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   Terry wasn't like the other boys, his mother always said. He was special. His mother let him explore his unique slant on life, and even encouraged him to experiment with different things. Growing up, she bought him dolls, tea sets, and other feminine toys so that he wouldn't feel trapped by his masculinity. Terry always laughed at that. And then he went to play with his dolls. 
 
   Vaguely, he knew that boys were supposed to be rough-and-tumble, but he had never really experienced it. Terry was home schooled, and his only rarely had much contact with kids his own age (or any age for that matter). But he didn't mind. His mother was his best friend; she always had time to play. 
 
   As he grew older, his tastes changed from dolls to whichever teen boy band was currently dominating the radio charts. His mother, as she was very supportive, encouraged him. She even introduced him to his first boy band, engaging him in a conversation about how dreamy and talented they were. Terry was quit quick to agree with his mother, as she was usually right. It was only after he listened to their whole CD that he really became a fan. That Christmas, his mother bought him a few posters of the boy band, and one of their concert DVDs. Terry was ecstatic. The posters went up right away, and the DVD rarely left the player for nearly a year. 
 
   At twelve years old, Terry's mother started him on some special vitamins. She said that he was unique, and that he needed them to stay strong. Terry trusted his mother implicitly, and so, he took the vitamins without question. 
 
   He was a bit concerned when his body began to change, but his mother assured him that it was natural. Terry, as always, trusted his mother. She even bought him some bras for his budding breasts. A few weeks after that, Terry's mother introduced him to the razor. She had noticed that his legs and underarms were developing hair (she had talked to him about puberty), and thought that it was time. The next year, Terry's mother took him to the electrolysis clinic for his birthday - no more shaving for him! 
 
   When Terry turned fifteen, he was standing in front of the mirror after his shower. He was naked, so his body was on full display. Terry came to grips with the fact that his mother had been right; he wasn't like other boys. Other boys didn't have breasts. They didn't have wide hips or a round butt, either. Terry had all of those, and more. 
 
   Three years later, Terry's mother bought him a web cam. She said it was so he could communicate with kids his own age, and even signed him up for a website. He was dubious at first. His mother had never shown an interest in his having friends before (besides herself, of course). She told him to try it out that night, and she added, "Don't be shy. Just go with whatever they ask you to do." 
 
   It was good that she told him that, because his first online friend asked him to take his shirt off. Remembering his mother's words, Terry complied. He removed his pink tee-shirt (he just adored pink), and then his white bra, letting his C-Cup breasts fall free. A few seconds later, Terry's new friend signed off. 
 
   But it wasn't long before someone else was online; Terry didn't even have time to put his shirt back on. The next one wanted him to remove his shorts, so he did. Terry had to admit, he felt naughty, but in a good way. Then, his friend asked him to take off his pale yellow panties. Terry did, revealing his small, hairless penis. 
 
   Then, that one hung up. Terry was frustrated. Why didn't they want to talk to him for long? The next friend asked him to dance a little, and Terry was only too happy to comply. His mother was once a professional ballerina, so she had passed on her knowledge to her grateful son. Terry danced naked for the web cam for a few minutes before his mother walked in, telling it was time for bed. 
 
   Terry shrugged, and, still naked, kissed his mother good night, and turned off the web cam. Lying in bed that night, he knew that what he had been doing was strange. But his mother didn't seem to mind, so it must be okay. 
 
   So it went for the next few months. Terry would would sign on, and turn his web cam on each night, and boys would talk to him, asking him to do different things. Some were simple, like some would ask him to take off his clothes. Others were a bit different; they wanted him to touch himself. He knew that mother didn't want him to be shy, so he did as they asked. Soon, he began to like it. They would all tell him how beautiful he was. 
 
   After the first few months, Terry got his own website. His mother even had a photographer come out and take some photos of him in various states of undress. She told him that lots of photographers take nude photos of their subjects; it was artistic. Terry was only too happy to oblige. He had grown quite fond of the way boys looked at him when he was naked. 
 
   Terry's mother was quite well off; her second husband had died unexpectedly, leaving her a great fortune. As such, they lived in quite a big house with lots of staff. They even had two gardeners. 
 
   One day, just after Terry's nineteenth birthday, he asked his mother for a favor. 
 
   "Mommy," he said. "Will you do something for me?" 
 
   "Sure, dear," she replied. "What do you need?" 
 
   "Well," Terry started. "It's for my website." 
 
   "Oh," she said. "I think I read the request you're talking about. In fact, there have been quite a few such requests, haven't there?" 
 
   "Yes, ma'am," Terry said. "But it would mean so much to me." 
 
   "Okay, honey," his mother agreed. "We can do it tomorrow." 
 
   As it turned out, Terry's site had grown in popularity to the point where he got several hundred emails a day. He tried to read and answer them, but there were far too many. But a recurring theme was that they wanted to see him with a man, and not just him; they wanted to see his mother too. Of course, none of them knew her as his mother. They just thought it was a beautiful woman who would sometimes appear in Terry's videos. 
 
   Terry's mother was quite attractive; she had been a dancer by trade, and had kept that physique. 
 
   And so it happened that Terry set up a camera near the pool, and turned it on. He and his mother stripped nude, and waded into the pool. 
 
   "This is what they want, mommy," Terry said. 
 
   On cue, one of the gardeners - a very muscular Latino - emerged from the brush. 
 
   "Oh, he'll do," Terry heard his mother say almost under her breath. Then she raised her voice, crooked her finger, and said, "Come on in, stud." 
 
   He just smiled, and ripped his shirt off. Then came his pants; he was wearing no underwear, and Terry couldn't help but notice that his penis was quite a big bigger than his small, two-inch appendage. 
 
   The man waded to where Terry and his mother stood waste deep in the water. He wasted no time, and leaned in to kiss Terry. It was his first, and Terry was quite taken by it. The man's tongue snaked into his mouth, and Terry could taste his saliva. Terry felt the man's rough, callused hand massaging his breast. And then he broke free, and started kissing Terry's mother. 
 
   Terry didn't know what to do, so he just started feeling the man's muscular torso; bumps and ridges of muscle were everywhere, and Terry was fascinated by it. He was also quite aroused. Terry's mother had had "the talk" with him a few years previously, and Terry quickly remembered what boys like him were supposed to do. 
 
   Terry's hand traveled down the man's torso, and soon found his penis - no, his cock. That's what mommy had called it. It was already hard, and boy was it huge. Terry wrapped his dainty hand around it, and started to pull it underwater. A few seconds later, Terry's mother led the man to the edge of the pull, and she quickly hopped out, and let her legs hang over the edge. She spread her legs, exposing her glistening, hairless pussy (her words, not Terry's). Terry was mesmerized by it. So that's what girls had down there. 
 
   The man eagerly put his face between Terry's mother's legs, and started to lick. 
 
   "Get down there and suck that cock, Terry honey," Terry's mother said between moans. She had never steered him wrong, so Terry took a deep breath, and went underwater. He opened his eyes to see the man's monster staring back at him. He opened his mouth, and wrapped his full lips around it. He was proud of how long he could hold his breath, and he stayed under for more than a minute, sucking the gardener's cock, just like Mommy had told him to. 
 
   He came up, gasping for air, just as the man pulled his face from between Terry's mother's legs. 
 
   "Hop up here, honey," she said to Terry, and patted the concrete. "Let's really have some fun." 
 
   Terry did as he was told, and the gardener got out of the pool as well. "Keep sucking. I have something I need to get from in the house," his mother told him. So, sitting poolside cross-legged, Terry sucked the gardener's cock. Every now and then, he would look at the camera, smile, and wave innocently. 
 
   A few minutes later, his mother returned with some sort of tube. She squirted something onto her finger, and said, "I want you to bend over, Terry." Terry did, and soon, he felt his mother's finger enter his rectum. She worked it in and out a few times, and Terry had to admit, it did feel quite good. 
 
   "Now get up, and I want you to get on top of...what was your name again?" she asked. 
 
   "Julio," he said, his voice thick with an accent. 
 
   "I want you to get on top of Julio here, and let his cock into your ass. Now, you're going to have to relax, honey, or it's going to hurt," she explained. "In fact, it's going to hurt, but you can't act like it does, okay? Just be a big boy." 
 
   Terry had expected as much; the requests had been for he and his mother to have sex with a man, and he knew from "the talk" that this was how it was done. So, Terry straddled Julio, who had sat down with his legs dangling into the water. Terry reached back, and felt the big cock. He grabbed it, and guided it inside of his rectum as he eased down. His mother was right. It did hurt, but he was determined to act otherwise. He moaned like it was the most pleasurable thing in the world. A few seconds later, it was all the way in. He sat there for a moment, acclimating himself to the feel of a big cock in his ass. 
 
   "Now ride it, honey," Terry's mother instructed. 
 
   And Terry did. Up and down, he rode that cock. After a bit, the pain eased, and it came to feel very good for the boy. He rode it for what seemed like hours, but was only minutes, his breasts bouncing around as he screamed with pleasure (his mother had said to make like he was enjoying it). He rode that cock until he felt Julio cum inside of him. 
 
   "Now go bend over in front of the camera, and show them what you did," Terry's mother instructed. So Terry walked over to the camera, put his rear end in front of it, and bent over. He could feel Julio's cum leaking out of his rectum. "Good, baby. Now come get Julio ready for me." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The package arrived at around noon on a Saturday. It was innocuous enough, just a small, brown-paper wrapped package about the size of a hardcover novel. When Bob opened it, he found a letter and what looked like a homemade DVD. He opened the letter, unfolded it, and started to read. It stated the following: 
 
    
 
   Dear Bob, 
 
   I hope this letter finds you well. I really do. You probably won't believe that at first, but let me explain, and maybe you'll understand. I hope that your life has been absolute bliss since you divorced me after I found you cheating. I hope that you've spent all that money which should have been mine (at least half of it) and bought as much happiness as you possibly could. Because it doesn't matter. Nothing you've done since then matters one little bit. That happiness is about to be completely shattered. 
 
   Ah, intrigued now, are you? I thought you would be. You see, Bob, I was a wreck after you divorced me. I was completely penniless, and had no job prospects. I hit rock bottom. But at least I had Terry. He was what pulled me through. He was the only thing you lost in the divorce, but I can't imagine you cared all that much. You never really paid him that much attention when we were together, anyway. But I'm getting ahead of myself. No, you left me alone and without money. One night, as I went without food for the second straight day, I vowed to get back at you. I knew it wouldn't be quick, and it would require patience, but I wanted revenge. 
 
   But how? What could I do to hurt you? Luckily, over the seven years we were married I learned a lot about you. I found out about your hatred of homosexuals (as if you even tried to hide it), and I also learned that you viewed Terry as an extension of yourself, as some sort of trophy about which to brag to your friends. So, it was clear. I knew what to do to you. 
 
   I know it was manipulative, and I'm aware of how selfish I've been. But at the end of the day, Terry loves me. He doesn't even know who you are. And I love him for who he is (never mind that I made him who he is). Who is to say that he wouldn't have turned out like that anyway? 
 
   So, without further ado, I want you to watch that video. You'll recognize me. You might even recognize the gardener Julio you fired for missing a day of work to bury his grandmother. But you probably won't recognize the stunningly beautiful creature with us - that is your son. That is Terry. 
 
    
 
   Enjoy the movie. 
 
    
 
   Sincerely, 
 
    
 
   Katrina King
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   Cody looked around, and was immediately overwhelmed by the roaring crowd. Neutral location, my ass, he thought. The stadium was packed, and not with supporters for his team. He could hardly hear himself think. He looked down, at his teammates, then across the line of scrimmage at the opposing defense. They just seemed enormous. C'mon, he thought. You've done this a thousand times. It's no different than practice. It's the same as any other game. 
 
   Even Cody didn't believe the lie. It was, in fact, different. It was the Super Bowl. He'd likely never be in a more important situation. Focus. He counted the players on his side of the ball. Eleven. He stood next to the holder, took a deep breath, and then took two steps backwards, then two steps sideways. Turning his body slightly, he bent over just a bit, and let his arms hang. 
 
   It seemed like it went in slow motion. The holder called for the ball, and the center hiked it, shooting it backwards into the holder's hands. He caught it deftly, and quickly put the nose into the ground. Meanwhile, Cody had started his motion, taking his first step toward the ball. The holder spun the ball, putting the laces towards the goal post. Another step, and Cody planted. He swung his leg with all of his might, connecting solidly. He sent the ball on its way. 
 
   The towering defenders jumped, but the ball sailed over their outstretched arms. Cody didn't want to watch, but he couldn't look away. He knew it had the distance. The ball arced through the air, and through the goal post. The crowd went silent. It was good! 
 
   Then he heard the whistle. The opposing coach had called a timeout before the ball had been snapped, intending to ice the kicker, to get into Cody's head. So the kick didn't count. 
 
   "Did it once, do it again, man," the holder said. Cody merely nodded. 
 
   He glanced up at the scoreboard. One second remained on the clock. A single second until the end of the game, and the score stood at 40-38.  A field goal would win it. Cody could win it. He could be the hero. Or he could be the man who lost the game. 
 
   The other players stood around him in the huddle; he didn't need to call a play. They all knew what was coming. He looked up at them - they were each at least a foot taller than his five and a half feet, and most weighed at least twice as much. All of those enormous, muscle-bound men, and the game rested on Cody's narrow shoulders. Or on his small foot, as it happened. 
 
   The referee blew the whistle, signaling that the time out was finished, and they broke the huddle. They lined up just like before, and Cody counted. Eleven. He took the same steps, and thought the same thoughts. The time out had not gotten into his head. He had made it once, and he would do it again. 
 
   Cody had been signed practically off the street; the team's normal kicker had broken his leg the week before. Cody had kicked in college, and been reasonably successful, but he certainly had never been in such a pressure packed situation. But college was a while back, and he definitely hadn't been on the top of the list. A few lucky breaks and a really good workout for the coach, and Cody had been signed the week before the Super Bowl. He had already made two field goals that game. 
 
   But none of that really entered Cody's mind as he stared at his holder, at the spot where the ball would be. Again, the holder signaled for the ball, and again, the center sent it back like a bullet. The holder caught it, and placed it on the ground. Cody took his steps, planted, and swung his leg, just as he had done thousands of times before. 
 
   *              *              *              
 
    
 
   Cody sat at his locker, his shoulder pads thrown carelessly on the ground beside him. But he didn't move; he didn't look around. He just stared at his locker, unseeing. 
 
   He knew the moment the ball left his foot that the kick wouldn't be good. It should have been an easy kick. Only twenty-eight yards, and the ball had been right in the middle of the field. A high school kid could have made it. However, his foot hadn't hit the ball quite right. Just a millimeter one way or the other could alter the trajectory of the ball, and Cody's foot hadn't connected where it should have. 
 
   It had sailed past the goal post, wide right by only a few inches. A game of inches, that's what they called it. 
 
   Cody couldn't even look the other players in their eyes. He knew they blamed him, regardless of whether or not it made sense. Sure, they could have scored another touchdown earlier in the game, or stopped the other team at some point, but when everything was said and done, people would remember that Cody lost the game. It didn't make sense, but there it was. If he hadn't been so new, the other players might have tried to pick him up, to tell him that it wasn't his fault, to comfort him in some small way. But as it stood, he barely knew them, and they hardly knew him. So, they blamed him. 
 
   He sat there, unable to move for what seemed like hours. He saw the reporters waiting to ask questions, but they didn't bother him, thankfully. Some of the other players gave interviews, but Cody couldn't even bring himself to move, much less answer questions. 
 
   Slowly, he came back to himself. He had to do it sometime. Cody started to get undressed, and as always, was keenly aware that he did not have the body of a world-class athlete, not like the other players with their bulging muscles. No, Cody had always been slim. No matter how hard he worked, he had had trouble developing any muscle tone. But his lower body had always been slightly thicker than his upper body. Maybe it was all the kicking, or perhaps he was just built that way - genes or something. Either way, he knew that his body was quite a bit different than the ones surrounding him. 
 
   He undressed, wrapped a towel around his waist, and walked towards the shower. Cody didn't look at the other men as he stepped under a shower head. He didn't need to; he knew what he'd see. Judgment. Disappointment. Maybe even hatred. He showered quickly, and went back to his locker. He dressed just as quickly, and disappeared out a side door. 
 
   Blessedly, there were no reporters waiting for him as he boarded the team bus. There was no one else aboard yet, so he quickly found a seat, and settled in. Slowly, a trickle of players piled into the bus, but none sat near him. 
 
   It was the same when the bus took them to the airport, and they boarded the team plane. No one spoke to him. Nobody acknowledged Cody at all. He knew they blamed him. Hell, he blamed himself. He should have made that kick. He could have been the hero. Instead, Cody was the kicker who lost the Super Bowl. 
 
   He tried to sleep on the flight, but only succeeded in sitting with his eyes closed, the kick replaying in his mind. Wide right. Just a few inches. The flight seemed a lot longer than it was, but eventually, they arrived back home. 
 
   No one had spoken to him since he had missed the field goal, and no one would. Finally, Cody had had enough, and as soon as he left the plane, he didn't look back. He couldn't. He just wanted to get back to his life of blessed anonymity. So, he hailed a taxi outside of the airport, and went home. Thankfully, the driver didn't recognize him, and the short ride from the airport to his apartment was uneventful. 
 
   Cody just wanted to leave it all behind, to forget that the Super Bowl had ever happened. He went into his apartment, threw his bag down, and went to his bedroom, where he fell onto the bed. 
 
   Life hadn't been a cakewalk for him since he had graduated from college; times were tough, and there weren't many jobs available. He had gotten a degree in journalism, but there simply weren't any opportunities for him to work. So, Cody had even tried getting manual labor or retail jobs. The retail jobs were refused simply because he was far too overqualified. And as for the labor jobs...well, one look at his petite body, and there was no way they would hire him. Cody had gotten by with odd jobs here and there, but mostly, he had depended on his girlfriend for support. 
 
   Melissa had been a godsend, and they had lived together since right after college. So, while being unemployed was very embarrassing for Cody, it wasn't like he was out in the street. But when that offer to join the team as their kicker had come around, it had changed everything. It was a sizable amount of money, even though it was practically the league minimum. So, Cody had moved out of Melissa's apartment, and into his own place. Therein lie a problem, however. Cody had no illusions about being asked to return as the team's kicker. He had burned that bridge when he sent the kick sailing wide right. So there he was again, completely unemployed, and practically unemployable, but now, he had a new set of bills to pay. 
 
   Cody fell asleep that night still pondering how he was going to get out of that mess. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Cody didn't leave his apartment for nearly a week after the Super Bowl. He barely ate, and he didn't answer his phone. Depression ruled his life. For the first few days, he couldn't even watch television, for every show seemed to mention something about his missing the kick. 
 
   Five days after the Super Bowl, there was a knock on Cody's door. He didn't bother to get up and answer it. Another knock. And then, he heard the telltale sign of a key turning, and the door opened. 
 
   Melissa walked in. Even amidst Cody's depression, he had to keep himself from staring. She was a knockout. She had the body and face of a runway model, which meant that she was a few inches taller than Cody himself. She was perfect in nearly every way, and Cody had almost no idea why she was even with him. 
 
   "Why haven't you been answering your phone?" she asked without preamble as she shut the door. "I've been calling for the last three days." 
 
   "I don't know," Cody answered. 
 
   Cody looked up, and Melissa's anger faded as soon as she saw the despair on his face. 
 
   "It's going to be okay, you know," Melissa said. "Everything will settle down in a few weeks, and nobody will even remember it." 
 
   Cody shrugged. "But what then? I don't have a job, and the money from that contract is going to run out soon." 
 
   "You can always move back in with me," Melissa suggested. 
 
   "It's just that for the first time in my life, I was completely independent. I felt like a man, more than any time since college," Cody said. "It's not that I don't like living with you. I do. I just need to do try to make this work...for me." 
 
   "Sure doesn't sound like you like living with me," Melissa said as she sat next to where Cody was sitting on the couch. ""But I think I understand. I don't particularly like it. It's incredibly selfish and you're not really thinking about how that's going to make me feel, but I do understand." 
 
   "I --" Cody began, but he was interrupted by Melissa. 
 
   "No, Cody. I get it, and to be honest, I can't really blame you," she said. "Most men would feel the same way." 
 
   The two talked for almost two hours before Melissa had to leave, citing an imminent business dinner. Against all odds, Cody felt slightly better after their conversation. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   That warm, fuzzy feeling didn't last for long. The next day, Cody decided to begin his job hunt. He started with the usual suspects: radio stations, local television stations, and even his old college's journalism department. Apparently, the fallout from his missed field goal had not dissipated in the least bit. 
 
   It was a typical sports town. They loved their heroes, and hated their villains. Cody happened to fall into the latter category. Everywhere he went, he was given the cold shoulder. Nearly everyone in town recognized him on sight, and it wasn't surprising. His picture had been plastered on television and newspapers everywhere, nowhere more than in his own city. 
 
   The result was that Cody ended that first day with worse career prospects than he had ever had before. The next day was even worse. Not even his usual temporary employers would speak to him. His depression deepened with each rejection. 
 
   Day by day, he kept looking, though. He was absolutely committed. Commitment, though, was not enough, and he couldn't even rustle up the odd jobs he had enjoyed before the Super Bowl. 
 
   Almost a month after he had missed the kick, Cody lost all hope, and stopped even trying. One night, Melissa came over, and they were watching television, when she said, "So how is the job hunt going?" 
 
   "Same," he answered. 
 
   "You could move," she suggested. 
 
   "And go where? At least here, I have the apartment paid up, and some sort of safety net. If I were to move, what would I have? And even then, there's no guarantee it would be any different," he said. 
 
   "Then change your name," was her next suggestion. 
 
   "That might get me in the door," he answered. "But they would still recognize me." 
 
   "You could always dye your hair, or grow a beard or something," Melissa ventured. 
 
   "I've never been able to grow a beard, and I don't think that dying my hair would do much good. You underestimate how much these people hate me," Cody said. "You're not from around here, but these people live, eat, and breathe football." 
 
   "So --" she stopped. "No, that won't work." 
 
   "What?" Cody asked, 
 
   "It's silly," Melissa said. "Just forget I said anything." 
 
   "C'mon," he coaxed. "I'm not going to be able to forget anything, and you know it." 
 
   "Okay. Well, you could just change yourself so drastically that no one will recognize you," Melissa stated. 
 
   "Easier said than done," Cody said sarcastically. 
 
   "I guarantee that I could do it," she said. "You won't like it, but I could make it to where nobody would think of the kicker who lost the Super Bowl when they look at you." 
 
   "What? How?" Cody asked, his interest perked. 
 
   She looked away for a second, then turned back, "I could make you look like a girl." 
 
   Cody had been prepared for a lot of things, but he could have never imagined that. He laughed, and said, "Ha ha. Very funny. I'm trying to be serious here, and you're making jokes." 
 
   "I'm not joking, Cody," she said. "I mean, it's not really a stretch, is it? You're not exactly Mr. Macho, you know." 
 
   Cody didn't know what to say. Was she still joking? Or was she actually serious? "Well, joking or not, I'm not interested in crossdressing." 
 
   "But --" 
 
   "Just drop it, okay?" Cody said, and she did. 
 
   * 
 
   Two months passed, and Cody still found no job. Those people held a grudge like nobody's business. Another month, and Cody was evicted from his apartment. Melissa, for her part, was as supportive as anyone could have expected, and offered Cody a place to live. He accepted, albeit sheepishly. 
 
   When Cody moved in, Melissa said, "We're going to have to have some ground rules, here." 
 
   "Like what? You know I'm not a messy person, and I don't mind cleaning the place up," Cody said. 
 
   "No. I need you to get a job. It's not fair to me that you would be living here, rent free," Melissa stated. 
 
   "You know I've been looking. I get laughed out of every single --" Cody was cut off. 
 
