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Whispers!

Gender Bending Tabloid Tales!
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PHOTO GALLERY

A TANGLED WEB

Co-Starring
Dahlia Drake

COMINGESS®®
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DAHLIA DRAKE DAZZLES AT OSCARS IN A
HALSTON DRESS AND JIMMY CHOO HEELS.

DREAKE SAYS MASCULINITY IS
OVER-RATED- BORING - TIRED.-

]

: ka ;

From Bond to Bond Girl!

Hot off his triumphant Oscar
winning performance as Sailor
Moon, the actor Dahlia Drake
has been cast as the latest
Bond Girl, Permia Wet. Only a
year ago, the gorgeous actor
had been slated to play Bond,
himself. Drake described
playing a Bond girl as a
dream come true. "I get to
wear so many glamorous
outfits," he said, "and I've
been dreaming of playing a
Bond girl ever since I got
my boobs!"

Is the actor jealous that
Oscar Isaac will play Bond
instead if him? "Not at
all," Drake says, twisting
his hair around his fingers.
"I get to kiss him a whole
bunch of times, and he's so
hot! Plus, we have a sex
scene! It's going to be fun!

DEAKE NAMED CcoOVER GIRL
FOR S| SWIMSUIT ISSUE!

”WHEN I WAS A TEEN-AGE BOY, I GOT OFF

LOOKING OVER THE GIRLS IN SI SWIMSUIT ISSUE
EVERY YEAR- I NEVER DREAMED I WOULD GET TO
BE ONE! I'M LOOKING FORWARD TO BEING EVERY
TEEN-AGE BOY'S WET DREAM- IT'S SO
EMPOWERING! OH, AND IT'S ALSO ABOUT
FASHION!"
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Blaise INSIDE!
Breton . The man formerly
Drake's my known as Devin
Barbie Doll. Drake dishes

on his favorite
lipsticks, pumpkin
lattes and the
healing power of
bubble baths.

Fall Fashion
on a budget!

Hot new

g°°ts' and Plus! prake shares
ags: his five secrets to
Comfy bright, pretty skin!
sweaters!

The makmg of a prmcess

How Blaise Breton turned a former leading
man into a Hollywood IT girl.

Is your boyfriend ripe for feminization?
Take our quiz to find out! \






images/00012.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg
CORSETS FOR KEN! OR IS IT KENNAZ

“To be a Delta girl,” Cassie explains to Kenneth and a few other
pledges, “you have to have a curvy figure. Therefore, for those of
you who don’t quite have Delta Girl bods, you’ll need to do waist
training.”

“What does that mean?” Kenneth says. As required for a Delta
pledge, he’s wearing light makeup and is clean shaven, his whole
body smooth after a trip to the salon, polished nail extensions
sparkling on his fingertips.

He looks stunned as Cassie opens a box and holds up a corset. "It
means, honey, that you will be wearing a corset all day, everyday.
That is, unless you want to quit?”

Kenneth looks terrified, ashamed, but to his credit he crosses his
arms definitely and declares once more, “Men don’t quit.”

The girls can’t help but laugh as Ken is laced into his corset,
groaning in pain as the laces are pulled tighter and tighter. “I
can’t breathe!” He gasps, and there are giggles.

“You'll get used to it,” Cassie says, patting him on the cheek.
She leads him to a mirror, and I can see Ken looks stunned and
confused to see how the corset has given him a curvy, hour glass
shape. "You'll have to wear it until your body adjusts and you
have a naturally feminine figure."

"Wait. I'm going to be stuck like this?"

Cassie nods. "You're welcome. Oh,by the way, from now on your name
is Kenna."
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WHISPERS

You're going to want to sit down for this.

FRESHMAN AND ECONOMICS MAJOR KENNETH
GRANT SHOWN HERE ON THE CAMPUS OF SADIE
HAWKINS UNIVERSITY. SAYS HE PLANS TO PLEDGE
THE DELTA GIRLS SORORITY TO SHOW WOMEN
HOW ANNOYING IT IS WHEN THEY INVADE MALE
SPACES. "THEY CAN'T HANDLE ME," HE SAYS.
"JUST LIKE THEY CAN'T HANDLE THE TRUTH.-"

SISTERMAN/!

Jenny Clark, reporting.

“I’'ve had enough,” Kenneth
Grant, who recently announced
he intends to pledge Delta
Girls sorority, says. “Women
are always pushing their way
into men’s sports, our clubs.
Well, we’re about to find out
how they like it when a man
invades their world.”

“How do you think the Delta
Girls will react?” I ask.

