed to be something metallic attached to my tongue.

The man said, “You need to come with us so it can be explained.”

The other man, Ericson, was looking through a purse.

The first man asked, “Can you walk? We need to take you to a bus. We have a lot of victims today. What’s your name?”

Still feeling confused, I answered, “Steve Martin.”

The man raised an eyebrow at me and gave me a curious look.

I frowned. “Obviously not that Steve Martin.”

The man spoke into a radio, “I have another victim in front of the Quick Mart.”

Over the radio, a voice said, “Stay there. We’ll pick you up.”

Ericson chuckled again as he looked at the driver’s license he pulled from the purse. “I was right. Tony Mullins. This person was a tranny.” He looked at me and shook his head. “Things are going to get interesting for you.”

The man who had spoken to me scowled at Ericson. “Stow that, Ericson. We’re not authorized to disclose any information.”

A bus, much like a city bus, pulled up next to us. The first man said, “Please step into the bus, Mr. Martin.”

I was scared out of my mind. This wasn’t my body. Who were these two guys, and what did Ericson mean by his remark and now they want me to get into a bus? I peered inside. There were a lot of people on the bus. Some appeared to be unconscious.

I shook my head and tried to back away, unsteady on these unfamiliar shoes. “Who are you people? Where are you taking me? No way in hell am I getting on that bus!”

The man reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a badge. “Lieutenant Garret, Homeland Security. We’re taking you to a facility where you will be safe and be debriefed on what is going on and discuss your options.”

“No!” I shouted. “This is insane! I want to know what’s going on now! Why am I dressed this way? This doesn’t even look or feel like my body! I’m not getting on that bus!”

Lt. Garret calmly said, as if he’d said this a million times, “Sir. We need to take you in for processing and evaluation. Afterward, you’ll be released. Trust me.”

“Trust you!?” I shouted. “Do I look stupid?”

A woman in a white lab coat got off the bus and approached. “Is this… um… woman giving trouble?”

I folded my arms. “I’m not a woman.”

Ericson suddenly pointed and shouted, “Look! A squirrel!”

I started to turn to look, and a needle pushed into my arm. I couldn’t believe I fell for that. I abruptly felt dizzy, and everything went black.

#

I wondered how much longer I was going to have to wait in this tiny room painted all white with no windows and only one door. There was a small desk and only one other chair. I found what I was told in the briefing really hard to swallow. That some international criminal could switch bodies with someone through mere touch, I looked down at myself and I couldn’t deny that what I saw wasn’t me.

I heard the door unlock. I knew it was locked because I’d tried it several times. The door opened, and a bespectacled small, dark-haired woman who looked like she hadn’t slept in a while stepped in, carrying a notebook computer. I caught a glimpse of a soldier who closed the door behind her.

I watched her in silence as she took a seat and set the notebook on the small desk, and turned it on. She lifted her glasses off her nose for a moment as she leaned in to get a close look at her screen.

After setting her glasses back on her face and sighing, she leaned back in her chair. “Miss Mullins?”

I frowned. “I’m not a miss anybody. If I followed the chain of events correctly, Mullins is who was originally in this body. Lady, I sat in the meeting, but I still don’t know what the fuck is going on.”

She looked back at the screen for a moment. “I’m sorry, miss. As a rule, we refer to individuals as their new gender role so you can start acclimating to it.”

I laughed without humor. “Lady, don’t let the make-up and high heels fool you.” I pointed at myself. “This is a dude. I know. I looked.”

The woman looked squarely at me. “Well, miss. From the information in your purse, our investigation indicates that the person you are now was in the middle of transitioning to being a woman. You’re on hormones, which we recommend you continue taking. You had a confirmation surgery scheduled for six months from now, which as part of our assistance program, we can help pay for, and you haven’t legally changed your name or gender yet.”

I frowned. “Why do you keep saying that I’m doing this and I’m doing that? I’m doing none of those things. I want my old self back.”

The woman shook her head. “As you have already been informed, you can’t have your old body back, miss. This is who you are now. You are now a transwoman, and we need to plan accordingly to get you back into society.”

I waved my hands dismissively. “Oh no. That’s not me. I’m not some fruit. Some confused man who doesn’t know what bathroom to use. I’m not any of that. I might be stuck in this body. It’s younger than I was, and so I want to be able to start my life over. You said all my debts will be cleared?”

The woman clasped her hands together and set them on the desk. She took a deep breath. “Yes. Who you were, Steve Martin, is now declared legally dead. Tony Mullins is legally dead. All ties to your and Miss Mullins’ life are severed. But there’s something you don’t understand….”

I grinned and interrupted her. “Then this is great. I don’t owe my lawyer or my unfaithful ex-wife a dime now. I’m free to begin my life over. In a way, this is a godsend. I feel a huge burden has been lifted from my shoulders.” Talking was still a bit difficult with whatever was on my tongue.

The woman waved her hand as she shook her head. “Yes. You get to start over, and that’s how many of Simon’s victims are handling their situation. However, you’re not understanding your own situation. Yes, you can and really must start a new life. But remember you are also a transwoman, and you must plan accordingly.”

I leaned forward and raised my voice. “I’ll say this a thousand times! I am not one of those… those ‘its’. I’m not going to take the hormones. I sure as hell don’t want tits, and I’m not cutting my pecker off. Fuck that.”