   "Yeah, you've looked. You've tried it your way, but you completely rejected my suggestion," Melissa said. 
 
   "What? The crossdressing thing?" Cody asked. "I told you I wouldn't do it." 
 
   "Then you won't live here," Melissa said. "Don't bother arguing, either. If you can't be bothered to change what has obviously failed, then I can't be bothered to let you live here." 
 
   Cody was floored by both Melissa's attitude and statement. Was she serious? She'd let him live on the streets? She knew he didn't have anywhere to go, and no way to earn any sort of money. 
 
   "And I'm not just talking about the job hunt, either," Melissa stated. "I wasn't kidding when I implied that you weren't much of a man. Look at yourself, Cody. They won't even hire you to dig ditches. You're not man enough." 
 
   "I can't --" 
 
   Melissa interrupted, "Don't give an answer yet. I know this is a big decision, so you can stay the night. But I expect a commitment from you in the morning, or I expect you to be gone. Don't make me force you out," she added dangerously. Cody had no doubts about how a physical confrontation would go. "You can sleep in the spare room." 
 
   Cody picked up his scarce belongings, and went to the indicated room. He set them down, and fell onto the bed, losing himself in thought. 
 
   What did Melissa want? Was she really trying to help him? That seemed likely, even if her method was unorthodox. She had always been a loving, giving person, and had never been anything but honest with Cody. But the gravity of the situation refused to let Cody dismiss how strange her suggestion was. She wanted him to seek work as a woman, and she had implied that she wanted him to live as one, as well. What did that mean? 
 
   More than anything, though, Cody asked himself what choice he really, truly had. He had no family, and no friends who would be willing to take him in. He had no job prospects, little money, and nowhere else to go. And that scared him. It frightened him enough that he didn't sleep at all that night, for thoughts of living on the street, of having to rely on soup kitchens for his meals. But what was the cost of not surrendering to that? 
 
   So he lay pondering his situation for the entire night, barely moving until he heard the door to the room open, and Melissa asked, "Have you made your decision, then?" 
 
   "I have." As if there were a choice. 
 
   "And?" Melissa asked. 
 
   Cody sat up, and said, "I'll do it." 
 
   "Good," Melissa said. "Let's get started then, shall we?" 
 
   Cody barely had time to think before Melissa had him stripped, and had instructed him to shave his body, which he did. It felt strange, running the razor over his legs, like the action carried with it some sort of finality. He knew it was just body hair, and he had never had much to begin with, but that act seemed to seal the deal for him. He was committed. 
 
   What did Melissa plan? Just to dress him in drag, and send him out into the world? What if someone recognized him? He would surely be ostracized even more, and the story would likely make its way to news outlets everywhere. The thought scared him, but not as much as being kicked out, and doomed to a life of homelessness. 
 
   He nicked himself a few times, but after a while, was completely smooth. He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror, and realized that Melissa had been right. He didn't really have the body of a man. There wasn't anything even remotely masculine about him. Even his face was pretty rather than handsome, and his penis was a little below average in size. 
 
   He wrapped a towel around his waist, and stepped from the bathroom. 
 
   "No, not like that," Melissa said. "Wrap it around your chest." 
 
   Cody sighed, and obeyed the direction. He felt frightfully exposed, what with the towel barely covering his rear end. 
 
   Melissa directed Cody to sit down in a chair near her vanity, and she went to work applying makeup and styling his hair. Cody sat obediently, unable to really speak. Was he really going to go through with it? Cody didn't know how long he sat there, but eventually, Melissa said, "Okay, that will do. Now, let's get you dressed." 
 
   Cody started to turn, to look at himself in the mirror but Melissa stopped him. "Wait until you can see the full effect." 
 
   Cody shrugged. "Okay." For some reason, he couldn't even bring himself to argue with her about something as simple as looking in the mirror. 
 
   She led him into her bedroom, where she had some clothes laid out. Cody couldn't look at them until Melissa hand him, piece by piece, a pair of black lace panties, a black bra, a garter belt, and a pair of thigh-high stockings. He put each piece of lingerie on reluctantly, and had particular trouble with the stockings. Melissa told him to be careful not to rip them, so Cody was extra careful as he slid them up his smooth legs. It only took a couple of minutes, but donning the lingerie seemed to take hours. 
 
   Next came a gray skirt, and a white blouse. Cody felt ridiculous, standing there in women's clothes. Nothing filled his bra, and his tucked penis felt quite strange between his legs. 
 
   And then he looked in the mirror. Cody gasped, and Melissa smiled. 
 
   Beautiful. It was so disconcerting for Cody to see himself as a woman. Sure, he stood like a man, and his body didn't have quite the right shape (though part of that was merely his perception), but he still looked like a slightly masculine bodied woman. And his face...his face was female. There was no getting around it. Even with his relatively short hair, he looked unmistakably like a beautiful woman. 
 
   He stared for a few minutes before Melissa said, "See? I told you I could make you look like a woman. And this is without changing you at all - no implants or breast forms. No waist cinching undergarments. It's all you. I didn't even have to use that much makeup." 
 
   She reached out, and turned Cody to face her. "Look, Cody. I know I didn't give you much of a choice here, but you have to admit, it is a good idea. What sort of life can you expect if you stay as you are? Do you think people will forget? Your only real hope is to change your name and your appearance to such a degree that no one will connect you with that guy who missed that field goal." 
 
   "I know, but --" 
 
   "No 'buts' Cody," she said. "You know I'm right. Besides, I think you're really cute like that." 
 
   "You do?" Cody asked. 
 
   She answered with a passionate kiss. "I think I do." 
 
   Getting undressed went so much more quickly than putting on the clothes; Melissa practically tore them from Cody's body. Cody had never been a particularly aggressive man, but he had at least always been dominant in the bedroom. His depression, extraordinarily low self-esteem, fragile mental state, and the fact that he was dressed as a woman combined to push him further away from masculine dominance, and into a more feminine submissive nature. Melissa took full advantage as they made love. She was the dominant one; she was the aggressor. 
 
   But it was good, that much Cody had to admit. Still with his stockings and garter belt on, Cody lay on the bed as Melissa rode him, and hard. She obviously quite enjoyed dominating him rather than the other way around. 
 
   Afterward, as they lay in bed, Cody stayed in his submissive role as Melissa held him. 
 
   Finally, he asked, "What now?" 
 
   "Now, you agree to change your life drastically," Melissa answered. "And not just dressing like a woman. You have to become a woman. How much money do you have left?" 
 
   "About a thousand dollars - it's what I got back in my security deposit," Cody stated. 
 
   "That should get us started," Melissa said. 
 
   "That's kind of vague," he responded. 
 
   "Okay, you want specifics?" Melissa asked, standing. Cody nodded. "Well, first off, we're going to get you some female hormones. Then, we're going to change your name, and get you a new driver's license. After that, we're going to get you a couple of minor surgeries - don't worry, I'll pay for them. You know I have the money. I just want you to start moving towards changing your life, you know. It's not about the money." 
 
   It was quite a lot to process. Surgery? Hormones? None of that sounded even the least bit reversible, and he said as much. 
 
   "Of course it's not reversible. This isn't some temporary fix, Cody. This is something for the rest of your life," Melissa said as she got dressed. "Now put on some clothes. No, not the skirt and sexy lingerie. That was just to make a point. Just put on some panties, a pair of jeans and a tee-shirt. And be quick about it, or we're going to be late." 
 
   "Late for what?" Cody asked. 
 
   "You'll see," was Melissa's only answer. 
 
    
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   After the events leading up to their arrival at the electrolysis clinic, Cody was only slightly surprised that Melissa had already made him an appointment. Sitting in the waiting room, Cody was keenly aware of the panties (pink and cotton) he wore beneath his jeans. Insisting that he needed to get used to it, Melissa had made him keep the feminine hair style and light makeup. All in all, he was quite self-conscious when he was led into the room. 
 
   The doctor came in, and said, "What can we do for you today?" 
 
   Melissa spoke up, and said, "We need to set up an aggressive schedule for the removal of all of his body hair." 
 
   "Well, we can do it in a little over two weeks, but he'll have to come in every other day," the doctor answered. It irritated Cody only slightly that they were talking about him like he wasn't even there. "Maybe a bit less if he's not particularly hairy." 
 
   "Oh, he's not," Melissa said. 
 
   "You want to do the face, too?" he asked. 
 
   "Of course. Everything below the eyebrows," she said. The doctor nodded. 
 
   "Let's get started, then," he said, and Cody was instructed to lie back on a table, and the doctor started the procedure. He began with Cody's face and neck. Cody had expected it to hurt, but he only really felt a tingling sensation as the doctor did his work. That first session lasted about an hour. 
 
   From there, Melissa and Cody went to another doctor, and again, Melissa spoke for him. She explained to the doctor that he was a woman living in a man's body, and that he wanted to become a woman. The doctor referred them to a psychiatrist, and prescribed some female hormones. 
 
   They did not go to the psychiatrist, but instead, dropped the prescription at the pharmacist, and then, went home. The whole time, Cody had trouble keeping from rubbing his face. It was a little sore, but that wasn't why he kept touching it. There was no hair, not even the sparse stubble he was used to. When they got home, Melissa sat him down. 
 
   She said, "I'm so proud of you for doing this, you know." 
 
   Cody could only nod. He hardly knew what to think. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next two weeks were a blur of activity. Each day, he returned to the doctor to continue his electrolysis, and by the end of two weeks, his body was completely smooth, save a small patch of hair at his crotch. 
 
   He had been taking the hormones since that first day, but hadn't noticed any changes. He reasoned that they would take quite a while to do their work. Melissa had ordered some clothes online for him, and he had taken to wearing slightly unisex clothes (women's jeans, tee-shirts, and shorts) around the house. Melissa had thrown away his male clothes, so he had little choice. 
 
   The lingerie was a different story. Melissa wouldn't allow him to wear anything plain; she said that he needed to feel feminine. So, he wore frilly, lacy panties and sexy bras (though he still didn't need one). On the few days when his underwear was cotton, the colors and patterns were decidedly feminine. 
 
   In the middle of the second week, Melissa came home from work, and said, "I made your appointment with the surgeon for next week. It's just a consult, but the surgery should follow pretty quickly after that. A few weeks after that, and we can start you on the job hunt." She set her purse on the table, and continued, "Have you thought about a name, yet?" Cody shook his head. "You really need to do that. It won't be long before people will start looking at you funny if you introduce yourself as Cody." 
 
   Cody had been avoiding the name thing. How do you pick a name? Hundreds had crossed his mind, but none seemed quite right. However, he knew time was running out. He'd have to make a decision soon. 
 
   Sex had been strange in the two weeks since Cody had started his transition, but not necessarily in a bad way. Melissa's aggressive love-making had continued, and it seemed almost commonplace for Cody to submit, which was different, but not altogether strange. What was odd was the fact that sex between the two had become more sensual rather than purely sexual. They held one another, and foreplay seemed to last a lot longer than it had before. That said, Cody didn't mind the attention of Melissa's mouth all over his body, and he actually enjoyed pleasing her likewise, but he did know it was different. He supposed that Melissa was trying to make him feel more womanly, and he had to admit, it was working. 
 
   Each day, Melissa would try to teach him feminine comportment, and Cody did try, but progress was slow. He couldn't help but feel like a man acting as a woman. He reasoned that comfort would come in time. Melissa would constantly chide him about his posture, gestures, and mannerisms, and for his part, Cody would take her suggestions, and try to apply them. 
 
   And then there were the aerobics sessions. Melissa insisted that he do them for two reasons. One, they were designed to augment a feminine shape, and two, many had very feminine movements, and would, at least, continue his training. 
 
   None of it seemed quite real, though. It felt like he was preparing for an acting role or something, and as seriously as he tried to take it, he always felt like a fraud. 
 
   The day of his doctor's appointment came, and Melissa took him. It was quite daunting to hear them talk about body sculpting, breast augmentation, tracheal shaving, and facial feminization, but Cody took it all stoically. He even managed to smile a few times when the doctor addressed him. The procedure was scheduled for the end of the month, almost a week away. 
 
   Cody's routine continued, and the day of the surgery arrived. Melissa took him to the hospital, they prepped him, and he remembered seeing the smiling face of the surgeon just before he lost consciousness. 
 
   Cody awoke to confusion; it took him a few minutes to figure out exactly what was going on. Finally, his mind fought through the anesthesia, and he remembered about the surgeries. And then came the nausea. His stomach roiled, and he had to keep himself from vomiting. He could feel a slight discomfort throughout his body; pain masked by drugs, no doubt. He dozed back off after a few minutes. 
 
   He awoke again in a hospital room, and he felt the pain in full. His entire body ached, he couldn't speak, and his fear began to mount. He was near panic (irrational though it was) when Melissa walked into the room. She saw the fear in his eyes, and sat on the edge of his bed. She stroked his hair, and comforted him with soft words. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The recovery was, like Cody's entire situation, odd. Not only did his wounds have to heal, but he had to get used to his new body as well. In addition, the hormones had begun to affect him. His mood swung from one end of the spectrum to another in a matter of seconds. 
 
   It was a time of transition for Cody, and in every sense of the word. The first time he stood after the surgery, he was well aware of the weight of his breasts. They weren't big - just B-cups - but they were unmistakable. Melissa h ad said that they would probably grow another cup size once the hormones had done their work. 
 
   Then, there were all the bandages. The surgery had been extensive, and his entire face and neck sported gauze. In addition, his stomach felt like a professional boxer had used it for a punching bag. Altogether, Cody was miserable when he left the hospital two days after the surgeries. 
 
   A week later, he finally made himself look at his naked body. It was still bruised, and it exhibited swelling in a few places, but the effect of the surgeries was drastic. 
 
   He had always had a heavier lower than upper body, and the surgery (and the recovery) had accentuated that fact. He knew that his hips weren't really wider - they had decided against fat injections because the doctor didn't favor them - but they certainly looked that way. His waist was positively skinny, and his breasts were perky. His face was still bandaged, or bruised and swollen so badly it was unrecognizable, though. He wondered if the change would be just as drastic. 
 
   He got his answer a week later when the doctor removed his bandages. The swelling had dissipated, and the doctor asked him to speak. Cody had been forbidden from speaking after the surgery so that his vocal cords could heal. 
 
   "What do you want me to say?" he asked. He clamped a hand over his mouth in surprise. That wasn't his voice! Sure, it was still raspy, but that was not a man's voice at all. 
 
   "Good," the doctor said. "Vocal chords are healing nicely." 
 
   The checkup ended soon after that, and Melissa took Cody home. Once they were inside the apartment, Melissa said, "Go ahead and look. I know you're dying to." 
 
   Cody was anxious to see his new face, but he was scared as well. He didn't need to be, as it turned out. He could still see himself when he looked in the mirror, but he could also see the changes. The doctor had done his job well, and Cody looked like he could have been a cousin or sister to his former self. He smiled. 
 
   Life fell back into a rhythm, and Cody continued to recover. He started back with the aerobics, and comportment lessons, and to his surprise, he didn't really feel like he was acting anymore. It all felt, well, right. After a few minutes of thought, his surprise faded. Of course it felt right. He was becoming a woman. 
 
   Another month passed, and soon, Cody was comfortable enough to leave the apartment in blatantly feminine clothes. He still didn't like wearing skirts or dresses, but it had little to do with comfort. He just didn't like the way men looked at him when he wore them. 
 
   The hormones continued to do their job, and Cody's breasts gradually grew. After three more months, he was a C-cup. Looking in the mirror, he had to admit that aside from his penis (which had shrunk a bit), he had a body of which most women would be proud. 
 
   A few weeks later, they were eating a light dinner when Melissa said, "I think you're ready." 
 
   "For what?" Cody asked. 
 
   "To get a job as a woman," she explained. "You don't look anything like you used to. Some people might think you look vaguely familiar, but I doubt anyone will put two and two together." 
 
   "But what sort of job should I look for?" he asked. 
 
   "As it happens, there is an opening where I work for a secretary," she stated. "We won't work together, or really anywhere near one another, but we could carpool, at least." 
 
   "A secretary? Am I qualified?" Cody asked. 
 
   "You can type, and you can answer the phone," Melissa said. "Everything else, you can learn. If you want the job, I can get you an interview." 
 
   "I recognize that look. There's a caveat here," Cody said. 
 
   "A couple, actually. First, you can't put it off anymore. You have to change your name, and you're going to have to talk to your college, and get your records transferred to that name if you ever want something more than a secretarial job." 
 
   Cody didn't know what to say. He had known the day was coming, but changing one's name is a difficult decision. Finally, he said, "Stacy. And I'll use your last name if you don't mind." 
 
   "We could be sisters!" Melissa squealed. That hadn't been Cody's first thought, in truth. He thought it a grand gesture of his love that he would take Melissa's name, just like if they were married. If he was honest with himself, he would have admitted that there was no such love really there on either side. They had been drifting slowly apart, at least sexually, since his surgeries. But emotionally, they were closer than ever, which was why Cody mistook his feelings for love. He forced a smile. 
 
   "Okay, then, Stacy. We'll fill out the paperwork tomorrow," Melissa said. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Stacy wrung her hands nervously as she sat in the waiting room. Stacy thought it a little odd that she thought of herself as a woman now, but figured that it had been inevitable. She wasn't a man anymore, and she couldn't afford to think of herself as one. 
 
   It had been surprisingly easy to change her name and legal status - just a bunch of paperwork and a few fees. But it had tipped the balance for Stacy. She had left Cody behind when she had signed the papers, and had fully committed to her new identity. Even so, she felt butterflies dancing in her tummy as she sat waiting for her interview. She tried to read a magazine, but couldn't concentrate. She had been on dozens of job interviews, and none had affected her quite so much. She knew why. It wasn't that the job was great - it wasn't. She didn't even want it that much, aside from needing to show Melissa that she was serious. No, she didn't care about the actual job. But in the back of her mind, she knew that she was interviewing for more than a job. She was being tested for the rest of her life. If she got the job, it would be an affirmation of everything Melissa had said. If not...Stacy didn't want to even think about that. 
 
   She had taken great pains to look her best, but Stacy was no fool. She knew, perhaps better than most that looking professional was only part of it. She had to look enticing, sexy, and professional all at the same time. It was a difficult balancing act, but Stacy thought she had done quite well - with Melissa's help, of course. 
 
   Her skirt was modest, but tight enough to show off her feminine rear end. She had chosen a fitted white blouse, the top buttons of which, she left open, showing off a bit of cleavage. Stockings and high heels completed the ensemble, and Stacy had been satisfied that she looked quite fetching. 
 
   Her name was called, and the secretary said, "Mr. Robinson will see you now." 
 
   Stacy stood, and entered the office. Behind the desk sat a balding, middle-aged man. He might have been handsome once, but a sedentary lifestyle coupled with the passing years had given him a bit of a paunchy look. 
 
   "Ah, so you're Melissa's little sister, eh?" he said, rising and extending his hand. They had come up with that story, even though Stacy was, in fact, older than Melissa by two years. Stacy took his hand, and shook it daintily. "Have a seat." 
 
   The interview went almost perfectly. Mr. Robinson asked the normal questions, and Stacy answered them as truthfully as she could without giving away her secret. But more than that, Stacy got her first practice with flirting. She battered her eyelashes, laughed at Mr. Robinson's bad jokes, and endured his openly lustful stares with grace. It made her uncomfortable at first, but Melissa had warned Stacy that it was bound to happen to a pretty girl like her, and that she should use it to her advantage. She did her best. 
 
   After about twenty minutes, Mr. Robinson said, "Well, I think that's about it. Do you want the job or not?" 
 
   The question surprised Stacy a little. She expected to get the job, sure, but she hadn't anticipated getting an offer directly after the interview. She managed to stammer, "Yes sir, I do." 
 
   "Okay, then. You start next Monday at nine sharp," he said. "You'll be reporting to Mrs. Franklin on the second floor. She'll get you settled in." Mr. Robinson stood, and extended his hand. "Welcome to our little family." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   "We have to celebrate!" Melissa exclaimed. Stacy smiled. "Let's go out tonight. We'll go dancing." 
 
   "I don't know," Stacy said. She didn't think he was ready for that step. 
 
   "Oh, come on. It'll be fun," Melissa insisted. "You'll have fun, I promise." 
 
   Stacy knew that Melissa wasn't going to relent until she agreed. "Okay, but --" 
 
   Melissa cut Stacy off with a hug, and a kiss to her cheek, "This is going to be so fun! I know just what you should wear." 
 
   Melissa led Stacy into her room, and immediately started rummaging through her closet. Stacy sat down, waiting patiently, but Melissa's excitement was absolutely infectious. Maybe it wasn't such a bad idea; she could use a little fun, and Stacy had gotten pretty good at her dance aerobics sessions. 
 
   Melissa pulled out a short little red dress. It was loose, but had elastic around the hem. She tossed it on the bed, and then went to Stacy's underwear drawer. She picked out a red thong, and threw it to Stacy. Finally, she found a pair of strappy heels to complete the outfit. 
 
   "Where did all this come from? I know I didn't buy it," Stacy said. 
 
   "It was going to be a gift for your birthday, but this seemed like a good occasion," Melissa answered. "Don't you like the outfit?" 
 
   Stacy shrugged, and said, "I guess. It's a little, ah...racy, isn't it?" 
 
   "Of course it is, silly. That's the point," Melissa explained. "I'm going to go take a shower and shave. You are so lucky you don't have to shave your legs." And she disappeared into the bathroom they shared. 
 
   "What bra should I wear?" Stacy asked. 
 
   From the bathroom, Melissa called out, "You don't wear a bra with that. Let the girls be free tonight." 
 
   The girls. Her breasts. She still wasn't quite used to them. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   They arrived at the club a little after nine, and were let in without standing in line. Stacy felt extremely self-conscious in her short dress, but put on a brave face. Melissa, on the other hand, seemed looser than she had in months. 
 
   It was a little strange for Stacy to have men offer her drinks, and she politely refused most of them. After all, her sexual orientation hadn't really changed; she still liked women. Melissa seemed to have no such reservations, and was soon a little tipsy. 
 
   The two danced together, and Stacy had to admit that she was having a good time. But then, she found herself dancing with a man. He was tall, but otherwise average looking. She didn't see a way to gracefully excuse herself, so she danced with him. 
 
   The man's hands were all over her, and who could blame him? Stacy was sexy, she knew, and she was dressed like she wanted the attention. She looked at Melissa, who danced with another man. But Melissa didn't politely push the man's hands away like Stacy kept doing. No, she let him rub her up and down. 
 
   After a few minutes, Stacy couldn't really take it anymore. She grabbed Melissa by the wrist, and pulled her away from the dance floor. 
 
   "I think we need to go home," she said. 
 
   Melissa responded, 'You go ahead. I need to get laid." 
 
   "What? You can't --" Stacy began, but was interrupted by Melissa. 
 
   "Go on home, sis," Melissa said. "I'll be fine." 
 
   With that, she walked away, leaving a stunned Stacy in her wake. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Stacy lay on her bed in just her panties later that night. She had quickly removed the dress; it made her feel slutty and cheap, but had seen no reason to put anything else on. She was, after all, alone. 
 
   Melissa still hadn't returned. What had she meant? Was she really going to sleep with some random man? What about Stacy's feelings? Weren't they still a couple? 
 
   In truth, they hadn't slept together since the surgeries. Stacy had assumed that everything would remain the same as it was before she had changed, that the two would remain together, but Melissa, it seemed, had other ideas. 
 
   After waiting up for nearly two more hours, Stacy finally fell asleep. 
 
   Melissa still wasn't home when she awoke the next morning. It was almost noon before she returned, looking for all the world like she had had one wild night. 
 
   "Where have you been?" Stacy demanded. 
 
   "I told you. I needed to get laid," Melissa answered. "What's the problem?" 
 