“They’1ll beg me to quit,” Ken
says, confident, even smug.
“They won’t want a man ruining
their fun. Besides, women are
all afraid of men. They’ll
find me too intimidating.”

Cassie White, the pledge
master for Delta Girls,
however, says she welcomes
Kenneth’s pledge. "I think
it's great Ken wants to be a
Delta Girl. I just don't know
if he can handle it. He’ll
have to do all the same things
as the other girls,” Cassie
says. “I'm betting he quits in
less than a week.”

I tell Kenneth what Cassie
said, and he smirks. “Men
don’t quit.”

Kenneth has agreed to allow me
to monitor his experience and
report it here, so come back
to check on just who is really
stronger: Men or women?
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You're going to want to sit down for this.
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THEEE POINT SHOCK!

“That’s him,” Desiree Grant says
pointing at the gorgeous young woman who
has just walked into DawnStars Cafe.
“That’s Zeke Arthur. I want the whole
world to know he's turned into a bitch.”

Is it possible? This girl? Zeke Arthur?
She’s got serious curves and she’s not
hiding them, but her walk? It’s muddled.
She walks the way a man would walk if he
suddenly found himself with those hips.
“That little thing is Zeke?” I ask.

“You don’t believe me?” Desiree Grant
says. “You don’t believe she’s The
Sniper?”

Zeke Grant, aka The Sniper, was a rising
hoops superstar. He led his team to the
Sweet 16 as a true Freshmen, then seemed
to disappear from the face of the Earth
after being benched in game 6 of his
sophomore season and breaking down in
tears.

“Desiree, I want to believe you. I do.
Tell me your story.”

“I’11 show you,” she says, and she does,
showing me a series of photos of Zeke as
his angles give way to curves, bulging
biceps to small, lithe, feminine arms.
His hard, flat chest rounds to perky
tween A cups, then to the full swell of
a woman’s breasys. His face grows
prettier in every picture.

ZEKE ARTHUR LEAPS ON HIS WAY TO
SLAM DUNK DURING THE NcAA
TOURNAMENT.





images/00001.jpeg
Whispers!

Gender Bending Tabloid Tales!






images/00004.jpeg
We meet at the same coffee shop.
He slings his purse over the back
of the chair and sits.

Seeing him this close, I am
struck by just how beautiful he
is, as well as an air of easy
confidence I wasn't expecting.
When he speaks, his voice is high
and soft, exactly the voice you
would expect from a perky little
cheerleader.

“I knew this day would come,” he
says. “I only agreed to meet you
because I want to set the record
straight.”

“You’re not a slut?”

“Omigod,” he says. “I'm a huge
slut. Please. I want to make
something else clear.” He leans
forward and smiles. "When I took
those pills, I expected them to
change my life, and they did. At
first, I hated it, but the story
has a happy ending."

He smiles and tugs on one of his
earrings. “It turns out,I love
being a girl.”
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“He wanted to get stronger,,”
Desiree says. “He bought some black
market steroids. I was his
girlfriend at the time. I told him
not to. He didn’t listen.” She
raises an eyebrow.. “The steroids
promised they would give him a new
body.”

As we talk, a guy comes in, sees
Zeke and walks right up. “Bro,” he
says, “looking fine.” The two high
five.

I look at Desiree. “Oh, everyone on
campus knows. We all watched him
change, so when “Misty Ann” suddenly
appeared pretending to be a new
girl, we all knew the little
cheerleader was none other than the
great Zeke Arthur. Everyone has been
hiding it from the media. She’s
popular.”

"I bet," I say, admiring his long
legs. He's wearing Daisy Dukes and a
tank top, his pink bra straps bright
across his tan little shoulders.

Zeke seems to hear us. He glances in
my direction, then throws his nose
in the air and walks out of the
shop. A handsome young man says,
“hey, gorgeous,” and holds the door
for him. Zeke pauses and gives me
one last look, his eyes slitted in
feminine fury.

“So, then, what’d he do to you?” I
ask. “That you want to out him?”

“He started cheating on me- with
men,” Desiree says. “He’s a little
slut. Make sure to get that in the
story.”

I send Zeke a summary of Desiree’s
interview and ask if he would like
to comment. To my surprise, he does.

A PHOTO FROM A FORMER &IRLFRIEND'S
COLLECTION- DURING HIS
TRANSFORMATION, ZEKE WENT FROM &' 5"
7O 5' 6". HE NOW SAYS HE LOVES BEING
PETITE-
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You're going to want to sit down for this.

Social Media Erupts!

