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UNPAID DEBT

Man Magically Becomes Woman Dark Romance

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Paul Hall was walking to his office, earbuds in his ear, completely oblivious to the world. He was thinking about what he wanted to eat for lunch, debating whether he should try the new Thai restaurant or stick to his favorite Indian buffet. A sandwich from the deli was also an option. Paul loved lunch.

His life was in danger, but his only concern was how to fill his belly.

He didn’t see the man with dark eyes and a clean suit approaching him from behind, and he certainly wasn’t expecting it when that same man grabbed his shoulder and led him to a dark closet the second that they entered his office building.

Paul screamed, but a gloved hand covered his mouth.

“Shut the fuck up,” a deep voice commanded.

Paul screamed again before a sharp blow to the side silenced him. He whimpered and doubled over, feeling powerless.

“What do you want from me?” Paul pleaded.

“I want you to shut the fuck up,” the man said in a rushed whisper.

Paul said nothing, even though his mind was telling him to scream. He about parted his lips until the man in a suit exposed the gun tucked into the waistline of his pants.

“Do I have your attention now, Paul?”

“How do you know my name?” Paul asked as tears slid down his cheeks.

“I know everything about you. How you got divorced last year. How your wife left you and took the kids and your money after cheating on you with a school teacher.”

Paul whimpered as the pain crashed into him. He never thought an elementary school teacher could be capable of stealing a man’s wife, but he should have known better the first time he saw them together.

Nicole and Mr. Brown, sitting in a tree. F-U-C-K-I-N-G.

“Just tell me what you want,” Paul said through gritted teeth. He hated his ex-wife Nicole for leaving him for Jacob, but Paul would do anything for his kids.

“Andre Diehl is coming for an appointment today, and you’re going to inject this into his body,” said the man in a suit.

“No!” Paul cried. “I can’t.”

“Did you forget that I have a gun and know every detail of your pathetic life? If you don’t inject Andre with this, Mark and Mary will never see their precious father again.”

“You can’t do this to me, please. Don’t you have a heart?”

The man in a suit shook his head. “Sorry, pal. My heart vanished a long time ago.”

Paul stared into the man’s eyes. He had a face like he could have been a model in a past life, yet there was nothing except darkness in his gaze. Paul knew he could either inject his star-athlete patient with the unknown liquid or wake up in a ditch.

“Will it… will it… kill him?”

“I have no idea what it’ll do. I’m not a fucking scientist!”

The man in a suit held out the syringe, clearly void of patience. Paul knew what he was going to do. He hated himself for it, but what man wouldn’t put his kids before everything else?

Paul didn’t care if injecting Andre meant ruining his career or killing an innocent man. He took the syringe and bowed his head.

“I’ll take care of it,” Paul said through gritted teeth.

“You know what will happen if you don’t,” the man in a suit said as he dropped his shirt to hide the gun and moved toward the door. Paul thought of injecting the horrid man with the syringe but decided against it at the last second.

Paul knew himself. He wasn’t the type to win a fist fight. People respected him, but they certainly didn’t fear him.

The man in a suit adjusted his jacket before stepping out of the closet, leaving Paul alone as tears slid down his face. How was he going to do it? How could he?

Injecting Andre Diehl with a mysterious liquid seemed out of the question, but then Paul envisioned his kids’ faces.

Mark and Mary.

His precious children.

The man in a suit wouldn’t stop short of killing them. Paul had seen the darkness in the man’s eyes. There was no doubt that he would stoop to the lowest of lows.

Paul pulled out his phone to call his horrid ex-wife. Nicole answered on the second ring.

“Hi, Paul. What do you want? You don’t get the kids until the weekend. Our schedules are jam-packed this week.”

“It’s not that,” Paul said in a whisper.

“What is it? What’s wrong with you? Why are you talking like that?”

Paul didn’t have the strength to admit that he’d just been attacked, and he didn’t want any recordings anywhere saying he had a syringe. Paul also couldn’t bring himself to tell Nicole that he missed her. That he wanted to be with her and could forgive her for cheating, but Paul didn’t say a word.

“I have to go.”

“Okay,” Nicole said and held out her voice. “We’ll talk this weekend. Bye.”

Nicole hung up before Paul could make another sound, but what would he even say? He felt like he was living in a dream as he got to his feet and put his hand on the doorknob. He stepped into the hallway. One person saw him and gave a curious look, but Paul acted like he wasn’t doing anything wrong.

He nodded and continued to his office.

He pulled out the syringe when he arrived and placed it on his desk, staring at it, willing it to disappear. His phone rang, making him jump.

It was Andre Diehl calling.

Paul’s heart pounded in his chest as he picked up the phone. “Hello, Mr. Diehl?”

“Yeah, doc, it’s me. I’m sorry, but I’m going to be a few minutes late to my appointment. I hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah, no problem.” Paul’s inner voice was screaming at him to cancel the appointment and save Andre’s life, but where would that leave him? His children? Nicole? “I’ll be here.”

“You’re the best, doc.”

“Don’t mention it,” Paul said and hung up the phone as his hands trembled violently.
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Andre

“I can’t stay here all day, Janice. Can’t we reschedule the photo shoot?”

“No,” Janice said. “You need to stay right where you are. Do you know how hard it is to arrange everything? We rented that house you’re using for the day. If you leave, we will only get five grand instead of one-hundred grand, and they’ll probably just pay a backup model less.”

Janice was harsh, but sometimes I needed a reality check. Ninety-five grand was worth sticking around, so I would have to call Dr. Hall and beg for his forgiveness. His schedule was probably more flexible than this production.

“Fine, but only one more hour.”

“The photographer will be there in fifteen minutes, Andre! Keep it together!”

“I’m doing my best, Janice!”

“You’d better watch your tone. Only I get to yell. You know that.”

I took a deep breath and squeezed the sides of my phone, but I wouldn’t yell at Janice again. I wouldn’t risk pissing her off more than I already had. Janice had an impressive memory and never forgot when someone pissed her off, including her clients.

“Look, Andre, it’ll be a quick shoot, and then you can go fuck whatever girl is waiting for you, but we need this money. Don’t act like you don’t want it.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Janice, and I actually have a doctor’s appointment, so ha! I’m not meeting any girl.”

“Wow, there’s a first time for everything,” she said sarcastically.

“Here’s the photographer now, so thanks for nothing.”

Janice scoffed into the line and ended the call. I introduced myself to the photographer, already changed into the underwear I was modeling. Makeup done. Abs crunched. Everyone was ready to go except the photographer, who seemed a bit hungover.

“You okay, bud?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said and pulled a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. He put one between his lips and lit it, blowing out a cloud of smoke.

I coughed, exaggerating to let him know how much I hated the smoke, but he didn’t care. He pointed to the edge of the pool and told me to stand by it. I listened to his command, hating him more by the second.

“What’s with your face, man? Aren’t they paying you a shit ton of money to be here?” the photographer asked.

I glanced around, remembering I was the king on the hill here. I was the man everyone wanted to be, and the smoking photographer was right. I was getting vastly more to be there than anyone else, so I shook off my annoyance and did my best to look sexy for the camera, remembering how far I’d come.

The photo shoot didn’t last much longer before I was heading back to my car. There was so much traffic between the house and Dr. Hill’s office that I had to call him to tell him I would be late. He didn’t seem bothered, so I stopped for a sandwich at a gas station.

Several people stopped to ask me for a photograph when one person shouted my name. I did my best to smile for selfies and sign the random napkins from the dispenser near the hotdogs. People thanked me as I finally made my way back outside, free sandwich and beverage in my hand.

I tried to pay, but the manager refused, saying I’d done more than enough by giving out all those selfies and autographs.

My life wasn’t always glitz and glam, though. There were dark days in my past. Parents who were strung out on a variety of drugs. Raised by an uncle who didn’t care whether I lived or died, basically given to his girlfriend, who was the worst person in the entire world.

Jody Rivers.

If there was a devil, that would be its name. Jody Rivers brought Hell to Earth. She didn’t care about anyone but herself and her money, yet she never wanted to get her hands dirty. She only wanted to be a big fucking bitch.

My blood boiled when I thought of Jody Rivers and everything she’d done to make my life unbearable until I fought back. I told her to fuck herself and ran away when I couldn’t take it a second longer.

I was twenty when I left Jody and somehow made it to the Major League by my twenty-fifth birthday. I was so lost that I lost myself in baseball. It was the only thing that kept me sane as a kid, and then a minor league team gave me a job helping out when I was homeless.

They noticed my skills, trained me, and the rest was history.

I lived and breathed the sport until I got my lucky break. A scout noticed my improvement and dedication and gave me a chance, putting his own neck on the line to get me where I’ve come.

Now I was the sensation story. They were even making a movie about my life, except they were leaving out a lot of the gory details. Nobody knew exactly how dark things were when I was younger. They didn’t know how far Jody pushed me.

I would be in prison several times over if people found out the truth, and she wanted to expose the truth. She longed to bring me down and steal my money, but it wasn’t so easy. The public loved me.

My fame was Jody’s worst nightmare because it gave me power. As long as people adored me, she couldn’t touch me without risking backlash, but there was one story that’d come out since I got famous, and I knew it was her doing.

A story about me getting in trouble for smoking a joint outside of the mall back when I was eighteen. Nobody else knew about that story, and I was pretty sure Jody had been the one to call the cops on me in the first place.

I was at the mall with my friends instead of delivering a ‘package’ for her, but I was over delivering her drugs. I couldn’t take another second of her abuse. I’d already decided to run away by that point, but that was the night running away became serious.

Jody could consume me if I let her, but I shook away the negative thoughts as I pulled into the parking lot of the doctor’s office. I almost never went to the doctor, but I had to get my yearly physical. Dr. Hall came recommended from the team. A couple other guys went to him, but we had several doctors between us.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Diehl. How are you doing today?”

“Well,” I said to Dr. Hill’s receptionist. “Yourself?”

“Can’t complain. Dr. Hall will be right out to call your name.”

“Thank you,” I said and took a seat. There was a golf magazine, so I picked it up and flipped through the pages.

Before becoming famous, I never would have imagined myself a golfer, but going out to the club and hanging with the guys was always a blast. Golf was a sport for people with money, but I’d made it. I was rich.

Dr. Hall stepped out of his office and waved. “Mr. Diehl, you can come back now.”

I nodded and got to my feet, heading over to the door that opened up to Dr. Hall’s office. We walked back to an examination room. Dr. Hall waved for me to step into the room, so I did, and he went to grab my chart.

“Just your yearly physical?” Dr. Hall asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Excellent,” he said, but there was something off about his voice.

“Are you okay, doc?”

“Never better. Why?”

I shrugged. “Don’t know. You seem a bit… off.”

“It’s been a rough day.”

“Why? Everything okay?”

I’d heard that Dr. Hall’s wife left him for one of his kid’s teachers. I couldn’t believe the woman would have such nerve, but weren’t there plenty of men who’d done the same? People like that were the reason I didn’t bother with relationships.

