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		A woman bounces into Saul on the streets. He’s never seen her before, but her eyes capture him. Suddenly, he finds his body changing from his hulking, muscular form into her petite, dainty body, and his desire to find her turns into a desperate need. She’s stolen his body, and he’s desperate to get it back.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		Saul nodded to Alice at the front desk, his phone tucked tight to his ear as he pushed through the front doors of the office and out into the bustling street. The wind whipped around him, causing him to push his phone even tighter to his ear so he could hear Mr. Agave on the other end of the line. The man wasn’t doing much more than complain about his newest investment portfolio, so as an enticing scent reached Saul’s nose, he lost the words Mr. Agave spoke to him.

		He turned around trying to capture the source of the scent. People parted around him, his massive frame overtaking the sidewalk as he turned. A woman bumbled toward him, her head turned back over her shoulder. He tried to reach out for her, to keep her from slamming into him, but she twisted at the last minute, her body bouncing heavily off his shoulder.

		“Sorry,” she mumbled. She glanced up at him, her soft, almond eyes full of fear, full of sadness as her eyes connected with his. Her dark brown hair, soft and straight blew around her face, obstructing his vision of her. As she hurried away from him, he placed his hand on the arm she’d bounced off. The area seemed to burn as if her body had been on fire where she’d touched him.

		He turned, trying to find her in the street, wishing he’d reached out to her, to find out if she was alright, but he could not find her within the crowd.

		He moved away then, his hand still on his arm, the phantom pain from her touch still present. He rubbed the spot, wondering how a small woman could have left such a lasting impression on a man his size. Saul stood at six-foot-five and knew he was creeping up closer to 275 pounds. He’d gained a couple of extra pounds over top of his muscles with how busy he’d been at the office lately. Saul suddenly realized that Mr. Agave was calling out to him on the other end of his phone.

		“Um, yeah,” said Saul, realizing he hadn’t heard what the man had said for the last five minutes. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” Saul hung up the phone, dropped it into his suit pocket, and looked out through the crowded streets one last time for the mystery woman. There was something about her that he couldn’t let go of. It wasn’t so much her beautiful face, but the fear in her eyes that set him on guard. He stepped to the edge of the sidewalk, where his driver waited to open the car door.

		“How are you doing this evening, Mr. Salsbury?”

		“I’m... did you see that woman who hit me, Carlo?”

		“I’m afraid not, sir. What would you have done to make a woman hit you anyway?”

		Saul shook his head at the old man before sliding into the back seat of the car. “Nothing,” he said. “It was... weird.”

		Carlo shut his door and moved into the driver’s seat.

		“Where to, sir?”

		“Home, Carlo. I’ve had enough work for one day.”

		“Shall I call ahead and have dinner waiting for you, sir?”

		“That’d be nice, Carlo, thank you.”

		Saul tipped his head back against the seat. Even as he closed his eyes, he could see the woman in his head. She couldn’t have been more than 100 pounds, yet the way his arm felt, he’d been hit by a bag of cement. He touched his arm, concerned with the heat he felt penetrating from it.

		“Carlo?” he asked, before he passed out in the back seat.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		Saul peered open an eye. He didn’t recognize his surroundings. He moved to sit up.

		“Whoa,” came a voice from behind him.

		Saul grabbed his head, waiting for the wave of dizziness to pass.

		“Don’t try to stand up.”

		Saul recognized the voice but was unable to place it for a moment.

		“Dr. Grimes?” he questioned.

		“Yes, sir, it’s me.”

		Dr. Grimes moved to the front of him, the muscular, dark-haired man dressed like he’d been interrupted in the middle of a dinner party.

		“What are you doing here?” Saul looked around. “What am I doing here?”

		“This is the Wentworth Estate. They’re hosting a dinner party.”

		“Ah, so you didn’t dress that way just to treat your favorite patient?”

		The amiable man chuckled. “Afraid not, sir. Carlo bustled you in here after you passed out in the back of the car.”

		“Carlo certainly didn’t carry me in here.”

		“Oh no, sir, that was most certainly a group affair. My only regret is we don’t have a photo to relive the memory.”

		Saul tried to shake his head, but a wave of dizziness sliced through his head as he did. “What happened to me?”

		“Some sort of allergic reaction it seems. If you weren’t so massive to begin with, you’d notice that your left arm had swollen.”

		Saul tentatively touched his arm, the heat still pouring off his skin and onto his fingers.

		“Were you bitten by anything?”

		“No.” Saul looked down at his arm. They’d removed his suit jacket and his button-up. He sat in only his undershirt, his massive arms threatening to burst the seams as he twisted his arm around so he could see the swelling. A large area of bright red skin circled his arm, seeming to spread out from a single dot at the center. “Someone bumped into me on the street earlier.”

		“That certainly isn’t a bruise.”

		“No, I suppose not.” Saul thought back to the woman on the street. “Could... could someone inject me with something so quickly I’d barely notice?”

		Dr. Grimes thought a moment. “I suppose with a small enough needle, and a small enough liquid, they’d be able to inject you quickly enough.” He looked down at Saul, concern marring his usually jovial face. “Do you think that’s what it was? Should I have some blood taken—sent to the lab?”

		Saul turned his eyes away from the swollen red ring on his arm and up to Dr. Grimes. “Perhaps we should just keep things between us for now?”

		“I understand.” Dr. Grimes collected his medical bag. His hands crossed before him, he looked down at Saul. “I gave you an injection of Diphenhydramine and a steroid. It should help counteract whatever allergic reaction you’ve had to the injection, but as to what the injection itself contained...”

		“Thank you, Dr. Grimes. I’ll contact you if anything else comes up.”

		The doctor turned to leave, before turning back to him. “You’ll be quite tired from the injection tonight. I’d have someone get you home and into bed before they need to call the calvary to carry you up those stairs of yours.”

		Saul chuckled. “I’ll do that. Thank you again, doctor.”

		Dr. Grimes turned to leave then, heading out the back doors and out to the dinner party set up on the back lanai. Normally Saul would have headed out behind him, giving the crowd a warm welcome and a thank you to those who had hefted his body into the house, but he was becoming woozier by the minute, and instead, he placed a call to Carlo, letting him know it was time to return home.

		Before Saul had even worked his way off the chair, Carlo had made his way to the door. “You do not look much better, jefe.”

		Saul tried to wave the old man off as he pushed his body into his side, balancing him as he struggled to make it to the front door.

