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TRANSFORMATION

Dr. Anders is on the brink of a scientific breakthrough that will revolutionize the modern world: Teleportation. His machine has worked with small animals and inanimate objects, but it will be years before he gets the go-ahead to test his system on humans. That is, unless he wants to test it on himself. He knows it works, so how can he resist?

The night he decides to give his machine a try, something goes wrong and Dr. Anders is surprised when he comes out the other end in the body of June, his pretty, young assistant. Her DNA must have gotten into the system somehow.

He’s got a couple of weeks before June is back from vacation to adjust his machine and get his body back.

But a female body comes with female urges. And you know what they say—When in Rome.


CHAPTER I

I should have been focussed on the biggest accomplishment of my life, humankind’s biggest accomplishment of the past one hundred years. But my mind was elsewhere that day. Maybe it was the excitement of it all, the fact I got less than an hour of sleep the night before. Or maybe it was my assistant, June, who showed up to work that morning in a short skirt with nothing underneath. I was on the ground, under my machine, making sure all of the security bolts were tight when she walked past and I could see her perfect little pussy, plump between her legs.

I thought it was rather strange that she was wearing heels that morning. I just assumed she thought the press conference would be that afternoon (hard to believe as I told her it wouldn’t be until the next week at the very soonest). As the day went on, I swear the buttons of her top were coming undone. She was wearing a red bra and she had a nice set of tits on her. I had never noticed them before under the long white lab coat she always wore.

It was starting to become plainly obvious that she wanted to fuck me.

I thought that was strange, as she’d never shown any romantic interest in me before—at least, not that I’d ever noticed. Maybe it was the fact I was about to be the most famous scientist on the planet, the man who invented teleportation. Or maybe I’d just never noticed.

My machines had been in the works for six years. And after hundreds of thousands of hours of labour and countless failed trials, my machines finally worked. A week before, I successfully teleported a mouse from one end of my lab to the other. Since then, I’d successfully teleported dozens of mice, among other things. Never a human, though.

It was a completely wireless system. The two machines could be anywhere in the world, anywhere in the universe, and the teleportation would take the same amount of time: 0.00026 seconds. 0.00026 seconds was the amount of time the accelerator took to speed up the vibration of the particles to the point they could be teleported. It was all based on the theory of quantum entanglement and DNA analysis, but I won’t bore you with the details. The point is, the things worked.

Before I could take my invention to the press, I still needed to test the machines on humans. To avoid a mountain of legal ramifications and insurance liability, I was going to be my own first subject. I had, after all, designed the machines to be operable from both inside and outside, so the test could be done solo. Within the year, I knew that my machines would completely replace cars, planes, trains, and every other form of transportation, save for the purely recreation forms of transportation. The world would be cleaner and exponentially more efficient. I would, without doubt, be the next recipient of the Nobel Prize in physics. Just saying.

So I couldn’t exactly blame June for wanting to fuck me so badly, so obviously. Besides, after over half of a decade working together, it’s bound to happen. Humans are, after all, animals, beings of lust and desire. She probably couldn’t help herself.

I was filling out my daily diagnostics reports when June came into my office, cleavage out, legs long, smooth, and perfect. She lingered in the doorway, waiting for me to start the conversation. “What is it, June?” I asked.

“The lab mice are all fed and I cleaned all of their cages, Dr. Anders,” she said. She continued to linger. Her perfectly smooth legs were surprisingly distracting.

“Thank you, June.” I returned to my notes, but she remained in the doorway.

“Is there anything I can do?” she asked. “Anything at all?” When I looked back up, she was biting her lip slightly.

“I don’t think there is. All of the review reports are sorted into folders?” I tried to look back to my notes but all I could see was the color of flesh in my peripheral vision.

“All sorted and labelled, with copies in the fire-safe room.” The fire-safe room was a room in the basement, completely encased in iron, like a bank vault—indestructible. A nuclear bomb could have landed on the building and everything in the fire-safe room would be totally fine.

“Well, I guess you can call it an early day and head home. Go and get ready for that big vacation you’ve been talking about. Thanks for the work, June.”

She lingered. “So when are you going to test the machine on a human?” she asked. “I mean, do you need to find volunteers. I bet there’s a lot of red tape and paperwork for that, huh?” June was completely oblivious to the fact I was going to test the machine on myself that night, after she left for home. It was better that she was oblivious, so she wouldn’t try to stop me. It was an inherently dangerous venture. Throughout earlier trials, a number of brave mice didn’t survive the blink from one machine to the other. It wasn’t until very recently that the devices successfully moved organic matter from one to the other without killing it, turning it inside out, or leaving half of it behind. June and I had cleaned some very gnarly messes out from those machines over the years.