I was perfectly happy alone and didn’t need anyone to make my life better. Maybe Janice made my life better, but sometimes I thought about replacing her with a manager who wasn’t a complete bitch. Janice was effective, but it came with a price.

“Yeah, everything is fine. Let’s start your physical.”

I nodded and followed Dr. Hall to the scale. He adjusted the scale until he got the right number and marked it on his sheet. He went through the steps, much less animated than usual. I didn’t know what was going on until we neared the end and Dr. Hall pulled out a thick syringe from the pocket on his shirt.

“Dr. Hall! What are you doing?” I asked in a panicked voice.

“I’m sorry,” he said and closed his eyes as he stabbed the needle into my leg.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, and Dr. Hall put a moist towel over my mouth. My yelling muffled just as I heard a banging on the door asking if everything was okay. I parted my lips to yell for help, but only a puff of dry air escaped my mouth.

I was doomed.
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Paul Hall panicked as he stared down at the seemingly lifeless Andre Diehl, legendary batter slash outfielder slash internet sensation. If the star athlete died on his watch, everyone would hate him. He would honestly be better off dead.

Paul pulled on his mahogany hair, wishing that man in a suit had never entered his life. He wished he could go back to the morning when he’d been leisurely walking to work wondering what he was going to eat for lunch.

Now Paul could never imagine eating again!

He had blood on his hands. He put his finger up against Andre’s neck, grateful there was still a pulse. He breathed a little more easily, but there was no telling how long he would be out like that.

Paul paced the room, and there was another knock on his door. He asked for the nurse to leave, but there was no reply. Nothing except another knock on the door. Paul went over, angry as he went to open the door, surprised beyond belief when he saw the man in a suit and another man standing there.

“Thanks for injecting him.”

“What? How did you know?”

“I put a camera on your bag,” he said and gestured to Paul’s bag sitting in the corner. “We’re surprised you actually went through with it, so I guess we can spare your family. For now.”

“What?” Paul said in a panic. “I did what you asked. Leave my family out of this. They’re safe.”

The man in a suit grunted. “Safe? Nobody you know is safe until someone puts a bullet through my head.”

“What do you want?” How did you even get back here?”

“Side door.”

“We keep that locked.”

“I came prepared,” the man said with a shrug. “Now, unless you want people seeing us drag his limp body out of here, I’d suggest you go distract the nurses.”

Paul wanted to argue. He also just wanted this day to be over. He felt bad for Andre, but he would have to live with what he’d done forever. Paul wouldn’t be able to walk back his actions. It was already history, and the day would forever haunt him.

Paul swallowed and stepped out of the examination room, doing as the man in a suit said, and distracting the nurses. He didn’t know what the two guys did, but they were gone when Paul returned to the room, and they’d taken poor Andre.
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Andre

I wasn’t dead.

There was still hope.

I told myself that over and over as my eyes slowly opened in a dark room. I looked around but could hardly move. They had me strapped to a hard, flat surface. Dark blinds were down over the windows, but I could still see the faintest hints of daylight.

“Who’s there?” I screamed.

The sound that left my lips stopped me cold. It wasn’t my voice, yet I was still me, except I was only me in my mind. I bent my chin and caught a glimpse of my breasts. Everything about my physical presence had transformed.

“What do you want?” I screamed in the girly voice, crying because I’d been transformed into a woman. “Why did you do this, Dr. Hall? I trusted you!”

“Trust,” a woman’s voice said as a pair of heels clicked on the floor. “It’s a funny thing.”

The voice sent a chill down my spine.

“Jody,” I said.

“It’s me! Are you surprised?” Jody cackled as she turned on the light and stepped closer.

I cursed and thrashed, but the straps held me in place. I couldn’t move no matter how much I tried, which only made me cry harder.

“Oh, don’t cry! Don’t you see what we’ve done?”

“You turned me into a girl!” I hollered.

“Don’t you love it?” Jody asked in a bright voice. It sounded sugary sweet, but it was laced with venom. Jody had fooled me more than enough times over the years.

“I hate it! How did you even do it?”

Jody said nothing as she walked a few more steps, hovering over me when she stopped. Those big blue eyes stared down at me, making me feel insignificant. Worthless, like I’d felt the day I finally ran away from Jody and her ruthlessness.

“I’ve been working on my plan for years, my boy, and now it’s finally happening.”

“You’re crazy!” I hollered.

“Shut up before I muzzle your mouth.”

I did my best to spit on her. It missed, and then she slapped me right across the face. I coughed. The slap stung, but Jody couldn’t scare me. She wouldn’t break my spirit no matter how hard she tried. I was fierce and determined to escape my situation.

“That’s better, Andre. Do you know how annoying it has been to watch you become famous?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Why don’t you tell me?”

Jody reached around her body and pulled a gun from her waistline. She was wearing skinny jeans, heels, and a loose blouse with plenty of cleavage. Her breasts were larger than average, and she never missed a chance to show them off to the world.

Jody pressed the gun up against my lips as she stared at me with those oppressive blue eyes. The eyes that used to wake me from my sleep. I’d spent years having nightmares about Jody.

“I deserve a cut, Andre. You know I do. Where would you be if it weren’t for me?”

“Probably in a better place. You treated me like garbage.”

Jody hit me with the gun. There was a crack, and it most certainly hurt. I coughed, trying to turn my body to spit over the side of the table, but it was helpless. The straps were holding me tightly.

“You wouldn’t have been anything if it weren’t for me! I put clothes on your back and food on your plate. You think your uncle could have done that alone? He was a fucking idiot, Andre. We both know it.”

“Where is Oscar?”

“He’s in Mexico. He’s running my operation south of the border if you know what I mean,” Jody said and laughed as she moved the tip of her gun over her crotch.

“You’re disgusting,” I said.

Jody sighed as she rested her hip on the side of the table holding me. She looked down at me, dripping in pity. I hated her. I thought to spit on her again but didn’t want more blood in my mouth.

“You can hate me all you want, but I’m basically you’re mother.”

I grunted. “You’re not my mother. My mom messed up, but you’ll never be her. Sorry.”

Jody pushed the gun against my chin and placed her finger on the trigger. “Excuse me?”

“You fucking heard me,” I said despite the fact Jody could end my life in an instant, but I didn’t care. I would rather die than be her slave a second time. She wasn’t getting a penny of my money, and I wasn’t about to work for her.

Jody lifted the gun, shaking her head. “You’re going to be difficult, aren’t you?”

“Your worst fucking nightmare,” I said in a strained voice.

Jody laughed. “We’ll see about that. I doubt you’ll be giving me much flack when I get all of your money.”

“How are you going to get it? They have my accounts on lock.”

Jody snapped her fingers, and a man walked into the room. He looked exactly like me, except the old me.

“What? How?”

“You need to stop doubting me, Andre. I’ve been planning this for years. Pretty much ever since you signed your first minor league contract, but things really started moving in the past couple years, and here we are.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

Jody placed the gun on my leg and ran it up my body until she was standing over my face. The man who looked like me was by my other side, staring down at me with the creepiest smile I’d ever fucking seen in my life.

“If you must know, I’ve swapped you with one of my girls. Sherri. She’s my top earner, but she’s the only one I could trust.”

I looked up at my old body, completely disgusted that there was someone else living in it. I didn’t know how it was possible, but there was no denying that we’d been switched.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked, even though I was pretty sure I already knew the answer. Why else would she do it except…?

“Money,” Jody said with a laugh. “One way or another, I’m getting what you owe me.”

“I don’t owe you shit!”

“I hate that you talk to me like that when I spent so much of my time and energy raising you.”

There was so much I wanted to scream at Jody, but it was useless. She wouldn’t register whatever it was I told her. Jody was in her own little world, convinced of whatever she had decided. I couldn’t talk sense into her.

Nobody could.

“You’re right, Jody. Why didn’t you call to ask me? I would have given you money.”

“Ha!” Jody threw her head back. She tucked the gun back into the waistline of her tight jeans and reached forward to rub the bottom of my chin. “I got that bitch manager of yours every time I tried to call. She never let me through, so you can blame her for me taking such extreme measures.”

“I’ll do that the second you let me back in my body.”

Jody stared at me expressionless before a wild smirk crossed her lips. She moved her thumb to the edge of my mouth, staring into my soul. She could see me, even though my body was completely different, but who else would?

“You poor thing, Andre. I don’t know that you’ll ever get back in your body.”

“What?” I asked.

“Yeah, what?” my old self asked. “You told me this was temporary, Jody. I wouldn’t have agreed if it meant staying in this body.”

“The body of a celebrity? You can’t figure out how to catch a few balls? I doubt it’s that hard.”

Sherri snapped. “Nuh uh! I’m not playing baseball! I’m going to the bank, and then you’re putting me back in my body!”

There was a flash in Jody’s eyes. I’d seen it before. There was no way she planned on letting Sherri have her body back, but she put on a smile and tossed her hand in the air.

“Of course, girl. You’ll get your body back first thing.”

“Okay, Jody. Please don’t play with me like that. I might be a hoe, but I love it.” Sherri threw her arms in the air and started twerking her ass. She turned around so that it was facing me, my former ass bouncing in my face.

“Please stop,” I said.

“Lick that ass, boy.” Sherri said and moved her ass closer to my face.

“Stop!”

“You’re no fun,” she said and walked away from me. “Can we get this done, Jody? I’m tired of being in his body already.”

“Yeah, let’s go to the bank. We have his cards and IDs. That should be more than enough.”

I screamed as they gathered my old things and walked to the door. They waved at me before slipping out of the room, leaving me alone in the middle of nowhere. I kept screaming, but a strange man walked into the room after a few minutes and stuffed a sock into my mouth.

He had a classically handsome face, and I couldn’t do anything as he ran his knuckles along my body. I stared at him with pleading eyes as I screamed into the sock stuffing my mouth, but I was powerless.

“I’m going to be your first client,” he said before walking out of the room. He didn’t touch me anywhere besides my arm and leg, but his words left me shaken. I had no idea what he was talking about until I remembered that Sherri had called herself a hoe.

I felt my stomach drop to my knees.
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Paul Hall left his office in a daze. It’d been a week since he injected Andre Diehl with that syringe. Paul couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t relax. He was checking the news for updates about Andre’s health, expecting to see a story about his death. He was in a constant state of panic.

Paul looked over his shoulder every few seconds, expecting someone to come up from behind to attack. Worried that the man in a suit would put a bullet in his head if he turned the wrong corner. Paul wished he could make a different choice.

He wished he’d never injected Andre Diehl with that syringe. He could have gone to Nicole, grabbed his family, and put them in hiding. They could have started over, fresh on a new leaf, but Paul had succumbed to fear.

He was weak.

Pathetic.

Paul hated himself more than anyone else could, even Andre. It was probably why Nicole had left him in the first place. He had no drive. No will. He was fine going to work and heading home after without doing anything in between.

Everyone was going on about their lives like everything was fine, like Paul didn’t have blood on his hands. He couldn’t believe that the man in a suit and his accomplice had gotten Andre out of his office so quietly.

So efficiently.