		He held his massive frame in the doorway a moment, trying to allow his vision to focus. But it was of no use, the antihistamine that the doctor had injected him with was working its way through his system. He knew they’d need to make their way home fast, or he’d be spending the night in the backseat of the car.

		“Let’s go, Carlo.”

		He tried to put as little of his weight against the old man as possible, and instead just used him as a guide to walk a straight line to the car. He gripped the roof when they reached it, and Carlo quickly opened the door.

		“I’ve got it,” he told his driver. “We’ve got to get home and get me to bed before I get even sleepier.”

		Carlo hurried around the car, jumping into the driver’s seat and starting the engine while Saul all but flopped into the back of the car. He didn’t want to move once he hit the seat, and it took all his energy to reach over and pull the door shut. His vision swirled and he closed his eyes, only intent on quieting the motion in his head, but he didn’t open his eyes again until Carlo shook him awake as the car sat before the front doors of his mansion.

		“Can you make it, sir?”

		Saul slid forward across the seat, his legs feeling like dead weights as they connected with the ground. He closed his eyes, shutting off the swirling images in front of his face. He pushed himself upright, pausing a moment as the world seemed to tip. He took one step, his body remaining upright. He opened his eyes, and the front door seemed to float away from his line of sight.

		“Shit,” he murmured. “I think the doc gave me the elephant dose.”

		“You certainly weigh less than an elephant, sir.” The old man cringed as Saul’s massive paw rested on his shoulder, trying to steady himself before he took another step. “But perhaps we should get you moving before it gets any worse.”

		“I seem to manage better with my eyes closed. Maybe if you guided me inside and up the stairs we’d fair better?”

		“As you wish, sir. But perhaps you could manage to say something before you felt yourself tumble face-first into the floor.”

		“How’s timber sound?”

		The old man tried not to chuckle, his face a grimace as Saul gripped his shoulders. “That’ll do just fine, sir.”

		The old man led Saul up the stairs and to his bedroom. He made it to the bed before he collapsed forward, his face bouncing heavily off the pillows. He felt Carlo tugging at his shoes, removing them from his feet and setting them aside. Carlo then heaved his legs up onto the bed, and Saul fell into a heavy sleep.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		Saul woke the next day to a bright beam of sun streaming through his bedside window. He squinted against the glare. He tried to move his tongue around his mouth, but it seemed stuck in place. He sat up slowly, a heavy pile of drool plastered to the side of his face. He gripped the side of his head as he moved upright, his vision seeming to float a moment before it evened out. He turned to the bedside table and the glass of ice water that rested upon it. He downed the glass in one large gulp, his tongue now moving but his thirst hadn’t been relieved. He slowly rose from the bed, removing his belt and dropping his pants to the floor. He moved to the bathroom, turning on the tap and guzzling water by the handfuls. He looked at himself in the mirror, his face appearing a bit darker than normal. He assumed it was just the lighting and his wonky vision, so he thought nothing of it as he stripped and moved into the shower. He allowed the hot water to course over his body and slide away the heavy sleep of the night. Only when he turned, and the hot water slid over his left arm did he remember the night before. His arm ached painfully. He slid his hand over the top of it, and while it wasn’t as swollen as it had been last night, he could still feel an area of intense heat on his skin.

		“Shit,” he murmured. In his line of work, he was used to having enemies, but none had ever tried to take his life, or whatever it was the woman had tried to do to him. Plus, he’d never seen her before. He knew he’d have remembered her. You didn’t forget a face like hers. He stepped from the shower, wrapped a towel around his waist, and headed to his closet. He assumed he was late for something, but couldn’t quite recall where he needed to be or what he needed to be doing at the moment.

		After he’d dressed for the day, Saul made his way down the stairs. He found Carlo in the kitchen, enjoying a coffee with the cook, Rosa. “I see everyone thought I must have died during the night,” he said as he entered the room.

		Carlo stood quickly when he heard his voice, and Rosa’s cheeks brightened beneath her dark complexion. He waved the old man off when he tried to assist him into the room. “I’m not dead yet, old man. I managed my own shower and everything. Now sit and enjoy your coffee. But if you’d be so kind as to tell me what exactly I’m supposed to be doing today.”

		Rosa turned to the stove, cracking eggs into the pan and popping bread into the toaster. Carlo pulled out his copy of Saul’s datebook from his suit pocket, flipping it open to the day’s date. He looked up from the book to the clock on the wall. “It appears you’ve missed a meeting with a Mr. Agave, sir.”

		“Ah,” said Saul. “He would have just hollered at me some more. What else is on the agenda?”

		“It appears as if you’re not spoken for until after lunch, sir.”

		“Good,” said Saul as he settled into one of the countertop seats.

		The men sat in silence as they sipped their coffees, Rosa busy at the stove as she made Saul his breakfast. After she handed him his plate, she left the room. Once the men were alone, Carlo spoke. “Are you feeling quite yourself today, sir?”

		Saul turned to the man after he’d shoveled a forkful of eggs into his mouth. He’d suddenly realized that he’d never eaten dinner last night and was exceptionally hungry. “I think so.” He scratched absently at the warm spot on his arm, still thinking about the woman and what her intentions were with him. “Do I seem different in some way?”

		Saul turned back to his plate as the old man silently watched him. Saul patted his lips with the napkin before turning an eye toward Carlo. “Speak your mind, old man.”

		“It’s probably nothing, sir, but your pallor is a bit less white today.”

		“Hmm,” mused Saul as he sat back from his empty plate. He didn’t tell Carlo that he’d thought the same thing while looking at his reflection in the bathroom mirror that morning. He didn’t want to needlessly worry him. After all, it was probably something to do with the meds or some other logical explanation. Saul just currently couldn’t think of a good reason.

		“I think I’ll head into town even though I don’t have any appointments. Maybe take a walk through the park to clear my head.”

		“Just give me a moment and I’ll bring the car around.”

		“No!” Saul said, a bit too forcefully as he stood from his seat. “I mean, take the day off, good man. You’ve done enough for me by saving my hide last night.”

		Carlo was silent a moment, but then he nodded. “As you wish.”