Again, she shook her head. “Miss. There’s a condition that so far has occurred in really, ninety-nine percent of victims. It’s called ‘going native.’ You stay you. You keep your memories, but you revert to the original person’s personality.”

I shook my head. “I can see that if you switched with a woman or a child. Those are immutable factors. But hey, I just got switched with another dude. All that gay and tranny shit are just lifestyle choices. I’m just not going to make those same choices.”

The woman looked down her nose at me. “You can try. You might be one of the few that succeed in resisting. While I can’t divulge any details, I can tell you that there were many who switched with a gay individual that felt just as you do, and they are now in happy relationships with same-sex partners.”

I leaned forward and angrily said, “Like I said. I’m not cutting my pecker off, and I’m not having sex with men. Just the thought makes me want to throw up.”

The woman looked at her notebook’s screen. She smiled sympathetically at me. “Well, keep those thoughts. We need you to select a new name. Your old identity is officially dead. Your case was settled last night. To get you started in your new life, you will receive from us an apartment in an undisclosed city with six month’s rent pre-paid. Almost any place you apply for a job for your skill level will hire you.

“We will supply you with both male and female clothing in your size. We have confiscated Tony’s bank account and put it in escrow for your use when you decide to get your surgery since it was already earmarked for that purpose. We’ll also provide you with a counselor to help you through your transition.”

I laughed as I leaned back in my chair. “Don’t waste your time. No way in hell am I going to ‘transition’.” I put up air quotes when I said transition.

The woman looked back at her notebook. “All we need is a new name for you and we’re done for now. We recommend the name Tony Martin.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “That’s fine.”

#

I looked through the boxes of clothing that had been delivered to my apartment. The government must have been the delivery service because the shipping label only said my name, “Tony Martin.” No city or state listed. I have no idea where I am. I’m supposed to get a new driver’s license soon.

One box contained items like jeans, T-shirts, and shoes. And one suit. I guess for a job interview. I have some time, so I’m not going to rush out and look for a job just yet. I need some time to adjust to who I am now.

Standing in my skivvies, I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a young, boyish face looking back at me and a body that now included small tits. The original Tony had had electrolysis done, so I had no facial hair. Just smooth skin. I was also skinny as hell. But I oddly didn’t feel particularly hungry.

I had none of the upper body strength I was used to having. My legs were thin and shapely, like a woman’s. Man, this Tony character was hell-bent on becoming a woman. What a sissy. I’ll have to find a gym and start working out.

I shook my head as I opened the other box. It contained a few dresses, some skirts and blouses and tank tops. There were high heels and sandals and casual shoes. There was some jewelry too. I hadn’t noticed until I woke up in my apartment that I had pierced ears. Well, I won’t be needing any of that shit.

I pulled a dress from the box and held it up. I thought, oh, this is cute. I held it up in front of me and looked in the mirror. I then scowled and tossed the dress onto the bed. What the hell am I doing?

I took off my underwear and looked at myself in the mirror again. I couldn’t believe that I was looking at me. I saw a definite feminine form. My face could be described as pretty. I had tits. And I had a cock and balls. But they were so small. I hoped they’d grow back when I’m off the hormones.

I shook my head. How could any man do that to his body? To abuse his parts that way and then just cut them off. I shuddered at the thought.

I opened my mouth to look at my tongue. I suddenly felt disgusted again. At my request, since I didn’t know how to do it myself, the medical staff at the facility where I was processed removed my tongue piercing. There was still a hole in my tongue.

There’s only one reason to have a tongue piercing, and I wanted to throw up when I wondered how many cocks had been inside my mouth. How much sperm had I swallowed? How much had been up my ass? I felt sick. Of all the people in all the world to switch with, I had to get a twink.

#

It took me a couple of days to finally get brave enough to venture outside. Well, unless I wanted to starve, I pretty much had to. And even though I wore my male clothes, I was usually addressed as “miss” or “ma’am.” I had to admit the sad fact that I was feminized just too much to pass for a male, despite what I wore.

I found a nearby neighborhood grocery store. I couldn’t get much as I could only buy what as I could carry for the block and a half I had to walk. I was shocked, though. I got hit on by men while shopping. It never occurred to me before to hit on women in a grocery store for dates or even just sex. But then, I married almost right out of college, so I never hit on anyone anyway.

Three different men near the produce section asked if I wanted to get a drink (at 10AM?) and if they could have my phone number. I was tempted to tell them I had a penis, but I didn’t want to start a ruckus. One man asked if he could help me carry my shopping bags back to my apartment as if I were stupid enough to show him where I lived… alone. I don’t care how cute he was.

As I was setting my bags of groceries down on the kitchen counter, my cell phone rang. I looked at it, and it was some doctor I’d never heard of. This was the third time, apparently, she had called me this morning. If she had called this many times in this short of time span, I doubt she’d quit, so I went ahead and answered.

“Hello?” I answered with an annoyed tone in my voice. I’m still not used to how I sound now.

“Miss Martin?” queried the voice on the other end.

Annoyed at being addressed as “miss,” I said, “Look. If you’re selling something, I’m hanging up now.”

“Miss Martin. It’s important I speak with you. I’m Dr. Natalie Taylor. I’ve been given your case file, and it’s urgent I speak with you about your transition.”