As soon as June was gone, I would be setting up my cameras and warming up the machines (they took about thirty minutes to warm up and connect to the various servers and whatnot). If it worked—and I was about 99% certain it would work—I would do it again the next morning, in front of every major news outlet in the country. Within twenty-four hours, I would be the most renown scientist on the planet.

“Okay. Maybe I’ll just give the place one last do-over,” she said with a smile, and then she turned away and started back towards the lab.

It was twenty minutes later when I went to check on things that I found her inside of the departure-machine, on her back, legs spread wide, pussy out. She’d been waiting for me. She smiled nervously but said nothing. Her cheeks were red, adorable. She was putting a lot on the line: her career, her reputation. Just for a chance to fuck. She must have really wanted it.

“June, this is highly unprofessional,” I said. I heard my voice crack and I could feel a warmth rise up to my cheeks. It was hard to look away from her perfect lips and her incredible, perky tits.

“Is it so bad to be unprofessional every once in a while?” It was hard to deny that face—and that pussy, those plump, pink little lips. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had sex—years. Maybe not since before I started this crazy project.

She said nothing else. I entered the departure-terminal and sunk down to my knees. My first instinct was to feel her slit, to run my fingers up the length of her snatch. It was warm and damp. She sighed softly as my fingertips caressed her clit. My heart jumped. “I don’t know if this is such a great idea, June,” I said. I liked June. She’d been nothing but great to me over the years we’d been working together. I didn’t want to risk everything over a fuck, over a moment of lust and desire.

She said nothing. Instead, she reached down, grabbed my hand, pushing it firmly against her pussy. I slipped my middle finger inside of her and she moaned. I could feel my cock hardening against my pants. She was beautiful. I’d always known she was a good-looking girl, but I’d never realized she was so beautiful.

I crawled over top of her and our lips locked together. My hand stayed down between her legs, under her skirt. I continued to finger her pussy. Her tongue moved around my mouth expertly, sensually. I was completely hypnotized. My body became relaxed. When was the last time I’d been this relaxed? I wondered. For once in six years, I wasn’t thinking about my work, about revolutionizing science, revolutionizing the world as we knew it. I was only thinking about her, about her soft lips, her perky tits, and her wet slit.

Her hips rose off of the ground and I found myself slinking down her body, passing her chest, her abdomen, her pelvis. My lips pressed between her legs and I started to eat her out. It was as if someone else was in control of my body, pulling on the strings of my marionette. Lust is a powerful overlord, capable of reducing any man to his primal instincts. I was like a witness, trapped inside of my body, yet somehow I was making every decision myself.

I slipped my tongue into her hole, eliciting another long, soft moan. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she pulled me in tight. She was moist, wet, ready. I grabbed her butt cheeks in both hands and squeezed. My God, she was soft. So smooth, so perfect. How had I gone six years without touching her, without throwing myself at her. How had I not made her mine?

Moments later, my pants were on the ground and I had her arms pinned at her sides. The tip of my bare, erect cock pressed up against her warm, damp hole. Her eyes lit up. She bit her lip. She wanted it so badly so how could I deprive her? I pushed in and she gasped. It felt incredible. The warm walls of her pussy hugging my member tightly, securely. I could feel it breathing, it’s own entity, squeezing my cock one moment, releasing the next, then repeating the process. I slid in deep. Her knees rose up to my sides. She squirmed but I held her tight, in place.

Then we fucked. I pumped my manhood into her over and over, harder and harder, faster and faster. Her head rocked from side to side, but her eyes remained open, locked on mine. Our foreheads touched. Her pussy clenched my cock tighter as she came closer to her climax. My cock bulged against her tight walls as I came close to mine. Fuck, was she ever beautiful, her tits bouncing up and down, nipples erect. She screamed out loud and I could feel a rush of warmth against my cock. She was squirting.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I pulled out, letting her squirt spray everywhere. Then, my cock began to unload on her belly, on her tits, on her chin, blast after blast. Through heavy breaths I caught her smiling, biting her lip, as if after six years she’d finally gotten exactly what she wanted. And I have to say, it felt fucking incredible.

But after six years, I still needed to get what I wanted, and I was so close to having it. As soon as she was dressed and on her way out the doors, I booted up the system, flicked on the servers, and turned on the cameras. The countdown had begun. I was going to be the first human to teleport from one point in space to another.