		Carlo watched the big man leave the room, uncertain what was so off about his boss that he couldn’t quite put a finger on. Besides the extra glow to his skin today, he didn’t exactly look different. Maybe it was the way he patted his lips or the way he’d tipped his fork to his mouth. His mannerisms were different somehow. Carlo shook his head, deciding he was worrying about nothing. After all, the man had quite a scare last night. It seemed like it would be normal that he wouldn’t exactly be back to his normal self. Carlo stood from his seat, uncertain what he’d do with a day free from work. Maybe he’d let some time pass and then drive into town. It wouldn’t hurt to check on his boss as long as he didn’t see him snooping.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		Saul sat on the park bench. The late morning sun streamed through the trees. He patted the sweat from his brow, working his tie away from his thick neck. He hadn’t felt himself since he woke that morning, and as the day progressed, he felt even more out of sorts. He’d been loath to tell Carlo that he didn’t feel right, but he could tell from the way the old man watched him eat his breakfast, that he knew Saul wasn’t feeling himself.

		Saul dabbed his handkerchief over his forehead, trying to sop up the water he felt pooling on his skin. He watched the other people as they walked by, no one seemed to be as uncomfortable with the weather the way he was. As he patted furiously at his skin, a woman looked nervously at him as she slowly jogged by. He nodded to her, trying to appear casual, but from the way her eyes widened and she picked up her pace, he must have appeared even more out of sorts than he felt.

		He stood suddenly, thinking that if he was going to die from an unknown injection, he’d rather do it at his house than in the middle of a public park.

		“You look like you could use a ride, sir.”

		Carlo stood behind him, concern wore heavily upon his face.

		“Oh, for good heavens, man. Didn’t I give you the day off?”

		“Got bored. Decided to take a stroll at the park.”

		Saul turned to him. “In a Burberry suit and Gucci shoes?”

		“You know me, sir. Always impeccable in case there’s a pretty lady on the prowl.”

		Saul shook his head at his loyal driver, wondering how he’d ever convinced such a man to remain so loyal to him over the years. “You’re a good man, Carlo.”

		“Ah, yes, sir. Now, do you quite think we should be heading out?”

		“Do I look as awful as I feel?”

		Carlo was silent, but the look on his face told Saul all he needed to know. He followed him the short distance to the car parked at the curb. He held out his hand, stopping Carlo from opening the door as he caught his reflection in the glass. His eyes appeared dark, almost hollow in appearance. He looked like he’d spent the day at the beach, his skin now appearing brown. He pushed his finger into the skin of his cheek, expecting the image of him to shift back to normal. “Something’s happening to me.”

		“Appears so, sir. Perhaps we should get you back home and immediately call Dr. Grimes.”

		Saul nodded, taking one last look at his reflection before Carlo opened the door and he slid into the back seat. Carlo pulled away from the curb and he sat silent, staring down at his hands as they turned away from the park. He turned his palms over, the thick, meaty hands he was used to appearing thinner, almost feminine in appearance. He brought his hands to his face, sliding them along his skin, wondering where his stubble was, even though he hadn’t shaved in two days. “Is it possible we drive any faster, Carlo?”

		Carlo pushed down on the gas, steadily increasing their speed as they drove out of the center of town and onto the highway. He heard him talking on the phone, his words muddled, but urgent. Saul wasn’t one to worry much, but he hoped he’d called Dr. Grimes and would have him waiting at the house for when they arrived.

		Carlo skidded to a stop at the front of the mansion, the tires slipping in the gravel. Saul sat up from his dazed stupor. His heart pounded heavily and his chest felt heavy. “Doc’s here?” he slurred. Carlo looked into the review mirror, seeing the doctor’s SUV pull in behind them.

		“He’s here,” Carlo confirmed.

		The doctor and two large men piled from the vehicle, hurrying over to the back of the car. The largest of the men opened the door, hefting Saul from the back seat in one big tug and propping him over his shoulder. Saul’s body tried to sink to the ground, but the other man grabbed him under his arm and they lugged him to the front of the house. Saul’s head flopped forward as he mumbled incoherently.

		His head bounced as they lifted him over the front step. “I’m feeling slippery,” he said.

		“They’ve got you, boss,” Carlo said from behind him.

		“My skin, it’s slippery.”

		Carlo looked nervously over at the doctor, who bustled in behind the men. Rosa hurried into the room, wringing her hands around the cloth in her hands. “I’ve got the side room set up in here,” she said, directing the men into the large sitting room. Instead of hefting him up the stairs to his bedroom, the men walked him into the side room and deposited him onto the large Chesterfield sofa. Although his skin still appeared darkened, it had taken on a sickly pallor, sweat beading off his skin and pooling along his hairline.

		“Get his coat off,” Dr. Grimes instructed the two large men. They pulled off his coat, loosening his tie, and then upon the doctor’s instruction, removed his button-up. The doctor’s mouth dropped open when he caught sight of Saul’s body. He appeared shrunken, his normally massive arms smooth where carved muscles usually stood.

		He turned his eyes quickly to Carlo and realized from the look on the old man’s face that he noticed the same thing that he did.

		“What is it, Doc?” the old man whispered.

		Dr. Grimes ignored his question, stepping forward and placing his stethoscope on Saul’s chest. He listened in silence a moment, before determining that he sounded perfectly normal considering how awful he looked.

		“I’ll—I’ll pull some blood,” he said. He rummaged through his bag, pulling out a syringe and some tubes. “I’ll have them expedite it at the lab, but until then...” The kindly doctor shook his head. “Without knowing what he possibly could have been injected with, I just don’t know. His vitals are normal.” He was silent a moment as he wrapped a band around Saul’s arm and drew multiple vials of blood. Snapping the band from his arm and applying a pressure wrap, he turned to Carlo. “I could call an ambulance if you’d be more comfortable with him there.”

		Carlo shook his head. He knew Saul wouldn’t want to be taken to the hospital unless it was totally necessary. “I’ll watch him here, Doc, and await your call.”

		“Good man,” he said, clapping Carlo on his shoulder and tipping his head toward the door. The two large men left with him without saying a word, pulling the heavy front door closed behind them.

		Carlo looked down at Saul, at the man he’d watched over since he was just a boy and his father had passed unexpectantly. He’d always loved the boy as if he were his own, even though twenty-five years had passed and Saul no longer needed someone looking after him. Except for today. He’d never seen the man so vulnerable. Laying on the sofa, his brow beading with sweat, his massive chest appeared deflated. Maybe Dr. Grimes was right, maybe he should just call an ambulance. He turned to reach for the phone when Saul mumbled behind him.

		“Boss?” he asked, uncertain he’d heard him correctly.

		“I’m changing,” Saul said again.

		Carlo didn’t know what he meant, so he moved to him, clasping the large man’s hand in his own, trying to bring his attention to his face. “What is changing?” he asked him.