Well, shit. The government is determined that I can’t decide for myself to not continue becoming a woman. I sure as hell don’t want to be a woman. Even a fake one. “Sorry, but I’m done with this. I’m not going to transition. Good-bye.”

“No, please wait,” pleaded Dr. Taylor. “I have your case file from your previous counselor. Their name and your file are heavily redacted. From your file, this change of heart seems extremely sudden. You’ve been living as a woman for over a year, and you have your confirmation surgery scheduled. Are you being pressured in changing your mind about your transition? This is why we need to discuss this in person. What time works best for you?”

Frowning at the phone, I said, “How many times do I have to say it? I’m not interested in becoming a woman. Can’t a girl change her mind?”

“Of course, Miss Martin,” said Dr. Taylor. “Since you are so far along in your transition, I just want to make an evaluation that you’re making an informed decision in your best interest. Can you be here tomorrow at 9AM?”

“You’re going to keep hassling me until I agree, aren’t you?” I sighed.

Over the phone, Dr. Taylor said, “It is in your best interest.”

I sighed heavily. “Okay, okay. I’ll be at your office tomorrow morning. Text me your address.”

Speaking brightly, Dr. Taylor said, “From your address, I’m right across the street from your apartment. See you in the morning, Miss Martin.”

I scowled. “Stop calling me ‘Miss’!” I said to my empty apartment. I walked to my closet and looked through my clothes. I pulled out a skirt. I’ll wear this tomorrow, I thought to myself.

#

After checking in with the receptionist, I stepped into the waiting room. It was full and I asked myself if there were this many trannies here. Then I realized there was more than one doctor in this office. I took the only empty seat that was next to an attractive young woman. Something seemed different about her.

She smiled at me as I sat down and, in a hushed voice, asked, “Are you new here? I think I’ve met all of Dr. Taylor’s clients. Hi. I’m Jenny.”

I smiled back at her. “Hi. I’m Tony. Yes. I just moved here. I guess you’re transitioning?” I really didn’t know what to say to her.

She grinned. “Oh yeah. I’m going to talk to her about getting the surgery scheduled. I feel I’m so ready! I can’t wait.”

I looked down at my hands. “I’m pretty sure that’s what we’ll be discussing as well. But I’m not sure if I want to go through with it or not.”

Jenny nodded knowingly. “I understand. I’ve had some friends who get cold feet. The thought of removing and altering body parts gets to them.”

Still looking at my hands, I said, “It’s more than just that. I’m considering de-transitioning. I don’t think I want to be a woman."

Surprise crossed Jenny’s face. “You’re so far along. You’re very pretty and feminine. I’ve only just met you and I can’t imagine you any other way. Can I ask a personal question?”

I shrugged. “Sure.”

She leaned in toward me. “Have you tried living as a woman yet?”

I glanced over at her. “For a little over a year now.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. “Wow. That long, and you’re changing your mind? Well, naturally it’s always your decision, but let me tell you, honey. You’re already a woman, even without the bottom surgery.”

The door to Dr. Taylor’s office opened, and a woman stepped out. “Jennifer? I’m ready for you.”

Jenny smiled. She opened her purse and pulled out an old receipt. On the back, she started writing. She handed it to me as she stood up. “Here’s my phone number. Call me. Maybe we can hang out or something.” She then followed Dr. Taylor into her office.

I just sat there and stared at the paper in my hand. Should I keep this? Should I call her? I sighed. I don’t have a single friend in this town. Is she right? Am I too far down the path to being a woman that I couldn’t return to being male? Honest to God, I don’t want to be a woman.

After sitting for almost an hour, the door opened again. “Ms Martin? I’m ready for you now.”

I never saw Jenny leave. I guess she has a back exit. I got up and walked toward Dr. Taylor, who was holding her door open. I didn’t look at her as I passed through the door. I really didn’t want to be here. Why didn’t she call for “Mr. Martin”?

Dr. Taylor pointed at a chair. “Nice to meet you. Please have a seat, and let’s get started, shall we?”

She walked behind her desk and sat down. There was a thick folder lying on top of her desk. She opened it and started thumbing through it. Without looking up, she said, “This is a very interesting file I received from your previous counselor. Her name and address have been redacted as well as your previous address.”

She looked up at me and smiled nervously. “There was no return address on the package with your file. Just a letter from the Office of Homeland Security directing me to contact you and make an appointment. This is unusual, to say the least.”

I shifted nervously in my chair. “It’s a long story.”

Dr. Taylor looked up at me. “I’ll bet. I’m not sure how to deal with you, Ms. Martin. Your name in the file has been redacted and replaced with Toni Martin. I need to get a baseline with you, so I need to ask a lot of questions. That’s probably all we’ll accomplish this first visit.”

I frowned. “You can start by not referring to me as a female. I’m not changing to a woman.”

She tilted her head at me. “That’s unusual. People do change their minds, but looking through your file, which seems contradictory.” She looked down at the file. “According to this, you’ve been living as a woman for over a year. You’ve stated how excited you are at getting your confirmation surgery. You’ve felt different all your life. Why the sudden change of heart?”

I shrugged. “It was like a switch went off in my head. I decided that becoming a woman was the wrong direction for me. Can I go now?”

She shook her head. “Not just yet. I need to ask a few more questions to get a better understanding. After being desperate most of your life to be female, even doing an excellent job of feminizing yourself, you… just like that change your mind?