CHAPTER II

My system was carefully designed to recognize human DNA. I spent nearly a year training the computer to recognize and distinguish different DNA patterns so to avoid any catastrophic failings. For example, if I was teleporting a mouse, and the system was contaminated with a foreign DNA strand (such as a human hair or even something as small as a human skin cell), and the system was not be able to distinguish the two DNA samples, then it would output some human/mouse monstrosity, which would almost certainly die within seconds for more reasons than I feel I need to list. So with my system, if it recognizes the DNA of a human, a mouse, a fly, and an octopus, it will analyse each separately and output a human, a mouse, a fly, and an octopus—separately. Simple, right?

Well, I made one big mistake. I trained my system to distinguish human DNA from the DNA of other organisms, but I never trained my system to distinguish human DNA from other human DNA—such a thing would be nearly impossible without hundreds of millions of lines of coding. The thought never even occurred to me.

So it wasn’t until after I stripped down, stepped into the machine, locked the door, pressed the initiate-button, saw the flash of light, stumbled out the other end, and then looked into the mirror to make sure I was still intact, that I realized I’d made that very big mistake. Staring back at me in the mirror was not me. I was staring at June, completely naked. I stood frozen for a moment, and then I looked down and noticed the breasts, the pussy, the long, smooth legs.

The teleportation was a success, sort of, aside from the fact my body was completely transformed along the way. How could such a thing happen? What had I done wrong? I didn’t have to think long before I figured it out.

June’s DNA was in the departure-terminal with me. The system analysed both of our DNAs, recognized them as human, and outputted a single person. Why had it chosen June’s physical DNA over mine? That, I couldn’t be so sure of, though I had a theory: my system, like the human body during fetal development, understood a human should have a single set of X and Y chromosomes. Given the presence of multiple X chromosomes, it made the simple decision to discard my physical DNA. Perhaps it was a totally random decision, or perhaps it just found her DNA a fraction of a second before it found mine—an order of operations—who knows.

As the initial shock wore off, I couldn’t help but smile. Despite the very obvious blip, the machines worked. I was the first human to successfully teleport from one point in space to another without physically moving. It was a ground-breaking achievement for humanity. It would possibly take an entire year (or more) of coding to fix the cross-contaminating issue, but I knew I could fix it. I’d already spent six years on the machines. What was another year? It was a small issue.

But the issue at hand was the obvious one. How would I get my body back? I could go back to the departure-terminal with a sample of my own DNA—my original DNA—and hope that it outputs me as me again, as Dr. Anders and not as my assistant, June. I looked around the lab. Where would I get a sample of my own DNA? The clothes I’d shed next to the departure-terminal likely had my skin cells on them, but I couldn’t put my clothes into the terminal—not without risking being spliced with my clothes (it hadn’t happened in any recent trials, but I wasn’t willing to take the risk). I could try to extract my cells from my clothes and place them in the terminal with me, but then the system would just be forced with the same decision it had before—and seeing as computers are built for predictability, I could only imagine the result would be the same. If I was going to get my body back, I needed to address the issue in the system’s programming, which, at best, would take a couple of weeks.

My phone buzzed. It was June. “At the airport now. See you in a few weeks!” Thank God, the stars were aligning for me.

I couldn’t imagine the catastrophe of June coming into the lab and finding herself staring face to face with herself. I had essentially become a perfect clone of June. The philosophical implications were incredible—a whole other topic for another time.

I looked into the mirror again at myself, at June. My heart skipped a beat. Can you imagine, looking in the mirror every morning at that face? That beauty? I grabbed my breasts in my hands and squeezed and a warm jolt buzzed through my body. I reached down and touched my clit—my God, was it sensitive! I nearly jumped into the air. So surreal, I thought. So incredible. This was a scientific breakthrough of its own. Imagine the medical implications! You could give a sick man a completely healthy body. Women would no longer need plastic surgery. They could simply choose a model from a catalogue and transform. Sexual reassignment would be revolutionized. Men could become the most beautiful woman with nothing but a skin cell or a hair. A woman could become any man she wanted. Scientists would be marvelling over these machines for centuries.

But for now, I was tired, ready to pack it in for the night. There was a couch in my office that pulled out—that would be my bed for the next little while, until I solved my little body-swap conundrum. Before turning off the lights and retiring to my office, I collected a DNA sample from my shed clothes. I was going to need it once I finally located the glitch in my system, if I was going to be turned back into Dr. Anders again.


CHAPTER III

The strangest thing happened after I lay down on my couch-bed.