		“Everything...” And then, after a moment of silence, “Find the girl, old man. She’ll have the answer.” And then he faded out, his head resting quietly on the back of the sofa.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		Saul awoke in the morning with his head thrown back over the sofa, his hair falling into his eyes. He brushed the dark hair away from his face, bolting to his feet as his fingers ran through the long, luxurious locks.

		“What the fuck!” he exclaimed. His voice was high-pitched, his frame small. He could feel it without even seeing himself. He hadn’t felt that weightless since middle school. His hands flew over his body, a small set of pert breasts beneath his fingers as he dragged his hands down his front. His hands continued lower, to where he expected his cock to be, but instead, he found nothing. “Oh my god!” he squealed. His voice broke into a high-pitched shriek, startling Carlo awake who’d been sleeping upright in the side chair. The old man bolted to his feet, confusion crossing his eyes as he faced the frantic woman before him.

		“Who are you?” he asked brusquely. “Where’s Saul?”

		Saul panicked, his heart fluttering so quickly it felt like a hummingbird lived in his chest. He puffed out a burst of nervous air, lowering himself back down to the sofa before he could pass out on the floor.

		He pressed his hands into his thighs, the small, thin legs feeling childlike beneath his palms. His long, dark hair fell over his face, the soft curls hiding his eyes.

		“Boss?” Carlo questioned nervously.

		Saul looked up slowly. Carlo had stepped back from him, standing behind the chair in the corner of the room. But from the way he watched him, he knew he understood that his boss had transformed into a woman.

		“It’s me, Carlo,” Saul said. He held up his petite, olive-brown hands, turning them over in front of his face. He stood suddenly, hurrying to the mirror on the wall. Carlo scuttled away from him, but he kept his eyes on him as he moved.

		A petite, strikingly beautiful Asian woman stared back at Saul from the mirror. He’d recognize the face anywhere. It was the woman who’d run into him on the streets, the woman who’d apparently injected him with some sort of serum.

		“It’s her,” he said, turning to Carlo. “I mean, I’m her. The girl that injected me on the street. I’M HER!” Saul tried not to panic but as he caught another glance at himself in the mirror, he couldn’t help but succumb to the rising hysteria.

		Rose flew into the room, having heard a woman scream.

		She stopped when she saw Saul and stared silently between Carlo and the panicking stranger.

		Saul stumbled forward, collapsing onto the Chesterfield, burying his face in his hands. He cried, gut-wrenching sobs falling from his lips. Carlo stared at Rosa in a panic. He hadn’t witnessed Saul crying since the day his father died.

		He cautiously moved toward the crying woman, nervous with the way Rosa watched him. He placed a consoling hand on her shoulder, her petite body buried within Saul’s massive shirt. He hadn’t even noticed until now that his pants must have fallen from her hips as he stood in a panic, because his long legs were bare, and Saul’s pants sat crumbled upon the floor.

		“Carlo?” questioned Rosa from the doorway. “What am I seeing?”

		Carlo turned his eyes to her, his face fearful before shifting. “Call Dr. Grimes. Wake him if you have to. Just get him over here.”

		Saul looked up at him with his large, almond eyes, mascara streaked down his face. “Why did she do this? How did she do this?”

		“We’ll figure it out, boss.” He patted his shoulder. “We’ll figure it out.” This time he said it quieter as if he was trying to convince himself more than Saul.

		“No!” said Saul, suddenly bolting to his feet. His shirt slid down off his new, petite frame, and he grappled with it as it threatened to slide free from his body. “We’ve got to find her. Find me!” he exclaimed. “That’s it. I mean, how hard can my body be to spot around town? Unless she’s gone into hiding, I stand out like a sore thumb.” He cringed, wary of someone walking around in his own skin. He wondered if she’d looked at his body—if she’d touched his body as she got ready for her day. And his body? What would she want from him specifically? Sure, he was well off and quite a powerful man, but that wouldn’t get her far. She couldn’t exactly just walk into his life and take it over, could she? It had to be something else, but what? “Find me,” he said again. “Her. My body! Find it. Call Dr. Grimes and have his men find her. He knows how to be discrete. Let them know to keep an eye out for me, but warn them...” He shook his head, afraid of what someone unstable could do in his powerful body.

		“Will do, boss,” Carlo said, not needing Saul to finish his thought. He’d watched the boy box his way through college. He knew what he was capable of with just his bare hands.

		When Saul turned, he found Rosa standing behind him. She had a handful of clothes in her arms, his eyes sad as she watched him. “It’s not much,” she said. “But maybe you could find something you’d feel a bit more comfortable in.” She looked down uncertainly at the pile of women’s clothes in her arms, then back up at Saul.

		“Thanks, Rosa,” he said, moving to her and taking the clothes from her arms. He walked silently up to his bedroom, depositing the clothes on the bed and heading straight for the shower. He wasn’t certain what he was expecting to feel when he removed his oversized shirt, but when he looked down at the petite, tight body beneath the shirt, a sudden warmth spread through his center. He looked up bashfully to the mirror, trying out an awkward smile at the reflection staring back at him. Then his eyes trailed lower, down to the pert breasts and the full, brown nipples standing out in the cool air of the room. He licked his lips, trying not to focus on how sexually appealing he found the body he now stood within, but against his own desires, a tingling started between his legs.

		“Don’t you dare,” he chastised himself. He hurried to the shower, turned on the hot water, and waited impatiently for it to heat. Then he jumped beneath the water, hoping the hot liquid would somehow dull his increasing desire. He poured his body wash onto the rag, the manly scent so incongruous to the body he was about to soap it upon. He tried to distract himself as he washed his new body, but as he soaped between his legs, he found out that with just the gentlest of touch, the soft folds of his pussy heated. “Fuck,” he murmured to himself.

		He slid into the base of the shower, allowing the heavy spray of the showerhead to overtake his body. He dropped his knees to the side, allowing his center to open. The spray rained down upon him, the heavy drops pounding little ripples of pleasure into his new pussy. He blew out a hot breath, trying to clear his head, trying to focus on his predicament instead of his excitement. Just for a moment, he wanted to feel the pert nipple beneath his hand, but as his fingers sought out the delicate buds, he moaned lustfully, twisting the sensitive flesh beneath his fingers. A moan fell across his lips, and his knees fell open, fully exposing his soft center to the blast of the showerhead. His hips curled up as the droplets danced across his pussy, sending bursts of pleasure through his entire body.