MARCH zozo

Horror stricken fans of the
actor Devin Drake stormed social
media as the shocking news broke
that he had gotten back together
with his notorious ex, Blaise
Breton. Reactions ranged from
disbelief to outright pleas for
the actor to save himself from
the woman his fans have labeled
“Monstrella.”

Previously, in what can only
politely be referred to as a
“stormy” relationship, Breton
grabbed headlines for her
antics, which included ripping
her dress off during Drake’s
Emmy acceptance speech and
exposing herself on national
television. A week later she
stormed the stage during his
appearance on The Later Show and
hurled blood in the face of the
host, Kelly Erins, screaming,
“stop flirting with my
boyfriend.”

Viral videos of Breton
assaulting Drake appeared weekly
during their stormy three month
relationship, but Drake recently
told reporters that he believes
Breton has changed, and looks
forward to a “new beginning.”

The news comes on the heels of
Drake being named as the newest
James Bond, producer Henry
Tallent describing him as the
“embodiment of the masculine
sophistication that makes James
Bond an international icon.”
Filming is slated to begin next
year.
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A shockingly petite and
pony-tailed Devin Drake made
his first public appearance
in months, hot on the heels
of news the studio had fired
the actor from his upcoming
role as James Bond. “Omigod!
I wasn’'t fired,” the actor
claimed as media converged
on him and manager Blaise
Breton. The two had stopped
by a local Starbucks for
Pumpkin Spiced Lattes. “The
studio and I came to a
mutual understanding that I
am so NOT right for James
Bond.” The actor deflected
questions about his health,
but friends have continued
to express concern about the
dramatic change in his
appearance.

Drake's manager, Blaise
Breton, assured fans they
would see Drake back in
action soon. “I have the
perfect role lined up for
this cute little thing," she
said, adding it would mark
"a major career shift" for
the actor.

Ellen Kirk, head of the
"Free Drake" campaign,
demanded authorities take
action to stop what she

sees as Breton's abuse.
"Monstrella is turning Drake
into her mini-me. It's worse
than Brian Wilson."

Blaise Breton: savior or sadist?

Blaise Breton first found fame as lead
singer of the all girl punk band The
Peggies. Having dated a revolving door of
A list celebrities, she left each one
decrying her mind games and
manipulations. When her first
relationship with Devin Drake ended in
disaster, she promised to "destroy him."
Many now believe her efforts to transform
him from a muscle bound stud to a petite
and slender femme prove that she meant
what she said, while others praise her
for liberating Drake from a prison of
toxic masculinity.
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Where is Devin Drake?

Months have passed since actor Devin
Drake last appreared in public.
Scheduled appearances at both the
Sundance and Cannes Film Festivals
were canceled due to what Blaise
Breton, the actor’s girlfriend and
newly appointed manager, described as
“matters of a deeply personal nature.”

Drone images of what appeared to be an
emaciated Drake sunbathing poolside in
a bikini at his California estate
sparked rumors. Some fans suggested
that he'd contracted a mysterious
illness, whole others insist Breton
has made him a prisoner in his own
mansion while turning him into a
woman. Breton responded rumors by
saying "Drake is training for a new
role, and he is in the most perfect
shape of his life."
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Drake talks sailor moon.

"I live as a girl full-time now,"
Drake explained during a recent
interview. "I am Sailor Moon." Drake
credits manager Blaise Breton for
helping him find the courage to
accept the role. "When Blaise first
suggested I play a girl, I was so
scared," Drake admits, "and Blaise
told me I needed to follow the fear."
Intensive hormone therapy as well as
hours of intense psycho-therapy
helped Drake embrace his feminine
side. "I'm so in touch with my
feelings now, it's crazy."

DRAKE THROWS FANS FOR A
CURVE! OB, ACTUALLY, A
WHOLE SET OF THEM!

A curvy Devin Drake
shocked fans at Comic Con
when he showed up dressed
as Sailor Moon and
announced he would play
the anime icon in an
upcoming live action
series on Disney Plus.

A giggling and feminine
Drake was hardly
recognizable as he played
with his hair and touched
up his lipstick while
taking questions from a
stunned media. "I'm, like,
so totally excited to
have a chance to play
Sailor Moon," he
explained. "She's such a
strong female! I hope to
inspire little girls and
boys everywhere!"