I looked over at my wall where my degrees and accomplishments hung in frames. Under my masters’ degree was a framed photo of me with one of my old co-workers, back when I worked at a major tech firm. His name was Riley Sanderson, a slightly younger man than I, just a few years younger than me. Riley and I were the head researchers in a quantum processor research project. We created a computer processor that could run at five-thousand times the speed of an analogue processor, and it could be made to be less than half the size. Those same processors were inside of my teleportation machines—a vital component when scanning millions of cells at once. Since I left the firm, Riley had worked his way up to CEO and had made himself a very rich man. We still kept in touch. He was the key investor in the teleportation endeavour.

But when I looked up at his picture, I felt a warm glow flow through my body. I found myself mesmerized by his blue eyes, his broad shoulders, his scruffy hair. He was handsome, beautiful even. It was hard to look away. I tried to shake the alien urges I was feeling, but they were only growing stronger. These urges were different than anything I’d ever experienced as a man, as Dr. Anders. These urges were stronger, empowering my whole body. I had no idea how to fight them, how to control them.

My fingers found their way to my bare breasts. They squeezed and that warm glow grew stronger. I let my head fall back and I closed my eyes. My mind was spinning in this new euphoria, this foreign sensation. It was over-stimulating, like a new drug rushing through my veins. I could practically feel Riley over top of me, naked, his hard, veiny erection towering over my abdomen. I could practically feel his big hands grasping my thighs, spreading my legs wide. The tip of his cock presses up against my pussy and it’s huge and intimidating but still I want it so badly. I’m practically pushing myself down onto it. I can feel a dribble of moisture making its way out from my slit, down my butthole. I’m so wet, so ready for him.

He’s strong—incredibly strong, or maybe I’m just weak.  He pushes himself inside of me and my body surrenders. I’m his to do as he pleases. I can practically feel him sliding in and out of me, the thick veins and ridges of his cock massaging my clit, massaging the walls of my pussy. It isn’t long before I’m a complete mess, practically a limp doll on the floor that he’s fucking. It feels so good, so fucking good. My wrists hurt from his grip, my back hurts from being slammed against the ground, but I could care less. I’m swirling in a state of uncontrolled euphoria as his long, slick member slides in and out of my body.

Then I feel it, him coming inside of me. It’s enough to make me scream in uncondensed pleasure. I squirm, my head rolls from side to side. And when I opened my eyes, I realized I’d had my hand between my legs, fingers deep in my slit. My other hand was on my breast, squeezing, fondling my nipple.

If that was what a female orgasm felt like, I wasn’t sure I wanted to go back to being a man. Hell, that was just an orgasm with a couple of fingers and a little bit of imagination. What about an orgasm with a man? A real, tangible man, not just an imaginary vision, a sleep-deprived hallucination.

I shook my head. I needed to keep my focus straight, on task. I couldn’t lose sight of my objective, to complete my machines, to release my invention to the world, to revolutionize science. The sexual experimentation could wait. Hell, with my invention, people could change from male to female and then back again on a complete whim, and still be home in time for dinner. All you needed was a tiny DNA sample and you could experience life as anyone you wanted to—at least down to a physical level. You couldn’t just become Brad Pitt and be acting on a multi-million dollar set tomorrow, of course.

There would have to be limitations set into the machines, regulations to stop imposters and imposers. There would have to be permissions and releases and a whole myriad of waivers and paperwork. Without regulation, any pervert could easily change into his target lady’s husband and the lady would be none the wiser. It was a terrifying thought, to say the least.

The next morning I was awoken by a loud knocking at the lab door. It took me a moment to piece together the previous night, to remember why there was a beautiful pair of tits on my chest. But as soon as everything came together, I sprung to my feet, heart racing. Whoever was at the door was no stranger. I knew everyone with a key into the building. If it was June, she had a key into the lab. It would be impossible to hide.

Butt-naked, I ran with light feet to the door and gazed out the peep-hole. Standing on the other side of the door was Riley Sanderson. My heart sank into my gut. What was he doing here? I hadn’t seen Riley in over a year, since he wrote his last investment cheque. Riley was a major investor in my teleportation machines. It was through him that I got all of my hardware, my processors, and so on. He had more money than he knew what to do with, and he wanted to be a part of history as much as any scientist.

I ran to the backroom and grabbed one of June’s lab coats. I didn’t have any other clothes to put on. My own clothes—the clothes of Dr. Anders—were far too big for my small, female body. Hopefully, Riley wouldn’t question why my legs were bare under my lab coat. Hopefully he wouldn’t even notice—though that would be difficult seeing as June had impeccable legs that no man could go without noticing. He knocked again.