   "What's the problem? You can't be serious," Stacy said. "I thought...I thought you were my girlfriend, that --" 
 
   "Oh, sweety. I'm not a lesbian," Melissa said sweetly. "I thought you understood that. You're a girl, now, and while I do find girls attractive sometimes, I will, from time to time, need a man." 
 
   "But --" 
 
   "Just wait. You'll see. In fact, that's something we need to talk about," Melissa said. "You're starting your new job next week, and people are going to expect a normal, heterosexual girl. You can't get all guarded when a man touches you." 
 
   "I'm not going to sleep with men," Stacy responded. "I just won't." 
 
   "I think you will," Melissa said. "And I think you should. Nothing makes you feel more like a woman when some man sticks his big cock in you." 
 
   She looked up, as if an idea had just sprung into her head. "You know...you said you want to have sex with me, still, right?" Stacy nodded. "And we can do it anyway I want?" 
 
   "Of course. Whatever you want," Stacy answered. 
 
   Melissa smiled. "I'm going to hold you to that, honey." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Stacy knelt in front of the strap-on dildo, and stared at it for almost a minute. Melissa had left almost as soon as she had gotten cleaned up, and returned with the box about an hour later. After a short argument, Stacy agreed that Melissa could do what she wanted with it. So, she had strapped it on, and asked for a blow job. 
 
   Stacy knew that it was just a piece of rubber, and that it wouldn't make her gay if she sucked it. In fact, she hardly knew what constituted gay anymore. She thought of herself as a woman, so did that mean that having sex with a woman made her a lesbian? Or because she still had a penis, did having sex with a man make her a homosexual? Confused thoughts danced through her head until, finally, she just decided to go with it. 
 
   She took the rubber penis into her mouth all at once, and roughly sucked it. 
 
   "No. Not like that. Tease it a little. Show a little technique. Do what you would have liked done to you before the change," Melissa instructed. So, Stacy tried. She licked it, and kissed it, doing all of the things she had liked before. 
 
   It felt odd, sucking a fake cock, and, in truth, Stacy felt silly about it all. But to her credit, she did her best to treat it like it was real. Melissa rested her hand on Stacy's head, and said, "Look at me while you're doing it." Stacy looked up. 
 
   After a few minutes of sucking, Melissa said, "Okay. Enough of that. Get on your hands and knees." She pointed to the bed, and Stacy did as she was told. "Now put your face into the bed, and get that ass up in the air. Good." Stacy looked back at Melissa, who had a tube of lubricant in her hand. She squirted some onto her fingers. 
 
   It was cold when Melissa touched Stacy's rectum that first time, and she flinched. Melissa caressed Stacy's rear with her other hand, and said, "It's okay. Just relax." Then, she plunged a finger in. It was different, but not in a bad way, Stacy thought as Melissa worked the finger in and out. After a couple of minutes, one finger became two. It was a tight fit, and Melissa told Stacy to relax again. She tried her best, but couldn't help but clench her rectum. 
 
   When Melissa pulled her fingers out, Stacy felt an emptiness in her bottom. She looked back again, but this time, Melissa was rubbing her hand up and down the rubber dildo, lubing it up. It looked so big compared to her fingers. Could she take that much? Stacy buried her face in the sheets, and waited, her breasts hanging freely. 
 
   Melissa wasn't quite ready, though. She was enjoying the anticipation. Stacy felt the dildo rubbing against the outer rim of her anus, teasingly. Finally, Stacy felt Melissa's hands planted firmly on her buttons, and then, the tip went in slowly. Stacy gasped - it hurt so much! Melissa went slowly, easing it in inch by inch, and Stacy felt tears welling in her eyes. A whimper escaped her lips. 
 
   "It's almost in. You're doing so good, baby," Melissa cooed as she continued to push the dildo in. After what seemed like hours, it was in, and Stacy felt Melissa's hips brushing against her. Melissa left it in for a few seconds, and Stacy started to relax. The pain started to fade a little. It was still there, but part of it had been replaced by pleasure. It was so much different than what she had felt as a man. And then Melissa started to pull out just as slowly as she had pushed the dildo inside of Stacy. She pushed it back in, a little faster than before. Each thrust was faster, and with each one, Stacy's pain faded. In and out, Melissa fucked Stacy's ass. 
 
   The two went at it for hours until exhaustion forced them to stop. They tried so many different positions that Stacy couldn't even remember them all. 
 
   And from that day on, Stacy was the woman in the relationship. When they had sex (and it really wasn't that often - Melissa wasn't a lesbian after all), it was Melissa fucking Stacy with the strap-on dildo. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Stacy's first day as a secretary had been hell. She had arrived a little early, but Mrs. Franklin had looked at her like she had shown up two hours late. While spouting off a litany of rules and regulations, she led Stacy to her small desk. And then things got busy. She hardly had a second to herself between answering phones, typing memos, and running little errands for everyone from the other secretaries (being the new girl and all) to the executives and sales staff. By lunch, she was absolutely exhausted - not physically, but mentally. 
 
   She decided to go up to Melissa's floor to have lunch (Melissa was a senior sales associate), but was moderately surprised that Melissa had already made a lunch date with one of her male colleagues. So, deciding to just zone out at her desk for her lunch break, Stacy boarded the elevator. A second later, a handsome (even Stacy had to admit that he was cute) young man in a business suit got onto the elevator as well. 
 
   He looked at her, and obviously noticing her downtrodden look, said, "You okay?" 
 
   "I'm fine," Stacy answered. She looked up at him, and said, "I was supposed to have lunch with my...sister, but she made other plans, apparently." Why had she said that? She hadn't intended to share any information with the man. She looked at him again. 
 
   He was tall - around six feet - and with an athletic build. He had short brown hair, blue eyes, and a ruggedly handsome face. But there was something else there that just screamed "trust me." Stacy couldn't put her finger on it. 
 
   "Oh," he said. "That's terrible." After a few seconds, he said, "Well, why don't you let me take you to lunch? I'm probably not as good of company as your sister, but I'll do in a pinch." 
 
   Stacy didn't really know what to say. She had been asked out before, and was kind of used to it by now. Something, though, made her say, "Okay." She smiled shyly. 
 
   "Okay, then," the man said. "I'm Owen, by the way." He extended his hand. 
 
   "Stacy," she answered, taking it. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Later that day, Stacy entered the apartment, still thinking about Owen. Their lunch date had been fantastic. He was charming, funny, and yes, quite handsome. And he was obviously taken with Stacy. The two made a plan for a proper date that weekend. 
 
   Stacy couldn't help but wonder what she was doing. She didn't like men, did she? She wasn't so sure, now. 
 
   Still, though, she kept the information from Melissa. Part of her was embarrassed about it all, even though she knew that she had nothing about which to be ashamed. She was a woman who had had lunch with a man. Nothing wrong with that. But in the back of Stacy's mind, she felt supremely uncomfortable with it. She wasn't a real woman, after all, she thought. The feeling that she was simply a man acting like a woman lingered in the back of her mind. 
 
   As the days passed, Stacy became far more comfortable with her new job. It wasn't so hard if she just kept from panicking, and organized her time correctly. She also became used to being viewed as a bit of a sex object. She felt men's eyes on her wherever she went, and why not? She was a very pretty young woman, and she dressed like it. Stacy practically asked for the attention. 
 
   She was, however, a bit taken aback the first time one of her bosses patted her on the rear. She was less surprised by the little pet names they had for her, like honey or sweety. She got used to it, though. Such was the life of a pretty young secretary, or so Melissa told her. Besides, they were terms of endearment, and Stacy sort of liked it. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The day of Stacy's date arrived, and she was forced to tell Melissa. She did want to look her best, after all, and she couldn't do that without Melissa. Melissa did not react at all as Stacy expected. She thought that Melissa would be jealous, angry, or maybe even laugh, but she did none of that. Instead, she seemed genuinely excited. 
 
   "I know just what you should wear!" Melissa said as she disappeared into her closet. Stacy was surprised to see that Melissa didn't go for a dress or a skirt, but instead, chose a simple pair of black capris pants, a fitted, collared, and ivory-colored shirt, and simple flats. Stacy looked at her questioningly, but Melissa said, "You don't want him to think you're a slut." 
 
   If the outerwear had been conservative, the lingerie was decidedly not. Lacy and white, Stacy knew it was intended to make her feel girly and sexy. It did the trick nicely. There was no way she would forget just how feminine she had become when wearing that underwear. 
 
   She dressed, and looked in the mirror. Casual but still sexy. Although, Stacy reasoned, she thought she might look sexy in just about anything. The hormones had continued to do their work, and her body showed it. 
 
   The date itself went as expected - just a movie and a meal. Owen was, as before, handsome, funny, and intelligent. He didn't dominate a conversation, but instead let Stacy speak her own mind. 
 
   At the end of the date, as she stood in front of the door to her apartment, staring at Owen, Stacy couldn't help but think just how perfect he was. Then the guilt hit. He deserved to know the truth. 
 
   "I have to tell you something, Owen," Stacy said. "And you're probably not going to like it." 
 
   "You have a boyfriend, don't you?" Owen asked. Stacy shook her head. "A husband?" 
 
   "No, it's not that," Stacy responded. 
 
   "Then I don't need to know anything except for the answer to one simple question," Owen said. He smiled, and then asked, "When can I see you again?" 
 
   Stacy didn't have the heart to tell him what was on her mind, so she said, "Oh, I don't know," a playful tone in her voice. "Who says I want to?" 
 
   And then he kissed her. Stacy had kissed a lot of girls in her life, but nothing could have prepared her for the feeling of being kissed by a man. He was forceful, strong, and tender all at the same time. When Owen began to pull away, Stacy almost went with him. She simply didn't want it to end. 
 
   When she opened her eyes to a smiling Owen, she said, "I think tomorrow's good." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   And so it went for Stacy. She and Owen saw one another almost daily, and spoke on the phone even more often than that. Melissa was supportive, and the two even went on a few double dates. They talked about their respective relationships (Melissa about whichever guy she was seeing at the moment and Stacy about Owen). They were closer than they had ever been, but at the same time, their relationship was so different that it was hard to make a comparison. Occasionally, they would have sex, but it was clear, even while they made love, that neither's heart was really in it. As the weeks passed they slowly gravitated away from that sort of relationship. 
 
   As for her job, Stacy quickly became a respected part of the team. She took the playful flirting in stride, and did her job exceedingly well. It wasn't long before the other secretaries quit giving her the least desirable jobs, and Stacy settled into her life quite well. 
 
   But it all came crashing down about a month after Stacy had started her new job. It was at the end of yet another date with Owen, and the two were getting frisky. Owen's hands roamed over Stacy's body, massaging her breasts while Stacy's smaller hands found Owen's crotch. They had been on quite a few dates, and Stacy had been wondering how long she could keep up the chaste act. It was clear to anyone who saw them that they wanted one another. So when would Stacy have to tell him? 
 
   The guilt had been building since that first date, and finally, in the middle of their fooling around, Stacy said, "Owen. Before we do anything else, I have to tell you something. Don't try to stop me, or I won't be able to get it out." She pulled away. 
 
   "This sounds serious," Owen said, recognizing the gravity of the situation from the tone of Stacy's voice. 
 
   "Please don't hate me. Whatever else happens, know that I wanted to tell you that first night, and that I just --" 
 
   "It will be okay, Stacy. Just spit it out," Owen said. 
 
   "I'm not who you think I am," Stacy said. "I," she struggled with the words. "I used to be a man." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Stacy sat on the couch, head in her hands, and cried. Her hair formed a curtain around her face, obscuring her vision. Melissa sat beside her, rubbing her back, and trying to console her. 
 
   "He just said to get out," Stacy said between sobs. "It was so surreal. He didn't raise his voice or sound angry, but I knew it was there. It...I don't know." 
 
   "He'll come around, Stacy. You'll see," Melissa said. "It doesn't matter what you used to be, just what you are now. If he can't see that, you're better off without him." 
 
   Stacy knew that Owen wouldn't come around. Melissa hadn't seen the look on his face when he finally processed what Stacy had said. It was one of disgust. But she had had no choice but to tell him. Better sooner than later, before the emotional investment was too high. 
 
   Stacy cried herself asleep that night. Melissa had insisted that the two sleep in the same bed, and as Stacy lay in Melissa's arms, she couldn't help but wonder at what life would throw at her next. 
 
   She didn't have to wonder that long, because the next morning, it was clear that word had gotten around. Everyone at work looked at her differently, and there were no flirtatious nicknames or pats on the rear. She had complained to Melissa about those very same things on countless occasions, but their lack was even more disturbing. She wasn't a woman anymore. She wasn't Stacy, the pretty secretary. She was a freak, someone to avoid. 
 
   Then and there, Stacy made a decision. She would not let herself be singled out again. She wouldn't allow the world to dictate to her. It was a bold move, and probably not at all rational, but Stacy quit that day. 
 
   At the same time, she knew that if only she went ahead with complete gender reassignment, future problems might not exist. But then there was the extraordinary cost, not inconsiderable pain, and the risk of getting a bad surgery, which would make the whole thing worthless. No, Stacy would remain as she was, and people would simply have to accept her for that. 
 
   Strangely, quitting her job reinvigorated her ambition. She had been coasting, she knew, content with her job as a secretary. But when she got home that day, she called her college, and got the ball rolling on changing her records over to her current name. 
 
   Melissa was supportive as always, when she arrived home. She had heard what had happened, and tried to comfort Stacy as best she could. Stacy, though, was past that point. She had tossed her pain and disappointment aside for the moment, and had her sights set on something bigger. She wanted to succeed, and in the field in which she had dreamed of working since she had been in college. She wanted to be a journalist. 
 
   A couple of weeks later, the process of having her records transferred having been completed, she went to a local news station. The reaction was ridiculously different from what she had received as a man. Stacy supposed that being a pretty young woman had more than a little to do with it, but she wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. She had an interview within the week, and a job within two. It wasn't anything glamorous - just as a reporter. The man who had offered her the job hadn't made any bones about it; she was going to be doing fluff pieces at first. If, and only if, she proved herself, she would get a chance to do something a little more substantial. Stacy took that as a challenge. 
 
   Over the next six months, she truly applied herself to the job like she hadn't with anything since football. Stacy did everything that was asked of her, reporting on stories which most journalists wouldn't touch with a ten foot pole. But Stacy was driven. She wanted success. 
 
   One morning, she was at the studio making herself a cup of coffee when she heard two of the male anchors discussing the latest Sunday's football happenings. She eagerly joined the conversation. A lot had changed in Stacy's life, but nothing could take away her love of football. It was, after all, why she had started playing in the first place. And so, each weekend, she watched college and professional games. 
 
   The anchors were a little insulting at first, as they assumed that she, like many women, knew nothing of the sport, but soon changed their tunes when she demonstrated a knowledge which exceeded even their own. Soon, word got around that she knew her sports, and the producers started giving her the sports related stories. 
 
   After a few more months, she had become a local celebrity (this time, the good kind). People knew who she was, and some even asked for autographs. Stacy took it all in stride, even though at first, she was supremely afraid that someone might make the connection between the sports girl and the kicker who had missed the winning field goal in the Super Bowl. She needn't have worried, for she had become a far different person, inside and out. 
 
   Life, it seemed, had taken a turn for the better - at least professionally. Stacy's personal life, however, was empty. She went out on dates quite frequently, but she kept everyone at arm's length. She couldn't tell anyone her secret; she was afraid that if anyone knew, she would lose her newly found success. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   One night, Melissa and Stacy were sitting at their small dinner table, eating, when the phone rang. Melissa walked over to it, and picked it up. 
 
   "Hello," she said. "Oh, yeah. One sec." Melissa strode to Stacy, and said, "For you." 
 
   Stacy held the phone to her ear, and said, "Hello? Yes, this is she." She paused. "Yes, I know who you are." She listened to the person on the other end speak for a few moments, and then said, "I'll be there. Thank you. Thank you so much." She hung up the phone, and with a stunned look, sat back down at the table. 
 
   After a few seconds, Melissa said, "Well?" 
 
   "That was one of the producers for the network - you know, the national network. They want to interview me for a job," Stacy responded. "As a sideline reporter for their football broadcasts." 
 
   Melissa reacted as one might expect, squealing with joy and congratulating Stacy. Stacy couldn't help but be excited too, even knowing that it was still a long shot that she would even get the job. But they had called. That meant something. 
 
   She caught a flight two days later to New York, and when she walked into their offices, she felt extremely intimidated. Everyone moved so purposefully, and it was all going so fast. She told the receptionist who she was, and she was told that the producer would be free in a few minutes. 
 
   Stacy looked around; she had expected to see a lot of other women interviewing for the job, but there was no one else there. It was only her. Perhaps they had already conducted the others. A few minutes later, she was told that the producer, a man named Bob Adams, was ready for her. She stood, took a deep breath, straightened her skirt, and strode through the office door. 
 
   Adams was a short, fat, and bald man dressed in a very expensive suit. He stood, and smiled at Stacy as she walked in. "Glad you could make it," he said. Stacy smiled, and returned the greeting. 
 
   As it turned out, there were no other interviewees. There was only Stacy, and the interview was a formality. They had seen her work, and they wanted her. The ball was in Stacy's court. The two talked for a few minutes before Stacy was asked if she wanted the job. She took it without a second thought. 
 
   Two weeks later, she was on the sidelines of a professional football game, reporting on injuries, interviewing coaches at halftime, and trying to contribute to the broadcast as much as possible. After the game, though, she was confronted with a situation she had been dreading - the locker room interviews. 
 
   Athletes, Stacy knew, having been one, were not exactly shy about their locker room attire. Most thought nothing of giving an interview completely naked, especially to pretty young reporters like Stacy. They knew the effect they had on women, and that was the true test of a female reporter. Could they keep their cool when confronted by fifty or so half-naked (or fully naked) men in their physical prime? 
 
   That was where Stacy wasn't so sure of herself. Despite her early denials, she was, in fact, attracted to men. She liked women, too, of course. Maybe it had always been like that. Perhaps she had been attracted to men all along, and had simply repressed it because it wasn't socially acceptable. But the fact remained that, over the course of her life as a woman, Stacy had started noticing men a lot more. She had dated men, kissed men, and even given oral sex to a few. She felt safe with them, and she certainly enjoyed the way they looked at her. 
 
   Stacy had a theory that attraction isn't necessarily a one way street. Perhaps it is as much about who finds you attractive as who you find aesthetically pleasing. The attraction, Stacy supposed, was, in and of itself, attractive. Or maybe she just liked men, and was trying to rationalize it. 
 
   Either way, she stood outside of the locker room, frozen for a few moments before she gathered her wits, and pushed through the door. As expected, she was the recipient of a few catcalls, and she saw more than one dangling penis (from which she would quickly avert her eyes). But she made it through her interviews without a hiccup. 
 
   It was quite strange, though. It hadn't been that long ago that she would have felt completely at home in a locker room surrounded by men. but as she left, Stacy felt a distinct sense of relief. She had felt out of place there, like she didn't belong (which she didn't). 
 
   That realization was important, Stacy realized later that night. She truly felt like a woman intruding into that locker room. Did that mean her journey was complete, that she had passed completely into womanhood? Maybe so. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Many years, and quite a lot of success later, Stacy looked back on that moment as just what it was - the end of one life, and the beginning of another. It wasn't that long after that day before someone recognized Stacy for who she had been, but it wasn't the disaster Stacy had expected. It had been in a locker room where a player noticed her. He had been one of Stacy's teammates in college. But what he did with that information, Stacy could not have expected.
 
   He had found her after the game, and had told her that they needed to talk. Stacy agreed, and he poured his heart out. The reason, it seemed, that he had recognized Stacy as Cody was because he had come to know Cody's face, his mannerisms so well. He had watched him, desired him. But he had kept it secret, for an openly homosexual football player didn't get drafted. No team was going to take that kind of public relations risk. But when he had seen Stacy, he had known almost immediately. They talked well into the night. 
 
   The two slept together two days later. They were married six months after that. No one else ever knew Stacy's secret. Some people may want to know what the rest of their life was like, but suffice it to say that they were, to Stacy's enormous relief, quite a normal couple.
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   Gene was a naïve boy. Everyone knew it. But that didn't stop him from having quite a lot of friends; he even was popular with the ladies, despite his petite stature. At only 5"3' and 110 lbs., and with very feminine facial features, he was often mistaken for a girl. Gene, though, was a rare boy. He had quite a sense of humor, and could laugh off almost anything. That is a rare quality in anyone, let alone a sixteen year old. 
 
   As it turned out, Gene developed an on-again, off-again relationship with a girl named Judy. One month, they would be dating, and the next, Judy didn't want anything to do with the boy. Judy, as was obvious to most anyone who met her, was quite flighty, but she was a smart one. 
 
   In the middle of their junior year in high school, Judy was accepted into a program to study abroad. It was a big day for her, because she needed that sort of reference on her transcript in order to get into a good college. Gene couldn't help but feel a little sadness, though. Sure, he was happy for his sometime girlfriend, but, at the same time, he wanted her to stay. Gene dismissed the thought as selfish, and left it at that. 
 
   Judy was flighty, sure, but she stayed with Gene for the entire three months before she was scheduled to leave. It turned out to be the best three months of Gene's life. He almost cried when she boarded her plane for France. 
 
   Judy's best friend, Erin, was tolerant of Gene at the best of times, but Gene was surprised when she offered to help him set up a web cam so the two could talk and see one another. 
 
   "I just hope she doesn't get distracted over there," Erin said. "You know, that obsession with scene boys she has now." 
 
   "What? What are scene boys?" Gene asked, a slight panic in his voice. He knew how easily Judy could get hung up on a certain type. Rumor had it that she had alternated between pretty boys like Gene, jocks, punks, and even, a few times, a girl over the course of her high school love life. He had often wondered if anything had ever happened between Judy and Erin. 
 
   "You know. Scene... It's hard to explain," Erin said. 
 
   "Yeah," Gene said. After they set up the web cam, Erin left, and Gene was left to ponder whether or not he had to worry about losing his girlfriend to whatever these scene boys were. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   A couple of days later, Erin called. 
 
   "Gene," she said. "I think there's a problem. Judy was talking to me yesterday about some cute scene boys she found in France." 
 
   "No," Gene replied. "That can't be. She wouldn't cheat on me." 
 
   "You know how she is," Erin replied. 
 
   Gene did know, and it certainly was plausible that Judy had lost interest in him. So, after a moment, he said, "What do I do?" 
 
   "Well...no, you don't want to do that," she said. 
 
   "What?" Gene asked. 
 
   "If she likes them so much, why don't you become one?" Erin suggested. 
 
   "I don't have the first clue what a scene boy is, much less how to become one," Gene explained. 
 
   "I could help you," Erin offered. 
 
   "Really?" 
 
   "Yeah, but you have to do what I say," Erin said. "No complaints or anything." 
 
   "Whatever you want, Erin, I'll do it," Gene replied. 
 
   "Okay, come over tonight at six, and we can get started," she said. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Gene got there early, but Erin was ready. She led him up to her room, and asked him to sit down. 
 
   "First things first, you have to understand what you're going to become," Erin said. "It's not going to be easy, and it'll be weird at first." 
 
   "Whatever it takes to keep Judy," Gene said. 
 
   "Okay. Well, the first thing you need to know is that you're going to have to change the way you act. Scene boys are really, really effeminate. They move like girls, dance like girls, and even have posture like girls. That's the draw, you see. Girls can live out a sort of pseudo-lesbian fantasy without committing to being an actual lesbian. So, I think that's where we'll start." 
 
   She had him stand up, and corrected his posture and the way he stood. By the end of that first night, Gene knew what he need to work on, and that was the biggest part. Erin had him promise not to revert back to his normal posture and comportment. 
 
   Gene got a few funny looks at school, but he figured that people were just a little put off by what looked like a halfway effort. He resolved to work harder. 
 