There was a chance that they could do the same to him. They could slip into his house while he was sleeping, kill him, and get him out of the house before his neighbors noticed, but would they even call the cops if they did?

Or would they watch and assume someone else would?

Paul had no idea where to turn and no idea who to call. He could only check the news so many times before he lost his mind, so he went to the only place he could think of for an escape.

The bar.

Paul stumbled into the bar, dizzy from his reality. He sat on the stool and ordered a bourbon on the rocks. The bartender poured him a stiff drink, but Paul didn’t mind. He needed every drop.

“Rough day?” a man asked from a few stools down.

Paul shrugged and downed his drink, shaking it for the bartender to pour him another. The bartender didn’t flinch as he added another ice cube and more bourbon.

The man a few stools down stood and moved closer. Paul ignored him and pressed the drink to his lips, downing a bit more. He didn’t want to interact with the man. He couldn’t trust a single soul in the world after what happened.

“You look like you’re having a rough day.”

“What’s it to you?” Paul asked with a grunt.

“I’m just a fly on the wall, but I’m here if you want to talk.”

Paul glanced at the man. They were around the same age and probably had many of the same problems, judging by the void of life in his eyes, but Paul didn’t need a friend. He needed a way to rewind life and try again because what he’d done to Andre was unforgiveable.

“Why would I want to talk?”

The man shrugged. “Why wouldn’t you? We’re only human.”

“Yeah, but I’m not interested in friendship.”

The stranger chuckled and picked up his brown liquor on the rocks. He swirled the liquid in the glass, staring at the TV in the corner. Paul felt bad for rejecting him so quickly, but nobody could understand what he was going through, and he couldn’t let the truth slip.

What if the man in a suit had sent this guy to the bar to test him? What if he was being watched by the camera in the corner?

“If you’re going to stare at me, might as well talk to me,” the stranger said and turned his intense green eyes back to Paul. “Name is Dennis.”

“Paul,” he said and put out his hand for a shake.

“Nice to meet you, Paul. Why are you some jumpy? Got a woman on your tail?”

“No,” Paul said as he dropped his eyes to his drink. He watched the cube of ice drift through the liquid as it slowly melted. “There’s no woman.”

“Owe someone money?”

Paul shook his head. “I wish it were that simple.”

“Damn,” Dennis said. “Sounds like you’re in a bit of trouble.”

“You could say that.”

“I got to go, but you should meet me at the club tonight. We can blow off some steam.”

“Aren’t we a bit old for the club?” Paul asked.

“I’m talking about the strip club, and judging by that watch on your wrist, you got a bit of money. Stop being cheap and spend a little on the ladies. They’ll appreciate it.”

Paul hadn’t been to the strip club since he was in his twenties. Long before he’d settled down with Nicole and had the kids, but for whatever reason, getting a lap dance sounded like it could knock down his anxiety a few pegs.

“Can you go tomorrow night? I have a meeting later.”

“Yeah, the titties are swinging seven nights a week. Here’s my card,” Dennis said and pulled one out of his wallet. “Bruce, put his drink on my tab. I got to go.”

“You got it, boss,” the bartender said.

“See you later,” Dennis said and winked as he walked away from the bar.

Paul sat there for half an hour until he’d finished his drink. He left a cash tip for the bartender and headed out the door, wondering if he would really make a trip to the strip club.
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Andre

Jody twirled in circles as she threw hundred-dollar bills into the air. Sherri was still inhabiting my old body, giggling as she watched her boss play with the money I’d earned. The money that they’d taken from my bank account.

“Ah,” Jody said as she emptied her hand of the last bill. “It’s amazing how much money you have just sitting in those accounts, Andre. I can’t wait until I get every last penny!”

Jody cackled as she threw her head back and walked over to me. They had me handcuffed to a chair, only able to get up to use the bathroom or eat. I’d been like this for nearly a week, and my ass was really starting to hurt.

I said nothing, even though there was so much I wanted to say. So many profanities I wanted to yell, but Jody was too crazy. If I spoke too much, she would put a bullet in my head and wouldn’t think twice about it.

“You owe me. Everything I did for you,” Jody said as she gazed at me with those intense blue eyes. “I deserve this, Andre.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I should have been more appreciative of how you tried to help.”

Jody nodded, but she still looked suspicious. She trusted nobody, especially not the people closest to her. She used people, made them feel special, until she turned on them. Nobody in her orbit was safe, but I was going to play nice until I returned to my former body.

I couldn’t stay a girl forever!

Peeing without my dick was the weirdest sensation. My breasts were especially heavy. I missed playing baseball, instead of rotting away in this chair. Sherri had already missed several games and stopped answering phone calls from the team.

I didn’t know how I was ever going to explain my way out of this situation if I got back in my old body. They were going to make me pay back all the money Jody had stolen for a ‘breach of contract’.

“Can you at least send Sherri to play? I would hate for the team to cut us off.”

“No,” Sherri said and shook her head. “I can’t play. I tried playing catch with my friend, and it was dreadful.”

“You can at least go. If you suck, they’ll take you out and put you on the bench. Give you a physical. Showing up is everything.”

Jody narrowed her eyes, considering my point. She was nodding after a few seconds and pointed a finger at Sherri.

“You’re going.”

“What?” Sherri shouted. “I can’t! They’ll eat me alive! You should have seen me trying to play catch.”

A laugh left my lips, which Jody despised. She grunted and walked over to me, placing a finger against my face.

“The other option is breaking her bones. You’ll never get to play again if we do that. I could make it look like a robbery and everything.”

“Damn, Jody! You’re going to do me like that?”

“It might be the only way, and at least the fans will still love him if we take him out with broken bones.”

I cursed myself for opening my mouth. Jody would do anything to get her hands on my money.

“I’ll think about it, but wouldn’t you rather be home in a cast than humiliating yourself on the field?”

Sherri shrugged. “Yeah, maybe.”

“It’ll be worth it to get all that sympathy money. Endorsement deals.”

Jody spoke as though she could see the money rolling in, and I honestly hated the brilliance of her plan. There would be countless flowers and gifts and donations.

“Anyhow, Andre, you’ll be busy while I figure out the details.”

“Busy? How?”

“Sherri had a job, and they’re missing her.”

“I’m not having sex for money.”

“Look at yourself, Andre! You scream sex!”

Sherri giggled in my former body, driving me absolutely mad. I thrashed in the chair, unable to move, but I wanted to kill them. I wanted to slit their throats. Out of all the bad I’d done, I’d never sold my body, and I never killed.

I got close to killing. Left a man for dead when he tried to rob me after a drug deal, but I stopped myself before dealing that deadly punch. I wasn’t about to go past my limits now.

“You’re better off killing me,” I said.

“Be careful what you wish for because I could drop you in a ditch, and nobody would come looking for you in that body.”

“Hey!” Sherri hollered.

“Sorry,” Jody said with a laugh. “You know I love you, but don’t tell me you couldn’t get used to living in that body.”

Sherri shrugged. “He does have a decent dick.”

“And insane name recognition! You’re worried about the wrong things, Sherri! We could make millions off his face.”

Sherri grinned, and I’d never hated my life more. If I had to twirl around a pole and smile while random men fondled my ass, I would probably kill myself before anyone else did.

“Don’t worry. You’ll learn the ropes, and everything will be fine.”

“How can you say that when you have me like this?”

“You’re so dramatic, Andre. Don’t forget that you…”

“Wouldn’t be anything without you,” I said to mock Jody. “Got it. You don’t need to say it again.”

“Don’t fucking mock me!”

“Kill me! I don’t want to be your whore!” I thrashed in the chair again, willing myself to break free. I had escaped Jody once, but I wasn’t sure I had the energy to do it again, and where would I even end up in Sherri’s body? Serving tables? Working at a diner?

“You’ll be my whore if I fucking tell you to be my whore, Andre.”

“No,” I said and thrashed in the chair. “You can’t make me!”

Jody slapped me. The sound of the sting bounced around the room. She pointed in my face.

“You’ll fucking do what I tell you! I have you by the balls, Andre!”

I let my gaze shift to Sherri for the briefest of seconds, and I could see fear in her eyes. I wondered how long she’d been around Jody. Had she never seen Jody’s true colors?

Growing up around Jody gave me the opportunity to see hundreds of people come through the door. I assumed most of them ended up dead when they stopped showing up around the house, but I could never be sure.

“Whatever,” I said in an exhausted voice.

“We’ll see how you’re talking when a man has a finger up your ass while you ride his lap,” Jody said with gritted teeth.

Sherri looked terrified, but I’d already beaten Jody once, and I would beat her again, except this time she was dying. After all she did to me, it was the least I could do.
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Paul waited outside of the strip club for his new friend Dennis to arrive. He couldn’t believe that he was actually about to go into a strip club for the first time in over a decade. Thoughts of time passing occupied his mind as he waited.

His phone vibrated a few minutes later, shaking Paul from his trance. He picked up his phone and saw a message from Dennis informing Paul that he’d arrived. Paul got out of his car, locked it, and walked to the door.

“Paul!” Dennis hollered from a table.

The club wasn’t nearly as trashy as Paul had expected. The lights were low, but the walls looked like they were covered in glitter. Dennis sipped his drink as Paul took a seat at the table.

“Hope you didn’t have a hard time finding the club.”

“Not at all,” Paul said. “I’ve driven past the building but never thought to come inside.”

“Not too shabby, huh?”

“Yeah, it’s better than I was expecting.”

A woman approached the table. She had a low-cut shirt and amazingly large breasts. Paul ordered a Manhattan cocktail and opened a tab on his credit card.

“How about I pay since you picked up my drink at the bar?”

“All right. Did you bring money for the girls?”

“Yeah, I went to the bank and got some cash.”

“Let me hold a few dollars.”

Paul retrieved a wad of cash from his pocket. He got a few hundred dollars in ones and fives and surprisingly no judgmental looks from the teller. Paul handed Dennis some cash as the waitress approached with his drink.

“Here’s something for your trouble,” Paul said and handed the woman a five.

She slipped the cash into her boob and thanked Paul with a wink as she turned on her heel and walked over to another table. Paul and Dennis talked about sports and the weather until a woman stepped onto the stage.

She was wearing a white dress that was frayed at the bottom. She had on tall platform heels and an hourglass figure. Her waist was so tiny, yet her breasts were insanely large. She had light brown skin and silky hair, like it’d been pressed right before she walked onto the stage.

“Damn, she’s a looker.” Dennis sat forward as the woman walked to the stage.

“Everyone, give it up for our girl, Sherri! It’s early in the night, but she’s always ready to have some fun!”

Paul stared at Sherri as she walked toward the pole. There weren’t many people in the room watching her, but the few in the building were loud. They died down the second Sherri touched the pole and twirled in a circle.

She was gorgeous, but there was nothing in her eyes. She was dead to the world as she held the pole and threw her legs high into the air, wrapping them around the pole as she bent back and let her head drop toward the stage.

“Damn, I’d love to take her home for a night.” Dennis stared at Sherri with stars in his eyes, but Paul felt like he was violating her rights, like he had no business being there when he’d been a bad, bad boy.

“Yeah,” Paul said mindlessly.