“I’m coming, hold on,” I called out. I was surprised by the sound of my own voice, of June’s voice coming out from my body. I hesitated and then said a few lines to myself. “Whoa. I sound like her. I sound exactly like her.” Until that moment, I hadn’t taken my voice for a test run. I hadn’t even thought to.

I opened the door and Riley was standing there with a confused look on his face. “June?” he said.

“Hi Mr. Sanderson.” My voice was rattled, my hands were shaking. I tried to collect myself, but couldn’t quite manage it. I had this crippling fear that he could see right through me, see that I was actually Dr. Anders inside of June’s body. It was a preposterous thought, of course—no sane human would assume such a thing. But still, that fear lingered.

“I thought you said you were on your way to the airport,” he said and then he stared at me in silence, with that confused look still on his face.

“The airport?”

“When you called earlier, to let me know the machines were done, you said you were headed out on a vacation.” He stepped past me into the lab and started to remove his gloves and coat. I wanted to stop him, but as June, I couldn’t. Even as Dr. Anders, I wouldn’t have been able to stop him. He was the money behind the project. The money gets to do whatever it wants. That’s the way it goes. Had I tried to stop him, he would have made sure June was out of a job by the end of the day.

“Oh right, I realized I had to get a few things done here before I left,” I said. I knew it sounded stupid but I had nothing else. I had no idea what June had already told Riley, no idea what kind of knowledge base I was working with. “I rescheduled for tomorrow,” I said.

“Last second re-schedule. Must be very important. In Anders here?” He tossed his coat onto a hook and then looked around.

“Not yet. I think he’ll be in later this afternoon. He was here late last night, working.”

“Yeah, you told me on the phone. But I didn’t think Anders slept.” He laughed. “I was hoping to see these machines in action. You know, before the big press release.”

“I don’t think there is any planned press release. And it’s not quite ready to be shown yet.” I caught myself talking as Dr. Anders and not as June.

He looked at me with that increasingly familiar look of confusion. “Wait. You said on the phone it was done and it worked.”

I could feel my cheeks turning crimson. “Well, yeah it works. Just not with humans—I mean, it’s not tested with humans. We’ve had successful tests on mice and dogs.”

“I’d like to see that.” He wandered around the lab, inspecting all of the machinery. He nodded at some things, as if he agreed with my methods, and then he questioned other things, as if he would have done them differently. Of course, knowing Riley, he was sure he could have done everything slightly better than I had. If I wasn’t careful, he would start tinkering with things, setting me back days, weeks, even months.

“Please don’t touch that,” I said as he reached for the data-intake housing unit, where the machines stored and transmitted DNA information. It was a sensitive unit—the exact unit I needed to work on if I was going to get my real, male body back. All he had to do was sever a single of the thousand wires looping out of the system and I had another month of work on my plate. He looked at me with surprise and then he laughed.

“I’d really like to see these things in operation. Maybe you can show me?” He looked me up and down, spending an extra moment down at my legs. I realized in that moment that I was barefoot. He didn’t question it, but I’m sure it took him by surprise. It was highly unusual, after all, to be barefoot in a laboratory—especially one where contamination could be a serious issue.

“Um,” I said. If I said no, I knew he would probably end up waiting around for Dr. Anders to show up, poking at things, tinkering with control boards. If I just demonstrated the machine using a lab mouse, I had a feeling he would be content and on his merry way. Then I could get to work, locating the glitch in my DNA storage and transmission system. “Okay, sure. I’ll grab a mouse.”

“No, no. Let me pick the mouse. So I know it’s not some kind of rouse,” he said, walking over to the row of cages. He picked a black mouse with a distinct white spot on its side. “This one. Where do I put it?” He looked around the room. Thank God, I thought, something like this never happened when June was here alone. June would have let Riley walk all over the place, sticking mice in whatever the hell he wanted.

“Give it to me,” I said, taking the mouse from him and walking over to the departure-terminal. I explained the system to him in dumbed-down terms. He could have understood the highly-technical terms, but I didn’t want to give away my guise. I had to show him just enough to make him trust me, but not enough that he suspected anything. If a lab assistant started to explain quantum entanglement, Riley would have known something was up—though I’m sure he wouldn’t have believed I was actually stuck in a clone of June’s body. I could have straight up told him I was trapped in a clone of June’s body and he probably wouldn’t have believed it.