   The next night, Erin had Gene practice moving like a girl more. She even had him dance to some club music. Erin gave him a CD to take home to practice with. Also, she gave him a tube of some sort of hair removal cream and said, "Scene boys don't have body hair, so you're going to have to shave or use that." 
 
   Gene chose the cream, and applied it when he got home. When he washed it off, he was as smooth as the day he was born. It made him get more into the whole "scene" thing. 
 
   The next night, Erin had a lot planned. They started out with his hair, which had grown kind of shaggy. Erin dyed it black, and gave it purple streaks. In addition, she sort of swept his bangs over his face in a very feminine style. 
 
   Next, she showed him the clothes, and he almost called it off right there. He knew they were girl's clothes. But he couldn't lose Judy. He took the bundle and started toward the bathroom. 
 
   "Just dress right here. Scene boys aren't afraid of being seen naked by girls," Erin said. 
 
   Gene shrugged, and stripped his clothes off. He paused for a second at his underwear, and then took those off too. 
 
   "Don't forget to tuck your thingy back," Erin said as Gene pulled a pair of Hello Kitty panties up his smooth legs. He did as he was instructed, leaving a smooth crotch. Then came the skinny jeans; they were so tight he had a little trouble pulling them on. Finally, he pulled on a tightfitting pink tee-shirt with a lollypop on it. "Now for your makeup. Pay attention so you can learn to do this yourself." 
 
   She sat him down, and started applying makeup. After a few minutes, she was finished, but Gene had no clue what she had done. When she held the mirror in front of him, he saw a girl's face. He supposed that was the point, as he took in the bright pink makeup around his eyes. 
 
   Erin spent the rest of the evening teaching him to apply his makeup, and showing him the other clothes she had gotten for him. He didn't question her at all, but just went along with it. As he was leaving, Erin said, "Oh, I almost forgot." She tossed a pair of bottles his way. "Vitamins for your skin, so you don't break out from the makeup." 
 
   "Thanks," Gene said. 
 
   "Just follow the directions," Erin instructed. 
 
   When Gene got home, he took his vitamins as he was told. 
 
   Almost a month passed, with Gene receiving "scene" lessons from Erin every day. He appreciated it, of course, but he also found it quite difficult. There was far more to it than just changing clothes. It was an attitude, and he was bent on perfecting it. He wouldn't lose Judy if he could help it. 
 
   He was so focused on becoming what he thought Judy wanted that he hardly even noticed the changes in his body. His nipples were growing puffy, and itched like mad. His hips were getting wider, and his butt had started to really fill out his skinny jeans. 
 
   Two months after he started taking the vitamins, Gene had noticeable B-cup breasts. A month after that, and they were C-cups. Erin said that was normal, and that he should start wearing a bra. Gene did. Gene's eighteenth birthday came and went, and he continued to change. 
 
   Vaguely, Gene was aware of how he looked. He knew he was far closer to looking like a girl than a boy now. But for some reason, he hardly cared. It was just part of his efforts to keep Judy. 
 
   He got his navel and ears pierced a few weeks later. 
 
   Finally, after five months, Erin said he was ready. She hadn't let him use the web cam since he had started his transition, and instead had claimed to be giving Judy updates. 
 
   Needless to say, Gene was excited. He even knew what he was going to do. It wasn't just going to be a conversation. Erin had suggested that he show off some of his new moves. 
 
   Gene chose his outfit carefully, starting with his pink panties which had a rainbow on the front. Then he put on a matching bra; for some reason he didn't even question that he needed one to support his breasts. Finally, he wore a tight white tee-shirt that Erin had given him; it had a Care Bear on the front. He expertly applied (matching) pink makeup to his eyes, and then added a few light finishing touches to the rest of his face. Finally, he fixed his hair how Erin had taught him; the streaks were now pink. 
 
   Looking in the mirror, Gene knew he looked fantastic. The shirt came down just below his navel, leaving a small gap between it and his panties. He was ready. 
 
   Erin had told Gene that he wouldn't be able to really communicate with Judy; he would basically only be able to record a video. That was fine with Gene. He was content to just show Judy what she was missing. The planned time came, and Gene turned on the webcam. 
 
   "Hey baby," he said in his most girlish voice. He waved at the camera. "I hope you're thinking about me in France. I wanted to do something so you don't forget me, so here it goes." 
 
   Gene stepped away from the web cam, and hit play on his mp3 player. The song started off slow, and Gene moved his hips with the beat, rubbing his hands all over his body. As the song's beat quickened, so did the pace of Gene's dancing. He moved, and he gyrated with the music until the song was almost halfway over. And then he started the real show. 
 
   Still dancing, he yanked off his tee-shirt, and smiled at the camera. Then, moving with the beat, Gene unhooked his bra, and let his breasts fall free. He continued to dance topless for a bit, rubbing his breasts, licking his lips, and giving the camera his best come-hither look. Finally, he slipped his panties off. He danced, completely naked, for a couple of minutes before the song ended. 
 
   Still naked, he waved to the camera, and said, "Bye, baby. I hope you keep that in mind." 
 
   Gene felt so naughty after dancing for his girlfriend, and butterflies danced in his tummy. He knew he had been bad, and it felt so good. 
 
   A few minutes after he had finished his show, his phone rang. He picked it up, and said, "Hello?" 
 
   "That was just fantastic, Gene!" Erin's voice said. "She loved it. She absolutely loved it!" 
 
   That was all Gene needed to hear. 
 
   So it went for a few weeks; each night, Gene would put on a show for his girlfriend. He got quite good at stripping. 
 
   It wasn't until Erin called him three weeks after his initial dance that he knew something was wrong. "She's getting bored, Gene. She doesn't think you've really committed to this. Judy even called you a poser." 
 
   "What? What else do I need to do? I'm --" Gene was frantic. 
 
   "Well, there's one thing a lot of scene boys do, but I don't know if you want to go that far," Erin said. 
 
   Gene didn't hesitate. "What is it? I'll do it." 
 
   "Um, well. You know how guys like it when two girls get together? It's the same for us. We like to see two good-looking boys get together, and a lot of scene boys don't mind. They're already so in touch with their feminine side that it's not a big deal for most of them," she explained. "I understand if you don't --" 
 
   "I'll do it," Gene said. He wasn't about to lose his girlfriend because he wasn't sexually adventurous enough. "What do I need to do?" 
 
   "Nothing. Just be at my house tomorrow night," she said. "I know how to make this happen." 
 
   Gene was distraught. He had done everything else Judy wanted. He hoped this latest plan would be enough. He couldn't sleep that night for worry. 
 
   The next night, he found himself in Erin's room. Her parents had gone out of town, she said. 
 
   "He should be here any minute," Erin said. "You should be excited. Perk up, Gene." 
 
   "I know. I'm just worried," Gene stated. 
 
   "It'll be fine. This will show you that you're --" A ringing doorbell interrupted her. "Oh, that's him!" And she scampered from the room, leaving Gene alone with his thoughts. It wasn't long, however, before Erin returned, leading a very large, quite muscular boy. He looked quite a bit older than either Erin or Gene - maybe around twenty-five. He was tall, with an athlete's physique. The man (Gene couldn't rightly think of him as a boy) had blonde hair and a hint of stubble. 
 
   "Is this her?" the man asked Erin. 
 
   "Yes," she answered. She pushed a button on her camera, and said, "I'll just leave you two to it then." 
 
   She stepped out, and closed the door. 
 
   Gene stood. He had heard the man refer to him as a girl, but he didn't mind. Lots of people made that mistake. 
 
   Gene had (at Erin's suggestion) worn a short skirt for that night. It was pleated, and looked like a very naughty school girl's uniform. To complete the outfit, he wore knee-high stockings, and a tight, black tee-shirt (Gene didn't even bother to notice the design on it, he was so nervous). 
 
   The man must have noticed Gene's case of nerves, because he said, "Just relax, baby. I'm Tom." 
 
   "Gene," Gene whispered. 
 
   "Okay, Gina," Tom said, stepping closer, and putting his hand on Gene's waist. "Erin told me your situation, and how I can help." He paused, looking Gene up and down. "But I didn't expect you to be so cute." 
 
   Gene blushed. 
 
   Then, Tom leaned in and kissed him. Gene was surprised at first, but soon, was kissing back. It felt good as Tom wrapped him in his strong arms. It felt safe. 
 
   Gene had only ever had sex a few times, but it had never been anything like what Tom was doing. He took his time, seemingly content to kiss Gene's painted lips for what seemed like hours. Gene was quite confused. He hadn't really wanted to go through with it, had only agreed out of desperation. But something was happening to him as he stood in Tom's arms, feeling the man's tongue in his mouth. He actually was getting horny. He hadn't had an erection in quite a while, but he had gotten used to that feeling deep in his tummy which signified his arousal. 
 
   Tom picked him up, and Gene wrapped his legs around the big man, still kissing him as he was carried to the bed. Tom laid him down gently, but Gene didn't unwrap his legs. They made out for a few minutes more until Tom guided Gene's shirt, and this his bra off. 
 
   When Tom started kissing Gene's nipples, he nearly went through the roof. Good couldn't quite describe how it felt. No word Gene knew was adequate for that task. But Tom didn't linger for too long, though Gene certainly wouldn't have minded. Tom, however, had other plans. His lips traced the length of Gene's torso until he came to the waistband of Gene's skirt. He deftly unbuttoned it, and slipped it off. 
 
   "Cute panties," Tom said. Gene could only smile. He had chosen a pair of Spider-Man boy shorts. They were slipped off within a few seconds, leaving Gene's hairless penis bare to the world. 
 
   "And a cute little dick to go with them," Tom joked. Gene knew that his penis had gotten smaller, and he had to admit that it probably was cute. 
 
   Gene's thoughts were interrupted by the feeling of Tom's mouth on his genitals. No, that's not right. It was Gene's genitals in Tom's mouth. His penis and testicles were small enough that Tom could fit everything in at once. 
 
   It wasn't like getting a blow job from a girl. For one, Gene never got hard. Two, it just felt...different. Tom's tongue flicked around Gene's limp member expertly, and Gene moaned. Then, Gene felt something cold on his rectum. He looked up, and saw a discarded tube of K-Y Jelly beside him. 
 
   And then Gene's world changed as Tom's finger entered him. Tom worked it around for a few minutes, fingering Gene first with one finger, then with two. It felt like nothing Gene had ever experienced before. He just didn't have the words to describe it. Not bad, but not great. It was a tease, and he knew it. How would it feel when Tom really fucked him? 
 
   Gene didn't have to wait long for that answer. Once Gene's hole was good and lubed, Tom stood, and removed his pants, then his underwear. Finally his shirt came off, and Gene smiled at Tom's nudity. 
 
   His body was even more muscular than Gene had guessed, but Gene's eyes didn't stray after they had fixed on Tom's cock. It wasn't the size, though that was impressive enough. No, it was just that it was a cock. A real, naked, and engorged penis, live and in person. Almost instinctively, Gene started to sit up, and reached for it. 
 
   "No. This is all about you, baby," Tom said, as he brushed Gene away. "Just lay back." Gene did. "Spread your legs." Gene obeyed. "Wave at the camera." Gene did. 
 
   And then Tom stepped between his legs, and Gene felt Tom's cock touch the rim of his hole. Tom didn't push it in immediately, but teased Gene for a few seconds. And then Gene felt it push in. Tom went slowly; he knew Gene was a virgin. But it still hurt, and Gene cried out in pain. Tom continued to push, and Gene felt every inch of Tom's cock as it entered him for the first time. It was in. All the way. Tom stayed there for a few seconds before starting to pull out, ever so slowly. Gene moaned, and ran his hands over Tom's rippling abdominal muscles. 
 
   Tom rammed it in fast, and Gene squealed. He retracted slowly, and then went in fast again. After a couple of minutes, the pain became pleasure, and Gene started to really enjoy himself. He felt his breasts jiggle with each thrust, and he couldn't help but scream as Tom fucked him. 
 
   After a few minutes, Tom flipped Gene over. Gene pushed his ass into the air almost instinctively. Tom slapped his ass, and then entered him from behind. Being fucked doggy style was Gene's favorite. 
 
   And so they went for almost an hour and a half. Gene didn't know where Erin had found Tom, but the man had immense stamina. By the time they were done, Gene was completely worn out. He had cum dripping from his ass, and sweat (and quite a bit of activity) had mussed his hair, and streaked his makeup. 
 
   Tom kissed him, and said, "That was good, baby." Gene had nothing to say; he just basked in the warm glow as Tom dressed, and then left. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   "She loved it!" Erin said. Gene sat on the bed, leaning against the headboard in only his bra and panties. "Judy definitely knows you're not a poser now." 
 
   Gene smiled. Sure, he was happy about Judy being happy, but it was more than that. His ass still hurt, even a day later, but it hurt in a good way. Memories of how it felt flitted through his mind. 
 
   He didn't have to rely on memories for long, because the next day, Erin set up another camera session with a different man. This one was just as handsome, just as muscular, but shorter and black. Gene never even got his name, but he definitely noticed that the man's cock was enormous. 
 
   Every few days, Erin brought Gene a new man with which to have sex. Gene got quite good at it; his enthusiasm and enjoyment was readily apparent. He even learned to suck cock, though he didn't really like it that much. The men did, though, so he continued to do it. 
 
   And then the day came when Judy was scheduled to get back home. Gene was ecstatic, and could hardly contain himself. It had been almost a year since he had last seen his girlfriend. Had she changed as much as him? Gene doubted it. 
 
   He dressed carefully that day; he wanted to impress Judy. Erin helped him choose his outfit (skinny jeans and a tight tank top). His black hair now had blonde streaks, and he chose simple black eye makeup. He couldn't help but notice, when looking in the mirror, that his cleavage looked fantastic. Judy would be thrilled. 
 
   Gene's heart leaped into his throat when he saw Judy walking down the concourse. She hadn't changed a bit, still as beautiful as ever. But it was strange. Gene was standing in full sight, in plain view, but Judy's eyes just skated over him like he wasn't even there. When she got closer, Gene waved. 
 
   Finally, Gene couldn't contain himself, and rushed to Judy, and embraced her in a tight hug. 
 
   "Oh, Judy, I'm so glad you're home!" he squealed. 
 
   "Who—wha?" Judy said, pulling away. "Wait...Gene? Is that you? What the hell is going on?" 
 
   "Of course it's me, silly," Gene said, a little confused. 
 
   "What have you done to yourself? Are those real?" she asked, clearly talking about his breasts. 
 
   "You know they are," Gene said, smiling at Judy's joke. Only, she wasn't joking. She was disgusted. 
 
   "I, uh. I have to go," Judy said, breaking away from Gene. "I'll, um, talk to you later." 
 
   And then she was gone, leaving a confused Gene standing in the airport. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   It took Gene a while to get home. He wandered around the airport for nearly an hour, wondering what exactly was going on. Finally, though, he found his way home. 
 
   Absently, he sat down at his computer, and opened his email. There was one from Erin. Maybe she knew why Judy had acted like that. 
 
   It read: 
 
   Gene (or is it Gina now), 
 
   I bet you're wondering what is going on, and rightly so. I have to say, it's been really difficult for me to keep this to myself, and I expect it will be somewhat cathartic to let it all out. So here it goes. 
 
   You have not been in contact with Judy. She hasn't heard one little bit from you the entire time she's been in France. I convinced her that you had moved on, and that she shouldn't call. We've actually grown quite a bit closer over these last months, she and I. Ah, but I get ahead of myself. Maybe I should start at the beginning. 
 
   About six months before Judy left, she and I had a bit of a thing. It was during one of your "off" times, so don't get all indignant (Or do. I bet you just look adorable.). Anyway, it went on for a couple of months, and, I have to say, I fell in love. She's just so perfect, you know. Of course you do. You love her too. But then, as she does, she moved on...to you. 
 
   It was so infuriating. I asked her why, and she said that she didn't know if she really liked girls (I knew she did). We remained friends. Being close to her in a friendly capacity is better than nothing at all. I figured that she would just move on from you after a couple of months like always, but she didn't. You two stayed together right up until she left. 
 
   That's when I decided to be a little more proactive. You know how I told you that you were dressing like...what was it? A scene boy? Yeah, that doesn't exist. I just made it up. I know there are scene girls, but....well, you were duped. I just dressed you in girls' clothes, and you did it. I was absolutely amazed. 
 
   But that wasn't enough. I wanted to go so much farther. You know those vitamins? Female hormones and testosterone blockers. You know those CDs I gave you? Hypnosis to make you a lot more...gullible and trusting. They made it to where you just accepted whatever happened. 
 
   So, there you were, with the body of a girl, dancing around on a webcam (A lot of people paid to see that, by the way). But it wasn't enough. You had to go all the way. So, I brought home a male stripper which I paid for with the money you had earned on your web cam. That video sold even better, so I decided to make some more. And then, Judy got home. 
 
   Now that you're up to speed, I should tell you that I sent (anonymously of course) all of these materials to Judy. She's going to see exactly what you've become. 
 
   And then she'll be mine. All mine. And if not, at least you won't have her. 
 
   Love ya, 
 
   Erin 
 
   P.S. I hope we can stay friends. I do like hanging out with you now. 
 
   Gene read it over and over again. Was any of that even possible? It was like a dam breaking. Once he knew what was going on, the hypnotic suggestions seemed to vanish, and he clearly saw what had happened to him. 
 
   He had been fucked by men. He looked like a girl now. And Judy was disgusted by him. 
 
   He cried himself to sleep that night. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   It was two in the morning when Gene's phone rang. He drowsily picked it up, and said, "Hello?" 
 
   "Gene?" he heard Judy's voice asked. "Is that you?" 
 
   At his beloved's voice, he awoke immediately. "Yeah. What's up?" 
 
   "I just wanted to say that I'm sorry," Judy said. "I was surprised, and --" 
 
   "Don't be sorry. I understand," Gene answered. 
 
   "It's just that...why?" Judy asked. Gene explained how Erin had tricked him. 
 
   "And you did all of that for me?" Judy queried. 
 
   "I did," Gene answered. 
 
   There was a moment of silence. Then, Judy said, "She sent me the videos, you know. I think they're kind of sexy." 
 
   "Really?" a surprised Gene asked. 
 
   "Yeah," she replied. And Gene thought that his current situation might just be kinky enough to keep Judy's attention. 
 
   They talked for hours that night, mostly about France. By the end of their conversation, they had agreed to stay together, in spite of the diabolical scheme which Erin had put into motion. 
 
   Happily ever after, and all that.
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   It all started as a simple joke; a gag for Halloween between Zack and Todd. They were both seniors in college, both pre-law, and had been roommates for two years. Other than that, the two couldn't have been more different. 
 
   Zack was tall and strong; he had once been a scholarship football player before he had completely ruined his knee. Weighing in at two-hundred and twenty pounds, and standing at six foot two, he had not lost much of his athletic physique (though he had played a little heavier). Couple that with his strong jaw and rugged feathers, and he was a magnet for women. He rarely slept alone. 
 
   Todd, on the other hand, was short and slight of build. He told people he was five foot eight, but in reality, he was closer to five foot six. He weighed a scant one-hundred and thirty pounds. The difference didn't end with size, though. Todd had a sort of round face with soft features which attracted women, sure, but he always felt a little jealous and inadequate next to Zack. 
 
   Zack had once offered to help Todd get in better shape, to teach him how to lift weights, and pack on some muscle. Todd had even gone along with it, but it was soon clear that the gym was not the place for him. He disliked the physicality of it all; the caveman nature of shoving heavy weights around just felt wrong, even as he did it. So that was that. Todd's ill-defined muscles would stay as they were. 
 
   Ah, but back to the story. It was a few days before Halloween, and neither had decided on a costume. Todd sat at the bar, sipping a coffee while Zack dug into a bowl of cereal. 
 
   "I was thinkin' about going as Indiana Jones; I already have an old leather coat, and I can borrow my Dad's fedora," Zack said. "But I don't know...' 
 
   "Yeah. Seems a little weak, doesn't it?" Todd reasoned. "I was just going to do what I did last year." 
 
   "Batman?" Zack asked. 
 
   "Yeah," Todd said. "I already have the costume, and people seemed to like it last year." 
 
   "You can't go as the same thing, man," Zack said. "No, we need something good." 
 
   Todd shrugged, and said, "Let me know when you come up with a brilliant idea. In the meantime, I have to go study for that exam." 
 
   "Sociology?" Zack asked. Todd nodded. "Why are you even taking that class? You don't need another elective." 
 
   Todd shrugged. "I don't know. Interesting, I guess. But that end-of-term research project is going to kick my ass. I still don't even know what I'm going to do it on, and we have to turn in our ideas for approval by next week." 
 
   "You'll think of something," Zack said, clicking the remote, and turning on ESPN. 
 
   Todd strode over to his desk, opened his sociology notes, and began to study. A few minutes later, Zack said out of nowhere, "I've got it!" 
 
   Surprised, Todd looked up, and said, "Huh?" "I know what we can do for costumes this year," Zack said, smiling. "And it's going to blow everyone at the party away. It'll be freaking hilarious." 
 
   Todd noticed the self-satisfied look that Zack always wore when he felt like he had a wonderful idea, so he bit, "What's the idea, then?" 
 
   "We can go as a couple of gay guys," Zack said, smiling from ear to ear. 
 
   "Sounds kind of, um, gay," Todd stated after a moment. "I mean, how do you go as a gay guy? They're just like everyone else." 
 
   "No, I'm not talking gay like Phil," Zack said. Phil was one of their long-time drinking buddies who happened to be homosexual. "I'm saying like full on, flaming gay. You know, go with the stereotype." 
 
   "Sounds a little offensive," Todd said. 
 
   "It's a joke, man," Zack stated. "Nobody will care. I know I would." 
 
   "I don't know..." Todd trailed off. He knew he wasn't going to win that argument. Once Zack got it in his head to do something, he was going to do it. And more often than not, Todd would go along with it. Better to go through the motions at least, in case it all blew up in their faces. Then, Todd could say that he knew it was going to happen all along. So, they argued for a few minutes before Todd gave in. 
 
   "So, of what would these costumes consist?" Todd asked. 
 
   "Well, you're definitely the bottom, and I'm the top," Zack answered. "So --" 
 
   "What do you mean? Why do I have to be the bottom?" Todd asked indignantly. 
 
   "Seriously?" Zack said. "Is that a real question? Or are you just --" 
 
   "Whatever," Todd said. "I guess I'm the bottom then, like it matters." 
 
   "Well, it means you're going to have a different costume, so people know," Zack stated. "Give me a few minutes to figure it out." 
 
   So Todd went back to studying. After a couple of minutes, Zack said, "I'll be back in a few," and left. 
 
   Todd was still studying about an hour later, when Zack returned, carrying a garbage bag. He tossed the bag at Todd, who caught it. It was plainly filled with clothes. 
 
   "What's this?" Todd asked. 
 
   "Your costume," Zack replied. "And Tammy's going to come over before the party and help you get ready." Todd was afraid to look, but he opened the bag, and looked inside, seeing a bundle of clothes. He reached inside, felt denim, and retracted his hand. 
 
   It was a pair of jeans - women's jeans - the kind that ride really low on their hips. With an annoyed sigh, he set them on his lap. He reached back inside, and pulled out a pink shirt that said "Slut" on it. "Really?" he asked. 
 
   "It has to be over the top, man," Zack responded. 
 
   Shaking his head, Todd reached in, and pulled out a rhinestone-encrusted belt. Next came a pair of pink tennis shoes. 
 
   "People aren't going to be laughing with me on this one; they're definitely going to be laughing at me," Todd said. "I mean, I thought I was supposed to be going as a gay guy, not a chick." 
 
   Zack shrugged, "That's how they dress, right? Either way, people will get the idea. It doesn't have to be accurate gay, just feminine enough that people know what you're going for." 
 