“What’s really going on with you, Ms. Martin? I get this file on you out of the blue. From the file, the only reason you haven’t had the surgery yet is that you haven’t saved up enough for it yet. Did you have a fight with your boyfriend? What does he think of this change of heart?”

I just looked at Dr. Taylor for a second before answering. “I don’t have a boyfriend.”

Dr. Taylor looked at me quizzically. She pulled out a few sheets from the stack. She held up one with a photo. “This picture was taken two weeks ago. You wrote on the back of the picture, ‘This is Pete. The best boyfriend ever!!’ Did you have a fight? Is that why you moved out of here? Sorry. I’m just trying to evaluate if you’re in any danger.”

I realized there was no point in trying to argue that I didn’t have a boyfriend. I nodded and lied. “Yes. Pete and I had a big fight. I had to get far away from him. And have a new start. That’s when I decided being a woman just wasn’t for me.”

Dr. Taylor shrugged. “I think there’s more here than what you’re letting on. But you’re free to do what you want. I don’t understand what’s driving your change of heart on this. Just from your file, I’d strongly recommend for your future happiness that we schedule your surgery soon. But I can’t make you, of course. I want to see you in two weeks to re-evaluate your situation. You can always call me if you need to see me sooner than two weeks.”

I stood up. “I don’t see my position changing in two weeks, but okay. See ya, doc.” She started to say something else, but I had already turned around and went back out the front door.

#

I was sitting on my couch, with a bag of chips in my lap and a beer can resting on the arm of the couch. I was surfing the cable channels. I chuckled humorlessly as I went through the channels. Life just doesn’t get any better than this.

I started to skip past a news channel when I heard the news reader say, “…Outrage tonight as federal agents apparently gunned down an eight-year-old boy in the streets of San Francisco and then just left him to die as the boy begged for help. The agents all appeared to be deathly afraid to even venture near the fallen boy. A nineteen-year-old woman was also lying nearby on the ground crying hysterically. It is not known at this time if she’s related to the boy. FBI spokesman was quoted saying ….”

Just before they cut away from the scene, I watched the teen girl cry out for her mom. From the brief story, I knew what happened. They finally managed to corner that piece of shit Simon in the body of an eight-year-old boy. Nobody watching that news report will understand that an international criminal who caused so much pain, including for me, has finally been removed from the planet.

I felt sorry for the real eight-year-old boy. His life is going to radically change. He’ll never see his parents and friends again as he’s whisked away. No more ball games with his dad. No more online gaming with friends. To all the world, that boy is dead. And now his world is going to be consumed with hair, make-up, nails, and boys. Maybe not at first. But in a few weeks, she’ll become exactly what she appears to be. A teenage girl.

I narrowed my eyes and set my jaw. That’s not happening to me, though. It’s different to jump into a female body. I can resist the urges of this fairy I became. I can overcome this attraction to men I suddenly have. Once I’ve done that, I’m sure I can resist this desire to become a woman as well. A random thought of could I live with a desire for men even if I still managed to squelch the desire to be a woman? I dismissed the thought. I shuddered at the thought of dating men. No matter how cute they are.

#

I really need to get a job, I thought as I sat on my couch, bored out of my mind. But I can’t get one until I know I’ve beaten the desire to transition to become a woman. I don’t want to get a job until I can feel that I’m still solidly male. From everything I’ve been told, if I can hang on for another week, I’ll be past the going native part. At least, that’s what I’m hoping.

I looked at my phone. Should I call Jenny? I haven’t called her yet. I haven’t wanted to because she’s a tranny. And I’m not. I’m not. I’m not. Dammit. But she did act like she wanted to be my friend. And I sure could use one. I’m tired of sitting alone in my apartment.

“Hello?” said a hesitant Jenny on my phone.

“Hey, Jenny. This is Tony. Remember from Dr. Taylor’s office?”

“Toni! Hey girl,” Jenny said excitedly. “I’m so glad you called.”

I really wasn’t sure what to say. I was hoping she’d carry on the conversation. “Yeah. I’m just sitting here staring at the walls, and I really need someone to talk to.”

“I’m glad you called,” Jenny repeated. “It’s tough to face this alone. Hey, I was thinking about going to my favorite club tonight. Would you like to join me?”

I hesitated. Would this be a date with a tranny? But I do need to get out of this apartment. I’m going stir crazy. “I would like that.”

“Great! Give me your address and I’ll be there around six.” Jenny paused for a moment. “Is that okay?”

“Sounds great. I’ll see you then.” Jenny disconnected.

I went to my closet and pulled out a clean pair of jeans and a button-down shirt. I’m sure whatever place she’s going to will be casual. I shook my head when I checked myself out in the mirror. I just saw a very effeminate boy or a pretty girl in men’s clothes staring back at me. There didn’t seem to be any way to make myself appear more manly.

At quarter past six, there was a knock on my door. When I opened the door, there stood a grinning Jenny. She looked beautiful wearing a short black dress and heels. “Hey, girl,” she said. She poked my shirt as she walked past me to enter my apartment. “You’re not seriously going out dressed like that?”

I touched my shirt. “What’s wrong with this?”

Jenny laughed. “You’re dressed like a boy. Don’t you have a dress? I bet you do.” She headed to my closet and opened the door. “You really need to throw out all these boy clothes. I mean, seriously.”