I booted up the systems and he wandered around while things warmed up. He kept an eye on me, making sure I wasn’t slipping an identical mouse into the output terminal. Even when I was sitting stationary, he kept his eye on me. Maybe he wasn’t trying to catch me in the act. Maybe he was just admiring my body—June’s body. Maybe he could tell I didn’t have a shirt—or even a bra or panties—on underneath my lab coat. Maybe he could tell that all there was between him and my pussy was that white lab coat. Or maybe he could tell, subconsciously, that I’d fantasized about him, just the night before. That I’d imagined him holding me down and fucking me senseless. Maybe he wanted to fuck me senseless.

We were alone, after all, in that lab. There was no one else in the building, as far as I knew and as far as he knew. The other labs were generally empty on weekends. He could do whatever he wanted to me and no one would have heard a thing. He could have pounded my pussy out in the building’s lobby area, and I could have had an orgasm at the top of my lungs and no one would have any clue.

The machine beeped, letting me know it was ready for the demonstration. “It’s ready, Mr. Sanderson.” He walked up behind me, close enough that I could feel his presence, feel his much larger body, his broad shoulders towering over me. “I’ve placed the mouse in the terminal. Now I’ll close the hatch.” I closed it.

“What does this button do?” he asked, reaching past me and pointing at a button on the system dashboard. His chest was pressed against my back and his chin was almost touching my cheekbone.

“That’s to test the object’s density. It’s obsolete with the new firmware, but I—I mean, Dr. Anders hasn’t updated the dashboard. A few of these buttons are obsolete.”

“You smell nice, June. I thought scientists weren’t supposed to wear perfume. Can’t that mess with the experiments?”

“I’m not wearing any perfume,” I said. I could feel his presence becoming closer, bigger.

“Really? Strange.”

I hesitated, then continued with the demonstration. I could feel a warm surge coming on, a similar euphoria to what I felt the night before, before my new instincts or my new hormones or my new whatever it was took over. But I had to keep myself in check. I had to be professional for June’s sake, for my own sake. I couldn’t have my assistant throwing herself at my biggest investor. Even if it was actually me and not my assistant, Riley Sanderson didn’t know that. “It’s very simple. Once the specimen is enclosed in the unit, you press this button and that’s it.” I motioned towards a large, red button.

“Can I press the button?” he asked, reaching further past me for the button, pressing his body against mine.

I swear I could feel the bulge of his cock against my butt. It was hard, or maybe that was my imagination. Maybe that was my swirling emotions fooling me. “Sure,” I said, and he slowly pressed the button.

After a flash, the mouse disappeared. I pulled myself away from his presence and started towards the output terminal. He followed. “And just like that, the mouse has been teleported?” he asked.

“Just like that.” I had the urge to explain it to him, but I held back. The explanation could wait until I was back in my own body.

I picked the mouse up and showed it to him. He shook his head and smiled, but didn’t seem too impressed. At least, he didn’t seem to be too interested in the mouse. He was looking at me, smiling, with that look in his eye that suggested there was more on his mind. “It’s a shame your vacation plans had to change,” he said.

“Hey, it happens. If there’s nothing else that you need—”

“—You know, you’re really very beautiful, June. I can see why Anders likes to keep you around here. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m sure you’re incredible useful to him.”

I blushed. I may have held onto my own mind, my own consciousness, but my brain was almost certainly a DNA-exact clone of June’s brain. All of her urges, her hormones, her instincts—everything controlled by the brain—I was now feeling. And it was frighteningly overwhelming. I couldn’t understand how women could control the overwhelming attraction that was now pulling me towards Riley. He was so handsome, so irresistible. There was an aura about him—a dominating aura, a powerful aura. He was a powerful man, and there was something incredibly irresistible about that, something I’d never even noticed as a man, as Dr. Anders.

He reached out and placed his hand on my arm. Then, he laughed. “You wouldn’t be naked under that lab coat, would you?”

My face was now a dark red. “Naked?” I said, looking down, trying to see what evidence he had. My nipples were hard, pushing against the thin white fabric of the lab coat. That, with my bare legs and bare feet, made it somewhat obvious. After a moment of trying to string together a sentence out of stuttered fragments, I laughed. “It’s a long story. I—”

Before I could finish my inevitably rambling sentence, he stepped forward and kissed me. A swirl of conflicted emotions rendered me frozen. I may have been in a woman’s body, but I was a man—a straight man. Straight men don’t kiss other men. But at the same time, I was in a woman’s body, being driven by a woman’s impulses. And what made those impulses any different than the impulses I felt in my own body? The lines were faded, black and white turned to grey and I was lost somewhere in the middle.