   "And where's your costume?" Todd asked. 
 
   "You'll see," Zack answered. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The two days passed quickly, and Halloween was upon them. Todd went to class that day, just like any other, but he couldn't help being nervous about the upcoming party. Zack had assured him that everything would be fine, but Todd was still dubious. But he had agreed to do it, and he wasn't going to back out now, and face ridicule. Besides, he thought, I'm secure enough in my sexuality that I can do this. 
 
   He came home after class, and found Tammy waiting for him. She was Zack's sister, and man, was she gorgeous. She had blonde hair which fell down to the middle of her back, a smoking hot body, and a pair of tits that stood up and said, "Hey there!" Todd had always had a bit of a crush on her, but out of respect for his best friend, he hadn't made a move. She liked the jock type, anyway, so Todd knew that he didn't stand much a chance. 
 
   She was sitting on the couch, watching television when Todd walked in. "About time," she said. "I was beginning to think that you might have chickened out." 
 
   "Nah, just had to talk to my professor after class," Todd lied. He had delayed his return to home by a little while on purpose, half hoping that Tammy would get bored and leave. But she seemed absolutely giddy about the prospect. 
 
   "Well, it's going to take a while to get you ready," Tammy said. "So let's get to it." She reached into her bag, and pulled out a tube of some sort. Then, she tossed it to him. "Go take a shower, and use that." 
 
   Todd looked at the bottle, and saw that it was a hair removal, "Do I have to? I'm --" 
 
   "Of course you have to," she said. "It's part of the costume, silly." 
 
   Todd knew he had as little chance of winning an argument with Tammy as he did with her brother. He ducked into the bathroom, stripped down, and read the directions for the hair removal cream. He followed them, then took a shower. When he was done, he saw that the cream had done its job well - he was completely smooth from neck to toe. He wrapped a towel around his waist, leaving the bathroom. Tammy was waiting just outside. 
 
   "Let's see, then," she said. When Todd hesitated, she said, "Oh come on, I've seen it all before, and I know you've been naked around a woman. So just take that towel off." 
 
   Was she flirting with him? Todd wasn't sure, but he wasn't going to hesitate and blow his chance. He took off the towel. 
 
   "Oh that's so cute! You even did your pubes!" she said, smiling. Todd shrugged, and blushed. Not exactly the reaction he had been hoping for. "Well, let's get to it. We've got a lot to do and not a lot of time to do it in." 
 
   She reached into her bag, and pulled something out. She tossed it to Todd, saying, "Put these on. And don't worry; they're for boys." 
 
   Todd caught the garment, and soon saw why she had added that last part. They certainly didn't look like boys' underwear. They were pink (there seemed to be a theme there - pink shoes, pink shirt, and pink underwear), and had a thong back. He just decided to go with it. Todd knew that argument was pointless; he wasn't really that type of person, and he did think the whole thing would be funny. 
 
   So he stepped into the thong, and pulled it up his smooth legs. Todd had a bit of a round butt, he knew. He had had a few girlfriends who absolutely loved it, and they certainly liked talking about what they called his "girl butt." He knew it looked even more girlish with a pink thong wedged between its cheeks. 
 
   "Fabulous," Tammy said. "Now sit over here, and we'll do your makeup and hair." She indicated one of the chairs at the table. Todd obeyed. 
 
   She started with his hair. He didn't know what she was doing, but Todd felt Tammy's hands massaging his scalp, and he saw shiny bits of aluminum as she toyed with his hair. After about thirty minutes, she said, "Now, we just let that set while we do your face." 
 
   Todd hardly said a word as he let Tammy do her thing. He did wince when she plucked his eyebrows, though. She rubbed some foul smelling cream on his face, and then, she said, "And now we wait!" 
 
   And so they did. They chatted about school (Tammy was in beauty school, and had ambitions to be a makeup artist in the Hollywood) and life in general as they waited - on what, Todd had no idea. After about thirty minutes, Tammy started scrubbing the cream off of Todd's face. It stung a little, but he didn't mind (he was getting a great view of Tammy's cleavage as she leaned over him). Then, she opened up her makeup case, and went to work. 
 
   "You have such a great complexion, Todd," she said. "What I wouldn't give..." she trailed off. 
 
   After a few minutes, she had finished the makeup, and was fooling with his hair again. She tossed his pink shirt to him, and said, "Put that on, and then I'll style your hair." 
 
   Todd looked at the shirt; it was tiny. Shrugging, he pulled it over his head. It didn't even come down to his belly-button. He really started feeling nervous after that, but he said nothing as Tammy finished his hair. 
 
   "And you're beautiful!" she said, smiling. "Wait, I have one last touch, then you can put your pants on. Stand up, and turn around." 
 
   Todd did, and he felt Tammy doing something to his lower back. "Perfect." She handed him his pants. 
 
   As he stepped into them, and pulled them over his round butt, he knew why Tammy had given him the skimpy underwear - there was no way the tight jeans would have fit over his regular underwear. They rode so low that, if he bent the wrong way, he knew people would see the crack of his butt. He slipped on a pair of ankle socks, and then his pink tennis shoes. 
 
   "All right, let's see it," he said, and Tammy took his hand in hers, and guided him to Zack's room (where there was a full length mirror). 
 
   To say that Todd was stunned by what he saw would be an understatement. Tammy had done an absolutely remarkable job. It wasn't any one thing that really stood out; it was the combination of everything. 
 
   Todd's shaggy hair was now an artfully disheveled mass of brown hair streaked with blonde. His eyebrows were slightly arched, and his face was completely hair free. He reached up, and ran his hand over his jaw; there wasn't even stubble there. She had gone very subtle with the makeup; just a slightly pinker shade for his lips, and a touch of eyeliner. 
 
   And then there was the outfit. He had imagined that he would look silly in the girls' clothes, but he had to admit that he looked kind of sexy. It was clear that he wasn't a woman, but that was mostly due to his obvious lack of breasts and narrow hips. The effect was that he looked like a very feminine boy - not a man, a boy. 
 
   He turned, curious to see what Tammy had done to his back, and he saw a tattooed (fake) pink butterfly. He smiled and said, "Nice touch." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Zack arrived back at the house about an hour later, and he was ready to go about thirty minutes after that. He had chosen a pair of leather pants, a tight mesh shirt which showed off his muscular torso, and had even frosted the tips of his hair. 
 
   He couldn't contain his smile as he and Todd stood side by side in front of the mirror. 
 
   "This is going to be hilarious," he said. 
 
   As it turned out, it was. They knew everyone at the party, so it was clearly a joke on their part. But everyone thought it was a brilliant costume, and both Todd and Zack enjoyed a bevy of compliments on their ingenuity. 
 
   The night wore on, and they all got a little drunk. Todd started acting his part, and found himself fake flirting with his friends. He had to admit, it was fun. He knew that his outfit (and his general appearance) had an effect on a few of them, and he kind of enjoyed the attention. The night wore on, and soon, he and Zack went home, secure in the knowledge that their costumes had been a hit. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next day, Todd was slightly regretting letting Tammy pluck his eyebrows and dye his hair. He could change clothes, he could wash the makeup off, but he'd have to wait for those changes to revert to normal. 
 
   As he showered that day, he noticed that his body hair still hadn't grown back; neither had his facial hair. He shrugged, and acknowledged his luck. Todd hated having to shave everyday anyway. As to the body hair, he hardly missed it. Lots of guys shaved nowadays, he thought. 
 
   A few more days passed, and still Todd's body and facial hair was missing. He called Tammy, and she told him that he probably wouldn't grow any for another year or two; she had used a new hair removal cream on his face and body. It was designed to eliminate the need for shaving. Todd, being the easy-going guy he was, just accepted it. What use was it to get mad? It was already done. 
 
   One morning, Todd and Zack were talking about their various school assignments when Todd said, "I still don't know what I'm going to do about this sociology experiment. My first idea was shot down because it lacked creativity - the professor's words, not mine. And that thing's worth half my grade." 
 
   "You don't have any ideas?" Zack asked. 
 
   "No. My mind is absolutely blank," Todd answered. 
 
   "Just drop the class," Zack suggested. 
 
   "Drop date passed a week ago, so that's out of the question," Todd replied. "No. It's either do this research project, and make a decent grade, or I fail, and my GPA drops." 
 
   "Can't have that," Zack stated. After a few moments he said, "I have an idea, but you're not going to like it." 
 
   "I'm all ears," Todd said. 
 
   "You could do it on the sociological impact of a person transitioning from one gender to another," Zack said. 
 
   "You come up with that just now? A lot of big words there," Todd said. 
 
   "Yep. Big words and all," Zack replied. 
 
   "But it has to have a practical portion to the project. I can't just do research and hand in an essay," Todd said. 
 
   "Then transition," Zack said. "I mean, not all the way. But," Todd was already laughing. "Hear me out. You could just start living like a girl, and like as not, your teacher will give you a decent grade based on your situation. Add a decent account of what you're doing, and you're guaranteed an A." 
 
   "So you want me to act like a girl for three months, and write a report about it?" Todd said. "You're insane." 
 
   "Maybe," Zack said. "But you could pull it off if anyone could. You certainly looked enough like a girl before, and that was just with a couple of hours’ worth of makeup from Tammy. Besides, don't you lose your scholarship offer for law school if your GPA dips?" 
 
   "Yeah. Why do you think I'm stressing here?" Todd said, a little louder than he anticipated. "I'm not rich like you. My parents didn't leave me a bunch of money when --" 
 
   "I didn't ask for my parents to die," Zack interrupted, his voice soft. 
 
   "I'm sorry," Todd said, realizing how callous it must have sounded. "It's just that I'm under a lot of pressure, here." 
 
   "Just trying to help," Zack stated, shrugging. 
 
   "I know," Todd said. 
 
   By the next day, Todd was desperate for an idea. His mind was completely blank, however. He had until five that evening to give the professor his idea, but he had nothing. 
 
   He didn't even know when he walked into the teacher's office what he was going to say. 
 
   "Hello, Todd," the teacher said. "What do you have for me?" 
 
   And he blurted it out. The idea had been planted, and he was backed against a wall. "I want to explore the sociological impact of a person transitioning from one gender to another. I want to look at how people react differently to that person, the psychological effects on that person, and, mostly, how they cope with society's changing view of their gender." 
 
   "Hmm," the professor said. "Interesting. I assume you have a subject in mind." 
 
   "Yeah," Todd said. "Me." 
 
   The rest of the conversation was a bit awkward. How does one react to something like that? Especially when it's someone who’s almost a stranger? 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   "I need your help," Todd said. "I can't do this by myself." 
 
   He had come straight home after his meeting with the professor, and told Zack what he had done. Zack, for his part, was supportive. He hadn't gloated about Todd using his idea, or anything. 
 
   "What do you need?" Zack said. 
 
   "I don't really know. I have no idea what I'm doing," Todd admitted. "I don't know if all I need to do is just dress like a girl. I mean, I know I have to be convincing, but --" 
 
   "No, you're going to have to go further than that," Zack said. "You're going to have to be a girl. Not just act like one." 
 
   "What do you mean?" Todd asked. 
 
   "There's a lot to it, but they walk differently, their posture is far different than any man's, and they're just altogether different," Zack explained. "But you're not going to be successful unless you completely commit." 
 
   "I'm prepared for that," Todd responded, and he was. So long as he could go back after the project, he didn't care. All that mattered was keeping his scholarship offer. "What do you have in mind?" 
 
   "There's hormones. That should probably be your first step," Zack explained. "Then there's your wardrobe, learning how to act like a girl - Tammy can help, I'm sure - and you're probably going to have to date men, if any will have you." 
 
   It was more complicated than Todd had thought about, but he had decided to do it, and to do it right. Half measures just wouldn't cut it; he couldn't take a chance like that. 
 
   "Let's do it, then," Todd said. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   It was a few weeks later when Todd noticed that his body was changing. He had seen a psychologist, and successfully convinced that psychologist that he was a woman living in a man's body. The doctor prescribed some pills (hormones called estrogen and progesterone) which would alter his body as he waited the year to get SRS. 
 
   Todd had kept a low-profile since then, attending his classes in decidedly unisex clothing. But he made a point to wear something feminine each time he went to his sociology class; he didn't want his professor to get the wrong idea (the wrong idea being that he was lying about the whole thing). 
 
   In retrospect, Todd knew that he had gone along with the "experiment" a little too easily, but at the time, he was desperate. Thoughts of failure, of ending up with a useless degree, unable to afford law school, and working at some retail store for the rest of his life (like his father had done) filled his head. He didn't want to go down that road. And damned if he was going to let one class stand in his way. Besides, he had kind of liked the reaction he had gotten when he had dressed up at Halloween. It had been different, yes. People knew it was a joke, but he also knew that he looked far more feminine than any man should. 
 
   He had wondered (mostly when he was younger, and the other boys had outstripped him in size and muscle mass) what his life would be like had he been born a girl. It wasn't really that he wanted to be one, or anything. He just knew that things would have been easier; his body type was far more suited for femininity than masculinity. 
 
   All of that coalesced into his seemingly too easy agreement. Todd knew that he had no one to answer to, but he had to rationalize it to himself. 
 
   Regardless, he stood in front of the mirror almost three weeks after he had started taking the hormones, and he noticed that his nipples had gotten slightly puffy. It wasn't really a big change, but Todd noticed it. It had begun. 
 
   Over the next couple of months, he took copious notes about his progress, noting that his breasts had continued to grow, his nipples had enlarged and darkened, and his body's fat had become more feminized (collecting at the hips, thighs, and rear). In addition, his testicles shrank to a mere fraction of their previous size. He couldn't be sure, but he thought his penis had gotten smaller as well. 
 
   In those first couple of months, Tammy was invaluable. She taught him how to comport himself as a female, and he was a fast study. Todd had been raised primarily by his mother (his father had left when he was quite young), and he had only had sisters with which to play. The result was that his movements and mannerisms were slightly feminine already. Tammy helped him to exaggerate that to the point where his comportment was unmistakably feminine. She helped him learn to walk, talk, sit, and gesture like a typical woman. She even helped him practice his feminine voice. 
 
   So, it wasn't long before Todd felt comfortable leaving the house in women's clothes. They were just jeans, tee-shirts, and other casual clothes at first. He wasn't quite to the point where he'd be willing to dress in a skirt (though he had bought a couple when Tammy had taken him shopping). 
 
   Todd had decided to keep up the act with his friends; he was never one to go about things halfway. For the most part, they all seemed supportive, though some of his male friends became more distant. It was only to be expected. He noted it in the journal he was keeping for his class. 
 
   The biggest change that Todd faced was how strangers reacted to him. At first, the treated him strangely, like some sort of feminine boy. Obviously, they thought he was gay. Our country has come a long way in terms of discrimination, but an openly gay, effeminate man still faces a different treatment than anyone else. It is the last true bastion of old fashioned American discrimination. 
 
   As Todd continued his transition, though, he found that he began to feel more accepted. And then he realized why. People thought he was female. Looking in the mirror a few months after he started the transition, he could see why. His breasts had come in, and sat at a perky A-cup. Not big, by any stretch, but noticeable. His hips were a little wider, and his already round rear end had evolved into what was unmistakable as a female butt. 
 
   That first semester ended (the class was one spanning the entire year), and they were released for the Christmas holiday. Neither Todd nor Zack had anything planned (Todd's family lived across the country, and Zack's parents were dead), so they resolve to spend the holiday together. 
 
   It was a little awkward, Todd had to admit. Neither Zack nor Todd spent that much time at the apartment usually; their schedules had ramped up, and both spent quite a bit of time on school work on the rare occasion when they were there. But over the holidays, neither had a schedule to keep. Nor did they have to go to class. So, they found themselves in one another’s company, more often than not. 
 
   That presented a bit of a quandary for Todd. Comfort versus modesty. He usually just wore a pair of shorts (Tammy had given him a few pairs of her old cheerleading shorts) and a tank top. Todd knew that it was perfectly acceptable home attire for a girl, but he also knew that the shorts made his butt look fantastic, and unless he wore a bra (which he usually didn't), the tank tops left little to the imagination. So, he could dress normally, and run the risk of appearing to Zack like he wanted to show off his new body, or dress in something less revealing. He chose the former. To hell with what Zack might think. 
 
   So, throughout the holiday, Todd dressed comfortably (and sexily, as it happened), and Zack made no mention. Todd did notice that his friend wasn't above checking out his ass, though. Oddly, that made him smile. 
 
   Christmas passed, and so came a new year. Todd's body continued to change as the weeks passed. By mid-February, Todd's breasts had leveled out at a very perky B-Cup, and his hips had continued to widen. 
 
   Todd's New Year's resolution was to get in shape, so he bought an exercise DVD, and started using it daily. It was some sort of aerobics program, and he had to admit, it was quite fun. By March, he had lost almost fifteen pounds (weighing in at one-hundred and fifteen pounds). He knew that had his breasts not been growing (they were C-cups, now), he would have been closer to one-hundred and ten. 
 
   Over those few months, Todd dropped any idea of gender ambiguity, and embraced the feminine. He started dressing like any other college girl, and quickly found that he attracted quite a bit of male attention. He was caught a little off-guard when he was hit on by his first guy. Todd didn't even remember his name, and stumbled through what he hoped was a polite refusal. As the guy walked away disappointed, Todd realized that he hadn't even realized that he wasn't a girl. He had passed completely. 
 
   That day, he looked in the mirror, and saw why. He was pretty. No, not just pretty. He was somewhere between pretty and beautiful. And his body looked like it was all woman. He stripped off his clothes, and realized that the transition was complete. 
 
   He did have the body of a woman (except for his shrunken genitals). His hips were curvy, his waist was narrow, and his breasts were full. There was no trace of masculinity. 
 
   Todd was posing in front (like some sort of fashion model) of the mirror when he heard, "Oh. Sorry." He quickly turned, his arm covering his breast, and his other hand over his genitals. There stood Zack in the doorway, blatantly staring at his friend. 
 
   "Look away!" Todd screamed. Even his voice had raised in pitch a little. It was still deeper than most women's, but he had become so used to using his "girl voice" that he did it automatically. 
 
   "You're in my room," Zack smiled. He was having too much fun. 
 
   "Just turn around, okay?" Todd pleaded. 
 
   "Oh, okay," Zack conceded, and turned around. Todd was so embarrassed as he slipped his clothes back on. He squeezed past Zack as he left the room, and then felt a playful smack on his bottom. "Lookin' good there, champ," Zack said. Todd hurried to his room, shut the door, and flung himself on his bed, mortified. 
 
   Todd had seen the look in Zack's eye. He had seen it hundreds of times before when Zack was admiring a pretty girl. Todd knew what it meant. Zack wanted him. He knew what Todd was, but he wanted him. 
 
   A few minutes later, there was a knock at Todd's door. 
 
   "Come in," Todd said, and the door opened, admitting Zack. 
 
   "Look," Zack said. "I'm sorry. I was just having a little fun with you." 
 
   "I know," Todd said. "It's no big deal." 
 
   "Yeah, but, well," Zack hesitated. He never hesitated. That wasn't him. He said what he wanted to say, and to hell with the consequences. "Here's the thing, Todd - you should maybe think of something better to call yourself now, by the way..." Todd could tell that Zack was stalling. "We're friends, right?" 
 
   "Sure," Todd said. 
 
   "Don't take this the wrong way, but you're a beautiful girl," Zack stated. "And, well, not that there was anything wrong with you before, but, well, I happen to like the new you." 
 
   Todd didn't know what to say. Zack continued, "You haven't noticed that I've been gone a lot more lately? I've been avoiding you. Not because I don't like you or anything like that; it's the opposite actually. We've been best friends for a while now - since freshman year, I guess. We've been roommates for two years. Now you're a woman, and it seems obvious..." 
 
   "I'm not staying like this, Zack," Todd blurted. 
 
   "Are you sure? I've been watching you, probably a lot more than you know," Zack said. "Not in a creepy way, or anything. It's just that when you're around, I can't not look at you. But I've been watching you, and I've seen that you're more comfortable like you are now than you ever were as a man. More, you enjoy it when men look at you." 
 
   "I --" 
 
   "I'm just throwing it out there now before it's too late. I like you like that," Zack said. And then he was gone, leaving Todd with quite a lot to think about. 
 
   Was it true? Was he more comfortable as a woman than as a man? He had to admit that he had transitioned quite easily, but did that mean that he should stay as a woman? His mind strayed to his best friend. It was easy to bring his handsome face to mind. 
 
   Admittedly, thoughts about other men had strayed through his mind many times in the past. But he had always felt that they were just the acknowledgment that the men were handsome or had good bodies. He hadn't considered the fact that they were deep-seated sexual thoughts buried under decades of influence from society's interpretation of what constitutes normality. He examined his thoughts; was he attracted to men? If so, did that make him gay? Or was he meant to be a woman? In which case, was he straight? Confusion clouded his muddled mind. 
 
   Almost an hour later, Todd made a decision. He might be better off as a woman. But then again, he needed to know what the future held if that was the case. He knew that he could see the sexiness of a man. But he could also see the same in women. So which did he prefer? He needed a comparison. And he had a willing partner. 
 
   So, Todd left the house. He passed Zack without a word, and shut the door behind him. Todd returned about thirty minutes later, clutching a small paper bag. A confused Zack turned, saying, "What --" Todd didn't hear the rest, as he quickly retreated to his room. 
 
   Once inside his room, Todd dropped the bag onto his bed, and took off his clothes. He stood there naked for almost a full minute before working up the courage to pick up the contents of the bag. It was a small tube, the contents of which, he squirted onto his finger. He put one foot on the bed, reached down, and started to work the K-Y Jelly into his anus. First one finger, then two. He repeated the action a few times until his rectum was good and slippery. Todd wiped off his hand, took a deep breath, and opened his door. 
 
   Zack was still sitting on their couch, watching television when Todd stepped in front of him. Todd knew that his body looked amazing. Zack began to say something, but Todd had already straddled him, and silenced him with a deep, passionate kiss. All doubt left Todd then. It just felt...right. 
 
   Todd felt Zack's hand cup his buttocks as the two made out. He also felt Zack's hardening cock. As the two kissed, Todd found himself unbuttoning Zack's shirt with trembling fingers. Then, Todd ran his hand over his friend's muscled chest, and rippling abdominal muscles. Finally, Todd's fingers felt Zack's cock through his khaki pants. He massaged it, and moved his lips to Zack's neck. Then, the kisses trailed down Zack's muscled torso, and Todd dismounted, coming to his knees between Zack's legs. 
 
   He reached up, unbuttoning and then unzipping Zack's trousers. Todd hooked his hands under Zack's waistband, and pulled the trousers down, and off. Then came the underwear, which couldn't come off quickly enough for Todd. And there it stood, proudly erect, Zack's penis. Todd wrapped his fingers around the cock, eagerly working his hand up and down. He leaned in, and gave it a lick. Then another, running from the testicles all the way to the tip. He did that a few more times before taking the head into his mouth. He left it there for a few seconds, tonguing it, teasing it. He tasted salty pre-cum. 
 
   Finally, he lowered his head, and took as much of the cock into his mouth as he could without gagging. As he retracted (slowly), Todd sucked for all he was worth. Todd followed that pattern for a couple of minutes (coming up for breath every so often) until he knew Zack was ready. 
 
   Todd stood before Zack for a couple of seconds, letting his friend admire his body. Then he climbed on top of him. On his knees, Todd could feel Zack's cock, brushing up against his rear end. He wiggled a bit, and smiled, teasing his friend. 
 
   Todd raised himself up a bit, and hovered above the cock. He reached behind him, and grabbed it. He guided the cock to his anus as he lowered himself. 
 
   Todd locked eyes with Zack, and lowered himself further. He felt the cock enter his rectum and he gasped. Even lubricated by the K-Y Jelly, it hurt, and bad, but he never broke eye contact with Zack. Further and further he lowered, one centimeter at a time, eye to eye with his lover, his friend, until it was buried deep into his anus. It was all the way in. 
 