		He twisted his nipple tighter, squirming as a burst of heat swirled inside his abdomen. His other hand ran down his soft stomach, tentatively seeking out his soft folds. He touched himself tentatively, delighted at what an all-encompassing pleasure he could bring himself just by slipping his finger lightly across his clit. He swirled his finger across it again, testing to see if it felt as good the second time. His hips bucked upward as if his body begged to be brought to orgasm. His fingers slipped downward, seeking out the warm entrance to his now pounding pussy. He discovered that he could fit three fingers inside of himself, and he slipped them in and out as he allowed the water drops to tickle against his engorged clit. With his other hand, he reached for his nipple, twisting it until it almost brought him pain. He moaned, his hips gyrating against his fingers as he slipped them in and out of himself. His fingers seemed to moisten as his pleasure grew, a thick slickness sliding them easily in and out of his pussy. He slid his fingers free from his center, tickling them against his clit, bringing himself closer and closer to orgasm. He gyrated against his fingers, teasing his clit rapidly, twisting his nipples, until a heavy heat shot through him and he screamed out loudly, an orgasm slamming from him. His body convulsed and he clamped his lips tight, holding back another scream from exiting his lips. He trembled uncontrollably beneath the penetrating heat of the shower, his entire body seeming to light with extreme sensitivity.

		He dropped his hand from his nipple and slipped his hand away from his pounding pussy. He dropped his head back against the shower’s wall, trying to catch his breath as he came down from the best orgasm of his life. After some time had passed, he shakily stood from the shower’s floor. He rinsed his body in the now cooling water, before stepping from the shower. His skin glowed bright red, his eyes lively and wide. He pushed his long hair from his face, uncertain how he would tame it once it dried. He patted the moisture from his skin, noticing how easy it was to dry such a petite body. Although Rosa had offered him a handful of clothes to wear, most were still too big on his small frame. But he found a sundress that seemed to fit well enough, and after cinching one of the belts around his waist, he deemed himself fit enough to head downstairs. He hoped that Dr. Grimes’s men were on the lookout for the thief who stole his body. He wanted to know what she wanted from him, but the idea of seeing his own body standing in front of him was a thought that seemed a bit overwhelming.

		He moved silently down the stairs, his new body light on its feet as he traversed the long staircase. He could hear talking in the room off the main hall, and then stopped dead in his tracks when he recognized one of the voices as his own.

		“You can’t do this to me,” he heard the voice say. Saul could hear struggling in the room below, scuffling, and then a sound he recognized as a punch to the gut, hearing a whoosh of air leave someone’s lungs.

		“Whoa, whoa!” he said, hurrying down the stairs.

		Dr. Grimes, his two henchmen, Carlo, and the person who had stolen his body stood in the main room of the house. His old body stood hunched over, grabbing his gut, as one of the men held him up by his collar.

		Saul knew if he’d been the one still in that body, the man who had gut-punched him wouldn’t be wearing that awful smile on his face anymore. Saul’s eyes connected with his body. Even though it was his own eyes staring back at him, he could see the woman’s sad, soulful gaze as she stared at him.

		“Please,” she begged of him when she saw him. “I had to. I had no choice.”

		One of the men wound up for another punch when Saul stepped forward, stopping him.

		“I still need my body back, you idiot, stop hitting it.”

		The men took a step back from him, no longer fearing Saul for his size, but fearing him for the power he held.

		“Thank you.” Saul’s body wavered, and it appeared odd to him, to see his body quake in such a way.

		Saul approached the woman, and she looked down at him as he approached her. “You do know you could have knocked that guy’s teeth out, right?” he said.

		The woman looked nervously between Saul and the man in the corner, and then back to Saul. “I didn’t take your body to use it for violence,” she said. “Honestly, there was no plan. I did not choose you to choose you. You just happened to be who I ran into in the street. I saw the way you looked at me. You looked kind.”

		“Not kind enough to give away my body,” Saul said. He tried to make his voice sound gruff, but the feminine voice coming out of him didn’t have the same effect that he was used to. He cleared his throat. “What is your reason, then?”

		The woman looked nervous. Even in her new, powerful body, Saul could see how scared she was.

		“How ‘bout you give us a minute,” he said. He led the woman over to the sofa as the others left the room. He knew Carlo would have them standing nearby in case he needed help, but as she sat next to him, he could feel the fear rolling off her.

		She wrapped her massive hands into a ball in her lap, continuously twisting them before her. When she looked up to Saul, her gaze was steady, but her hands shook as she clutched them before her. He wanted to reach out to her, but he folded his own hands in his lap, remaining silent until she was ready to tell him what she needed to say.

		“I had to,” she said, finally. “I had no choice.”

		“I’m quite certain many people have other choices other than body theft.”

		When the woman looked back up at him again, her eyes flashed with fire. “You know nothing about me. You sit here in your mansion, behind iron bars, behind guards. You do not know.”

		She bolted to her feet and Saul finally recognized his own anger in her mannerisms. The veins stood out in her neck, her muscles rippling as she turned to him. “I will give you your body back, but I’m sorry. Right now, I need it.”

		She moved to leave the room and the other men entered it. Saul raised his hand to keep them where they were.

		“I should know what you’re involved in,” he said. “It’s only fair to me.”

		“Stay here,” she said. “Stay hidden.” She shook her head. “Just stay hidden.”

		She strode from the room and Saul didn’t have the men stop her. He knew that if she realized how well she could control his body, those men wouldn’t stand a chance anyway.

		“Tail her,” he said once she’d passed through the front door.

		Dr. Grimes tipped his head, indicating that his two men should do as Saul requested. The doctor slid down onto the couch next to Saul after the men left the room. Saul could sense him staring at him. He tried to ignore it for a moment, but then he turned to the doctor.

		“I’m sorry,” Dr. Grimes said, “but it’s fascinating. I knew there were studies where they were getting closer to swapping single genes, but...” his mouth fell open, his eyes wide. “She looks exactly like you.”

		Saul nodded. “I couldn’t notice a single difference. That’s why I suggested that your men back off. If she figures out that I know how to fight...”

		“Yeah,” said Dr. Grimes. “And I suspect she will soon enough. Do you get any thoughts as to who she is or what she knows?”

		Saul sat quiet a moment, realizing he’d never explored his new body past the physical. “I’m—I’m not sure. It’s almost like I have a second set of thoughts in my head. Ask me something, Doc,” he said suddenly.

		“About what?”

		“About something you know that’d I’d never know. There’s almost some thoughts I feel in here that feel a bit... science-ey.”