The female impulses won the battle. I melted into him, letting him wrap his arms around me. He was strong. I could have let my body go limp and I would have stayed in the same exact place. He wouldn’t have even noticed a thing. He let my tongue explore his mouth, and then his tongue explored mine. The next five minutes all seemed to buzz by in a flash: his hands exploring my body, my lab coat falling to the floor, me falling to my knees, his cock springing out as I pulled his pants down. I hesitated with his cock in my hand. I’d never had a cock in my hand—not that wasn’t my own, anyway. His was big, bigger than mine, and way thicker. Or maybe it just seemed that way because my feminine hands were smaller, more delicate.

“Go ahead, baby,” he said, slipping his hand behind my head, pulling it towards his throbbing member.

Gently, I parted my lips and let the cock slip in. It was warm. I could feel his veins pumping blood into his cock, making it harder, somehow longer. I gagged at first before getting my rhythm. “Just like that,” he said. Honestly, he was doing most of the work, my head in his hand. He pulled me in and pushed me off, eventually getting both of his hands into the mix, one on each side of my head.

He slowly started to thrust himself forward, sinking his cock further towards my throat. “Just like that,” he said again. His head fell back and he let out a long, deep sigh. I was doing something right. He was apparently in a state of bliss. I worked his shaft with my hand as I sucked him off.

“Finger your pussy, baby,” he said. I looked up and he was looking down at me with a expectant expression. His gaze was commanding, hard to deny. I didn’t deny it. I reached down and started to stroke my pussy with the tips of my fingers. He watched while I continued to suck him off. “Stick them in,” he commanded, so I did. Two of my fingers slipped into my body. “Rub your clit with the other hand.”

Riley Sanderson had gotten much bossier since I’d last spoken with him, or maybe this was his way with women. Likely the latter. As a man, I would have punched him right in the face, had he commanded me like that. But as a woman, it was different. There was something so tantalizing about being told what to do and how to do it. I wanted to be his. I wanted to please him. Pleasing him got me off, got my blood flowing, got that warm energy rushing through my body.

I started to moan, gagged by his cock, which was still sinking deeper and deeper into my throat. “Don’t stop,” he said, and I didn’t. I was jerking him off quickly, sucking ferociously. His legs quivered. I could feel his member bloating in my mouth. He was going to come.

“C’mon, baby,” I said, surrendering to every impulse inside of me. “Come on my face.” I was completely out of control of myself. My hormones were in the driver’s seat. That warm energy all started to rush down to my pussy. The sensation was powerful, consuming. I came, pulling my head back and screaming out loud.

That was enough for him, too. His cock began to blast my face with hot, sticky cum. He held my head in place, making sure I didn’t miss a single shot, and I didn’t. I was covered, soaked, dripping. I could taste his sweet cum on my lips.

As soon as he caught his breath he said, “I should be going.” He had a smile on his face that didn’t disappear as he pulled up his pants and headed for the door. “We should do that again sometime. Maybe when you’re back from your vacation.”

I smiled. “Maybe.”

Then he was gone. I cleaned up in the bathroom and then came out again. I noticed my DNA sample sitting on a desk. I wondered if I wanted to go back to my old self, my Dr. Anders self. Or maybe I liked being a woman. I smiled—I could get used to those intense orgasms.


CHAPTER IV

It was ten tediously long days before I got anywhere in my coding. I was trying to find a single line of code within millions of lines. But it wasn’t as simple as a quick search of the code, I had to go through it all, line by line, because I wasn’t looking for a keyword, I was looking for a blip in the order of operations. My theory was that the order of operations was what had caused the error in the system, to choose June’s DNA over mine when making the switch. Long story short, I found the line of code that I thought was responsible. My program was set to make a series of millisecond-fast decisions in an order, rather than every decision at once after analysing all of the data. A single character was all I needed to delete from my code to address the issue. Once the change was made, I had to install the update into my machines and reboot everything. It was a procedure which took about twelve hours of processing. I went to sleep and woke up with less than an hour left on the reboot.

While I was waiting, a noise caught my attention. It was a faint jingle and then a metallic cranking. I looked to the door. It was someone unlocking the door. Shit. I jumped to my feet in a panic. The door started to open and I started towards my office. But I was too late. “Hello?” the familiar female voice said. I was in my office but I’d already been caught. June saw a woman sprinting across the room. Maybe she hadn’t recognized that woman to be a spitting image of herself, but there was no way I could get out of the situation without her seeing me. There was also no way of lying my way out.

So with a large pit deep in my stomach, I stepped out from the office and her expression dropped. “What the hell? Who are you? Why—Why do you look like me?” She took a step back towards the door.