   Todd sat there, Zack's cock deep in his ass, for almost thirty seconds before he started to pull himself up. Going down the second time was easier. By the third time, the pain was almost gone. The fourth, and that pain was replaced by pleasure. Soon, Todd was riding Zack for all he was worth. It wasn't just the actual penetration that Todd enjoyed; sure, that was a big part of it. But in that moment, Todd felt like a real woman. He felt his breasts bouncing, his ass jiggling, and his man fucking him. In that moment, Todd knew. This was the person he was meant to be. He was had become a she; perhaps she always had been. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   By the end of the year, Todd had changed her name to Tara, and had become Zack's live-in girlfriend. She aced the report, though she knew it wasn't her best work (her situation had obviously elicited some sympathy from the professor, as Zack had suggested it might), and she retained her scholarship offer. She even had gotten additional funds from a transgender charity of some sort (she didn't research it much, but wasn't about to turn down free money). 
 
   Tara and Zack had become a couple, and quite a cute one at that. Zack doted on his girlfriend; she was everything to him. Tara embraced her femininity. She started dressing as any other woman might dress, with nothing off limits. She wore skirts or dresses as much as jeans or shorts. They were happy. 
 
   Tara's mother accepted her change when she told her over the summer. She said that she had always sort of expected it. 
 
   Tara elected not to go ahead with full SRS. Maybe it was fear. Perhaps it was that she was content with the way things were. Even she didn't know. 
 
   The next year, Tara and Zack went to law school together, and their relationship continued to blossom. He proposed in their second year of law school, and the two were married six months later. A year after they graduated, the two adopted a darling baby boy, and went about their lives. 
 
   They remained married for until forty-five years later, Zack died of a heart attack. Two years later, Tara succumbed to cancer. They were survived by two children, four grandchildren, and one great-grandchild. 
 
   They were best friends the moment they met. They remained so until death took Zack from this world. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   What Makes a Man?
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   What is it that makes a man? Is it an attitude? A way of life? Physical attributes? It is an age-old question which, until now, has yet to be answered. I have seen a world in which the answer is clear. It is a reality parallel to our own, and, in most ways, it is similar. There has only been one major change, but that change is the answer to this most basic of questions. What makes a man? 
 
   So, let me tell you of this world so that you may know the truth. 
 
   First, you must know a few things, however. The biggest chunk of necessary knowledge is that magic, though extinct now, was once quite real. Very few could harness its power; even fewer could enact any change lasting more than a few minutes. No, it was a nearly useless tool in most hands. There was one man, however, who was more powerful than any who had come before. Nor would any come after him. He was the last, and the greatest who had ever lived. 
 
   Grigori Rasputin was born a lowly peasant on January 22, 1869, but soon discovered that he held in his grasp great power. Over the years, he worked with a peasant's ceaseless determination, and soon, rose to quite a position of authority. He became an adviser to the Russian Emperor Nicholas II. His exploits and political influence are quite well know, and I will not recount them. Suffice it to say that Rasputin's influence grew until he was the Emperor's right hand. 
 
   Ah, but this is not a happy tale, the story of Rasputin. The fall of the Romanov Dynasty (of which Nicholas II was a member) took Rasputin with it. But Rasputin had more than mere political power. Stabbed, disemboweled, and poisoned, Rasputin refused to let himself be murdered. It is said that he was an evil man; that is lost to history, but it is safe to say that he was hated. 
 
   Even the great Rasputin's powers (which included telepathy, the ability to heal far past the day's medical capabilities, and prophecy) could not keep him alive forever, and he knew it. So, he prepared a spell which would satisfy his sense of humor as well as curse those citizens of the world who would not accept him. 
 
   Surely, there is quite a bit more to the tale, but it was long ago. Perhaps the curse had some meaning to those he left behind; time has faded what evidence there might have been. But that is where that reality diverged from ours, with a dying man's curse. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Episode One
 
   The Male Mother is Born
 
    
 
   The date was December 16, 1916. Fred would remember that day for the rest of his life. The world would remember it for all time. It was the day an old Russian political adviser, healer, and rumored magician died, but that is not the why it is remembered. Surely, it began with that death, but the world changed that day because of a curse he cast with a dying breath. 
 
   Fred's eyes fluttered open, and he yawned. He felt his wife, Theresa, stir beside him, but she didn't wake. He rubbed his still tired eyes, and looked around the room. Light streamed in from the single window of their small apartment, and dust motes danced in the air. He yawned again. The night before had been wonderfully tiring; the couple was young and in love, and as with all young, amorous couples, they were prone to late nights of passion. 
 
   Fred sat up, and turned, looking at his wife. She was gorgeous; he could say that without feeling the least bit biased. Her auburn hair covered the porcelain-clear skin of her lovely face, the mass of curls obscuring Theresa's piercing green eyes. Thoughts of her body - plump enough to be soft in all the right places, but not so much that one would call her fat - brought a sly smile to Fred's face. 
 
   He stood, and stretched, knowing that if he followed that train of thought for any longer, he would be quite late for work. He shuffled towards the bathroom; they were lucky to have their own, and had given up quite a bit of space to get an apartment with its own shower. 
 
   Once inside, Fred looked into the old mirror above the sink. It had been a gift from his mother on his and Theresa's wedding day, but it had seen better days. He turned on the water, cupped his hands, and splashed it on his face. He felt different that morning, but he couldn't put his finger on how. As he gazed into the mirror, he couldn't see anything that had changed. Fred still had the same boyish face and straight black hair. Shrugging, he decided that he needed to get ready for work. 
 
   Fred was a stockbroker; it was a new job, and didn't really pay all that well at the time, but things were looking up. He had recently acquired a few new clients, and soon, Fred hoped, he could parlay that into a better living. After all, he and Theresa wanted a family, and it was his responsibility to provide for Theresa and their unborn child, whenever he or she might join their family. 
 
   And then it happened. He pulled off his undergarment (a thin pair of short trousers), and started to get into the shower. But he finally realized what was different. A certain weight was missing from between his legs. He looked down, and saw nothing save a patch of pubic hair. Panic overcame him as he clutched at his crotch, and felt only the folds of vaginal lips. He looked around, scared. He didn't even know of what he was frightened, but horrified, he was. 
 
   "C'mon Fred. You're dreamin'," he said, slapping himself in the face. "Time to wake up, now." But he didn't awake, because it was not a dream. It was very, very real. 
 
   A high-pitched scream pierced the air, drawing Fred's mind back into a relative state of calm. Theresa was in trouble. 
 
   Fred flung the bathroom door open, and rushed out. Theresa was as naked as when she had gone to sleep the night before, and standing beside the bed. She quickly covered her crotch, but there was no hiding it. Fred had seen it. She had a penis, and not a small one. 
 
   "Fred, you have --" Theresa started, but Fred said, "Theresa, is that a --" at the same time. And then Fred realized that he stood there, his new vagina bare to his lovely wife, and a self-conscious embarrassment overcame him. He covered it up. 
 
   Fred quickly ducked back into the bathroom, and donned his undergarment. He stood in the bathroom for a few minutes, thinking, trying to figure out what exactly was going on. It defied all explanation. After a few minutes of fruitless thought, he decided to inspect his body, expecting to find more changes. He thought his hips looked a little wider, but other than that, nothing had changed. Except for his new vagina. He tried not to think about that. 
 
   Fred emerged from the bathroom almost a half hour after he had discovered his wife's penis, and found her sitting on the bed (still naked), staring at nothing. He could tell she had been crying. He crossed the room, and put his arm around Theresa. 
 
   "It's going to be okay," Fred stated, scarcely believing the words himself. "This is a dream, or some sort of ....I don't know. But everything's going to be okay." He hoped his words were some comfort, but he had little hope that they were. Theresa leaned her head onto his chest, and started crying. Fred felt the wetness of her tears as he stoically held her. 
 
   About an hour later, Theresa had stopped crying. They were both lost in thought for a while longer before Theresa finally said, "So what do we do now?" 
 
   "Huh?" Fred had been deep in thought. 
 
   "I asked what we were going to do now," Theresa said. "Just act like nothing has happened?" 
 
   Fred shrugged. "I don't know. Is it just us? I just don't know." 
 
   Theresa suggested that they try to figure out if there was anyone else who had experienced a similar change, so, they turned on the radio. It was quickly apparent that it had happened to everyone in the entire world. Every man on earth now had a vagina, and every woman, a penis. It was nearly too much to bear for either Fred or Theresa. The radio announcer gave no information about what was to blame, but said that everyone should remain calm and go about their lives. 
 
   "Fat chance of that happening," Fred said. 
 
   For most of that day, neither Fred nor Theresa spoke much. Both abstained from food, as they were quite distracted. Finally, the day after the change, the two began to loosen up, and talk. 
 
   "Can I see it?" Theresa asked. "You know, your...well, you know." She giggled. It was the first time she had even cracked a smile for two days. 
 
   Fred had successfully avoided even acknowledging his vagina for most of the previous day. The only exception was when he had to urinate, and then, it was unavoidable. Having to sit to pee was a bit of a tipping point for Fred. Before then, he had been able to deny it, to push the vagina from his thoughts. But as he sat there, urine trickling out of his vagina, he couldn't help but think, I have a snatch. 
 
   So, when Theresa had asked to see it, Fred had been surprised for only a second, and then he said, "I'll show you mine if you show me yours." 
 
   "Okay, but you first," Theresa retorted. 
 
   Fred sighed, and unbuttoned his trousers, then slipped them off. Then, off came his undergarment. 
 
   "Take off your shirt, too," Theresa instructed, her tone a little more commanding than usual. Fred complied. 
 
   There he stood, naked as the day he was born, and missing a part which he had had since that day twenty-one years prior. He struggled not to cover himself, as he felt quite vulnerable. 
 
   To soothe his own tension, Fred said after only a few seconds, "Your turn." 
 
   The couple had been married for almost two years, and Fred had seen Theresa naked many, many times before, but rarely had he felt the sort of anticipation roiling inside of him as he did when Theresa slowly unbuttoned her blouse that day. Her generous bosom spilled from her blouse, inviting as ever. She slipped the garment from her shoulders, proudly displaying her breasts as if to say, "See. I am still a woman." 
 
   And then, she unbuttoned her long skirt, and let it fall to the ground. Fred could see the bulge in her knickers; the garment wasn't made to contain her new anatomy. And then she hooked her thumbs under the waistband, and slipped them off, revealing her penis in all its glory. 
 
   Years of conditioning made him look away. Curiosity brought his eyes back to his wife's new appendage. He looked up, into his wife's green eyes. There was no judgment there, only a plea for acceptance. His eyes traveled back down her body, over her creamy white skin, and across the soft, mounds that were her breasts. Over her flat, smooth stomach to her penis, he looked. It was bigger than his had been, Fred could tell. 
 
   "It's...," Fred trailed off, searching for the right word. Finally, he said, "Big." 
 
   That, apparently, was the exact wrong thing to say, because Theresa immediately threw herself onto the bed, and cried, "I'm a freak! I'm hideous!" 
 
   Like nearly every husband, and even though he was completely nonplussed, and dealing with quite bit himself, Fred knew exactly what to do. 
 
   "No, you're not, honey," he soothed, striding over to where she lay on the bed, crying. "You're still beautiful. You'll always be beautiful." 
 
   "But you said it yourself," Theresa said between sobs. "It's just so big, and ugly, and ..." she went back to crying. 
 
   "It's not that big, really," Fred lied. "And it's not ugly. It's just..." Frank had no idea what to say. 
 
   After a few seconds, Theresa said, "Touch it, then." She turned over, and lay on her back. "If it's not ugly, and you love me, touch it." 
 
   Fred knew he was trapped. He knew he wasn't ready for a step like that. He knew it was completely unfair of her to ask that of him, but it didn't matter. She didn't have to be rational; he just had to do what she wanted, or she might snap. 
 
   "Okay," Fred said. "If that will prove that I love you, no matter what's between your legs, I'll touch it." 
 
   She gave him a look that clearly said, well, get on with it then...if you can. It was a challenge, and Frank knew it. Perhaps she wasn't as fragile as Fred had assumed. Maybe she had planned it from the start. Then again, maybe not. Fred was backed into a corner. Besides, a part of him wanted to do it. In the days since the change, he had pondered the implications. 
 
   Steeling himself, he took a deep breath, and sat down on the edge of the bed. He reached out a hand, and touched Theresa's limp penis. It was just a poke, a quick touch, and his hand was away. 
 
   "You're going to have to do better than that, Frank," Theresa admonished. He had known he wasn't getting off that easily. "Grab it. Feel it. Hold it. Then I'll know you love me." 
 
   Fred was in a quandary. He loved his wife. He really did. And he was willing to accept her as she was, but, at the same time, he hadn't quite reached the level of acceptance where he could just grab her penis without thought. So, his shaking hand inched closer, ever so slowly, to his wife's penis. It hovered an inch away, and Fred felt its heat. And then, he wrapped his fingers around it. 
 
   It felt different, somehow, than when he had felt his own. It felt softer, and more substantial than his had ever felt in his hands. The fading memory of the feel of his own penis was quickly outweighed by the present. 
 
   "Now rub it a little bit," Theresa said. Fred, his hand already around a hardening penis, knew that he had already crossed the boundary from which there was no return. He knew that there was no point resisting any longer. So he gently moved his hand up and down his wife's penis, feeling its ever-hardening length. Soon, it was completely engorged. 
 
   "Kiss it," Theresa instructed. When he looked askance at her, she said, "It's part of me. If you love me - all of me, you'll kiss it." 
 
   Fred did love his wife, and he would learn to love all of her. If she wanted him to kiss her penis, then he would. He bent down, and planted his lips on the shaft, and kissed. Then he kissed it again. That sealed his fate. 
 
   Theresa reached down, and stroked his cheek as he kissed her penis over and over again. She let out a little moan, and then said, "I want to make love to you, baby." 
 
   His mind muddled by arousal and devotion to his wife, Fred allowed Theresa to guide him onto the bed, and onto his back. He lay there submissively as she spread his legs, and reached a hand between his legs. It was a strange moment for Fred as he felt his wife's finger probing his new vagina; all he could think was that his legs had never been spread so wide. Soon, though, even that thought was replaced by the feel of his wife's penis as it entered him for the first time. It hurt, but the pain only really lasted for a few seconds (though it did linger in the background). 
 
   She lay on top of him, thrusting away, Fred's legs wrapped around her waist. 
 
   Everything was so different for Fred. He had never imagined that it would feel like it did. It was indescribable. Trying to explain it would have been fruitless - like trying to explain what the color blue looks like to a blind man. All Fred knew was that he liked it - a lot. But it wasn't the way he had felt about having sex when he had a penis; then, it was all about getting to the climax. With a vagina, the mere act of penetration was enjoyable enough by itself. He wasn't even disappointed when, after only a minute or so, Theresa had an orgasm. He just felt...content as Theresa’s penis softened, and she climbed off of him. 
 
   The two lay there for nearly an hour, neither saying a word, but both still naked. Fred thought about what had just happened. He knew it was too soon; he hadn't been ready. But maybe that was how it had to be. He doubted that he would have ever been truly ready. But once he had had sex, a new level of acceptance was reached. Fred lay there, wondering about what the future might hold. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The future, as it happened, held quite a large surprise for Fred and Theresa. Two weeks after the change, Fred went back to work. However, he found that his pants were an ill fit. His previous suspicions about his hips had been correct; they were a little wider. In addition, Fred noticed that his once-fit rear end had gained a touch of heft - it wasn't really fat, just soft. Altogether, it wasn't really that noticeable, but Fred was a little self-conscious about the way his suits fit. 
 
   As for his relationship with Theresa, Fred had rarely (if ever) been happier. The two were still very much in love, and had adjusted surprisingly quickly to their new sexual roles. Fred soon began to accept his wife's penis as an inevitable, and even quite enjoyable part of life. 
 
   A few weeks later, Fred started to experience mood swings. One minute, he would be fine, and the next, he'd be snapping Theresa's head off. They both chalked it up to the stress of the changes they had both experienced, and dismissed it. Then, Fred's chest became swollen and tender, and his nipples started grew. Over a few days, he experienced a number of other troubling symptoms, including extreme, unexpected fatigue, nausea, and headache. All of that, and he started to lose weight. Afraid that Fred had contracted some sort of serious illness, the two went to a physician. 
 
   The news was quite a bit different than what they had expected. Fred, it seemed, was pregnant. The doctor seemed quite excited, and said that he hadn't heard of any other pregnant men yet. Soon, they were referred to another doctor, and then they were sent to a local university for tests. 
 
   As for Fred, the knowledge of his pregnancy hit him hard, but not in the way he probably would have expected. A deep calm overtook him, and he accepted his lot. It had been silly, he reasoned, to expect that there would be no consequences for his and his wife's amorous activities. That was the way of the world. 
 
   The doctor's threw a lot of medical jargon at him, but Fred didn't really understand it all. What he did understand was that there was a little person growing inside of him, and he knew that he loved it. He didn't even know what it was, but he wanted to. It was quite a revelation for Fred, to realize that he very much wanted to become a mother. 
 
   A few days passed, and soon, the tests were in the past. Fred agreed to weekly check-ups, but, other than that, he was allowed to go about his business. His symptoms continued, but he persevered. Days passed into weeks, and weeks into months. 
 
   Fred continued to grow, and not just his belly. He started to gain weight in his chest, thighs, and buttocks as well, which, inevitably led to stretch marks. His chest became breasts (not terribly large, but extremely noticeable), and his nipples darkened. Soon, Fred was unable to hide his pregnancy, and he drew quite a few stares. He lost his job at around the five month mark. Fred hardly minded; the hustle and bustle of being a working man was quite difficult in his condition. 
 
   But that meant that Theresa had to go to work. It took a few days, but it wasn't long before she took a job as a factory worker. 
 
   So, Fred found himself, day by day, waddling around the house, his growing stomach poking out. Each day, he looked at himself in the mirror, and saw his floppy breasts and big belly, and nearly cried. He was a whale. 
 
   One day, around the seven month mark, Theresa got home from work, and found him sitting on a chair, crying. She approached him, and rubbed his back gently, "What's wrong, baby?" 
 
   "Nothing," Fred lied. 
 
   "Oh, come on, honey. Don't cry," Theresa said. "Just tell me what's wrong, and we'll fix it." She knelt beside him, and took his chin in her hand. "What's wrong?" 
 
   Fred sniffled, and said, "It's this," he patted his belly. "And these," he grabbed his breasts. "And my fat rear end! I'm hideous!" 
 
   "Oh, baby, you're still handsome to me. You're carrying our child," Theresa said. "That's beautiful. You're beau--" She stopped mid-word. 
 
   Fred had heard her. He'd known what she was going to say. But at that moment, in that state, he didn't mind being called beautiful. He didn't mind being called anything but how he felt. Theresa hugged him tightly. 
 
   And then Fred noticed something; Theresa had cut her hair. When he asked her about it, she just said that long hair was a liability in the factory. Frank wasn't so sure he liked the new look, but he wisely kept his opinion to himself. 
 
   When Fred's pregnancy entered its eighth month, the doctors wanted to monitor his progress at all times. He was, after all, the first pregnant male the world had ever seen; he would be far from the last. So, they moved him into a small room at the university in which they could keep an eye on him. Fred felt even more vulnerable than ever before, as doctors and scientists subjected him to batteries of tests. For her part, Theresa spent nearly every hour by her husband's side, save those she spent trying to earn a living. 
 
   Once, about two weeks into his stay at the university, Fred asked his doctor, "I'm not sure, doc, but I think my hips have gotten wider, and it's not just the pregnancy, either. I --" 
 
   "That's not unexpected," the doctor replied as he wrote on a clipboard. "The male pelvis changed when we...changed. It is almost identical now to a female pelvis. Until you came along, we wondered why, but now it's clear that it is to aid in childbirth." 
 
   "Oh," Fred said. "That makes sense, I guess." 
 
   At eight months, and twenty-four days, Fred went into labor. Surprisingly, the birth went off without a hitch, though Fred felt quite a bit more pain than he had ever experienced in his life. 
 
   "It's a ...," the doctor said, trailing off. The child had a vagina, but what did that make it? Were offspring afflicted by the same reversal as their parents? They let Fred hold his child for only a few minutes before taking it away. They had warned him that it would happen, that they needed to run tests on the infant, but that didn't make it any easier for Frank. He nearly cried when they took his child away. 
 
   He needn't have worried overmuch, for the child was back in his arms within a few hours. The doctors had run their tests, and were now awaiting results. About an hour after that, as the baby suckled at Fred's breast, the doctor told him, "It's a boy." 
 
   The doctor tried to explain how that was - something to do with sperm and eggs, but Fred heard very little of it. All he could think was, I have a son. A beautiful baby boy. They named him Harry. 
 
   A few weeks passed, and soon, Fred was allowed to go home with his child. Once back at the apartment, Fred settled the baby into his new home. 
 
   "Do you think you'll be okay here alone, then?" Theresa asked. She had to go to work, but was leery about leaving her husband alone. 
 
   "I'll be fine. Go to work," Fred answered, and kissed his wife. That first day was difficult, but Fred pulled through. Harry wasn't a difficult child, but no new parent is fully prepared for the reality of caring for an infant. So, Fred spent a few days adjusting and learning. Soon, though, he caught his stride. 
 
   He particularly liked breastfeeding Harry. He felt such a connection when he did. The doctor had told Fred that, though it was completely uncharted territory, he felt safe in assuming that Frank's breasts would remain engorged for about a year, and then return to normal. Again, he threw a bunch of medical jargon at Fred, but Fred hardly understood it. Besides, at the time, he was preoccupied with how wondrous his son was. 
 
   Weeks passed, and Fred decided that it might be time to go back to work. It didn't take him long to acquire a job working as a runner for a law firm, but every minute he was away from Harry (who was being kept by Fred's mother) was absolute torture. Sensing his discomfort, Theresa offered him a way out, saying at dinner one night, "You know, you don't have to work. I make enough to keep us afloat." 
 
   Fred's upbringing clashed with his maternal instincts, but his instincts won out in the end. He decided to become a househusband. A few months later, and life had settled into a rhythm. Fred took care of Harry and the apartment while Theresa worked. He even became quite a good cook, and had dinner prepared and on the table for his work-weary wife each evening. 
 
   So, a little over a year after the change, Fred had everything he could desire: a loving wife, a beautiful baby boy, and a sense of self-worth stemming from his knowledge that he and Theresa were true partners, and that their young family would fall apart without any of the individual pieces. He took pride in his role as a househusband. 
 
   As he watched his son go from crawling, to walking, Fred knew that the care of his child would always be enough for him. 
 
   As it insists upon doing, time went on, and the initial change begot more changes. The story of Fred, Theresa, and their darling child is unique only in that they were the first such family. But they would not be the last. Just as had women before them, many men found it difficult to leave their children in the care of another. Perhaps it was the psychology of having carried and birthed that child; or maybe it is a biological connection. Regardless of the reason, many male mothers found themselves in the role of househusband. 
 
   So quite a few women found themselves in a different role as well - that of breadwinner. They started out working in traditional women's jobs, but soon, the demand outgrew the labor force, and many businesses were forced to hire women. And those businesses flourished. Women had been relegated to second class status for far too long, and they were eager to prove that they could do any job a man could do, and they did prove it. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   With their new jobs, though, came different rules, unspoken or otherwise. The dress or skirt was all but abandoned as women eschewed the impractical for more functional garments. Gone were the days of women in their high heels, elaborately fixed hair, and makeup. In their place was the modern woman of the 20s in her dungarees and work boots, and with short hair, clean face, and a no nonsense attitude. 
 