I stood there watching Jenny rummage through my closet. “I wanted to be a boy tonight. And that’s my stuff, you know.”

“Ewww. Who wants to wear boy clothes?” Jenny wrinkled her nose. She pulled a dress from my closet. Of course, I’d never worn it. “This is a pretty dress. You should change into it. Right now, you look like a girl wearing her dad’s clothes.”

I shrugged and smiled nervously. “You know, I’m trying to get away from the whole girl thing.”

Jenny put her hands on her hips. “Well, I want to have some fun tonight, and I want you to have fun with me. And honey, that ain’t happening with you dressed like that.” She laid the dress on my bed. She pulled a bra and panties from my dresser. “Let’s see how pretty you can be. And I’ll help you with your make-up if you want.”

I could tell Jenny wasn’t going to accept me saying no and would probably just leave me here if I continued to refuse. I had to agree with her that the dress was pretty. And the clothes I was wearing really didn’t fit me all that well.

I sighed. “Okay, Jenny. You win. Give me a minute to change.”

Jenny grinned. “I’ll help to speed things up. Hey. It’s just us girls here, right?”

Embarrassed, I stripped down to my underwear. Jenny shook her head. She picked up the bra she had placed on the bed and held it out to me. “You got some tits, girl. Let’s show them off. Eww. And take that guy’s underwear off and burn it or something."

It was only a few minutes to put on the bra and panties and slip the dress on. Jenny was right. Panties were sooo much better than my old male underwear. When I de-transition, I’ll probably keep wearing panties.

As I posed in front of my mirror, Jenny rummaged through a box on my closet floor. “Oh good. You have some jewelry. Here. Wear these earrings.” She handed me a pair of gold hoop earrings.

Jenny stepped back and looked at me up and down. Grinning, she said, “Now you’re cookin.’ Even without make-up, you’re looking pretty hot. Let’s get your face on and get going before it gets late.”

I sat down as Jenny started to apply my make-up. At first, I thought I was going to hate it. But as she went, I was astonished that it all started to feel normal. The dress started to feel normal. When she was done and held up a mirror, I saw how very pretty I was. A sudden question popped into my head as I asked myself, what’s my objection to becoming a woman? I pushed that thought out. I have to remain strong.

I looked again at my face. I smiled. That’s such a pretty lipstick color Jenny picked. I need to learn more about make-up from her. I frowned slightly. Or not.

Jenny giggled as I stood up, a little uncertain in my high heels. “You’re a doll! Come on. Let’s go find some men.”

#

I stood next to Jenny as we waited for the rideshare that she called to arrive. I felt very self-conscious wearing a dress in public. But even so, I didn’t dislike it. What bothered me was how natural I felt presenting as a woman. Taking Jenny up on her offer to go out and dress as a woman was probably a bad idea.

I was also bothered by her comment about finding some men. I haven’t been able to slow down my attraction to men. I really have to beat this whole going native business. Going out to clubs with another transwoman to meet men probably isn’t the road to success. Instead of the idea disgusting me, I found myself excited.

We finally made it to the club. Once inside, we had to stand for a few seconds for our eyes to adjust. The club was darkened with flashing lights and a loud band. Jenny pointed at an empty table not far from the dance floor.

Jenny grinned as we sat down. “Look at all the cute guys here! Maybe we can catch one or two… or ten.”

I laughed. “What would you do with ten guys?”

Jenny shrugged. “I dunno. I’d like to try. I’ve never been with more than five at one time.”

Surprised, I said, “Seriously?”

Jenny grinned broadly. “Oh yeah. I was in heaven.”

“Wow,” I said, shaking my head. “Doesn’t sound very romantic, though.”

Jenny laughed. “Who cares about that? I just wanted to be fucked.”

I smiled as I looked about the room. “I don’t know if I could handle even one.”

Still laughing, Jenny said, “Well, if ten guys show up at our table, you can have one, and I’ll take the rest.”

I sighed as I sipped my drink. Jenny’s here just to find a sex partner. Am I here for the same reason? I think that’s what Jenny thinks. I looked at my glass. Maybe I should avoid drinking alcohol. Or maybe I should get plastered.

Jenny had said this place wasn’t strictly a gay bar, but I did see a lot of men dancing and being with men. Same for women. But I also saw men and women together.

Jenny nudged me and pointed. “Oh! See that guy? I know him. He prefers women, but he also gets turned on by women like us, with that something extra. Maybe he’ll see us. He’s with a cute friend, too, it looks like.” She managed to catch his eye and waved.

A few moments later, the two men were pulling up chairs at our table and sitting down. From her expression, I could tell Jenny really liked this guy.

Jenny’s friend said, “Well, hello, ladies. Jenny, it’s great to see you again. And who’s your friend?”

Smiling, Jenny said, “Hey, Rick. I was hoping you’d be here.” She pointed at me. “I’d like you to meet Toni. As you could probably guess, she’s like me. Only she’s having second thoughts about the surgery, so I thought we should go out and party and lighten the mood a bit.”

Rick looked at me and nodded. “That’s a big step. Nice to meet you, Toni. And this handsome, horny fellow next to me is Steve.” He looked back at Jenny. “You know, girl. I’m not sure I’ll date you once you get your tally-whacker whacked.”

Jenny leaned over and kissed Rick. “You know you can’t stay away from me!”