Sherri pulled herself back up and slowly did the splits as she held the pole. It wasn’t until she met Paul’s eyes that he saw a sign of life. She stared at him as she twirled around the pole a few times, looking at him like they knew each other, but Paul was certain he didn’t know Sherri.

“I’m going to go to the bathroom,” Paul said to Dennis before standing.

Dennis mumbled and waved his hand in the air, unable to take his eyes off the vixen on stage. Paul staggered as he neared the bathroom, falling through the door when he got there. He placed his hands on the edge of the sink before rushing to turn on the water.

Paul splashed his face with cold water, but it brought little peace. He couldn’t get what he’d done to poor Andre Diehl out of his mind and was waiting for the shoe to drop at every moment of every day. He couldn’t keep living like this.

When would he ever be able to enjoy anything again?

It took a minute for Paul to catch his breath and head back out to the club, and he was surprised when the dancer who’d been on the stage came up and tapped him on the shoulder.

She wasn’t wearing her dress, only a bra and panties, but damn she looked good. Paul had to take a moment to catch his breath, completely taken away by the woman standing in front of him.

“Dr. Hall, it’s me.”

“What? How do you know my name?”

Sherri looked over her shoulder before grabbing Paul’s wrist and pulling him into one of the private rooms. She closed the door behind them and pushed Paul to the couch.

“There are cameras, so act like you asked me for a lap dance.”

Paul swallowed. “What? What do I do?”

“Slap my ass or touch me or something,” Sherri said and bent over in front of Paul. She had her hands on the floor and her ass in the air, bouncing it like she was riding his dick.

“What are you doing?”

“Trying to talk to you,” Sherri said as she bounced her ass. They could still hear the music from the club through the closed door. She moved her hips to the music. “You owe me.”

“How? What did I do?”

“It’s me,” Sherri said and popped up to turn toward Paul. She threw her arms into the air as she stared at him, her former doctor. The man who’d done this to her without knowing. “Andre. Whatever you put into me did this.”

“What? That’s impossible.”

“I can’t believe you’re here, Dr. Hall, but you have to help me. Please.”

“How? What can I do?” Paul asked and sat more upright.

“Act like you’re getting a lap dance!”

“Right,” Paul said and fixed himself. He slapped Sherri’s ass lightly. “What do you want me to do?”

“I’m going to take a break. Meet me at the diner down the street in forty-five minutes. Don’t sit by the window.”

“Okay,” Paul said. He was too afraid to ask questions. Too terrified to speak when there were cameras in the room. “I’ll be there.”

“Good,” Sherri said. She didn’t speak again for the next five minutes as she danced on Paul’s lap.

Paul wanted to feel disgusted for being attracted to the man he’d turned into a woman, but after a minute of watching Sherri’s ass shake, Paul couldn’t help but develop a touch of affection for Sherri and felt appalled with himself for being a pig.
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Andre

I hated my name.

I hated my life.

Twirling around a pole and letting men touch me however they wanted took less than a day to grow old. I hated having men handle me, but then Dr. Hall walked through the doors, and I was hopeful he could save my life.

“I’m going out for a smoke,” I said to the manager on duty. His name was Rocco. He was a major prick, but few people would fuck with him because he was a towering giant with massive muscles. The other girls loved him, but I hated how he acted like a king. If he knew who I really was, he would be the one kissing my ass.

“Be back in ten minutes. You need to do an extra set tonight because Chanelle isn’t going to make it.”

“Are you serious?” I asked in a deadpan tone.

“Yeah, I’m fucking serious,” Rocco said. “We have a business to run, and you’re here to run it.”

“Fuck you,” I said to Rocco. “I’ll be back in fifteen.”

“If I have to come find you, I’ll drag you back here by your hair.”

“I’d like to see you try, and if you do, I’ll cut off your fucking dick!”

“Bitch!” Rocco said and sprang at me, making me flinch. “Get the fuck out of here before you make me lose my mind!”

Rocco pointed at the door, and I scurried outside. It was warm, so I didn’t bother covering up my body, but maybe I should have because the men were out tonight. They had no problems whistling at me as I switched passed them in my white minidress with matching pumps.

I had never walked in heels in my life before getting dropped off at the club, but it came naturally for my girly body, and part of me loved it. I didn’t have to be famous to get a man’s attention. I only needed to look good, which I absolutely did.

“Hi, boys.” I spoke in a seductive voice to the group of guys standing outside the diner, flipping my hair as I reached out to grab the door.

They made goofy noises. “Can’t you give us a free dance?”

“Sorry, you’ll have to come to the club,” I said and winked at them as I slipped inside.

Dr. Hall was sitting at a table in the corner. I walked over to him and gave him a hug, holding him a bit too tightly. I should hate him for doing this to me, but any doctor could have been bribed. Not all would have felt guilty enough to show up and hear what I had to say.

“How are you doing? Sherri, right?”

I shrugged. “You can call me Sherri, but I’d prefer another name. Sherri reminds me of the woman who did all this.”

“I thought it was a man. Some guy gave me the syringe. I’m so sorry,” Dr. Hall said and broke down into tears.

“Dr. Hall! It’s okay,” I said and reached out my hand.

“No!” he hollered. “It’s not okay. I shouldn’t have done that to you, and I haven’t been able to sleep well since. I can’t eat. I can hardly work. I’m just waiting for them to come back and kill me.”

“Please, Dr. Hall. You need to stay calm.” I looked over my shoulder, hoping nobody had heard him. There was no telling if Jody had eyes and ears at a place. She almost never left the house, but it was like she could be everywhere at once.

“Call me Paul. Can I call you Andre?”

“No,” I hissed. “Call me… Ursula. It’s better that you don’t use the other name as well.”

“Ursula?”

“Yes, Paul. We need to stay calm, so we can get to the bottom of this, but it can’t happen tonight.”

“When should it happen?”

I closed my eyes as I thought how to get away with seeing Paul again. Jody had her guy Leo rough me up when I got off work before strapping me to a table or a chair, only to let me up when I had to use the bathroom or eat. There was no freedom at Jody’s house, so Paul would have to hire me, but it couldn’t be him.

“You need to hire me, but not you. Don’t you have any friends? Who was that guy with you?”

“Dennis? I hardly know him, but he’s the reason I came to the club.”

“He needs to book me for the night. Call this number, but don’t mention your name. If you mention your name, she’ll know something is wrong and won’t let me go on the date.”

“Who is ‘she’?” Paul asked.

“Don’t worry about the details. Can you do this or not?”

“Yeah,” Paul said and nodded. “It’s the least I can do.”

I passed Paul the piece of paper with Jody’s business phone number. She changed numbers once every year or so, and the numbers were never in her name, but she always answered and never hesitated to provide illegal services.

“Ask for me and say that you met me at the club and want to hire me for the night. Okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll do it.”

“I hope so. I really need your help,” I said and got up. Rocco would come looking for me if I didn’t get back to the club soon, and I didn’t want to deal with him when he was pissed. It was bad enough when he was in a good mood.

“I hope I can help.”

“Bye,” I said with a curt nod and walked out the door. The guys who were standing outside the restaurant whistled at me when I left, but I didn’t pay them any attention. I held my chest and raced down the street to the club.
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Andre

(Ursula)

“You’ve been doing so well at the club, Andre! Rocco only has wonderful things to say about you when I call.”

“That’s nice,” I said with a grunt.

Jody sighed. “You need to work on your attitude, dear. How are you supposed to entertain a man for the evening if you can’t even speak with a smile? No man is going to want to fuck you if you act like that at dinner.”

Jody looked at me through the mirror in front of us as she worked on my hair. I was already wearing a slutty black minidress that she expected me to wear on the date. It barely did anything to cover my breasts or my body, but I could see why men would love it.

I would have loved seeing it on a sexy woman like myself, but it was horrible going from star athlete to escort working the streets. I felt lower than low, but I was doing the most I could do.

If everything went well with Paul tonight, there was a chance I could escape, but I had to get to the restaurant first. I couldn’t blow my chances while I was sitting in the chair getting my makeup done.

Jody pressed the flat iron over my hair and pulled until she got to the ends. I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what it would be like to stay in this body. Start over without all the fame and the admirers. I could go places without having everyone stop me for selfies and autographs.

It was even worse now that I’d been ‘jumped’ by ‘thugs’ and ended up with a broken leg and a broken arm. Sherri and Jody had made me an internet sensation, and Sherri was eating it up. She loved all the flowers and gifts and likes she could get on my social media account without having to step foot on the field.

“So, you’re going to give up the goods tonight, right?”

“That’s the plan. I didn’t think he was paying a grand to talk.”

“Watch your mouth, Sherri.”

I hadn’t told Jody that I was going to switch my name to Ursula the second I broke free from her grip. Sherri wasn’t my name. It belonged to the woman who’d stolen my body, but maybe it was better off if she kept it. I could find my own way to make money.

Run a restaurant. Work in an office. I’d already thought about how I would make it on my own, and all those options sounded better than staying here where Jody could control me and hurt me.

“When you have sex with him, be as safe as you can.”

“Are you telling me to wear a condom?” I asked.

“Not necessarily. More telling you not to get pregnant. Few men want to see a woman with a baby in her belly twirling around a pole,” Jody said with a laugh.

I swallowed, hit by the fact that I could get pregnant in this new body, and I hated it. I hated knowing there was a chance a man could burden me with a baby while getting off free. The possibility was always present, but it seemed so much less serious when I was a man.

“Don’t worry, girl. You have birth control in your arm, but it doesn’t hurt to put in a sponge.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I nodded, feeling overwhelmed by my date. I hoped it went well and that Paul actually helped me because I couldn’t stomach really going out with a man. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life selling my body.

“I put some sponges in your purse, pepper spray, and anything else you might need. If you need help putting in the sponge, you can look up how to do it on the internet,” Jody said with a laugh.

“Anything else?” I asked.

Jody put down the flat iron and picked up the bag of makeup. She brushed something over my face and took a step back to admire her work.

“You’re perfect. Your date will love you.”

“Here’s hoping,” I said.

“Just be on your best behavior tonight, and there won’t be any problems. If you need anything, Leo will be outside in the car.”

“What? You’re sending your guy to keep tabs on me?”

“Is it a problem that I like to keep my girls safe?”

Safe? I did my best not to chuckle. Jody didn’t do anything to keep a person safe, unless they were making her money with their bodies.

“Why would that be a problem? I’m more worried about Leo cramping my style and costing me money than keeping me safe.”

“Leo knows how to stay hidden. You needn’t worry. Now, let’s get you to the restaurant before you’re late.”

I was worried Leo would cost me my mission, but I couldn’t put up more of a fight without arousing suspicion.

“I’m ready. Let’s get out of here.”

“Leo,” Jody hollered and snapped her fingers. “Take our girl to her date.”

Leo walked into the room with his classically handsome face, looking dapper in a suit.

“At your service,” he said to Jody before shifting his eyes to me. “The car is waiting.”
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Andre

(Ursula)

I stepped out of the car with tinted windows, adjusting my black minidress as I regained balance. I didn’t look back at the car as I walked toward the restaurant, hoping I never saw it or its driver again.