   Change, in retrospect, might seem sudden, but it is so often incremental, and easily dismissed when it happens. So it was with man. Gone were the callused hands and dirty fingers of the working man; in their place were the soft, manicured hands of the househusband. As far as fashion, it hardly changed in that first decade for me. They continued to wear their trousers, but the new fashions had changed subtly. They were slightly more form fitting, and cut to fit the new man's shape - slightly wider hips, and nothing in the crotch for which to make room. 
 
   The 20s became the 30s, and the world continued to adjust. After a decade, women had surpassed men in the workplace. By then, it was frowned upon for a woman to have long hair, and none wore dresses or skirts. More though, they soon began to get jobs in management. By the 40s, very few men were left in the upper levels of business. 
 
   That change brought yet another change. Women like men. But the women in this world, they liked good-looking men as their underlings, as their secretaries and personal assistants. And so, many young men found themselves as the handsome young secretary for powerful women. But with that job came a dress code. So quite a few men found themselves dressed in flattering blouses, pants which dropped just past their knees, stockings, and high heels. It was only a few more years before some enterprising fashion designer resurrected a long dead style - the skirt. Soon, working boys the world over had begun wearing skirts and dresses. 
 
   By the 50s, women had replaced men as the rough-and-tumble sex. That generation had grown up completely devoid of experience before the change, and all they knew was the current incarnations of masculinity and femininity. Men were the househusbands, taking care of the children and the house, and were expected to look their best at all time. Women, on the other hand, had more on their minds than simply looking nice; they had to provide for their families. 
 
   And so is set our next chapter... 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Episode Two
 
   A New Kind of Handsome
 
    
 
   "You will do no such thing, young man!" Chad's father yelled at him. "Just wait until your mother gets home and hears what her only son plans to do with his life...an actor! Ha!" 
 
   Chad took the barrage, letting his father go on about how he would be throwing his life away. Chad's father was only thirty-five, and still looked quite nice. He had broad shoulders, wide hips, and kept in good shape. 
 
   Chad, on the other hand, had not inherited his father's body type. He was tall, and quite slim, but his hips did flare like his father's. Chad liked the way he looked, and most of the girls at his high school did too, but he knew his father regarded him as something of an oddity. 
 
   "No, young man. You're going to finish high school, and find yourself a good wife to take care of you," Chad's father continued. "You need to get that Hollywood stuff out of your head." 
 
   It was always the same thing. Find a woman. Marry her. Have babies. Chad's father had no imagination, no ambition. He was content to live out his life as the trophy husband of a successful businesswoman. 
 
   Chad knew it was pointless to argue with his father when he got like that, so he just took the verbal punishment in stride, and, instead, daydreamed about what Hollywood might really be like. The dressing down inevitably ended with Chad being sent to his room. He climbed the stairs in a huff, his skirts swishing. 
 
   He slammed the door, and flung himself on the bed dramatically, even though no one was watching. He turned onto his back, and sighed. He lay there for a few minutes, lost in thoughts of freedom and independence. What would it be like? 
 
   That wasn't all, though. Chad knew that he wanted to be the center of attention; he had gotten a taste of female attention, and he wanted more. He wanted the girls to drool over him as they watched him on the silver screen. But did he have what it took? 
 
   He stood, and looked in the mirror. Slowly, he unzipped the skirt, and let it fall to the ground. Then, he took off his blouse. There he stood in only his panties, nothing to hide his slim figure, his narrow shoulders, thin waste, and rounded hips. His platinum blonde hair stood in pigtails, and Chad's face was what anyone would call cute with its button nose, soft features, and full lips. 
 
   He was handsome, he knew, but was he handsome enough to be in movies? 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Chad left that night. He took a midnight bus with only one destination in mind: Hollywood. Across the country, he rode that bus, but he saw so little - dusty old roads and trees, mostly. Dreams of Hollywood stardom danced in his head the whole way west. 
 
   He arrived at night, and with the first step taken, he hardly knew what to do next. Chad was in a strange place with no friends, and little money. He rented a hotel, and stayed the night, intending to search for a temporary job in the morning. When he awoke, the limitless optimism of naïve youth filled his head, and he set out to find a job. 
 
   Only a few days later, Chad found himself waiting tables at an upscale restaurant. He harbored delusions of meeting a famous actress, and becoming her husband. But that was not to be. Over the next few months, Chad auditioned for a plethora of roles, but most casting agents called him "too Midwestern," or "too skinny," or "too" whatever else they could come up with. He started to lose that youthful optimism. 
 
   Audition after audition, he attended, but to no avail. He had, however, been propositioned by quite a few of the female casting agents. He only accepted one of them; Chad couldn't even remember her name, but he certainly regretted his actions. 
 
   It had been about a month after his arrival, and just after the audition, she had invited him back to her house. Elated, Chad readily agreed. She wasn't pretty, to be sure. She was fat, and smelled like cigars. But Chad wasn't stupid. He knew how these things worked. If he slept with her, maybe, just maybe, he would get the breakout part he so desired. 
 
   And so he had found himself being led into her house - it was such a huge building. 
 
   "You really do have a unique look..." she paused, trying to remember his name. 
 
   "Chad," he provided. 
 
   "Yes, Chad," she said. "Quite stunning." 
 
   Chad smiled, and giggled in acceptance of the compliment. They talked for a few minutes before she leaned in to kiss him. Not only did she smell like cigars, she tasted like them as well. But Chad kissed back. 
 
   He wasn't really that type of boy; in fact, he was a virgin, but he wasn't as innocent as some would suspect. Chad heard the telltale sound of a zipper, and saw that the casting agent had pulled her penis out. Chad knew what she wanted, so he leaned down, and took the thing's head into his mouth, and started bobbing up and down. It wasn't long before she ejaculated into his mouth, and Chad tasted the warm, salty-sweet liquid as it slid down his throat. 
 
   "Thanks," the casting agent had said, zipping up her pants. "You can go now. My husband will be home soon." 
 
   "What about the part?" Chad had asked. 
 
   "I, uh, I'll be in touch," she had said. "Now off with you before my husband gets home." 
 
   It was a rude awakening for the young boy. He knew he had been used, but that wasn't what bothered him. He merely wanted to be repaid in kind. But so went things in Hollywood, he quickly found. Life wasn't always determined by who deserved that big break; more often, it was the result of pure luck. 
 
   Chad was in Hollywood for almost a year before he was on the verge of breaking down. He had continued to audition, and he had received his fair share of sexual advances, many of them quite overt. But he had refused them all; he knew where that sort of thing led, and that wasn't a place to which he was willing to go. No, he would succeed based on talent alone. Well, that wasn't exactly true; he certainly wouldn't turn down an opportunity if they simply liked his look, acting ability notwithstanding. 
 
   He hit rock bottom in terms of self-confidence. One can only be told no so many times before a feeling of worthlessness begins to set in, and Chad was at that point. He found it increasingly hard to eat, sleep, or concentrate. The result was that he lost weight. His already slim frame became even skinnier. However, it was a testament to his perseverance that he continued to audition, to put himself out there on nearly a daily basis. He wouldn't let the system beat him. 
 
   One year, two months, and three days after Chad had come to Hollywood, he met the woman who would change his life (and the course of history) forever. Her name was Judy Brewer, and she was a young, fit, good looking woman who had the good fortune to sit at one of Chad's tables. 
 
   "My name is Chad, and I'll be your waiter today, ma'am," Chad said, putting on a cheerful demeanor. Chad looked up from his notepad after a few seconds of silence, and saw that his customer was staring at him slack-jawed. "Ma'am?" he said. As if coming out of a daze, the woman shook her head. 
 
   "Oh, yes. I'll start with ...." she went on with her order, and Chad took it down. The woman barely took her eyes off of him. The meal went normally, with Chad serving like always, but he couldn't help but feel the woman's eyes on him. 
 
   At the end of the meal, she took Chad's hand, and said, "My name is Judy Brewer. You've probably never heard of me, but I am a casting agent at Paramount. I usually don't do this, but --" 
 
   "I won't go home with you, no matter who you are, ma'am. I'm not that kind of boy," Chad interrupted. 
 
   "What? No, it's not that. I want to offer you a job," she said. "Here," she handed him a card. "Call me tomorrow morning, and we'll set something up. 
 
   Chad was stunned. Was this what he thought it was? Was it his big break? Had he been discovered? 
 
   "Don't forget. Tomorrow," Judy stated as she got up to leave. "If you don't, I'll just come back." 
 
   Chad stood in shocked silence for almost a full minute after Judy had left. It wasn't until someone else bumped into him that he was shaken away from his thoughts. 
 
   The next day, Chad sat by the telephone, wondering when to call. He didn't want to appear too eager, and call first thing, but at the same time, he didn't want to appear to be indifferent, and call too late. He decided on ten o'clock. It came and went, but still, Chad did not call. He was just too nervous. He finally did it at around eleven. 
 
   He didn't speak to Judy, but instead, spoke to a secretary. He gave Chad directions to Judy's office, and told him to be there at three o'clock. It all seemed so unreal.  Was this really it? 
 
   And then, another question entered his head. He asked himself what he should wear. Should he go for sexy? Should he be the boy next door? He didn't want to appear to be trying too hard, certainly. After all, Judy had noticed him at the restaurant, where he was far from at his best. He strode to his closet, and started browsing clothes. 
 
   He knew that he needed to wear a dress; he didn't want to appear feminine by wearing trousers. No, definitely a dress, he thought. He flipped through his closet, searching for the perfect attire. He knew the moment he saw it, the white sundress. It was short enough to tease, but modest enough that no one would get the wrong impression. 
 
   Chad slipped off his nightgown, took a shower, did his hair, put on some light make up, and then got dressed. He slipped on his panties first; they were a new sort called bikinis. He liked how they felt, even though they were quite a bit tighter than the knickers he had grown up wearing. He smiled as he settled the dress onto his body, and looked into the mirror. Perfect. Chad put on a pair of modest heels, and left his small apartment. 
 
   He arrived at Judy's office about half an hour later, and was taken aback by the décor. It was expensive, he knew, but it wasn't ostentatious. Tasteful was the word. He had to wait a few minutes in a plush waiting area before an attractive boy said, "She will see you now." 
 
   Chad rose on wobbly legs. Butterflies danced in his tummy as he walked towards the indicated door, his heels clicking on the tile floor. He opened the door, and stepped inside. 
 
   Dark, cherry wood was everywhere. The room was dominated by a huge, but sort of plain desk, and the walls were decorated with pictures of movie stars and movie posters. The office was occupied by Judy and one other woman; both were dressed in impeccable suits. Judy's was blue with pinstripes. The other woman wore a plain, black suit. It was strange. In that moment, when so many other things should have been dominating Chad's thoughts, he couldn't help but notice that both women had quite large breasts which the obviously expensive suits could not (nor were they designed to) disguise. He blushed at the thought. Chad was definitely a fan of big breasts. 
 
   "Yes, Chad," Judy said. "Thank you for coming in. Have a seat." She gestured to the chair next to her colleague. When Chad sat down, she continued, "This is Barbara Emerson. She is the head of Paramount Studios." Chad extended his hand, and, to his surprise, Barbara took it gently, and kissed it. Chad couldn't help but smile. 
 
   "The reason I've asked you to come here," Judy said after Chad had settled into his chair. "Well, quite frankly, you are the epitome of what we're looking for in a new kind of male lead. But it's not just movies. We want to make you an icon. Modeling, acting, public appearances, the works. We want you to become a superstar." 
 
   Chad didn't know what to say. "I don't understand. I mean, I understand, but I can't really wrap my head around what you mean." Chad was having trouble articulating his confusion. The problem was that he had never thought of stardom as a calculated thing. It was something which just happened if a particular movie was popular. 
 
   "Basically," Judy said. "We want to construct an image around you. It might not be you exactly at first, but that doesn't really matter. We'll put you in the right movies, and your picture will be everywhere. If we do our job right, your name and image will become synonymous with male sexuality. And then we'll start making the real money." 
 
   Judy couldn't have been clearer. This was it, Chad knew. It was the sort of opportunity about which every boy in Hollywood dreamed. 
 
   "So where do we go from here?" Chad asked. 
 
   Judy smiled. "Well, from here, we make a star. First things first, though. You need a makeover. I like the boy-next-door thing you've got going, but we need to sex it up a little. I'll have a car brought around to take you to the stylist." 
 
   "And after that?" Chad queried. 
 
   "That's where I come in," Barbara said. "Once we have your look sorted out, we're going to make a movie. It's one that is almost guaranteed to be a success. We've just been waiting on the right boy to come along. After that, we'll start doing some promotional photo shoots, and a short tour to get your name out there." 
 
   "And then," Judy added. "You become a national sex symbol." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   "Just gorgeous," the stylist, a short, sort of masculine woman said. "Your body is absolutely stunning. What is your secret?" 
 
   Chad didn't know how to answer. He simply had not been eating well, and thus, was skinnier than he typically would be. He shrugged. 
 
   "Well, whatever you're doing, keep doing it, honey," the stylist said. "Now, about your image. Judy said she wanted sexy, but still innocent. So nothing too risqué. No," the stylist seemed to be talking to herself. "I think we keep you in white. People will connect that to purity." 
 
   Chad stood in only his underwear before the stylist, but he knew that he held no particular interest for her. She just didn't swing that way. The stylist walked a slow circle around Chad, a steady litany of verbal notes trailing her. 
 
   "I think we go light on the makeup, give you some blonde hair - not too long. Maybe shoulder length. Curl it a touch, just to give it some character. And red lipstick. Yes, just enough sexy," she seemed quite pleased. 
 
   And then an army of stylists descended on poor Chad. First, they wrapped a corset around his waist, tightening it until he had trouble breathing. He compensated by taking short, shallow breaths. After a few minutes, he got used to it. Then came the hair and makeup. They didn't let him see what they were doing, but whatever it was, it took forever. He sat in a chair, stylists hovering all around him for what seemed like an hour. Finally, they finished, and brought out the dress. It wasn't that much different than the sundress he had worn earlier, but it was a tad shorter. The hem fluttered around his thighs as he stood. They led him to a mirror, and he was stunned. Not because of how different he looked. No, it was because after all of that, he still looked like, well, himself, only better. 
 
   Even Chad could see that what they had created was exactly the combination of innocence and sex appeal which Judy had described. Chad had always known that his looks exceed that of most boys, but he had never considered himself in the category of true, unquestionable beauty. Now he saw it. 
 
   His thin body was not that of a skinny boy, but instead, his arms and legs looked willowy. His thin waist, cinched by the corset, combined with the curve of his hips gave him a figure resembling an hourglass. And then there was his face. Chad was captivated by it, even though it was his own reflection. They had lightened his hair some, and instead of a yellow blonde, it was now closer to a platinum color. His skin was flawless, and his plump lips were red. 
 
   In that moment, everyone who saw Chad knew that a new sort of sexy had been created.
 
    
 
    *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next few months were a whirlwind of activity for the young boy. The movie was filmed in about thirty days, and while it went into postproduction, Chad was whisked away to do photo shoots and make public appearances. 
 
   People were skeptical at first, Chad knew. He was so different than traditionally accepted views of masculine beauty. Up until he came along, broad shoulders and a square jaw were considered attractive. But it didn't take that long for people to accept that different can sometimes be better. And Chad was certainly different. Delicate would be the best word to describe him. 
 
   Two months after he had finished filming the movie, nearly everyone in the country knew his name, and, more importantly knew his look. Two months after that, the movie was released to wild acclaim. 
 
   A superstar - no, a cultural icon - was born. 
 
   Chad filmed two more movies that year, each as successful as the last. The world (yes, his fame became international over the course of that year) couldn't get enough of Chad. Innocent and sexy, what a combination. 
 
   For nearly three years, Chad worked almost non-stop, making films, doing photo shoots, and making appearances. Until one day, Chad collapsed on the set of his latest film. Stress, they called it, and they prescribed a vacation. The studio was only too happy to provide the means, and so, Chad went on holiday to Spain. He had visited before, and had been taken with the beauty of their beaches. 
 
   And so, Chad found himself lounging on a Spanish beach a week after the collapse. All he wore was a simple white bikini. He knew that he was recognized, but thankfully, no one bothered him. 
 
   One afternoon, Chad, as chat laid on a towel, sipping a beverage, a woman approached him. She wore a pair of white linen pants, a white shirt that was open nearly to her navel, and was barefoot. But Chad hardly noticed any of that. His eyes were glued to the woman's breasts; they were absolutely magnificent. They weren't huge, to be sure. Chad had seen bigger. But they were perfectly shaped, and quite perky. Then, Chad's eyes traveled up the woman's torso to her swarthy face. She had obviously spent her share of time in the sun. 
 
   "Hello," she said in accented English. "May I sit with you?" 
 
   Chad nodded, not trusting himself to speak. The woman sat down beside him. 
 
   "I have been watching you from afar," she said. "You are quite attractive." 
 
   She was forward, but Chad, for once, didn't mind. The woman was absolutely perfect. She was almost as tall as Chad, but quite a bit stockier, though there was little fat on her body. She looked like an athlete. 
 
   "My name is Lena," she said. "And you are the famous movie star, yes?" 
 
   Lena. The name was familiar, but Chad couldn't place why. "Chad," he said, extending his hand. Lena took it, and kissed it. 
 
   "Charmed," she said. "I am no good at this, so I will just say it. Will you accompany me to dinner tonight?" 
 
   Lena. The origin of his familiarity was on the tip of Chad's mind. Regardless, he taken by the woman's good looks and frank proposition, so he agreed. 
 
   "Good. I shall collect you tonight at seven, then," Lena stated. "Until then," she said, kissing Chad's hand once again. And she rose, walking away. Lena. And then it hit Chad. Princess Lena. She was the heiress to the Spanish throne. Royalty. And she had chosen Chad. 
 
   Chad sat on the beach for almost an entire hour, time passing as if it were nothing. He couldn't believe it. Sure, he had met famous people before. He had dated a few famous women over the years, mostly movie stars. But royalty. That was different. And she was so...Chad wracked his brain for the word. Handsome. She was everything a woman should be. 
 
   Chad was giddy as he went back to his hotel room. And then he decided to get dressed. 
 
   He chose a subdued look; it was a sort of toned down version of his public image. The hair and makeup were the same, but he decided against wearing the corset. Instead, he simply slipped on a pale yellow dress whose hem descended to just above his knees. And sandals. No high heels. 
 
   He looked in the mirror and saw himself. He wasn't the movie star. He wasn't the sex symbol. He was just Chad. 
 
   That night, Chad was treated to quite the evening. It wasn't ostentatious like one would have expected. Sure, there was the usual trappings of royalty: guards, a limousine, and gawking bystanders chief among them. But it all felt somehow intimate to Chad. The dined at a small restaurant which served traditional Spanish cuisine. Chad ate little, as he was caught up in his conversations with Lena. As it turned out, she hardly even knew of Chad's career. Few people had escaped Chad's fame, but Lena had come close, only seeing his picture a few times. 
 
   He had simply seen a boy on the beach, and had approached. That fact alone set him apart in Chad's mind. 
 
   The night ended far too quickly for Chad, and soon, he was standing face to face with his date in front of the hotel. A few passersby noticed them, but were polite enough to give the two privacy. 
 
   "I quite enjoyed our evening together, my dear," Lena stated. She had an air of formality about her speech which drove Chad wild. "I hope to see you again, and soon." And then she kissed him, and Chad nearly swooned. After the kiss, Chad managed to say something - he didn't know what, but he hoped it was appropriate. 
 
   Chad could think of little else as, later, he lay in his bed. Chad was smitten. He could only hope that Lena felt the same. 
 
   As it happened, Lena did. The two spent a month together, almost every day in one another’s company. Over the course of that month, Chad discovered that Lena was more than just an attractive, rich woman. She was a person of substance who deeply cared about her people. The Spanish monarchy may be largely irrelevant in terms of governing the country, but Lena spent almost all of her time trying to help her people. It was an admirable quality, and ultimately, the biggest reason Chad fell for her. It was Lena's nobility that won Chad's heart. 
 
   Two months after they met, Lena proposed to Chad, who, of course, said yes. The proposal caused quite the uproar amongst the Spanish people. Most loved Chad, but some questioned the prudence of such a hasty marriage to, of all things, an American. Neither Chad nor Lena cared. They were in love. 
 
   The two were married almost six months later in what can only be described as a storybook wedding. Chad wore an elaborate white gown, and was the envy of nearly every man who saw him. After the wedding, Chad retired from acting, and devoted his life to philanthropic works. 
 
   And so Chad's legendary status as one of America's first real sex symbols was cemented. There was no gradual decline, no aging beauty. One minute he was there, and the next he was gone, leaving the public grasping for more. 
 
   As with any good fairytale story, Chad and Lena lived happily ever after. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   And so, time went on in the wake of the world changer that was a boy named Chad. He (and his handlers) had created a new ideal for which every male to shoot. Gone were the days when a man's broad shoulders and thick, muscular torso were considered the height of masculinity. In their place was the era of the slim, delicate man which better suited his new position. With a waist crimped by a corset more often than not, the picture of a man changed. 
 
   One would not expect that a simple movie star could affect they evolution of the human race, but Chad did. With that new ideal in mind, many women weren't satisfied choosing the "old" style of man. No, they wanted men who looked like Chad. So, those are the ones who mated. The bigger, stronger men, were left as lonely bachelors, childless and often alone. It is sad, really, but that is the way of the world. 
 
   Over the next two generations, the broad shouldered, strong man was slowly weeded out until it was an oddity to see one. Sure, they were born, and there were men who just didn't fit the image of what society said they should be. Those men lived odd, painful lives of eating disorders and self-loathing. But that is a story for a different sort of publication. This is about the differences in our two worlds, and how they came about. 
 
   That brings us into the late 70s. It was yet another time of change, but not as much for men. No, it was the women who were changing now. They had been the dominant sex for almost sixty years, by that point, and carried with them the attitudes to match. 
 
   So we move to our next chapter... 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Episode Three
 
   A New Kind of Woman
 
    
 
   The year was 1979, and Abby was, to put it lightly, a bit of a dork. Weak and small, she lacked athletic ability. Her breasts were small, and her body scrawny. She was only thirteen years old, and her mother had told her constantly that she still had a growth spurt in her. Abby was unconvinced, and she spent much of her time at school being bullied. 
 
   "And stay down," Ursula said as she stood over Abby, who lay on the ground, palms bleeding. "Is the little baby going to cry?" Abby was close, in truth, but she held her tears as best she could. 
 
   All of the other girls in her year had grown two or three inches over the past summer, but not Abby, who still stood and a petite five foot three inches. The other girls also had very womanly breasts, which they weren't shy about showing off. Most would take their shirts off given the slightest opportunity. As for Abby, she always dreaded being on the skins team when they played basketball. 
 
   The only thing, however, which went through Abby's mind at that particular moment was, "Don't cry. Don't cry. Please, don't let me cry." And she didn't. Ursula and her gang quickly tired of their teasing, and left Abby alone. As Abby picked herself up off the ground, it happened. He saw the boy he wanted to marry. 
 
   Jason Wiggins was his name, and he was absolutely perfect. A cute button nose, full lips, and big, brown eyes decorated a face framed by long, flowing golden locks. And then there was the body; Jason was about five foot six, and had the body like the fashion models Abby had seen in magazines. Thin, with a narrow waist and slim limbs, he looked like he could have stepped right off of a fashion runway. 
 
   Jason walked - no, he glided - past Abby without a glance. Abby knew that she was beneath him. She was beyond even being noticed. Boys like that didn't end up with girls like Abby. She sighed, and went about collecting her books. 
 
   Perhaps it was the latest episode of bullying, or maybe it was because she knew that she didn't stand a chance at getting a decent boyfriend, but that night, Abby decided to change her life. Nature had dealt her a rough hand, to be sure. But that didn't mean that she had to take it lying down. That didn't mean that she couldn't change the circumstances. In the back of her mind, Abby knew the reason; visions of Jason danced in her head as her went to sleep. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next day, Abby went to her gym teacher. "Coach, can I talk to you for a second?" she asked. 
 