While some fans gushed
over the new Drake,
describing the actor as
"adorable" and the
"perfect Sailor Moon,"
Free Drake's Ellen Kirk
expressed outrage.
"Monstrella has stolen
Drake's identity," Kirk
insisted. "She needs to be
stopped!" Wonder Woman
actor Gal Gadot, however,
praised the actor for
being "brave," adding, "he
looks great in a
mini-skirt."
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"ON AUGUST 13TH, 1943, | TOOK OFF FROM
JACKSONVILLE ON A ROUTINE MISSION SCOUTING
FOR UBOATS OFF THE COAST OF FLORIDA- |
FIGURED I'D BE HOME IN TIME FOR DINNER," THE
YOUNEG WOMAN SITTING IN FRONT OF ME SAYS-

SHE GETS A WISTFUL LOOK IN HER Bl&, PRETTY
EYES AS SHE REMEMBERS HER PAST. "MY FIANCE,
MILDRED, WAS MAKING LASAENA," SHE RECALLS.
| KISSED HER 6OODBYE, HAVING NO IDEA IT WAS
THE LAST TIME I'D EVER SEE HER."

ONLY HE IS A NOT A YOUNG WOMAN AT ALL, BUT A
100 YEAR OLD MAN- HIS NAME IS CAPTAIN HARVEY
HAWLEY.- THIS IS HIS STORY-
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Iy BODY CHANGED!

ey

——

EVENTUALLY, | COULDN'T DENY IT: | WS BECOIING /1 DIIEE.

| REMEMBERED WHAT THEY HAD SAID ABOUT "HER! BEING AN EXCELLENT BREEDER- |
REALIZED NOW SHE WAS ME, AND THESE DISGUSTING ALIENS INTENDED TO TURN ME
INTO SOME KIND OF BROOD RUEEN FOR THEIR UNHOLY OFFSPRING- I VOWED | WoULD

NOT ALLOW THAT TO HAPPEN- | WOULD FIND SOME WAY TO ESCAPE, BUT HOW?
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I WAS CRUISING
SOUTHWEST OF BERMUDA
WHEN MY INSTRUMENTS
WENT WILD, THE DIALS ALL
SPINNING oUT CONTROL,
INSTRUMENT PANEL
FLASHING- MY ENGINES cUT
OUT. I HEADED TOWARD
THE HATCH INTENDING TO
BAIL oUT, 8UT MY PLANE
DIDN'T FALL- IT SEEMED
TO BE-- FLOATING—— AND A
STRANGE SENSE OF CALM
CAME OVER ME AS A
BRIGHT LIGHT ENVELOPED
ME, LIFTING ME AND
CARRYING ME TOWARD AN
OPENING IN SOME SORT OF
SAUCER SHAPED CRAFT -

| FOUND MYSELF IN A MEDICAL BAY, BLINDED
BY BRIGHT, WHITE LIGHTS LOOKING UP AT A
BUEG—EYED ALIEN RIGHT OUT OF SOME
CHEESY COMIC BOOK -

IT INJECTED ME WITH SOMETHING, RAN
TESTS- IT SPOKE IN SOME EEPTILIAN
LANGUAGE, BUT SOMEHOW IT PROJECTED ITS
THOUGHTS- | COULD UNDERSTAND IT-

SHE WILL MAKE AN EXCELLENT BREEDER,"
IT SAID.

WHO WAS SHEZ WHO WERE THEY TALKING
ABOUTZ I AM AN OLD-FASHIONED &UY, OR T
WAS, AND | THOUGHT THEY WERE HOLDING
SOME WOMAN, THEIR EVIL PLANS oBVIous
IN THEIR WORDS.- I STRUGGLED TO FEEE
MYSELF SO I coULD SAVE HER, HAVING NO
IDEA I WAS TO BECOME THE WOMAN .-
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DAYS PASSED- | LIVED IN CONSTANT FEAR OF THE DAY
THE ALIENS WOULD RETURN- WOULD THEY REALLY--
MATE—— WITH MEZ THE THOUGHT MADE ME SICK-

REALIZING CHAMBERBOT HAD EMOTIONS, | SET OUT TO
SEDUCE HIM- | WAS THE DAME NOW, FLIRTING WITH
CHAMBERBOT THE SAME WAY MY FIANCE HAD ONCE
FLIRTED WITH ME- WE DANCED- CUDDLED- | GIGGLED A
LOT AND MADE SURE TO GIVE HIM PLENTY OF LOOKS
AT MY NEW ANATOMY.