“Good evening, miss. Are you meeting someone?”

“Yes,” I said as I looked at the host through hooded eyes. “I’m meeting a man named Dennis.”

“Ah, yes. He is already here. Was someone else joining?”

“No,” I said and glanced over my shoulder. “It’ll just be the two of us.”

I hoped Jody hadn’t planted a bug on me. I searched my purse in the car. Everything looked innocuous enough, but there was no telling with Jody. She could feed a person poisoned cake without a hint of concern.

“Right this way,” the man said and led me to the table where Paul was waiting.

He stood to greet me, kissing me lightly on the cheek. He was wearing a suit jacket with no tie around his collar and smelled of sandalwood. Part of me almost found him… attractive. I shook off the sensation as soon as it emerged.

“You look stunning, Ursula.”

I was a nervous mess but flattered Paul had used my preferred name. “You remembered.”

“I feel terrible about everything that happened, and I just want to make it right.”

“Did you have any problems setting up the date?”

“No, I bought a burner phone and told them I was Dennis looking for a woman named Sherri.”

I nodded. “Hopefully it was enough.”

“Who is doing this to you? What is going on?”

I glanced at my purse, not feeling safe around it, so I walked it over to a hook on the opposite wall. A server told me it was no problem to hang my purse there.

Paul stared at me as I walked back over to him, clearly liking what he saw. More than a few men were watching me when I let my gaze cross the room, but none of them could save my life. I could only trust Paul, and I wasn’t even sure I could do that.

“I’ll tell you anything you want to know, but you have to promise to help me.”

“I’ll help, Ursula. It’s the least I can do. I’m the one who got you in this mess, so I should do everything I can to get you out of it.”

“You’ll be risking your life. If you help me, she’ll come looking.”

“Who is this woman? She never once said her name on the phone. I tried getting her to say who she was, but she was evasive.”

I nodded. “Her name is Jody. At least that’s what I’ve always known her as. She’s been in my life a long time.”

Paul’s eyes widened. “Really? Why?”

“She was my uncle’s lover, and my uncle took care of me when I was a child.”

“So, she was like your stepmom?”

“Something like that,” I said with a sigh. “I never thought of her like that, but maybe she did. I don’t know what was going through her mind. She’s honestly crazy, and she’s after my money. Claims that it’s hers because she took care of me when I was a child.”

I changed my voice to mimic Jody, but nothing could be as sinister as her eyes. They said everything. When she was angry, sad, or something in between.

“How did she do this, though?” Paul asked and gestured at my feminine body. “It’s not medically possible.”

I shrugged, not able to explain how the syringe made Sherri and me switch bodies, but it’d happened. I had her youthful face. Her hourglass figure. The large breasts that every man in the room couldn’t stop noticing, but I still had my brain.

I had access to all the knowledge I’d gained since leaving Jody the first time and the memories of how I’d done it. If push turned to shove, I would keep this body and start over. I would find a new path, and Jody wouldn’t control me.

“I wish I had an answer to the science of it, but I don’t know. All I know is that I’m in this body, and I have to make the best of it. Jody might know a cure, or maybe it’s a one-way street. I don’t have the answers. All I know is I’m not going back to that house, and you’re going to help me.”

Paul’s face whitened a touch, but the truth was he wouldn’t be helping me if he knew everything I did. He wouldn’t put his life on the line if he knew how crazy Jody was, but maybe he had an idea. Who else would turn a man into a woman to steal his money?

“What do we need to do?”

I looked around the restaurant. “We need to have a normal date. Dinner. Maybe go dancing somewhere. Then you’ll take me to a hotel where we can sneak off, but we’ll have to be careful. Jody has her guy watching us.”

“The man in a suit?” Paul asked in a panicked voice. “Is it him?”

“His name is Leo. He’s the only man Jody trusts. For now. Until she puts a bullet in his head and tosses him into a ditch to find his replacement.”

Paul swallowed. “Will she do that to me?”

“There’s no telling what she’ll do to you, but we won’t get caught if we’re lucky.”

“That man… Leo. He threatened to kill my family. My kids.”

I sucked in a breath, hating that Paul had brought kids into the mix. I didn’t want anything bad to happen to his family, but I desperately needed his help. There was no way I could make it on my own.

“Please, I’ll do everything I can to help keep them safe, but I can’t promise anything. Jody is unpredictable. She has killed people who helped her on more than one occasion.”

“What do you expect me to do with that information? I can’t help you, Ursula. I’m sorry. This is all too much,” Paul said and stood before we’d even gotten our food.

“Don’t leave, Paul. Please.”

“This woman you’re dealing with sounds insane. I’m sorry that I injected you with that syringe, but maybe it was for the best. Maybe I should get away before I’m in too deep. I can move to a different state. Start a new practice.”

I hated to admit that it sounded like a better idea than helping me, so I sighed and picked up my glass of water. I drank half of it in a second, but I couldn’t do anything but shrug when I looked into Paul’s eyes.

“I don’t blame you for leaving. Can you at least pay her in full for the date?”

Paul frowned, barely meeting my eyes. He was conflicted, but I couldn’t stop him from saving himself. I would do the same if I were him because I knew how far Jody could go. I knew what she was capable of when she felt she wasn’t getting her way.

“I’m sorry,” Paul said in a low voice before walking away from the table.

I lifted my hand to call over the server and order a tall glass of wine. I told him to charge me double, but I wanted it filled to the top. I needed to drown out the noise of my reality. There was no escaping from Jody. Not in the near term, and I wasn’t sure how long I could last under her control.

“Is everything okay with your guest?” the server asked when he brought my glass of overflowing wine.

“Who knows?” I asked with a sigh. “I doubt he’ll return, though, if that’s what you’re asking.”

The server looked like he wanted to ask more but decided against it as he walked away from the table. He returned, only bringing my entrée to the table.

“I can put his meal in a box if you’d like to take it home.”

“Sure. Yeah,” I said with a shrug.

Jody would be the one eating it. Jody, Jody, Jody. I couldn’t believe she’d found a way to put me under her thumb again. I couldn’t believe that I’d returned from where I’d escaped.

I screamed, not caring that the restaurant was bustling with people. Not caring that everyone turned to watch me. I screamed again and pounded my fist, making a touch of wine slosh out of the glass and spill to the linen covering the table.

“Is everything okay, miss?” the server asked hesitantly.

I didn’t even notice him approach the table, and I couldn’t control myself. I was burning inside. My life was miserable.

“Does everything look okay?”

“No, miss, but is there anything we can do to help you? You’re… upsetting… the other patrons.”

“I don’t give a fuck about the other patrons! None of you know what I’m going through!”

My screaming stopped cold when I noticed a camera pointed in my direction, and the last thing I needed was to become a meme or a GIF or anything else the internet would circulate for the months and years to come.

I stood and tossed my napkin to the table. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be here.”

“No problem, miss.”

The server said nothing about me skipping out on the bill as I went over and grabbed my purse from the wall, keeping my head ducked as I walked toward the bathroom. I didn’t want to go outside when Leo was sitting in the car.

I needed an escape.

I went into the stall and closed the door, praying my purse wasn’t bugged with a microphone or a camera. I opened my purse and pulled out my phone. It was a cheap smartphone that Jody had given me when she told me I was going to take over Sherri’s business.

I didn’t know who to call, so I called nobody at all. I slipped my phone back into my purse and went to the sink to wash my hands. The water turned hotter and started burning my hands, but I didn’t care. I was numb to the pain.

Numb to living.

I hated my life and couldn’t go back to Jody, so I slipped out of the bathroom. It wasn’t too far from the kitchen, and there was probably an exit in the back. I didn’t know where I was going, but I had to try.

The worst they could do was kill me.

I held my purse close to my chest as I slowly moved toward the kitchen. There were sounds of banging pots and pans. Sauteing and frying. Servers hollering that they needed food. I slipped into the kitchen and instantly caught the attention of everyone there.

“The dining room is that way,” one hollered and pointed at the spot from where I’d came. “Get out of here!”

I ignored the man as everyone continued to stare. There were more than a few guys on the line who seemed to like what they saw. I winked at them when I located the exit and ran toward the door. My heart was pounding as adrenaline pumped through my body.

Someone cursed at me as I opened the door and stepped outside. There were bags of trash and a disgusting dumpster, but I couldn’t let that faze me. Leo would be after me if I took too long, and there was a chance he was already looking, expecting me to make an escape.

I pulled out my phone, hiding against the dumpster, and looked at the map. There were several ways I could run, but they all connected to each other. Leo could whip through the streets a lot faster than I could move in a minidress and heels.

I tapped my chin, not knowing what to do, but I couldn’t stand there all night, so I slipped my phone into my purse and took off toward the residential neighborhood across the street. I ran a few blocks before I finally stopped to walk at a normal pace.

Leo didn’t seem to be following me, but I had to be careful. I couldn’t let my guard down for a second.

“Yo, Sherri! What’s up?”

A man’s voice was calling. It wasn’t Leo, but whoever it was probably knew Jody or knew of her enough to fear her. I swallowed before turning to face the man.

“What are you doing out here? I thought you moved to the other side of town with crazy Jody,” the man said with a laugh.

He was handsome. Dark skin with a set of bright, pearly white teeth that were perfectly straight. He had on black jeans and a button-up shirt, looking like he had a touch of money. I didn’t know why my body was reacting to him the way it was, but part of me desperately wanted to drop to my knees to please the man.

“Do I know you?” I asked, trying to play dumb.

“Uh, what’s wrong with you?”

If only I could tell this man everything that’d happened. If only I could confess how shaken and hurt I was, but there was no telling who he was.

“Sherri, it’s me. Trevon. Your ex.”

There were no memories in my mind of the man, but I could tell he knew me by the way he was looking.

“I’m sorry. I have a touch of amnesia,” I said.

Trevon’s face turned serious. He grabbed my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “What happened? Did that woman hurt you? I begged you not to work for her. That amount of crazy isn’t worth any paycheck.”

I couldn’t stop the tears from falling from my eyes. Trevon’s words hit me where it hurt. He had no idea how right he was. Jody was a monster who took down anyone and everything in her path. Sherri was young, but if history was any indicator, she wouldn’t last long in Jody’s world.

“You’re right,” I said as more tears fell.

Trevon pulled me close, and I couldn’t get over his delicious scent and what it did to the space between my legs. I cried against Trevon’s chest and dug my nails into the back of his sweater.

“Let it out, Sherri. It’s okay,” he said and rubbed my back tenderly.

“It’s not okay,” I said through the tears. I dropped my voice to a whisper. “I don’t have amnesia, but you wouldn’t believe me if I told you what happened.”

Trevon took a step back and held me at an arm’s length. I stared into his soulful eyes, feeling like I could trust the man for some reason. Feeling like maybe Sherri had made a mistake by leaving him for whatever Jody offered.

Jody’s promises sounded sweeter than honey, but they were often filled with hot air. They were often no more than manipulative bullshit.

“You can tell me. I might believe more than you think,” Trevon said as he stared at me.