   The coach was distracted, but said, "Yeah, what's up? Those other girls giving you problems again?" 
 
   "No. I mean, yes, but that's not what I want to talk about," Abby said. 
 
   "Well, spit it out," the coach replied. 
 
   "Do you still run the weightlifting program after school?" Abby asked. The coach nodded. Abby continued, "Well, can I, you know, participate?" 
 
   The coach turned, looking at the scrawny girl. "Sure," she said. "Just be here at three-thirty. You're the only one who's even asked about it this year so far." 
 
   Abby was ecstatic. The plan was in motion, and she didn't have to deal with any other girls while she worked out, either. It was perfect. 
 
   She regarded it as less than perfect about halfway through her first workout. Her muscles protested with each movement, however slight. She had never been so tired in all of her life. But she kept going, kept following the coach's instructions until the older woman finally said, "That's it for today. Tomorrow, we really get started." 
 
   If Abby felt less than perfect during that workout, she felt like absolute hell the next day. Her muscles were tight, and the soreness threatened to fell her with every motion, however slight. Even when she was sitting still, she felt it. More than once, Abby had to summon a vision of Jason to keep her from giving up, and just going home after school that day. But she didn't. She didn't have the genetic makeup, but she did have her willpower. 
 
   That day, the coach put her through a series of stretching exercises before the weightlifting. Though they hurt quite a bit at first, she was happy to feel that they actually helped her loosen up. So, the workout proceeded, and Abby went home feeling slightly optimistic. 
 
   She awoke on the third day, and though she didn't believe it was possible, she actually felt worse. The coach had said that it would get worse before it got better, but Abby had thought that she was joking. She hadn't been. Her muscles protested even as she lay in bed, listening to her father yelling that it was time to get up. 
 
   "Jason Wiggins," she mumbled to herself, and she got up. She stretched a bit before getting dressed for school, and felt slightly better. 
 
   And so it went for almost two weeks before the soreness faded. But Abby was showing signs of improvement. She couldn't see any changes to her body, but she was getting stronger. That was something, at least. 
 
   A month later, and she was perfectly comfortable working out without the coach there. Two more months passed, and Abby's body had changed drastically. She was still skinny, surely, but there was quite a bit more muscle there than there had been. And her body had almost no fat on it. 
 
   Abby's freshman year ended, and summer began. She wanted to try out for the football team that year. It wasn't a love of the game, or even any desire for athletic achievement. There was only one reason for her decision; she wanted to be noticed by the boys. So, she began to train. The coach gave her some drills to work on which were designed to increase foot speed and coordination, and Abby did them diligently almost every day. 
 
   There was only one problem. Abby had finally hit her growth spurt. She shot up almost four inches over that summer. Sure, she had prayed nightly for such a thing, but with that new height came a fair bit of awkwardness. So the result was, when the football tryouts came around, she made a fool of herself. She didn't even make the first cut, and the mocking continued. Although, Abby was happy to note, no one really tried to bully her, not even Ursula. Perhaps that whole size thing was worth something after all. 
 
   If anything came out of Abby's failure at football tryouts, it was additional resolve. She worked harder than ever before, devoting hours to training. And the results were undeniable. She wasn't so skinny anymore; in fact, most would call her quite muscular. She continued the drills, as well, and the awkwardness faded. 
 
   By the time Abby tried out in her junior year, the scrawny girl had vanished completely. In her place was an athlete. She made the team easily, and the coach put her at running back. All of that training paid off, and she excelled. 
 
   That season, she led the county in rushing yards and touchdowns. 
 
   As for her personal life, Abby quickly found that with athletic achievement came quite a bit of male attention. She was flooded with it. Giggling boys found her in the hall, and it felt good. Abby even found herself going out on the weekends, being invited to parties, and dating. But she knew something was missing in her life, even as her senior year rolled around. 
 
   That season, she broke the single-season rushing record for the county, and received a plethora of scholarship offers. She committed to a nearby university. Life was good. 
 
   When she turned eighteen, prom was on the horizon. With butterflies in her stomach, she approached her dream boy - Jason Wiggins - confident that she was actually good enough. 
 
   "Hey, Jason," she said, more shyly than she had attended. The gaggle of giggling boys who had surrounded the popular Jason smiled knowingly, then scattered. 
 
   "Hey," Jason said. "What's up?" 
 
   "I was just wondering, you know," Abby stumbled over her words. "You know prom is coming up, and if you don't have a date, I wanted to know if you might go with me." 
 
   To Abby's eternal surprise, Jason said, "Of course!" Abby was dumbstruck. "I was wondering how long it was going to take you to ask me. Jake Winters said that you liked me ages ago, and I've been waiting ever since." 
 
   "Oh," was all Abby could say. "Well, um, I guess...I guess I'll go to class, then. I'll call you later." 
 
   She felt like a fool, but apparently Jason didn't see her that way. He had said yes! Abby was walking on clouds for the next few days. Each night he would call Jason, and they would talk about this and that. As it turned out, Jason wasn't as inaccessible as Abby had once thought. He was smart, witty, and very down-to-earth. 
 
   So it happened that prom came around, and the two were verging on being a real couple. Abby rented a powder blue tuxedo which was low-cut in the front to show her breasts. They still weren't huge, but Abby thought of them as "big enough." She looked at herself in the mirror before she left. Gone was the scrawny little Abby from freshman year. In her place was a strapping, athletic, and quite handsome young woman. She smiled. 
 
   Her mother had allowed Abby to borrow the family's car, and so, Abby drove over to her dream boy's house. Her nerves danced on end as she knocked on the door. Jason's mother answered the door. 
 
   "You must be Abby," she said. "Come on in." Abby did. "Take a seat. We need to have a talk. Jason will be down in a few minutes; you know how boys are about getting ready." 
 
   "Yes, ma'am," Abby said. 
 
   "Now, I know who you are," Jason's mother said. "And I know where you live. I have an extensive gun collection, and I know how to use them. Get my drift?" 
 
   "Yes, ma'am," Abby stated with a gulp. 
 
   "If --" Jason's mother began, but stopped before getting another word out. Abby's eyes traveled up the staircase, and saw a vision of beauty. There stood Jason, dressed in a gorgeous red dress which did all it could to accentuate the boy's figure. His hair was up, and sparkling earrings dangled from his ears. He looked like a prince from some fairy tale. 
 
   "Jason, you look..." Abby didn't know a word to describe how he was feeling, so he simply finished, "Amazing." 
 
   Jason looked down demurely, and said, "Thanks." He descended the stairs, and Abby slipped a corsage over his wrist. Jason pinned a boutonniere on Abby's lapel, and then, after a few pictures, the two were gone. 
 
   They went to eat at a fancy restaurant first, but Abby remembered little of it, she was so mesmerized by her date's beauty. She came to herself in time to strike up a conversation. 
 
   "You know, and you're definitely going to think I'm weird, but I've had my eye on you for a while," Abby said when they got into the car to head over to the dance. 
 
   "I know," Jason replied. "I've been waiting for you to ask me out." 
 
   "I've wanted to since freshman year," Abby admitted. "You're the reason I even joined the football team." 
 
   Abby hadn't intended to be that honest with her date; it had just come out on its own. She knew that she had said too much, and the two were quiet for a few minutes. Even a couple of minutes is a long time for two people not to say a word. 
 
   Finally, Abby heard Jason say, "Why didn't you, then?" 
 
   "What?" 
 
   "Ask me out back then? Why did it take you so long?" Jason asked. 
 
   "I don't know," Abby lied. She knew exactly why. "I guess it was a confidence thing. I never imagined in a million years that you'd actually say yes." 
 
   "Really?" Jason asked. 
 
   "Even now, I have to keep reminding myself that this is real," Abby admitted. "I mean, you're just so beautiful, and what am I?" 
 
   "But every boy in school was hoping you would ask them to prom, and you know it," Jason said. 
 
   "But they're not you," Abby said quietly. "No one else is you." 
 
   "That..." Jason said. "That's the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me." 
 
   After a few moments, he said, "Pull over. Yeah, here is fine." Abby did. As soon as he put the car into park, and turned towards Jason, the boy was kissing him, and not in an innocent way. Tongues flew, hands groped, and steam began to coat the windows. 
 
   Jason slipped his panties off, and threw them into the back of the car. Then, he climbed on top of Abby, reached down, and unzipped her pants. They were still kissing when Abby felt Jason slip her penis outside of her pants. He lowered himself onto the erect member, and started to writhe, his hands roaming over Abby's pert breasts. 
 
   Abby, for his part, didn't last long. It was his first time, after all. But Jason didn't seem to mind. He just leaned his head onto her chest, still panting, for a few minutes before climbing off. 
 
   That loosened Abby up, alright, and the rest of the night was easily the best he had ever had. They went to the dance, and both kept looking at one another like they had shared a secret, which they had. They danced, they laughed, and they kissed. It was as perfect a night as any high school kid could ever hope for. 
 
   Abby was sorry to see it end, but eager to see where the relationship with Jason was going to go. Graduation opened up a new world for Abby. She and Jason spent the summer together, and soon bonded far past a typical boyfriend and girlfriend. They were soulmates, and they knew it. 
 
   But with every perfect situation comes the inevitable end. Jason had been accepted into a very prestigious boys' university on the east coast. Abby would be attending college on the west coast. Neither would fool themselves into believing that a long-distance relationship would work, so they agreed to break it off at the end of the summer. 
 
   That knowledge made everything seem so much more urgent, and the two were rarely apart. Until that fateful day when Jason had to leave. It was a tearful goodbye. 
 
   "If it's meant to be, we will be together sometime in the future," Jason said. Abby kissed him. 
 
   "I could go to school out there, you know," Abby said in a last ditch effort to stay with his beloved. "I'm sure I could walk on to a football team, and --" she was silenced by Jason's finger over her lips. 
 
   "Don't do that. You know I wouldn't want you to sacrifice your future for me," Jason explained. "Let's just stay in touch. Promise me that." 
 
   Abby did, and Jason left. Tears flowed freely down Abby's cheeks. 
 
   Abby intended to stay in touch. She really did. She started off writing a letter each week, but soon, the rigors of college and football caught up with her. There just wasn't time. A letter each week soon became a letter every other week. And then one every three weeks. After a while, the two just drifted apart. 
 
   She went about her life, and excelled in college just as she had excelled in high school. Hard work never stopped giving rewards. Four years later, Abby graduated with a degree in business management, but she knew that her future lay in athletics. She was drafted to play professional football in the first round of the 1987 draft. She was a millionaire a few months later. 
 
   Ah, but this isn't a story about Abby's professional success. This is the story of how two people came together, then drifted apart, and finally, met again to find that the spark was still there. 
 
   Abby saw him walking down the street. Even amidst hundreds of other pedestrians, Jason was unmistakable, and if possible, he had seemed to grow more beautiful. Without thought for her own safety, Abby raced across the street, took Jason into her arms, and kissed her passionately. Startled at first, Jason resisted. After only a moment, he saw who it was, and returned the kiss. 
 
   Neither spoke of the lost years. They both knew it had been silly to try to keep in touch. But fate had dealt them another shot, and neither Jason nor Abby was going to let it slip away. 
 
   They were married two weeks later. Friends and family said it was too soon, and that it would never last, but they didn't know the bond Jason and Abby shared. They didn't know that neither had been able to think of anyone else for almost five years. They didn't know that the two were truly, madly, deeply in love. 
 
   But tragedy struck only three years later, and Jason was killed in a car accident. He was pregnant with the couple's first child. Abby never fully recovered, and sank into a deep depression. She took her own life two years later. 
 
   So ended a tragic love story filled with regret, lost opportunities, and, above all, unbridled love. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I tell that story not because it was unique, but to illustrate that these people, seemingly so different at first glance, are still, at the end of the day, just people. They aren't so different from you and me, not really. They want what we want. 
 
   Ah, but I don't wish to get tangled up in a bunch of sentimental ideas about the nature of love. So, we push on. 
 
   The 80s, 90s, and 2000s brought with them more and more changes, not least of which was the advancement of plastic surgery. Partially because of a strange history, but mostly because of society's insistence on propagating a completely unattainable body image (for most people, at least - especially boys), the technology to alter one's appearance advanced at a much faster rate than on our world. By the time 2015 rolled around, a person could change their body shape quite radically (if they had the money). So, the ideal body (which was made so popular by men like the aforementioned Chad) became attainable for quite a few boys. 
 
   Women, on the other hand, eschewed most body alteration in favor of good old fashioned work. The only really popular procedure for women was one which could make them taller. For everything else, they chose to lift weights and participate in athletics. 
 
   It certainly didn't happen overnight - nothing ever does - but over time, the look of the world was changed. So, that brings us to the final story... 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Episode Four
 
   The Friend Zone
 
    
 
   The bar, like college hangouts everywhere, was smoky, crowded, and full of inebriated young people.  There were a few groups of sexily dressed boys, in their halter tops, and tight, low-rise jeans. Some couples dotted the room, and finally, there were quite a few sorority girls trolling for that night's sexual conquest. 
 
   One group, in particular, sat around a small, round table, talking. Betty said to her friends, "It's not like I have no chance here. Besides, I don't see--" 
 
   "Dude, you're in the friend zone. There's no way he's going to get with you," one of her friends, a stocky girl with a backwards baseball cap, said. 
 
   "What?" Betty asked. "The friend zone?" 
 
   "Don't tell me you've never heard of the friend zone," another spoke up. "Boys don't date their female friends. It just doesn't happen. I don't know if it’s because they just don't look at you that way after a while, but you have no shot with Darren, now, none at all." 
 
   "Seriously? That's your argument? Darren and I have been friends since we were little kids. I don't know --" Betty was interrupted. 
 
   "That's even worse. He's bound to see you like a sister," the girl with the backwards cap (her name was Jane) said. "No chance at all. Face it. You're just a friend." 
 
   "Whatever," Betty said. "It's not like it matters. I don't like him like that anyway." 
 
   All three of Betty's friends laughed, and she said, "What?" 
 
   "It's always Darren this and Darren that. Darren and I went to the mall, blah blah blah," Jane said. "Yeah. You don't like him at all. Whatever you say." The three friends shared another laugh. 
 
   Betty said, "Yeah. Laugh it up. I'm lying, and I'm secretly pining for a boy I've known my whole life." She had, and she knew it. He had tried only once to share his feelings with Darren, but it had blown up in his face. 
 
   It had been spring break of their senior year in high school, and there was a party (as routinely happens on spring break in every reality) thrown at the house where Betty and her friends were staying. Everything was going fine until Darren showed up. Betty couldn't say why he did it, or what was going through his mind. It might have been the alcohol, or it could have been years of wanting Darren, but she just couldn't take it anymore. 
 
   She went outside, and bummed a cigarette from someone, lit it, and started smoking. A few moments later, Darren came outside. 
 
   He had long, dark hair, and a cute face, and his body had that classic shape. For years, Betty had tried to dismiss her feelings as just a simple crush, but as high school had come to a close, she admitted that it went quite a bit further than that. 
 
   So, with that knowledge, she watched her friend approach. 
 
   "What are you doing? You don't smoke," Darren said, yanking the cigarette from Betty's mouth. 
 
   "Maybe I do now," Betty said dismissively, and brushed past her friend. A few minutes later, she saw Darren's car drive away. 
 
   "Damnit," Betty said to no one in particular. Not twenty minutes later, she was sitting out back, legs hanging from the deck, ice chest by her side, downing beer after beer. She knew that she had screwed up, but she couldn't stop herself. The idea of spending another night with Darren, just as a friend, had just pushed her over the edge. 
 
   By the time one of her friends had found him, she was far and away drunk. 
 
   "You're blind if you can't see it," she said to her friend. "I'm in love with him." 
 
   "You know what you do. You just go over there, and no words, no speech, just do it. You kiss him right there," her friend suggested. To Betty's inebriated mind, it sounded like a fantastic plan, so she did it. It hadn't gone well, and he had been completely rejected. 
 
   The two had been pretending it hadn't happened ever since. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Darren sat at his desk, typing a paper when one of his fraternity brothers walked in. 
 
   "You're not going out with whats-her-name again?" the boy asked. Darren looked up. 
 
   "No," Darren answered. "I have to finish this paper." 
 
   "What's with you two anyway? Better is her name, right?" the boy inquired. 
 
   "Nothing. Just friends," he answered. 
 
   "Really? You've never, you know...hooked up?" 
 
   "Well, we kissed once, but nothing ever came of it," Darren replied. "It was a while back, and she was drunk. She had made me really angry on that very night, and I just...rejected her." 
 
   "Sounds like there's some regret there," the boy reasoned. 
 
   "A little, I guess," Darren admitted after a moment. "But it doesn't matter. She never tried again." 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Betty was miserable. She didn't know how Darren had talked her into such a stupid idea. A double date? Really? Saying that it was awkward would be generous. 
 
   Throughout the entirety of the date, Darren and Betty couldn't help but share inside jokes and stories only know to the two of them. Their dates just stood by, awkwardly trying to keep up. They were unsuccessful. 
 
   Betty knew that she was being unfair to her date - a boy she had met a few days previous, but she couldn't help it. She and Darren shared such a rapport that neither could help but enjoy the others' company. 
 
   Afterward, Betty was walking Darren home (after their dates split without a backward glance), and she said, "Well that was a disaster." 
 
   "You think?" Darren asked sarcastically. 
 
   "Somehow I doubt I'll be hearing from him again," Betty laughed, and Darren joined in. "Let's not do that anymore. You know, the double date thing." 
 
   "Agreed." 
 
   "You want to get a drink?" Betty asked. "My treat." 
 
   "More than I can say," Darren admitted. He needed something to loosen him up. 
 
   So, they found themselves in a local bar, and both got quite drunk. They shared stories (which both had heard before), but had a good time. They stumbled home well past midnight. 
 
   As they stood in front of Darren's fraternity house, Betty couldn't help but lean in for a kiss. To her surprise, Darren kissed back. She was in heaven as she felt Darren's soft lips on his. She pulled him inside. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   The next morning, Betty awoke, and stared at Darren's ceiling for a few minutes before she remembered what had happened. She turned her head, and saw a sleeping Darren. She smiled. It had finally happened. 
 
   Darren's big, brown eyes fluttered open a few seconds later, and Betty's heart sank. She didn't see elation. She didn't see happiness. All she saw was panic with a touch of regret. 
 
   "Um," Darren said. 
 
   "Yeah," Betty replied. 
 
   Darren stated, "I have to go to class." 
 
   "Are we going to talk about this?" Betty asked. 
 
   "If you want," Darren agreed. "But I'm willing to forget it ever happened if you are." 
 
   "Yeah," Betty replied. "Never happened. Just a big mistake." 
 
   "Right," Darren said. "We can just forget about it, right?" Betty nodded. "Good. I really do need to get to class." He pulled on a pair of jeans, and a shirt, then said as he was leaving, "You can let yourself out, right?" Unable to speak, Betty simply nodded. 
 
   Forget it ever happened. Betty knew it was impossible. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Betty did make an effort over the next few months, but slowly but surely she and Darren drifted apart. Both knew why, but neither had the courage to state it. 
 
   Soon, they weren't speaking at all. 
 
   Graduation approached, and Betty found herself preparing for life after college. Although, she couldn't keep her mind off of her best friend, the boy she now knew she loved, but who didn't love her back. It was maddening. 
 
   Why? Why couldn't he love her back? She was good enough to have as a friend. She was good enough to sleep with. But she wasn't good enough to love, to be with. Betty sank into a deep depression. 
 
   And she missed him. More than anything, she missed Darren's company, his laugh, his smile, his smell. She wanted to call him, to put everything back, but that nagging feeling that she just wasn't good enough in Darren's mind kept Betty from making the call. 
 
   And so, life went on, and Betty got a job offer across the country. She accepted, and decided to move immediately upon graduation. She packed up her meager possessions, and sent them along via freight. She planned to leave the next day. 
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
   Darren knew that he had screwed up. It was obvious that Betty felt something far greater than friendship for him. And Darren had seen it, but he was scared. It had always been like that. Darren ran when he thought someone cared about him. It wasn't rational, and Darren had no idea what the reason behind it was, but it happened nonetheless. 
 
   He was sitting at his desk, finishing some last minute preparations for going home, when one of his fraternity brothers came in, saying, "Letter for you, Darren." The boy handed it to him. 
 
   He opened it, and unfolded the letter. It read: 
 
   Dearest Darren, 
 
   By the time you get this, I will probably be gone. It's for the best, and I'm sure you understand, that we no longer see one another. By now, you have probably put two and two together, and realized that that night wasn't just "a mistake" for me. No, it was my wildest dream, my fondest wish, that you would let me be with you. 
 
   I woke up that morning, and I could hardly contain my happiness. Thoughts of our future together danced through my head. But then I saw your beautiful eyes open, and all of that came crashing down. You looked at me like I was the biggest mistake you had ever made. Fear, even revulsion was there. 
 
   Your reaction to what I thought was probably the greatest thing to ever happen to me, that you could feel so differently than me, was enough to let me know that my dreams would never become a reality. More than that, though, I realized that my friendship with you was completely unhealthy. I couldn't stop loving you, but I can remove you from my life. So, I have to ask. Don't call me. Don't write me. Don't send me any emails. Just leave me to live my life as best I can in the wake of your rejection. 
 
   I have to ask, knowing that I'll never receive an answer...why? Why am I good enough to be friends with you (I thought we were best friends)? Why am I good enough to sleep with? But I'm not good enough to love? Ask yourself those questions. 
 
   With Unrequited Love, 
 
   Betty 
 
   Darren read and re-read the letter a few times. He knew that he had broken Betty, but he couldn't for the life of him, figure out why. Why had he done that? Why had he reacted so callously? He didn't know. 
 
   But was it too late to fix it? Darren thought that he loved Betty. They were best friends. He trusted Betty more than anything. And more than anything, he didn't want to lose that. Even if it wasn't love like in the stories, there are worse things than being with your best friend. 
 
   Armed with those noble ideas, Darren grabbed his coat, and raced down the stairs, and out the door of the fraternity house. He practically leaped into his car, and sped away to Betty's sorority. 
 
   But alas, Betty was already gone. Was it not to be? Give up? 
 
   "She went to the airport," Jane said, breaking Darren from his reverie. "You can probably catch her if you hurry." 
 
   "Thanks," Darren said as he ducked out the door. 
 
   Darren broke every traffic law known to humankind as he sped towards the airport. He parked illegally, and hopped out. He ran through the airport, hoping that he wasn't too late. But Betty's plane was gone. 
 
   He had missed his chance. Darren stood there, staring at the departing plane for a solid minute before a voice - a very familiar woman's voice, said, "You looking for someone?" 
 
   Darren turned around, and there she was. Betty said, "I couldn't go. Not without saying goodbye." Betty smiled. 
 
   "You don't have to say goodbye. You don't ever have to say goodbye." Darren threw his arms around Betty, and kissed her. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Another tale down, and more and more, we see that life in this other reality isn't quite so different as once suspected. There are few things as universal as unrequited love, and, it seems that universality spans realities. 
 
   But what will the future hold, for either of our realities? Only time will tell. Perhaps magic still exists in our realm, and perhaps not. 
 
   We won't know until a curse hits us in the middle of the night, and the world is turned upside down. Rejoice, though, for we are a resilient people. Time will heal all wounds, will right any changes. Regardless of what superficial changes we might experience, the world will always be a familiar place because in it, dwell people. And people always want the same things: to love and be loved. 
 
   That is the end, for now. But keep an eye out for more tales from other realities.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   For more tales of feminization, please visit my blog at:
 
   http://feminizationstation.blogspot.com/
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