		Dr. Grimes grinned, but then asked Saul a question about subatomic particles. And then Saul answered it correctly.

		“Huh,” Dr. Grimes said in admiration.

		“I’ve certainly never known that before.”

		“No,” the doctor said, “I suppose not.”

		“Shit, boss,” Carlo said from behind them. The terror in his voice had Saul standing from his seat and turning to him.

		“What is it, Carlo?”

		“If you know things that she’d know—”

		Dr. Grimes’s eyes widened, and he clamped his hand over his mouth. Saul looked between one terrified man to the next, his heart pounding in his chest. “She fooled me,” he said. “She fooled me, and I just let her walk out of here.”

		The doctor shook his head. “You couldn’t have known. Jimmy and Raf are on her tail. They’ll let us know if she goes anywhere near the office.”

		“Okay,” said Saul. “But what do we do? I mean, if those men try to take me—her in broad daylight, there’s nothing anyone can do to stop her. Everyone else will think she’s me.”

		Dr. Grimes blew out a nervous breath. “I just wanted to be excited for five minutes,” he said sadly.

		Saul moved to him, placing his hand on the man’s shoulder. “We’ll be excited about the science of transformation later. Right now, we need to find that woman, and we need to lock the office down tight.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SIX

		Raf and Jimmy stood outside the office. They tried to look casual, but their large builds and nervous gazes had visitors giving them a wide berth. Even though Saul’s business was on the up and up, he knew things about people that they didn’t want others to know. He had access to a lot of knowledge, that in the wrong hands could bring down some very powerful men. Saul also lived a very lucrative lifestyle, for all he knew, she wanted his body just for his money. Although the woman had been dressed well when she first ran into him, he had no idea what her life was like past the glimpses of scientific information that continued to flit through his mind.

		Saul sat in the back seat of Dr. Grimes’s truck and watched as his old body entered the building at 6:22 PM. He’d instructed the men to let her pass through and to follow her after she entered the building. Saul felt useless in his new body. Although he seemed to retain the respect of the men around him, he felt like he lost most of his power. His small, petite frame would be useless against his old body if she decided to do some damage to the men. He kept hidden, knowing he was of more use to them intellectually at this point than anything else.

		“Okay,” Dr. Grimes said once he could no longer see her through the front glass of the building.

		Saul sat up. His face pressed forward into the tinted glass. “I can’t see shit,” he grumbled.

		“I think it’s best if you stay put, anyway. We have no idea what she’s planning. You could get yourself hurt.”

		Saul grumbled again, wringing his small hands in his lap. He set his palms upright, staring down at their dainty frame. He hadn’t had hands this small since he was probably ten years old. He felt weak, out of control of his own fate. “I can’t just sit here,” he blurted. He opened the back door, jumping from the vehicle.

		“Saul, no!” hollered the doctor. He moved from the truck, catching onto Saul’s arm. A few lingering pedestrians on the mostly deserted streets turned to them as Dr. Grimes held him by his arm. He dropped it as he realized they were being watched, and that he wasn’t holding on to his friend’s massive arm but was instead restraining a petite woman.

		“It’s okay,” Saul told them. “Shit,” he muttered when they went on their way.

		“We need to be more careful,” the doctor said.

		“Yeah,” agreed Saul, “but I have to get up there. Those meatheads are going to end up taking a swing at me and who knows what will happen.”

		“They’ll stay back as long as they need to.”

		Saul shook his head. “Stay here,” he ordered the doctor. “I can’t just sit here.”

		“Yeah,” the doctor said sadly, I didn’t suppose you would. “Good luck,” he said.

		Saul hurried into the building, his long sundress billowing out behind him as the night breeze gusted around him. The bottom floor of the building was mostly abandoned, and he hurried over to the elevator, planning on taking it to the third floor and then walking up the next flight to the fourth.

		He slipped into the elevator, the breath in his chest seeming to come out so quickly he became lightheaded as the elevator kicked into motion. He pressed his hand against the cold, metal wall, completely uncertain what he planned to do when he came across the woman. The elevator door’s opened and after a quick glance down the hall, he stepped into the third-floor hallway. He hurried to the stairwell, pushing through the doors and heading up the stairs. He slowed when he reached the fourth-floor landing. His heart pounded in his chest, a hot heat spreading across his chest and up his neck. He listened a moment, before stepping silently through the door. No one stood in the hallway, and he heard nothing as he quietly listened. He removed his kitten heels from his feet and padded silently down the hall. As he passed the conference room, he doubled back, catching something out of the corner of his eye. Jimmy and Raf stood in the dark, their ominous figures standing like statues. Saul eyed them, and he knew they saw him, but he kept moving. As he neared his office, he heard the door to the conference room opening. He hoped they’d stay out of sight unless he desperately needed them.

		Through the glass frame on his heavy wooden door, Saul saw flashes of light glowing out of the otherwise darkened room. He tiptoed forward, careful to stay out of view of the window. He couldn’t hear any sounds within the room, but somehow, he knew she was in there. He didn’t know if he could sense her because she had his body, or if there was some other way that she’d give away her location. He peered carefully into the window. She sat at his computer, her large frame hulking over the desk. Tears ran down her face, the moisture appearing as glistening rivers upon her face as they glowed in the computer’s light. Saul had planned on barging into the room, demanding she get out of his office, demand that she give him his body back, but at that moment, he felt her sadness as his own. He clutched his chest, carefully turning the knob and entering the room. She looked up at him as he entered, her eyes full of tears. He expected some sort of reaction from her, surprise, anger, guilt, but he saw none of it on her face. He wondered if she was as connected to him as he felt to her.

		“Why are you here?” he asked her simply.

		She lowered her head, placing her massive head in her hands. “You weren’t a random choice,” she finally admitted.

		“No,” he said. “I supposed not.”

		“I needed to get into your files. I needed to stop him.”

		“Stop who?” he asked. He moved across the office, standing next to her behind the computer. He did not fear her size, he did not fear her anger, for he felt none of it as he stood so close to her. He looked down at the computer, to the file she had open. “Mr. Agave?” he questioned. “He’s one of my oldest clients.”

		“Was,” she said, staring up at him.

		Saul shook his head, confused. “I just spoke to him yesterday—actually missed a meeting with him this morning.”

		“You weren’t going to be meeting Mr. Agave. In fact, Mr. Agave hasn’t been Mr. Agave for about two weeks.”

		Saul scrubbed his hand across his face, remembering back to his most recent conversations with the man. He thought Mr. Agave was just getting ornery in his old age.