Steve held out his hand toward me. “Nice to meet you, Toni.”

I smiled shyly as I took his hand. “Nice to meet you too, Steve.”

Steve gave me a curious look. “You’re so pretty. Are you really a guy?”

His question annoyed me. But it reminded me of my personal quest. “Technically, yes.” And I’m damned well going to stay that way! Maybe. “I’ve been considering de-transitioning.”

Steve looked at me questioningly. “De-transition?”

I nodded. “I’ve been thinking of going back to living as a man.”

Steve frowned. “But you’re so beautiful. You seem every bit a woman.” He put his hand on my knee.

I laughed. “Well, you can’t judge a book by its cover.” I studied Steve for a moment. My God, he’s very handsome. I wondered what it was like to kiss him.

Above the noise of the club, I heard Rick ask Jenny, “Do you want to dance?”

Jenny grinned. “As a matter of fact, I would!”

They both stood up and Rick took Jenny’s hand and then walked to the dance floor.

Steve glanced over at me. “Would you, uh… do you want to dance?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know how to dance!” Honestly, I don’t.

Steve laughed. “That’s okay. I can’t either.”

I grinned. “Let’s go, then.”

We both stood up. Steve took my hand. It felt weird for a man to hold my hand and lead me to the dance floor. I was totally embarrassed to stand on the crowded dance floor wearing a dress and a pair of high heels. Steve was still holding my hand.

We both laughed as we stared at each other. I said, “This is crazy.” Steve nodded and then started to move around like he was dancing. I watched him for a moment and then started doing the same. I started to loosen up. I don’t know if you could call what we were doing dancing, but I was having fun anyway.

After fifteen minutes or so, the band stopped for a break. Steve and I both decided to go sit down. Jenny and Rick came to the table, but they didn’t sit down.

“Hey, Toni,” said Jenny. “Rick’s taking me back to his place to show me his Naruto collection. I’ll catch ya later.” She gave me a wink. “Have fun.”

Steve and I waved as they left. I watched Jenny walk off. I was using her as girl support, and now she leaves me.

“Was she your ride?” asked Steve.

“We used an Uber,” I said with annoyance. How could she just leave me alone with a man?

Steve took my hand. “Do you want to dance some more when the band returns? Or are you ready to go home?”

I frowned. “I think I’m ready to go home. My feet are starting to hurt.”

Steve chuckled. “Yeah. I’ve never understood how women wear shoes like those. You don’t have to call Uber. I can take you home.”

I smiled. “I appreciate that. But I’d hate to be a bother. I mean, you don’t have to leave because I do.”

Steve shook his head. “No problem at all. I don’t mind taking you home.”

I’m sure he just wants to know my address. I’d do the same thing.

I sighed. “If you’re sure, then let’s go.” Steve paid for my tab, took my hand, and led me out to the parking lot.

The drive to my apartment was mostly uneventful. The conversation was mostly over the weather and traffic. I kept looking over at Steve.

When we arrived at my apartment’s parking lot, Steve announced, “We’re here. I’ll walk you to your door. I never liked this neighborhood.”

I shook my head. “You don’t have to. I’ve never had any problems here.”

Steve smiled at me. “I insist. I don’t want to have to worry about you.”

I knew he wouldn’t take no for an answer. I sighed. “Okay. Thanks.”

He took my hand, but this time I led him as he didn’t know where my apartment was.

We stopped in front of my door. Steve said, “Here we are. Safe and sound.” He stood there looking at me.

I looked at him as well. I felt a longing I couldn’t understand. “Would you like to come in for a cup of coffee before you go?” I regretted asking that before I even finished saying it. Why was I inviting a man I met only a few hours ago into my apartment? That’s just insane.

Steve grinned at me. “That would be great. Thanks.”

I opened the door and let him walk through. He was taking a chance too. For all he knew, I was an axe murderer or something. But I could tell he was a lot stronger than me.

“Make yourself at home,” I said as I turned on the coffee maker.

Steve nodded and plopped down on the couch and turned on the TV. He put it on a sports channel. Well, I did stupidly tell him to make himself at home.

After a few minutes, I handed Steve a cup of coffee and then sat down on the couch… at the opposite end from Steve.

Steve grinned at me. “Whatcha doing way down there? Come sit next to me!”

I smiled nervously and moved to sit next to him. Almost immediately, Steve’s arm found its way around my shoulders. At first, it annoyed me. I don’t want a man touching me. He pulled me to him, and I then decided it was kinda nice to have someone to cuddle next to.

And then it happened. I couldn’t believe how sudden the switch was. I’d been trying hard to stop this going native business, and then it just happened without me really being conscious of it.

Regardless of whether the original Toni wanted to be a woman or not, it’s been clear from the little nagging thoughts I’d been trying to ignore. Toni liked men. I mean, she totally loved men. Like it was pent-up waiting to explode, I had an overwhelming desire to have sex with Steve. It was crazy. I wanted him inside me and, like, right now.

I leaned over and kissed Steve right on the lips. He was taken aback at first, but he recovered quickly and soon he was pulling me close and sliding his tongue into my mouth. I kissed him with a pent-up passion that shocked me. I’m kissing a man! And I can’t get enough of it.

I dropped my hand to his crotch and felt Steve’s growing hard-on. I gave his cock a squeeze through his pants. I wanted it. I wanted his cock so bad. Never in my life could I have dreamed of such an overwhelming desire for a man.