CHAMBERBOT FELL UNDER MY SPELL - FINALLY, WHEN |
THOUGHT THE TIME WAS RIGHT, | STARTED CRYING- |
FOUND IT EASY NOW THAT | WAS A WOMAN- WHEN
CHAMBERBOT ASKED ME TO EXPLAIN MY TEARS, | TOLD
HIM HOW MUCH | FEARED AND HATED WHAT THE ALIENS
HAD PLANNED.- THEN, | BROKE HIS ROBOTIC HEART: "I
GUESS IT DOESN'T REALLY MATTER- THE ALIEN TOLD
ME I'LL DIE IN CHILDBIRTH-" IT WAS A LIE, BUT | WAS A
DESPERATE &IRL -

HIS EYES BEEAN TO FLASH BED. T WILL NOT ALLOW
THAT TO HAPPEN."
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HE'D BEEN THERE THE
WHOLE TIME, CLEANING AND
SERVING ME FOOD.- THE DAY
I WOKE TO DISCOVER | HAD
BECOME A BROAD IN EVERY
DEPARTMENT, IF You KNow
WHAT | MEAN, | SCREAMED IN
HORROR.- | WAS SURE THOSE
BUE-EYED FREAKS WoULD
COME FOR ME SOON, AND
THEN I'D HAVE AN ALIEN
BABY INSIDE ME-

CHAMBERBOT, WHO HAD NOT
SPOKEN A WORD, SUDDENLY
SAID, "WHY ARE YOoU MAKING
THAT SOUNDZ"

A MACHINE THAT couLD
TALKZ I WAS STUNNED, BUT
| TOLD THE ROBOT | DIDN'T
WANT TO BE A WOMAN .-

HE RESPONDED, "WHY NOT?
You ARE VERY PRETTY."
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HIS NAME WAS ANDY, AND HE
TURNED oUT TO ONE OF THE
GOOD ONES- HE GAVE ME
HIS COAT, COFFEE AND
FOOD. | cOULD TELL HE
FOUND ME ATTRACTIVE,
THOUGH, BY HIS FURTIVE
GLANCES. IT DISTURBED ME
TO KNOwW A MAN WANTED MY
BODY. STILL, HE DIDN'T TRY
ANYTHING - HE JUST WANTED
TO HELP-

THE ESCAPE POD CRASHED IN THE
DESSERT.- | CLIMBED FROM THE
RUBBLE HALF-NAKED, STARVING,
THIRSTY. AFTER A VERY HOT DAY
AND A LONéE, FRIGID NIGHT, |
SMELLED SMOKE AND FRYING
BACON. I FOLLOWED THE
SMELLS AND CAME TO A
CAMPSITE, BUT IT LOOKED
WRONG—— THE TENT WAS MADE
OF SOME STRANGE MATERIAL, AS
WERE THE CLOTHES WOEN BY THE
MAN | SAW THERE- WAS THIS AN
ALIEN PLANETZ

HUNGER OVERCAME MY FEAR, AND
| APPROACHED, LETTING MYSELF
CRY, KNOWIN& THE EFFECT A
WOMAN'S TEARS HAD ON A MAN, IF
HE WAS A MAN- | WAS AFEAID
THOUGH- | WAS JUST A HELPLESS
FEMALE NOW- WE WERE IN THE
MIDDLE OF NOWHERE- WHAT IF HE
HAD-- BAD INTENTIONS 7 THERE
WERE SUCH MEN- | KNEW A FEW IN

THE ARMY, THOUGH | WAS NEVER
ONE OF THEM- | HAD BEEN RAISED
TO RESPECT WOMEN- RESPECT
WOMEN- THE THOUGHT STOPPED
ME COLD- | WAS ONE OF THEM
NOW.- A MEMBER OF THE WEAKER
SEX-
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WHEN WE ARRIVED AT THE
ESCAPE POD, CHAMBERBOT
LET 60 OF MY HAND. "60," HE
SAID. "HURRY- | HAVE
PROGRAMED THE SHUTTLE TO
TAKE YOU HOME."

"WAIT, YOU'RE NOT COMINGZ"
I SAID, FEELING LIKE IT'D
BEEN PUNCHED IN THE &UT-

"MORE OF THOSE You CALL
ALIENS ARE IN PURSUIT. | MUST
HoLD THEM OFF."

INo! YOU HAVE TO COME. IT--
I-- LOVE You." IT WAS TRUE- |
HADN'T REALIZED IT UNTIL THAT
MOMENT, BUT THE WHOLE TIME
I'D BEEN DANCING AND
FLIRTING WITH HIM, TELLING
HIM MY SECRETS, I'D BEEN
FALLING IN LOVE. I'D SET ouT
TO SEDUCE HIM AND HAD
FALLEN INTO MY OWN TRAP-

ep!" CHAMBERBOT SAID-
e

I LEANED DOWN AND KISSED
MY HERO. "T'LL NEVER
FORGET YoU," | SAID AS TEARS
ROLLED DOWN MY CHEEKS.-

GUNFIRE ERUPTED,
CHAMBERBOT CHARGED- | EAN.-

WHEN AN ALIEN CAME FOR ME,
CHAMBERBOT ATTACKED- |
SCREAMED, TERRIFIED FOR
HIM, FOR ME, FOR US.-

CHAMBERBOT'S FIERY
WEAPONS SENT THE ALIEN
REELING.- IT COLLAPSED TO
THE FLOOR AND DIED, SMOKE
RISING FROM ITS GREY SKIN.-