“Okay, but we can’t talk here.”

“We can go back to my place.”

“Is it far from here?”

“No,” Trevon said. “You really don’t remember anything, do you?”

I shook my head, trying to play innocent as I decided whether or not to tell Trevon the truth. If I told him, he might be able to help, but I could also be putting another person in harm’s way.

If I didn’t go home to Jody, she would come looking.

Anyone standing in her way could die if she got too crazy, but I didn’t know how I would be able to make it out from under her grip a second time without getting help from someone, and Trevon seemed like he wanted to help me. He’d also called Jody ‘crazy’, so that earned him a few trust points.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Positive,” Trevon said and smiled at me.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Trevon led me down the sidewalk until we arrived at a house that was divided into two units. He lived on the upper level. I was nervous as we approached the door, but I followed him inside.
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Trevon’s apartment was as neat as his outfit. He had artwork on the walls, a rug over the hardwoods, and several lamps scattered throughout the room. He turned on a few instead of using the overhead lights, giving a lovely ambiance to the space.

“Would you like something to drink? I have cans of flavored sparkling water. Wine. Beer. Whatever you want.”

“I’ll have a sparkling water.”

“Damn, you really have changed,” Trevon said in a surprised voice. “You look just as sexy as before, though.”

Trevon let his gaze glide up and down my body, covering me with the chill of desire. I bit my lip as I looked at him, feeling the space between my legs awaken. I had strange urges to reach between my thighs to touch my pussy. I wanted him to stare at me while I played with my lips.

“Do I?” I asked in a voice that surprised me with its seductiveness.

Trevon touched my side and gripped me tightly, causing my tiny black dress to ride up and expose a bit of my black thong. Trevon started to drop to his knees, but I stopped him.

“Wait,” I said.

“What?” he asked. “Don’t you miss what we had? I haven’t been the same since you walked out of my life, girl.”

I wanted to give myself to Trevon, even though it also seemed wrong. It wasn’t even a month ago that I was a man with fame and fortune. A man who basically had his pick of women. There was at least one who slid into my DMs daily.

“We can’t,” I said and shook my head as I turned away from Trevon.

He walked up behind me and pressed his manly body against mine, kissing my neck. I gasped as I felt the outline of his hardened dick press against my backside, and it wasn’t disappointing. I reached behind me and placed my hand on the back of his neck, feeling surprisingly feminine.

“Why can’t we, girl? Don’t tell me you haven’t thought of this,” Trevon said and pressed his dick up against my ass.

My body craved his manhood. My womanhood was gushing in my thong, begging me to forget all sense. Begging me to forget that I was ever a man and just sit on Trevon’s dick. Ride it while my juices poured all over his rod.

I gasped and broke away from Trevon before I got too weak. Before I did something I would regret. Trevon had to know what he was dealing with. I wasn’t Sherri, and he deserved to know the truth.

I needed his help, and he wasn’t about to get any pussy until I got a guarantee he would. Paul had already walked out of my life. It was disappointing to see him leave, but any sane man would.

“The sparkling water. Please,” I insisted.

“Yeah, I’ll grab it.”

Trevon released me and walked over to the fridge. I went and sat on his couch while he got the sparkling water. It was mango flavored and tasted surprisingly delicious when I took a sip. It was so enjoyable that I popped my lips.

“Now I know something is up. You used to hate these drinks. With a passion,” Trevon said. “What’s going on with you? You don’t remember me. You’re kissing me. I thought you hated me.”

I chewed on my thumb as I stared at Trevon, not knowing what to say. Not knowing how to explain myself. Could I really tell Trevon how Jody had switched our bodies? Would he believe me if I did?

“Sherri, what’s up with you? You’re worrying me.”

“Obviously I know Sherri, right?”

“What?”

I sighed. “I prefer to go by Ursula.”

“Wait, are you her twin or something? She never told me she had a sister, but I’m not complaining.”

“Keep it in your pants,” I said in an annoyed voice. “You probably won’t want to touch me when you discover the truth, but I’ll tell you if you agree to help me.”

“I don’t agree to anything until I hear the details.”

“You’re a smart man.”

Trevon narrowed his eyes. “Tell me what’s going on with you because I’m concerned.”

“It’s Jody.”

“What did that witch do? I begged you to stay away from her, but you never listened.”

“I’m not Sherri.”

“What? Yes, you are. I think I know Sherri when I see her.”

“This is Sherri’s body, but I’m not her. I’m Andre Diehl.”

Trevon squinted his eyes, staring at me like I’d lost my mind, but it was the truth. I was a man in a woman’s body, and from what I could tell, there wasn’t much I could do about it except fight from the outside. The more I thought about it, the less confident I became that Jody had come up with a way to reverse this transformation before doing it.

Sherri was her lifeline in my body. Her tap to a constant flow of money, at least for the next few years, unless I could figure out a way to stop her.

“Why does that name sound so familiar?”

“I’m a baseball player. Look me up,” I said and gestured to Trevon’s phone on the table.

He picked it up and pulled up my name. There were a bunch of articles about the mugging that had left me with broken bones. It’d made the national news on several networks.

“But how?”

“Who do you think orchestrated that jumping?”

“Jody,” Trevon said with certainty. “How?”

“I don’t know how she did it, but she made a serum that made Sherri and me switch bodies. I woke up in your ex-girlfriend’s body, and she was in mine. Now Jody has Sherri withdrawing money from my account to stockpile it.”

“So, wait? You’re really a guy?”

I shrugged. “It’s complicated.”

“I’d say. If I weren’t mistaken, it seemed like you were liking it when things got a bit hot and heavy.”

“You’re not wrong, and I never liked guys before waking up as Sherri, but my body and feelings and desires have been… changing.”

Trevon took a sip of his drink. He put his hands on his head and ran his fingers through the waves of his hair. He wouldn’t lift his eyes to look at me, so I picked up my can of mango sparkling water as I waited for him to digest the truth.

“That Jody is one fucking crazy bitch, isn’t she?”

“So, you believe me?”

“I believe you aren’t Sherri, yes.”

“If you don’t mind, I prefer Ursula.”

“Ursula?”

“It’s a name I gave to myself instead of going by Sherri. I couldn’t stomach going by the name of the woman inhabiting my body.”

“Yeah,” Trevon said with a heavy sigh. “I don’t blame you for creating your own identity, but why did Jody do this?”

I told Trevon the story of my youth. How I went from living with my parents to my uncle when they were too drugged out to take care of me or stick around long enough not to get phone calls from the school. Oscar took me in, and Jody had free reign from there.

“So, she has it in her head that you owe her?”

“Millions of dollars, apparently.”

“Shit,” Trevon said. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault. Thank you for believing me. Not everyone would.”

“I’m not sure I would if you weren’t so completely different from Sherri. When you didn’t recognize me, I thought Jody had done something to hurt you, I mean Sherri, but I guess that was exactly what she did. I’m sorry you had to grow up around that woman.”

I nodded, feeling a heaviness in my chest. Few people knew Jody. She never let herself get close to people unless she was sure that she could control and manipulate them. I’d seen her do it to my uncle and countless others. I was unique because she hadn’t chosen me. I’d been dropped into her lap like a grenade, and now was my time to explode.

“How do you know Jody?”

Trevon sighed and told me that Sherri was a bit lost around the time she met Jody. She was thinking of going to the strip club to get a job after losing a management position at a fast-food restaurant. Trevon was a teacher and tried to get Sherri a job at his school, but she wanted more money.

She was tired of working for the ‘man’, so she was vulnerable when Jody noticed her potential. Trevon said that Sherri became spellbound by Jody. She repeated stuff Jody said like a recording from a robot.

“Shit, I’m so sorry. I’ve seen her do that to a bunch of people. Jody never gets her hands dirty, but she’s an expert at finding the people she needs to do it.”

“Yeah, I’d say. She hated me the second we met, but I think it was because I could see right through her.”

“She hates people who see her true colors. It was why she always hated me.”

“Andre?” Trevon asked.

“Ursula,” I said lightly.

“I love that name for you. It’s beautiful.”

“Thank you.”

Trevon moved a little closer to me on the couch. He placed his hand on my thigh, igniting a fire in my body. I wanted to give myself to Trevon and experience what it would be like to make love as a woman. My body was craving Trevon’s touch, but I had to use my mind.

I had to turn this unfortunate present into my past. Until Jody was behind bars or dead, I wouldn’t be able to sleep peacefully. I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere without looking over my shoulder to see if she was standing there.

“What are we going to do about Jody?” I asked as I placed my hand over Trevon’s. “She’s coming after me.”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Thinking what?”

“My cousin is a detective on the force. He’s been trying to take down Jody for years but can’t get any concrete dirt on her. Can you?”

“I could testify. The doctor who injected me would probably take the stand if Jody were behind bars.”

“Was she the one to call the hit? Did she give him the medicine?”

I shook my head.

“Fuck!” Trevon screamed. “She’s good.”

“There is one thing she does, but she never gives her name.”

“What? We can use anything.”

“Whenever she wants Sherri, me, to go on a date, she sets it up herself. I have the number.”

“That might work.”

“I have her address.”

“We’ll talk to my cousin about everything first thing in the morning.”

“Do you mind if I stay here tonight?”

“Not at all,” Trevon said. “Except maybe you should sleep on the couch, so that we don’t get carried away.”

I wouldn’t mind getting carried away, but Trevon was probably right. We should err on the side of caution until we could talk to his cousin. I didn’t want everything blowing up in my face.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No problem. Why don’t I go get you a blanket?”

I nodded as Trevon went to his closet. He grabbed a blanket and brought it back to me, along with a pillow. I took them and set them to the side, still feeling wide awake and honestly hornier than I’d been in a long time. I didn’t know what was going on with me, but I really wanted to play with Trevon’s dick.

“Can we watch a movie or something?” I asked.

“How about a show? We should probably get to my cousin first thing in the morning.”

“Sure.”

Trevon picked up the remote and turned on the TV. I snuggled up against him as we watched a sitcom. There might have been a few kisses at the parts where we got bored, but we didn’t get carried away and have sex, even though part of me wished we had when Trevon got up to go to his room.

“Scream if anything happens. I’ll be right in there.”

“You’re amazing. I’m sorry Sherri left you.”

Trevon stared at me with a torn expression. “It’s all in the past.”

“I hope so.”

“Goodnight, Ursula.” Trevon kissed me on the top of the head before walking out of the room.
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I awoke in Trevon’s upstairs apartment to the sounds of birds singing. I stood and went over to the window, letting the morning sunlight hit my skin. I shrieked away from the window when I realized Jody’s goon Leo could be out there watching me.

Trevon was working out on his bedroom floor when I glanced into the room. His shirtless body caught me by surprise, but I wasn’t disappointed by the sight. His skin glistened with a touch of sweat. He grabbed the towel by his side as he stood and wiped it over his muscular frame.

“Morning, Ursula. How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I said. “Better than I expected.”

“Should we head to my cousin’s office? I already called him, and he’s ready to meet whenever you are.”

“Do you mind if I shower?”