Grinning, I slid down between his legs and freed his cock from his pants. I stared at it for a moment. It was so big and hard, and I grinned again, knowing I had done that. I opened my mouth and started giving Steve oral pleasure. I couldn’t believe I had never sucked a cock before. I loved it.

Just when I thought I was going to get my reward, Steve stood up and bent me over the couch. He pulled the skirt of my dress up and slid his saliva-covered cock up inside me. In my mind, I shouted I’m being fucked by a man! It hurt as he slid inside, but Toni’s body was used to it. I loved it as he started a rhythm of sliding in and out. I squealed as Steve released his seed with one final thrust. I gasped for air.

I guess I’m gay now. But I don’t mind. I love cock. I may have lost the battle of desiring men, but I was still sure that there was no way I was going to become a woman. As Steve pulled his cock from my ass, I stood resolute to not allow myself to become a woman. It just wasn’t happening.

#

I kissed my husband as I started to slide out of the car.

Reese, my husband, said, “Bye-bye, honey. Have a good first day of work.”

I looked over my shoulder and grinned. “I’m certainly going to try.”

“I’ll see you around 5:30. Take care.” Reese gave me a quick wave.

I stepped from the car onto the curb and walked confidently to the door of the tall, steel and glass office building. I was amused by the sound of my heels clicking on the concrete. I was so nervous to start my new job.

A few steps from the curb, I turned to watch my husband drive off. I felt so lucky to have him. We met at a library of all places about eight months and three boyfriends after getting my confirmation surgery. Steve lost interest in me not long after I got the surgery.

I was worried about revealing my history to Reese, but after I told him, he grinned and said we were perfect for each other. He revealed that his sperm count was too low to conceive children and I didn’t have a womb. After we get our financial situation stabilized, we both want to adopt.

As I walked through the entranceway, I stopped to look at my reflection in the glass wall. I shook my head. I still couldn’t believe how pretty I was. I also couldn’t understand why I had ever had any question about the rightness of having the surgery.

I love my husband, and I really love being a woman.
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Cindy’s Prom

“Thanks, bunches, Steve!” said Kim, one of two high school girls to jump into my car on a clear, cool April Saturday morning.

“Yeah, thanks, Steve! With Kim’s car broken, we’re kinda stuck,” said Melody, the second high school girl in my car, riding shotgun.

“Now, what did Kim do to her car?” I asked. “I swear, I can’t even graduate without you guys falling apart.” Kim and Melody were juniors last year, and I was a senior. We worked together on a science project about robotics and became good friends – and just friends, which is too bad because Melody is really hot. I was even going to ask her to the prom, but before I could, she told me that I was just like a brother to her. I wound up not going to the prom at all.

Melody laughed and said, “She drove off into loose sand and burned her transmission up.”

“That’s not really funny,” I said.

Kim said as her eyes flashed daggers at Melody, “No, it isn’t. Dad’s pretty hot about it.”

Looking at Kim in the rearview mirror, I said, “So, I just drop you guys off at the mall?”

Kim rested her chin on the back of the driver’s seat and said, “Can you wait or come in with us? After we’re done with the mall, Melody has to go pick up her prom dress. We’ll only be a few minutes at the mall.”

I laughed and said, “A few minutes at the mall? Don’t make me laugh. Oops! I just did.”

“Yeeesss,” said Kim. “I already know what I want. There are the cutest shoes at Melvin’s Shoe Mart in the mall that are perfect for my prom dress.”

“That time of the year again, huh?” I asked.

Melody said, “Yep. We even have dates. You didn’t go last year. I thought you were going to go with Clair?”

“I was, but she changed her mind at the last minute,” I said. “She didn’t go either.”

Kim said, “I hate to break this to you, Steve, but Claire did go. She went with Keith Strathmore.”

“What?” I exclaimed. “Are you shittin’ me?”

Melody said, “Nope. No joke.”

Frowning I said, “That little bitch! All this time I thought she was telling me the truth.”

We rode mostly in silence the rest of the way to the mall. I know it shouldn’t have, but thinking about what Claire did made me angry.

We arrived at the mall, and I parked my car. Kim asked, “Wanna come with us?”

I opened my door and said, “I’m not sitting out in the car on a hot day like today.” We left the car and walked toward one of the mall entrances. I felt a little like a pimp, walking in with a cute girl on either side of me. I mentioned that to Kim and she punched me in the shoulder.

We did go directly to the shoe store, which amazed me. Well, if you don’t count a couple of stops along the way to greet friends and catch up.

Kim pulled a blue high-heeled shoe from the box and asked, “Isn’t this the cutest?”

Melody exclaimed, “Those are going to be just adorable with your dress!”

Kim dangled it in front of me and asked, “What do you think, Steve?”

I shrugged and said flatly, “I think it’s a shoe.”

Kim frowned. “Well, technically, I guess it’s a strappy sandal, but you have to admit they’re really cute.”

“No, I don’t,” I said bluntly.

Melody slapped me on the back and smirked, “Stay single, Steve.”

Kim put the shoe back in the box, but we didn’t head straight to the checkout. Melody had to look around the store as well. After about fifteen minutes, we finally left with a happy Kim carrying her box of shoes.