“I can explain everything. Please, just listen.” And so I explained what had happened and how I’d been working towards fixing the issue. It took a few minutes for the explanation to permeate her shock, but ultimately the explanation seemed to give her some peace of mind. “So you retained your own consciousness but your body changed completely? That’s so… fascinating.” She walked up to me and then felt my skin, making sure I was real and not some figment of her imagination. “Incredible.” I’d forgotten how delicate her touch was. Strange, as we technically had the same touch. Yet, somehow, coming from her, it was different. I couldn’t help but think there was some metaphysical difference between our bodies. Sure, our physical bodies were identical—clones. But we were different people still, with different energies. She smiled.

“The system is almost back online. Everything will be back to normal soon,” I said.

She stared at me in a way she’d never stared at me before—and not just in fascination. I couldn’t put my finger on that look, but there was something heavy on her mind.

Once the machines were back online, I went straight for the terminal. I hesitated at the door. A part of me wanted to turn around, to abandon going back to my male self. I’d enjoyed my time as a woman, experiencing life as a woman. There was so much more I hadn’t been able to see—life outside of the laboratory walls. But I couldn’t remain a woman, not in June’s body. Perhaps one day, when all was said and done, and my technology was mainstream—maybe then I could give it a shot.

I stepped into the machine with the DNA sample I took a few weeks earlier from my clothes. I left half of the sample in another vial, in case the experiment failed and I needed a piece of my old self for future attempts. “Wish me luck,” I said.

“Good luck,” the real June said back to me.

I closed the hatch and pressed the button. Everything flashed and then the door opened. I was on the other side of the room. The teleportation was a success. But was the body-swap? I walked out of the terminal. June was looking at me but I couldn’t gauge her expression. I walked to the mirror. I was still a woman. I was still June. My fix didn’t work. The system still prioritized June’s DNA pattern over mine. “Damn,” I said.

“We’ll figure it out,” June said, walking up behind me.

“It will take years to figure this out. Like finding a grain of sand in a forest.” I sighed. “If we could just narrow down the issue… Is it prioritizing female DNA? Your DNA? Or is it just acting randomly? Did I flip tails twice in a row?” I looked to the machine and wondered. Was it maybe something in my DNA? A recessive flaw? Something in my own DNA telling the machine to prioritize June’s DNA?

“We’ll figure it out,” June said. She planted a kiss on my cheek.

I returned to my office and sat down. I stared at the wall and thought, running through various scenarios and possible remedies in my mind. I was in a serious bind. In an experiment such as this, you would never run the same test over and over on the same mouse. You would run the test on a variety of mice. The varying results would help in narrowing down the possible solutions. I didn’t have multiple human subjects to test my theories on. I only had myself. And every time I went into the machine, I would get the same result, over and over, and I would be no closer to a solution.

There was a flash of light in the laboratory. I leapt up from my seat and ran over. The machines were whirling from recent use. The output-terminal door swung open. Then, a man stepped out. I had to rub my eyes and take a closer look, in utter disbelief of what I was seeing. It was me—Dr. Anders—stepping out of the unit. I opened my mouth to speak but I was speechless.

He walked over to the mirror and looked at himself. “Whoa,” he said. I knew immediately it was June, though I couldn’t tell you how I knew it.

“June? What did you do?”

“I went into the terminal with your sample,” she (who was now a he) said.

“Why?” I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. There is something incredibly surreal about staring at yourself through someone else’s eyes. It was like staring at a stranger, but recognizing them entirely. I wasn’t staring at myself. I was staring at a surprisingly handsome man (I’d never considered myself to be a handsome man). He was strangely attractive, which I didn’t know how to feel about. I felt almost guilty about it, as if I was having incestual feelings for what was essentially my own self. But it wasn’t my own self, it was June.

“To see what would happen. To narrow down the possibilities.” She smiled. “Besides, I’ve always wanted to see what it was like to be you.” A part of me was angry with June, but at the same time I was ecstatic. She’d answered so many of my questions—questions which would have taken months, if not years, to answer with my limited resources. Had she answered every question? No. But we were closer. She did it for science.

Or maybe she did it for me.

She looked me up and down and laughed. “Hey, I’m pretty hot.”

“I’m not too bad, myself,” I said.

She looked at my chest and her face lit up. “Want to come to my office for a moment?” she said, motioning towards my office. “I have a few personal experiments I need to run.”

“Of course, Doctor,” I said, following her. The decision was mutual and unspoken. There was no rush to get to the bottom of the DNA-analysis issue. No rush at all.

THE END
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