"COME. | WILL LEAD You TO
THE ESCAPE POD," THE ROBOT
SAID- | TOOK HIS HAND AND
PAN ALONG BEHIND HIM- WE
PACED THROUGH THE TWISTING
CORRIDORS OF THE ALIEN
SPACESHIP-
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“You were checked in here several weeks
ago after a suicide attempt," Dr. Lester
explained. "You claimed you were a man
named Aaron Schwartz, and that your wife
had somehow swapped you into the body of
a young woman. The same thing you are
saying now.”

“That never happened.”

“I'm afraid it did. You are a very
troubled girl. You were never a man. You
were always Ashleigh. I am here to help
you remember..”

“No, it's some trick! This isn’t real.”

“I'm sorry Ashleigh. I’'m afraid I won’'t
be able to release you until you have
once more embraced your true identity as
a feminine young woman. Starting
tomorrow, you will begin your therapy
sessions- walking in heels, styling your
pretty hair, doing your makeup. This
will help you remember who you are. Once
you have learned what you need to know,
and once you have admitted you are
Ashleigh Darling, only then can you be
released.”

“!You’re in on this!” I screamed,
lunging across the desk, but Lester
grabbed my wrists and restrained me
until the two burly guards stormed into
the room and dragged me back to my
celinis

As I look at the shaken man, his pretty eyes so full of desperation. I find
myself growing angry. I don’t like being used. “So you've been playing
along,” I say. “Learning to play the role of Ashleigh they created for you.”

“Yes,” she says, dropping her eyes in shame. “What choice did I have? They
even made me get a boyfriend, one of the guys who’s in here, too.”

“They didn’t force you to have sex?” I say, feeling my anger rising.

“No. Nothing like that. He is very shy, and he’s scared of girls. I, well, I
want to help him, so I 1let him -” Ashleigh blushes. "I let him kiss me, and
we cuddle and hold hands, go on walks. It’s not so awful, other than the
fact that I'm a man and I don’t like men, and it’s humiliating and-” she
stops talking, a gentle tear rolling down her cheek.

I cover her small hand with my own. “I don’t think I can help you.”

“What? No! Please! You have to! I- I can’t let them win, I can’t let
turn me into a girl!”

“Why do you think they allowed me to do this interview?” I ask.

Ashleigh shakes her head. “I don’t know?”
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THIS ISN'T REAL !

MY NAME IS
AARON
SCHWWARTZ.-

I found myself in the office of Dr. Lester. It was a typical shrink’s
office, right out of a B movie with shelves and shelves of books, a bust of
Sigmund Freud. Dr. Lester is an older woman with a permanent smirk on her
stupid face.

“Ashleigh,” she said. “We were so worried about you when you escaped.”
“Escaped?” I asked, confused. Escaped?

“Yes, Ashleigh,” she said. “Don’t you remember? You'’'re a patient here.”

It annoyed me that she kept calling me Ashleigh. “That’s not my name,” I
said. “I’'m Aaron Schwartz. I'm a man. I know this may sound crazy, but my
wife somehow trapped me in this body.”

“You’ve relapsed,” Lester sa tsking and shaking her head. “Poor girl.”
“I'm not a girl! I'm not Ashleigh. You have to believe me.”

“This is going to be painful, young lady, but it’s for your own good.” She
turned on a monitor, and there is Ashleigh in that very same office. It’s a
fuzzy, CCTV video, dated from a few weeks ago.

“I'm not Ashleigh,” I hear the real Ashley say. “My name is Aaron Schwartz.
My wife swapped me into this body because I'm an idiot.” Dr. Lester paused

the video.

“This isn't possible,” I whispered, pulling my long hair back from my face.
Sl dvelSneversbeentherelbe foretit
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PLEASE HELP ME!

I have no doubt they've
have been mentally
conditioning him. He
seems young, naive, and
very feminine. I
believe her. I believe
she was once Aaron
Schwartz, but they have
chiseled away at his
hard, angular soul and
made it soft and
shapely, to match his
big, innocent eyes.

I decide to tell her
the truth, though I
doubt she is strong
enough to hear it.