		“Did you do what he requested with his portfolio?” she asked him.

		“Of course not,” he said, leaning closer to the computer. He could feel the warmth of her body as he entered her personal space. She had his private files open, showing the extensive income he continued to make from it. “I’d never recommend transferring out that amount of cash when a portfolio was performing this well. I’d spoken to Mr. Agave last night and refused his request under the ruse that I was already out of the office and that we’d meet this morning. Obviously, I had other things occupying my time this morning though.”

		“It’s a good thing,” she said. “My boss, Dr. Cho, would have scammed the man out of...” she looked back down at the computer, “over fifteen million dollars.”

		Saul tipped his eyes up to hers, his face mere inches away. “Your boss, he runs the lab where you’re a research scientist?”

		Her eyebrow shot up in curiosity before her lip curled into a smile. “You feel it too then; it’s not just me?”

		Saul nodded slightly, uncertain how much he wanted to reveal to what extent he sensed her inside of him. But then, from the look on her face, he just knew that she held him inside of her too.

		“So, what?” he questioned. “You’re telling me that your boss switched bodies with Mr. Agave to empty out his fifteen-million-dollar portfolio? How could he have even known how much money he had?”

		“Mr. Agave has been a benefactor of the lab for a long time. I believe he and Dr. Cho were college roommates. Unfortunately, my boss has grown greedy. It wasn’t enough that he could prove that his body swap program was a success. He just wanted more and more.”

		“Then why did you swap with me? Why didn’t you just come to me and tell me what he’d done?”

		She turned her eyes up to him. “You would have believed me?” She shook her head. “Our research isn’t published anywhere. It’s all top-secret. If I’d come to you making claims that someone had stolen your client’s body, you’d have had me thrown out of your office.”

		Saul sighed. He knew she was right. “I suppose you came here to put a lock on the portfolio?”

		She didn’t answer him, but with a few clicks of the mouse, she finalized the lock on the account. She even entered Saul’s private password. Saul didn’t even consider stopping her. He realized then that even though her methods were a bit extraordinary, in the end, her intentions were honorable. For all Saul knew, Mr. Agave could have had him charged with mishandling his money after he’d been switched back—if her boss even intended to switch back.

		“What’s your name?” he asked her suddenly.

		She stared down at her hands a moment before answering him. “Okimi. You can call me Okimi.”

		“Well, okay, Okimi, let’s say we get out of here.”

		She stood silently from the computer, her body towering over Saul as she stood. She reached down to him, placing one of her hands against his cheek. A warm, tingling sensation entered his body where she touched him. He blinked rapidly, trying to disconnect himself from the intense sensation. “I am sorry,” she said. “I really am.” Her hand slid away from his cheek and he felt sad to feel it go. “I needed to right this wrong. I believe in our research, I truly do, but what Dr. Cho was trying to do was wrong.”

		Saul looped his hand through her arm, leading her away from the computer and out into the hall. She turned, locking the door behind them before they walked silently down the hall together. Jimmy and Raf were gone from the conference room, and he supposed they’d realized there was no reason to guard him against someone who meant him no harm.

		He led her from the building, opening the door for her when they reached Dr. Grimes’s truck. She laughed as she stepped past him in her large, muscular body, a petite woman holding the door open for him. He slid in behind her and instructed Dr. Grimes to take them back to his mansion.

		She rested her head back against the seat, seeming finally at ease as they pulled away from his office. He watched her a moment, taking in how quiet and relaxed she was in his body. He reached across the seats, slipping his fingers into her hand. Her warm hand engulfed his, and they road the rest of the way home in perfect silence.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		His house was empty when they returned home. Rosa had gone home for the night and Carlo must be giving them their much-needed space. Saul tipped his head to one of the stools at the counter, indicating that she should sit. He pulled two sparkling waters from the fridge, opening hers before handing it to her.

		“Thank you,” she said. She took a sip before dropping her head, staring down sadly at her hands as they wrapped the ice-cold drink. She slowly lifted her eyes to him, her look bashful as she caught his glance. “And thank you for being so kind to my body.” She pressed her lips closed, uncertain. “I never realized just how personal a thing it is to have someone else inside your body. My research was—is so important to me, but the personal aspect... let’s just say a first-hand experience was very eye-opening.”

		Saul’s chest warmed as he thought back to touching her body, to when he brought himself to orgasm inside her body. His cheeks must have flushed red because she reached across the counter and grasped his hand.

		“It’s okay,” she said. She scratched at the side of her head nervously, one of his own gestures that he instantly recognized.

		“You did too?” he asked her.

		She opened her mouth to deny it, but then a hearty chuckled rolled free from her lips. “Your body is magnificent,” she admitted. “I mean, it’s so different from my own. Not just talking about the gender aspect, but you’re what, a hundred and fifty pounds more than me? A foot and a half taller?” She had a brilliant smile on her face. “I could get used to this.”

		“Well,” said Saul, a bit embarrassed by her compliments. “Don’t get too used to it. I do want my body back.”

		“Oh, yes,” she said, waving off his concerns. “The injection will wear off sometime later tonight.”

		Saul was silent a moment, then he asked, “How...umm, how much later?”

		Her eyebrow lifted as she assessed him. “What do you have in mind?”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER EIGHT

		Saul stood nervously before her. She’d stripped free from her clothes, her body naked before him. He had to admit, even at his age, and a few pounds heavier than he’d like, he still looked pretty good.

		“Look at me,” she said. She lifted her arms, pressing her fingers upward. “I can reach the ceiling!”

		Saul laughed, a warmth lighting in his chest as he then watched her smooth her hands down her stomach. He slipped his shoes from his feet, kicking the heels away from him. Upon seeing the movement, she turned to him, her eyes lighting as she watched him slowly slide the sundress from his shoulders. He bit his lip nervously as he caught her watching him.

		“I’ve seen it all before,” she said when she noticed his discomfort.

		“I know, but still, it’s...”

		“Sensual?”

		He nodded. He liked how she had no problems speaking her mind. He’d never been with someone like her before. Inside of him, he felt someone who was not only incredibly smart but kind. She understood more about people than he’d ever hope to grasp. He suddenly felt sad, like he would miss her being inside of him once they transitioned back to their normal bodies. A tear slid down his cheek and she moved to him. She wrapped her massive arms around his body. Her power consumed him, and for the first time in a long time, he allowed himself to just relax. She stroked his hair, her hands warm against his cheek as she tipped his head up, brushing his hair away from his face.