“Not at all. Do you have anything else to wear? That dress might draw attention during daylight hours.”

I glanced down at my bosom. My breasts were practically popping out of the dress, so Trevon was right. I would need something else to become less conspicuous. I wanted to blend into the shadows instead of standing out, but I had nothing.

“I don’t have clothes, but maybe I could borrow something from your closet.”

“We can take a look to see what’s in there.”

“There aren’t any girls that have left a dress or skirt or something?” I teased.

“How many girls do you think I have?”

I shrugged. “There’s no telling.”

“Not as many as you would think. Trust me,” Trevon said with a chuckle.

I couldn’t help but feel jealous about the idea of Trevon being with any girl who wasn’t me. I walked up to Trevon and touched his exposed chest.

“Do you work out like this every morning?”

“Usually I use the living room or run outside, but I didn’t want to leave you alone.”

My body warmed at his words. He made me feel so protected, like nobody could hurt me if he was nearby.

“I should probably take that shower now,” I said.

“Not a bad idea,” Trevon said as my fingers lingered on his chest. He stared down at me, looking like he wished to strip me of my clothes, and I wouldn’t stop him.

I spent all night tossing and turning in the living room, wishing Trevon were there to plow his dick into my pussy. Wishing he would stumble into the room with a hard dick to tell me he couldn’t wait.

“Your shower?” Trevon asked, his voice cracking. It was enough to defuse the tension. “I’ll find you a shirt and maybe some sweatpants.”

“That works,” I said with a nod. “Do you have a towel?”

Trevon stepped past me and grabbed a towel from the hall closet right outside of his room. I took it and stared into his eyes a moment longer before making my way to the shower.

Hot water ran over my body, drenching me. Washing away the previous day. My night of being an escort who went on a failed date. Part of me was upset with Paul for abandoning me in my moment of need, but maybe it had been for the best.

Trevon seemed much more likely to protect me than Paul, especially if things got dark, which was always a possibility with Jody.

I washed myself and stepped out a few minutes later. Trevon had a plain t-shirt and sweatpants for me. I put those on and twisted my hair into a bun, eager to meet Trevon’s detective cousin.
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Trevon opened his car door for me and held out his hand. I took it as I stepped out of the car.

“Clyde knows you, so I don’t know how much you want to tell him, but I can call you Sherri. Or Ursula.”

I stared at Trevon as we stood outside of the car, unsure of what to do.

“Can we trust him?”

“Yeah, but he might not believe you.”

“How well does he know me? Sherri…”

“Not that well. You two only met in passing once, and I talked about you a little when we were hanging out.”

“Okay. I’ll be Sherri, but you can’t forget that I’m Ursula.”

“I won’t. I couldn’t.”

I held out my hand. Trevon laced his fingers with mine, and we walked toward the doors of the police station, where Detective Clyde was waiting.

***

Ursula

My hands shook as we sat in Detective Clyde’s office. I never had any issues with the police, but I feared them with my life. All that time working for Jody kept me afraid, but now I needed their help to take her down.

Detective Clyde asked some rough questions about Jody and my relationship with her and about what they might find in the house. He seemed skeptical about everything when I thought he would jump at the chance to catch Jody.

Clyde paced his office, not looking at me or Trevon. He rubbed his chin. I worried he would dismiss us and leave me without options.

I would have to flee the country and assume a new identity. Learn a new language. Maybe I could serve cocktails on the beach in Mexico if my Spanish got good enough.

“This is what we’re going to do,” Clyde finally said. I about died from anxiety during his silence.

“What?” I asked.

“We have to move quickly, and there can’t be many of us. Jody has eyes and ears all around her house.”

He wasn’t wrong. “Can’t we take her?”

“I need you to pull her outside and get her to do something bad enough to warrant an arrest.”

“Like attack me?” I asked in a shaken voice, glancing over at Trevon by my side.

“Yes,” he said. “Unfortunately, that’s our best bet. We can’t storm her house without risking losing everything we’ve built against her. We need her to get her hands dirty.”

I was nervous, but nothing was riskier than staying as Jody’s pet. If I could put her behind bars, I could finally live my life, even if I had to live it as Ursula.

“I’ll do it, but I’m going to need a new outfit and some help. Do you mind if I make a phone call?”

“As long as you do it right here,” Clyde said and turned the phone on his desk toward me.

I pulled out my phone to search for Paul’s number. I explained how he’d been my date the night before and that we would need him to drop me off at Jody’s if we didn’t want to arouse suspicion. Clyde agreed.

My heart raced as the call on speakerphone filled the air.

“Hello, Dr. Hall speaking.”

“Paul, it’s me Sherri. I’m at the police station with a friend and Detective Clyde. We’re going to need your help.”

There was a long moment of silence before Detective Clyde spoke.

“Look, Dr. Hall, all you need to do is pull up to the house, and Sherri will do the rest. Can you do that to help us catch a most-wanted criminal?”

“Yes,” Paul said in a dry voice. “What time do you need me?”

“I need to make some arrangements, but let’s say three hours.”

“Tell me where to go, and I’ll be there.”

“Thank you, Dr. Hall. I’ll have someone send you the details,” Clyde said and ended the call.

He turned to Trevon and me. “You two had better do some shopping. If Jody asks why you’re wearing a different dress than last night, tell her Dr. Hall bought it.”

I agreed to Clyde’s plan, and then Trevon and I were out the door. He took me to an outlet mall not far from the police station. We were both tense and jumpy as we looked through the clothes to find me something to wear.
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I was wearing a short red dress with matching heels and fake gold jewelry. We’d found everything at the outlet mall, and I had to admit that I looked cute when I saw myself in the mirror, but I was a nervous wreck. There was no telling how Jody would act when I confronted her.

“Thank you for driving me,” I said and placed my hand on Paul’s thigh. I squeezed it as my body filled with nerves. “I’m sorry Jody entered your life.”

“It’s not your fault,” Paul said with a heavy voice. “I’m sorry for injecting you with that syringe.”

“Most people would have done what you did. You were only protecting your children.”

Paul nodded, and I moved closer to kiss him on the cheek. “Would you mind getting out to open the door for me? We don’t want Jody getting suspicious.”

“Yeah,” Paul said and grabbed my hand as he looked into my eyes. “Good luck with this. I’m sorry you have to do it alone.”

I had no more words to say. I could barely keep it together as it was, so I closed my eyes and released Paul’s hands. He got out of the car and went over to my side to open the door. He gave me a knowing look as I took his hand and stepped out of the car.

“Thanks for buying me this cute dress,” I said in a bubbly voice. “See you next time, handsome.”

I winked at Paul and switched as I walked up the path. Paul got in his car and drove away. I didn’t glance over my shoulder as I climbed the steps to the front porch. I went over to the chair and sat down, pulling out my phone.

Jody almost never came outside, but I had a feeling she would if I sat there long enough, and my feeling was right. Jody opened the door after a few minutes. I prayed the cops were watching, ready to strike.

“That’s not the dress you were wearing last night,” Jody said as she stepped onto the porch, looking around to check out the scene on the street.

“Dennis bought it for me,” I said. “He just dropped me off.”

“Oh, so you two went all the way?”

“I don’t fuck and tell, but you know.” I laughed, doing my best to act light and breezy, like I’d accepted the fact that Jody owned me and would own me forever.

Jody walked over to the chair next to me, still looking suspicious as she took a seat. She said nothing as she stared out at the street, like she was looking into every window of every car. It took a minute before she turned to me, and I didn’t even notice her take out the gun.

It wasn’t the first time she pressed a gun against my skin, but it felt different this time, like she didn’t care if I died now.

“I know you’re fucking lying to me, Andre, so if you want to live, I suggest you tell me what the fuck is going on.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said in a breath. It was the strongest voice I could muster.

Jody chuckled and pulled back the gun a bit, but I could see my life flashing before my eyes. She had that crazy look. That look that could shake me awake from a slumber. I didn’t want to end up in a coffin, but maybe it’d always been my destiny. At least the cops were watching and could cart Jody off to jail for killing me.

“You don’t know what I’m talking about?” Jody asked.

“No,” I said and shook my head. “I don’t.”

Jody twisted her wrist as she held the gun, staring at me like a crazy woman, but a calm washed over me as she did. The only reason she was acting like this was because she feared me. She knew I didn’t want to support her. She knew I wanted to be free, so she would always be suspicious.

“That wasn’t Dennis who dropped you off, so unless you want to die, I suggest you start talking.”

“Fine,” I said and shrugged. “It wasn’t Dennis. It was Paul Hall.”

“Why in the world was he dropping you off? Are you two up to something? I will fucking kill you, Andre. You think I give a fuck about that body you’re in?”

“I know you don’t,” I said with a shrug. “So, kill me. You’d be doing me a favor. You already took everything I had.”

“Look, Andre. I don’t know how many times I have to tell you, but I deserve everything I’m taking from you. You can pretend like I don’t, but we both know I do, but if you’re trying to cross me, I will put a fucking bullet in your head.”

“Then do it!” I launched myself at Jody, knowing I was risking my life, but I no longer cared. If I didn’t act, she would forever have a hold over me, and I would rather die than have that happen.

I scratched Jody’s face. She screamed, and that was when the gun went off. Twice. Two bullets right through my arm. I’d never felt a pain so intense and blinding, but I couldn’t stop.

I punched Jody and knocked the gun out of her hand. I was sitting on top of her. She struggled to move, thrashing beneath me, but I wouldn’t let her rise. I slapped her, and she grabbed my boob. She squeezed it before moving her fingers to my fresh bullet wounds, and I’d never felt anything as excruciating as when she pushed her finger into the bloody hole.

“You fucking bitch!” I screamed.

We scratched and slapped and punched each other until Detective Clyde came up behind me and pulled me off Jody’s body.

“You did good,” he whispered into my ear. “We’ll take it from here.”

“I’m going to kill you, Andre!” Jody said and pointed at me. “Don’t think I can’t reach you from jail!”

“Andre?” Clyde asked me with an arched brow.

“It’s a long story,” I said just as Sherri stepped onto the porch in my old body. She left the door open, which gave a cop a chance to slip inside. Jody yelled at him to stop, but the cop didn’t listen. Another cop came up to clean my wounds and bandage them. A swarm of officers had appeared out of thin air.

“I have rights!” Jody hollered as Clyde cuffed her. “I want to speak to my lawyer! Stop going through my house!”

“The door was open, so we can say you invited us inside.”

“Wait, you’re Andre Diehl!” One cop said and pointed at Sherri.

Jody dropped her head and folded her lips, but the anger in her eyes was undeniable. There were cops going in and out of her house. From what I could see, they’d already found a huge bag of narcotics, and there was a lot more buried throughout the house. Jody’s castle had finally crumbled, and I’d honestly never felt better in my life.

“Clyde, can we talk?”

“Watch her,” Clyde said to a cop and pointed at Jody. “If she gets away, you’ll be fired. No questions.”

The cop paled but nodded, accepting Clyde’s orders. We walked off the front porch until we were out of earshot from the other cops. I told him the entire story as quickly as I could, from growing up with Jody as Andre until I woke up in Sherri’s body.