"They know the story will get your hopes
up, that for a little while you'll think
you are going to get out of here, but the
truth is no one who has any power will
believe any of this. To them, you’ll be
just a poor, unfortunate, hysterical girl,
and when the story doesn’t work, when no
one comes to save you, it will break you.
You’ll give up, and you’ll finally accept
that you are Ashleigh now and will be for
the rest of your life.”

“Run the story anyway,” she says, “Please. It's my only
hope.”

“I will,” I say. “And I’'ll do what I can to help you,
Aaron.”

“Aaron?” She says. “No one has called me that in so long.”

"I'll remember your true name," I say, "even when you've
forgotten it."

Aaron is too far gone. I've seen it before. The best
chance he has for a future, at some sort of happy life, is
for him to crawl into that girl’s life and body, to become
Ashleigh in body and soul.

His wife has won.
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HE'S A DELTA!

He did it! Kenna Grant is now
a sister in the Delta Girls
sorority. I meet him on campus
the day after initiation. He
struts across the quad wearing
his Delta Girls sorority
shirt, and he greets me with a
squeal, a hug and air kisses.
“I did it,” he says, hopping
up and down, clapping his
hands. “I'm a Delta Girl!”

“Congratulations,” I say. “I
guess you can get back to
being a man now.”

“As if,” Kenna says. “Turn my
back on my sisters? Never.
We’ve become such good
friends. Once you're a Delta
Girl, you’re a Delta Girl for
life.”

“So, you’re staying a woman?”

“I worked my ass off for these
curves,” Kenna says. “You're
damn right I’'m keeping them.”

Later, I ask Cassie whether
she helped Kenna along, maybe
with some estrogen?

Cassie winks. "I can neither
confirm nor deny that Kenna
may have been gifted the
hormonal balance of a girl her
age. God, she turned out well.
What a sexy little bitch!"
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WHISPERS

You're going to mm to sit down for this.

g

A CRUEL

EX-WIFE'S

DARK PLAN FOR
REVENGE!

AARON SCHWARTZ CHEATED
ON HIS EX-WIFE. NOW, HE
FACES A LIFE IN HIGH HEELS.
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KENNA, POSING HERE FOR A CHARITY CALENDAR RAISING MONEY TO FIGHT,

ACCORDING TO HER, "SOME GROSS DISEASE," HAS CHANGED HER MAJOR FROM
ECONOMICS TO ELEMENTARY EDUCATION- "I WANT TO TEACH KINDERGARTEN," KENNA
SAYS. "I JUST LOVE THE LITTLE ONES! PLUS, MATH MAKES MY HEAD HURT!"
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ILET'S DANCE."

“Yeah, well, it didn’t
strike me as odd at the
time. I just thought- I
still got it. Here's
this gorgeous, much
younger woman coming
onto me. I loved it.

We talked for a while,
and then she just said,
‘if you want to have
some fun, meet at the
Night City hotel at 8
PM.” Then, she got up,
cupped my chin, tilted
my head back and kissed

me. I found that odd.
I'd never had a woman | HAD NEVER MET SUCH

take control like that, AN AGGRESSIVE
but, well, it kind of 1 WOMAN -
turned mel on.”

“So you went and met
her?”

(¥ eahti
“Even though, if my

research is correct, you
were a married man?”

VNGNS

4T tmEnot—Sthat aisn t
relevant. My wife had no
right to do this to me.”

N

I nod, because I want her to keep talking, but I can’t count the number
of men I have met who cheated on their wives and ended up as women. “And
then?”

“I went to the hotel room. I was super psyched. I have- had- a thing for
younger women. My wife knew that, and she’d laid her trap. I walk in the
door, and Ashleigh is wearing lingerie, and she looks so hot. There’s
music playing, old school big band music. There’s incense burning. She
hands me a glass of champagne and tell me to drink up, and while I throw
back the champagne she grabs my junk and squeezes, hard.

I was ready to go right then and there, and I kissed her and tried to
guide her to the bed, but she said, “let's dance, first."

“Babe, you’re so fucking hot,” I said, “I can’t wait.”

“Let’s dance,” she repeated, and then, "it gets me so wet."
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GET ME oUT OF HERE!

“I didn’t say I don’t believe you,” I say.
“Come back. Sit down. Tell me your story.”

She pauses, mulling it over, but then she
comes and sits. I can see the excitement in
her eyes, the hope that maybe someone, at long
last, will believe her story.

“Start at the beginning.”

Ashleigh takes a deep breath, nods and begins.
“I met the real Ashleigh at a coffee shop. I

was there, working on my laptop, and she just
sat down at my table and said, "Hey, handsome.
You look like you know how to please a girl.”