On our way out, Melody suddenly exclaimed, “Oh! Hey. While we’re here, let’s go to the bookstore. I need to replace Jeri’s copy of Cindy’s Prom. My little brother ripped all the pages out of it.”

Kim’s face brightened as she grinned, “Oh, I just love that book! My copy is now pretty frazzled.”

Melody said, “Yeah. It’s a wonderful book. You laugh; you cry. I didn’t want it to end.”

I said, “What is Cindy’s Prom? I’ve never heard of it. Sounds like chick book.”

“That’s because it is, silly!” laughed Kim as we walked into the store.

We found the bookcase where the book should be. Melody said, “Thank God! They have one copy left!”

Some guy who worked at the store and was straightening out the shelves said, “You’re lucky. That book goes fast, and we won’t have a new shipment until a week from today.”

Melody said, “I better grab it then.”

Kim added, “I read they’re making a movie of it. How cool is that?”

“I hope they get the characters right!” said Melody.

As we exited the store, a sudden movement caught my eye. I looked over and saw an old lady knocked to the ground while some punk grabbed her purse and started running away. Just as I started to run after the thief, I shouted to Kim, “Make sure she’s okay and call for help!"

The thief got a few seconds head start on me, but I quickly gained on him. Within moments, I was able to put my fingers down the collar of his t-shirt. I jumped to get him off-balance, and we both hit the floor. The thief dropped the old woman’s purse, got up quickly and ran away. I picked up the purse and, dusting the dirt from my pants, walked slowly back to Kim and Melody.

The old woman looked delighted when I walked up with her purse. She took it from my hands and held it as if it was the most valuable thing. She said, “Thank you so much! All three of you. I wish I could pay you some sort of reward, but I’m just a poor old woman.”

“Think nothing of it, lady,” I said, grinning. “We’re all happy to have helped.”

The old woman said, “Well, I wish I could reward you somehow.” She looked at me and said, “Especially you. There’s emptiness in your heart, which is sad for such a good soul.”

I just looked oddly at the old woman and said, “Um yeah. Thanks. I think.”

Melody had taken out the book she’d just bought and was thumbing through it. The old woman’s eyes twinkled as she pointed at Melody’s book and said, “Oh, I love that book! You’re going to just love that book, sweetie.”

Melody smiled and said, “Oh, I’ve already read it. I’m just buying this for a friend.”

Grinning, the old woman said, “It’s a wonderful book, isn’t it?”

Kim and Melody both said with a smile, “Yes.”

The old woman brushed off her clothes for a moment, and then said, “Well, I must be going. Thank you again.” She started to turn from us, and then she stopped and said, “Wouldn’t it be wonderful if you could live that book?”

Kim laughed and said, “That’d be so cool. I could be Cindy. Melody, you could be Julie and …and Steve, hah, Steve could be Katherine!”

Melody laughed and said, “Yeah. She didn’t have a date for the prom either!”

A mall policeman walked up just then and said, “Someone called in a purse snatcher?”

I said, “Yes, this old woman had her purse stolen, but I chased down the thief and brought it back to her.”

“What old woman?” asked the police officer.

Kim said, “This…” We all looked around us, and she was nowhere to be seen.

#

If you enjoyed this sampler of "Cindy's Prom" and wish to see more, you can find it now on Amazon Kindle.
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C8S2JHG4


Other Great Books Available From Janglewood Imprints

Some people fall in love with the darkness. Melanie Brown's other books aren't all sweetness and light but in these seven tales she really lets us see her darker side. Maybe you'll fall in love with the darkness, too.

The Darker Side of Melanie Brown, by Melanie Brown
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BXJVDFMG

The Goddess has a job for the youngest son of the noble Avaren family: maintaining the mystic Balance that keeps the peace society. To prevent war between the kingdoms, sacrifices will have to be made.

The Frozen Balance, by Jennifer Ellis
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07HCVHMZJ/ref=as_li_ss_tl?ie=UTF8&qid=1536971695&sr=8-1&keywords=B07HCVHMZJ&linkCode=sl1&tag=bigcloset-rec-20&linkId=30a71a74f76a8a055afa1164fb2cd009&language=en_US

Maryanne finds Mostly Happy Endings for fourteen transgender romance short stories involving impostors, scam artists, criminal masterminds and luckless fools who charge or stumble into situations where they must try to become the romantic heroine of someone else's life story.

No Substitute for Romance, by Maryanne Peters
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CC7ZF8BK

For Liz, the magic of her burgeoning relationship with the young lawyer Cam disappears when they sleep together. What could have been the end of their relationship evolves into something more profound, as Liz and Cam – or is it, Candi? -- begin a journey into pleasure, sexuality, and gender in ways neither of them expected.

Duets, by Emma Anne Tate
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C9WBJ2ZX

Apocalypse could not be avoided. The asteroid wiped out the dinosaurs and most magic-users, good and evil. But it's been a long time, magic is returning to Earth, and the struggle between the forces of light and darkness continues… this time with Dragons!

Dragon's Mark, by Sauna Rousseau
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B3LG788S

Want more? Check out DopplerPress' entire library on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/s?rh=p_30%3Adopplerpress

And be sure to search for other great releases from AlephTwo!

Want exclusive previews of upcoming books, exclusive art and short stories, or just to support future book releases from Doppler? Support us on Patreon! Search Patreon for "Erin Halfelven at BigCloset", and join today!
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