		He smiled at her and suddenly, a warm throbbing tapped against his stomach.

		“Oh my!” she exclaimed. She looked down in between them, and at the hard, thick cock that stuck out from her body. “There’s no hiding that thing, is there?”

		Saul giggled, stepping into her and pressing their bodies together. She groaned softly when his soft skin caressed against her hard cock. Saul reached his arms up, sliding them up her back, feeling her powerful muscles against his palms. Her cock throbbed, pounding against his stomach. He opened his lips as she bent down to him, and her lips consumed his own.

		He melted into her arms, allowing her strength to hold him as a heavy heat of desire overtook his body. He trembled beneath her power, her arms so thick and strong, that they consumed his small body. His tongue sought hers, and his chest pounded when they connected.

		Saul wanted every moment to last forever, but as his naked skin pressed into hers, he felt a ravenous desire to devour her. She reached down, slipping her hands beneath his ass and pulling him into her arms. He wrapped his legs around her waist, allowing her to carry him to the bed. She lay him down gently, straddling his body, careful to not push her weight upon him.

		“I’m too big,” she said, uncertain how to not hurt him.

		Saul moved to the side, allowing her to crawl into the bed next to him. He looked into her eyes as she lay beside him. They were kinder, gentler than the eyes he’d seen in his reflection for his entire life. His hand caressed across her cheek, and she leaned into him, her lips caressing against his own. He pressed into her as their passionate kiss grew. Her cock throbbed against him, the weight of it pushing into his stomach. He ground against her and she moaned into his mouth.

		“When am I ready?” she asked him.

		He giggled. “Oh, you’re ready.”

		“Will you guide me?” she asked.

		He loved how sweet, how innocent she was. He instructed her to roll onto her back, and slowly, he straddled her. His small, pert breasts shone pink with the heat within his chest. She reached up slowly, sliding her hand against his body, slipping her hand over his breast. She watched him intently, making certain he enjoyed the way she touched him. He smiled down at her, and when she gripped his nipple between her fingers, his mouth fell open at the pleasure she brought him. She twisted tighter until a soft moan fell from his lips. With her other hand, she pleasured his other nipple, her fingers flicking across the firm buds. He gyrated against her, his pussy now slickened with moisture. He rode against her cock, his moist heat sliding him easily across her thick shaft.

		“Oh, god,” she moaned. “Am I inside you?”

		“Not yet,” he said with delight. He couldn’t wait to show her what it felt like to have her thick cock inside of his warm pussy.

		He gripped her in his hand, her hard cock pounding as he stroked it. She moaned, her body writhing beneath him in pleasure. He guided her to his center, stroking the thick, meaty head against his warm folds, teasing himself, teasing her, before he pushed down, sliding the folds of his pussy open, accepting her cock within him. She gasped as he sat down, his pussy wrapping around her cock, his ass warm and firm against her thick balls. He stroked slowly, allowing her to adjust to the intense pleasure.

		“Oh my god,” she moaned. “This is... oh my god.” She was without words as Saul rocked his hips, stroking against her cock, gliding his warm, wet pussy against her.

		She tipped her head back, her mouth hanging open. He continued to stroke slowly against her, concentrating on her pleasure before he concentrated on his own.

		All of a sudden, a warm tingling entered his pussy. He tried to ignore it, but a gasp left his mouth, his hips bucking.

		Okimi’s eyes flew open as she felt Saul’s pussy tighten on her cock. A wicked grin slid across her lips, and she grabbed his hips. Her strong grasp excited him even more, and as she rocked him against her cock, he screamed, an orgasm overtaking his body, his pleasure lighting through him like a bolt of electricity. He jerked upon her, and she moaned, rocking her hips, stroking in and out of him.

		He blew out an unsteady breath, his body tingling from the overwhelming sensations.

		He smiled down at her, the pleasure on her face warming his chest. He slowly stroked against her, his body settling into an all-encompassing pleasure instead of an overwhelming one. She bit her lip, trying to contain the pleasure rising within her. He stroked quicker, taking her cock as deep as he could take it. Her hips thumped into his own as his stroking became erratic, his body pumping her cock wildly in and out of him. She gripped his hips, holding him tight as she slammed him on and off her cock. He moaned loudly, uncertain how his pleasure could grow even more than a moment before but feeling as if his entire body was lit with pleasure. His legs trembled. His thighs burned with intensity. She gripped him even tighter, his ass slapping wildly against her balls as she slammed him against her over and over again. She groaned then, her voice deep and guttural. A high-pitched moan escaped his lips, and he knew at any moment another orgasm would wrack his body. He felt his pussy tightening around her cock, and then suddenly, her hips bucked, a wild, intense growl escaping her lips as her cock pulsed wildly inside of him. Her seed shot from her cock, filling him with the thick, warm liquid. The pounding of her cock within his pussy pushed him over the edge, and he screamed as an orgasm ripped free from his body. He jerked uncontrollably, his voice echoing over and over again as his body twitched in pleasure. After some time, her hands slipped free from his hips, and a heavy sigh fell from her mouth. Sweat marred her brow, and she gazed up at him with wide, excited eyes.

		“Whoa,” she said. “Is it always like that?”

		Saul opened his mouth to speak, but then closed it. He’d almost told her that was the best sex of his life. A small tear slid down his cheek, and he wiped it furiously from his skin. He was suddenly, deeply, and overwhelmingly sad to know that he’d have to see her go.

		She reached up to him, her massive hand consuming his cheek as he rested upon her hand. “Maybe I could see you again?” she asked, nervously.

		Saul bit his lip, trying to contain his excitement over the possibility. He slowly nodded his head. Her eyes seemed to change as he watched her, and at first, he thought she’d changed her mind, but then he realized the shape of her eyes was changing, the color darkening too as he watched her. He lifted his hand, noticing how his petite fingers seemed to swell, their delicate structure becoming thicker, meatier.

		When he turned back to Okimi, she appeared sad, but then her eyes lit as she noticed Saul watching her.

		“I’ll see you on the other side,” she said.

		And then she reached forward, wrapped her arms around him, and pulled him to her chest. Saul slid down onto the bed next to her, careful not to overwhelm her body as she transitioned. He felt a heat rise in his chest and her heart pounded heavily against his own. He pulled her tighter, no longer able to tell where her slick, naked skin ended, and his began. He closed his eyes, burying his head in her chest, as he allowed the transition to overtake him.

		 

		###
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