“So, that’s really Sherri?”

“Yeah, she’s Jodi’s accomplice.”

“Shit, I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “There’s not much I can do, but I will rest more easily knowing that Jody is behind bars.”

“I should probably keep this a secret, though. We wouldn’t want everyone knowing that you two were switched.”

“Yeah, it could lead to a national panic.”

“Fuck, okay. Give me a second. I’m going to make some phone calls, but those two are definitely going to jail.”

“Thank you, Clyde.”

“You’re the one who deserves all the thanks. Bringing Jody in will make a lot of people safer.”

“I hope so,” I said.

Clyde stopped talking and looked over my shoulder. Trevon was standing behind me. I turned toward him and said hello.

“Hey,” he said.

“Trevon, why don’t you take Sherri to see a doctor?” Clyde said.

“It’s Ursula,” I corrected.
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Ursula

The next few days were a whirlwind. People from the FBI came. Dr. Hall was questioned along with Trevon and me. They’d made up a story for the press that I, Andre Diehl, the famous baseball player was secretly working with the evil woman who’d raised me.

My former name had been tarnished overnight, but it wasn’t the worst thing to happen. Jody was about to get the heavy hand of the law slapped on her, and I would forever be free from her evil ways. I could breathe easily in my new life as Ursula, especially with Trevon by my side.

He was so supportive throughout everything while the FBI questioned us and told us how we were to live our new lives. They gave me millions to stay quiet, and they gave everyone else involved a decent sum as well. Paul would have to testify. It would be an ordeal, but I was ready for whatever came my way.

“How are you feeling?” Trevon asked me as he brushed his thumb over my bandage.

We were sitting at a table on the patio of a café. It was the weekend, so he didn’t have to work at the school. My arm was still healing from the gunshot wounds, but it was getting a lot better.

“Happy that I’m with you.”

“I’m so glad all the craziness is finally calming down.”

“At least until Jody goes to trial.”

“They have mountains of evidence against her.”

“Yeah, but she’s a clever woman.”

“Let’s not think about her,” Trevon said. “I got you something.”

I squealed as Trevon pulled a gift out from behind his back. He set it on the table. I smiled at him as I grabbed the bag to tilt it toward me. There was a small box buried beneath all the tissue. I beamed as I pulled it out.

“What is this?” I asked.

“You’ve been through so much, so I wanted to get you something special.”

I touched a hand to my chest and leaned over to kiss Trevon before I sat back and held out the box, excited and nervous at the same time. I flipped open the lid, overjoyed to find a beautiful necklace with a ruby and diamond pendant.

“It’s lovely,” I said.

“It’s not too much?”

I shook my head gently. “Not in the slightest. Will you help me put it on?”

Trevon took the necklace as I turned my back to him, and he hooked it around my neck. I touched the pendant as I turned to look into his eyes, feeling like I’d gotten so lucky to meet this man who was gentle, intelligent, and caring.

Sherri missed out by trusting Jody, and now she was rotting in jail, and I was the one with millions in the bank and a chance to start anew.

Trevon and I still hadn’t made love, but the necklace and his handsome smile were making me feel a certain type of way.

“Why don’t we head back to your place?” I asked in a seductive voice.

Trevon seemed to know what I was saying between the lines as a goofy smile crossed his face.

“Okay! I’ll get the check!”


16

Ursula

Trevon cupped the side of my face as we sat on our knees in the middle of the living room. We were home from lunch and hornier than ever, and honestly, we’d waited long enough.

“I love you, Ursula.” Trevon stared into my eyes when he spoke. One hand on my side and the other on my face. “I’m so sorry about everything you’ve gone through.”

“I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you,” I said and placed my hand over Trevon’s. “You mean the world to me.”

“You can always count on me,” Trevon said.

I poured love onto my man as I stared at Trevon. My savior. The one I planned to love for as long as I could.

Trevon slowly closed his eyes and closed the distance between us, placing his lips against mine. I moaned into his mouth as our kiss deepened and he glided his hands down my body until they were firmly on my ass. I walked closer to him on my knees until my breasts were pushing up against his muscular chest.

Trevon pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. He unzipped my dress next, breaking the kiss long enough to pull the fabric over my shoulders and down my body.

“Take me, baby.”

“Yeah?”

“Please,” I begged.

Trevon moved me to my back. He kissed my lips and slowly moved them down my body until he was at the waistline of my panties. My body burned for his touch. My pussy throbbed, blinding me with desire.

Trevon pushed his hand up against my clad panties. I gasped as Trevon massaged my womanhood with his gentle touch.

“Fuck, you’re so wet.”

“Wet for you, baby.”

“You’re so beautiful, Ursula. I’m so happy you came into my life,” Trevon said as he fingered my pussy lips through the panties.

I’d never felt anything so wonderful. So intoxicating. My back arched as I gasped, my body aching for Trevon’s dick. I’d felt it but had yet to see it and couldn’t wait a second longer.

I rolled over to escape Trevon’s touch and launched myself at him. I unbuttoned his jeans and yanked them down with his underwear, revealing his long, thick manhood. It was uncut and dripping at the tip, slightly hard and growing harder as I stared at it.

“Fuck, girl. Be gentle.”

“I can’t. I’m sorry,” I said as I wrapped my hand around Trevon’s thick meat and pumped his dick. “I need this dick.”

“It’s yours, Ursula.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, baby. That’s your dick and nobody else’s.”

I moaned as I bent over to wrap my lips around his shaft. I got it wet with my mouth as I bobbed along his rod, pulling up every few seconds to spit on his dick like a sloppy slut. He moaned and gasped as I worked his dick, but he loved it. He couldn’t take his eyes off me.

Trevon lifted himself and pushed me to my back after a few minutes of getting his dick sucked. He unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side, and I didn’t bother covering my breasts. I loved them and loved how Trevon stared at them.

He kissed my nipple and sucked on it before moving his lips to my pussy. He pressed his mouth against my soaked panties, and I gasped. My head bent back, and I could see the stars, but I loved it. I wrapped my legs around Trevon as he tongued my pussy through the panties.

“Take them off,” I begged.

Trevon yanked my panties down my legs and put his mouth right back where it was, and all I could feel was his tongue sliding over my pussy. I could feel it in every nerve ending, and I’d never felt anything as wonderful. Not even when I was a man.

“Fuck me before I cum!” I hollered when the pleasure became too intense.

Trevon lifted his mouth. He kissed me. I could smell myself on his lips, but I didn’t hate it, and I couldn’t think of anything when Trevon shoved his dick into my pussy, taking me completely by surprise.

He broke the kiss as I screamed, his dick filling me to the brim. My pussy juices were gushing all over him as my hole stretched to accommodate his thickness.

“Damn, girl! You’re so tight!”

“Fuck me, baby.” My voice was high. Broken. I couldn’t see clearly, but I loved having Trevon inside of me. I loved feeling his dick spread my pussy lips. “I’m so close to cumming! Fuck!”

Trevon kissed me as he hooked his arms under my shoulders, thrusting lightly with the top half of his dick. I’d never felt something that hurt yet brought bliss at the same time. I screamed as the pleasure rushed to a boiling point.

“Let it out, girl!”

“I fucking love you and love this dick!”

“Yeah! Give me that pussy!”

I hollered as I forced more of Trevon’s dick into my hole, thrusting my hips slightly. He was stretching me to my limits, and I would only last a few seconds longer.

“Right there, Trevon! Fuck me right there!”

Trevon thrusted his hips as his dick was inside of me, and then it happened. Trevon sent me to the moon. I clawed his back as I came all over his dick. My pussy walls squeezed his manhood as I screamed and swam through the sea of stars clouding my mind.

Trevon pulled out a second later, leaving me breathless but entranced by the sight of his strong, naked body. He beat his dick until he was shooting loads of his thick, white cum all over me.

I moaned and twisted my body as he soiled me with his cum, and I couldn’t believe how much I loved it. How much I loved getting fucked and cumming as a woman. I was already thinking about the next time Trevon would slide his dick into me.

“That was incredible,” I said as Trevon lay by my side.

“You’re telling me.” He covered me with his arm.

I turned to him and entangled my body with his. I ran my finger down his firm chest, loving that this man’s naked body was for my eyes only. He was so beautiful, and he was mine.

I was feverishly, hopelessly, head-over-heels in love.
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One Year Later

Ursula

“How’s your food?” I asked a table of diners.

They smiled at me and put up their thumbs. One had a touch of wing sauce on his cheek, but I wouldn’t say anything. They were watching the game.

“Everything is great. Thanks!”

I picked up an empty dish from their table and took it to the dish tank in the back. A server came up to ask me a question about where to find a mop. I told them and asked they not forget the wet-floor sign. I pulled out my phone and there was a message from Trevon.

Trevon: Just finished up at work. Stopping by for dinner and to watch the game.

Me: Can’t wait to see you. I’ll save you a booth.

Working as a manager at a sports bar certainly wasn’t what I had in mind when I woke up in a woman’s body, but it was actually a lot of fun helping guests and getting to watch every game I wanted while getting paid.

The guys loved me because I knew all the players and teams and could talk about sports all night, so a lot of them even left me tips in addition to what they gave the servers, but I wasn’t doing it for the money. I had millions. I mostly did it to get out of the house and be around people.

I spent the first few months after Jody’s arrest fearing life, but I decided to take back my life instead of sitting around the house all day feeling sorry for myself, and the sports bar opportunity kind of fell into my lap.

I’d come for a beer, talked to the store manager about sports, told him I knew computer programs, and he gave me a job running shifts on the spot. The store manager let me work a few days a week or more if he needed my help.

Trevon walked through the door a few minutes later. I waved and went up to him, beaming at the sight of my man. No couple was perfect, us included, but we were still going strong. I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else.

“Hey, baby.” Trevon put his hand on the small of my back and kissed me on the lips.

“Hey, how was work?”

“The kids were bad as usual, but it was fine.”

“Did you want a beer?”

“Sure, anything new?”

Trevon loved trying all the different beers we had on tap and almost never ordered the same one twice, but he definitely had his favorites. I loved how easygoing he was. How open he was to experiences and trying new things.

We traveled. We especially loved camping. There was nothing like fucking in the middle of the woods, but we also loved staying at hotels with pools in new cities. We would do whatever sounded fun at the time if we had the money, but all we really cared about was being together.

“There’s a fruit-forward ale you might like.”

“Sure, let me try it.”

“Do you want a burger?”

“Yeah, I’ll take the chipotle burger with fries.”

“I’ll bring it out,” I said and kissed Trevon. “Tell the server I have your order.”

“Is that my booth?” he asked and pointed to the empty one with a single glass of water.

“Yep, I’ll come say hi in a minute.”

“You’re the best,” Trevon said and walked over to the booth.

Hanging out with a boyfriend at work might seem boring to some, especially compared to the glitz and glam of my old life as a professional athlete, but I often felt like I’d hit the jackpot by waking up as a woman to a new life and fresh opportunities, stumbling into an existence with passion and happiness and people who loved me for me.
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