“Pretty aggressive.”

“Everyday, I lose another piece
of myself,” the youing woman
sitting across from me says.
She’s pretty, this girl, and she
wears makeup, a cute outfit, but
her eyes are full of fear,
anxiety, desperation.

“You say you're a man?”
“I was a man,” she says. “Then,

my wife body swapped me into
Ashleigh, and I ended up

committed to this insane asylum.
They're forcing me to walk and
talk and act like a girl!”

“How?"”

“41trsalil Valicondittion of my
release,” she says. “I have to
accept that I am Ashleigh, prove
to them I am no longer clinging
to the delusion that I used to be
Aaron Schwartz.”

“Could it be a delusion?”

she stares at me, then gets up
and heads toward the door. “I
knew you wouldn’t believe me.”

I see she is wearing heels, and
she has a sweet, feminine gait.
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A MAN HAD NEVER LOOKED AT ME LIKE THAT-

“I'm a dirty girl,” I repeated,
and there was a flash, and then
she stood up, laughing, only she
was me, and then I heard the
bathroom door open, and I heard my
wife laughing.

I was paralyzed, laying on my
back. I was acutely aware of the
bra, tight across my breasts. I
was confused, panicking, not
really realizing what had
happened, but just really focused
on the fact my wife had somehow
caught me. She and Ashleigh, now
in my body, came to the edge of
the bed, and they looked down at
me.

“She’s so pretty!” Ashleigh said.
My wife brushed my long hair away
from my face, then cupped my
smooth cheek. “You like young
women so much,” she said, "I
decided to turn you into one.”

I tried to speak, but I couldn’t
talk, all I could do was stare up
at her and plead with my eyes. No.
Don’t do this. Don’t leave me like
Ehis:

“Be good, babe,” she said, and
then the two of them kissed and
left. I passed out. I know that
sounds crazy.”

I shake my head. “It’s consistent
with certain other confirmed body
swaps I have encountered. But, how
did you end up here at the Healing
Center?”

Ashleigh winces at the name
Healing Center.

“My fucking wife,” she says. “I
woke up in a padded cell. I, um,
confirmed, that I was a woman now,
and I screamed for someone to help
me, to let me out. No one
answered. Occasionally, a plate of
food was shoved under the door.

Finally, after what seemed like
days, the door to my cell opened and
two burly men stood there, grinning.

“Dr. Lester will see you now,” one
of them said. “If you get violent or
try to escape, you’ll be locked back
in here for a month. Do you
understand?”

“Yes,” I said, shocked to hear how

soft and feminine my voice sounded,
especially compared to the big man.
I was wearing a hospital gown, and

they both checked out my legs as I

stood. I’d never had men look at me
like- that.”






images/00025.jpeg
We started dancing. At first,

she let me lead, but as we

kept dancing, she took

control, and we turned and

turned, and- just for a

moment, the room seemed to

flicker, and for a second I 4Tt edid, buththen I

found myself looking up at was right back in

myself. I was in her body-" my body, and I had
never felt so

“That didn’t freak you out?” \ turned on, and

k besides I think

they had put
something in my
drink. I couldn’t
think about
anything but that
soft, little body
of hers, how badly
I wanted to be
inside her..”

“We kept dancing, flickering... I was her, I
was me... I was both of of us. The music
changed, a slow, slow dance, and we kissed,
and I cupped her breast.. but I felt it like it
was my breast, I was inside her body again,
and I was so hot and wet and on fire.. She led
me to the bed, and blew hot air into my ear
and said, "Tell me you're a dirty girl."
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MONTH TWO

“It was,” Kenna says. “People would make
fun of me so bad. But Cassie? She’s
actually kinda okay. She set me up with a
therapist, and the hypnosis sessions are
really like, amazing and everything.”

As I get ready to leave, Kenna grabs my

wrist. “Be careful,” he whispers. “Mars

is in retrograde." He giggles and tosses
his hair. "I am so into astrology.”

As I watch Kenna head to yoga class, I
can't help but notice a little wiggle in
his step as his pony tail bounces from
side to side. I could swear I am looking
at a woman.

I manage to catch up with
Kenna right before the yoga
class he and the other Deltas
are taking together as a way
to build sisterhood. He looks
cute in his pink sports bra
and leggings, his waist
trainer crushing his waist,
giving him a pleasing, curvy

shape. “You’ve lost weight,” I
say, “is the stress getting to
you?”

Kenna taps his long nails on
the front desk and scoffs.
“All the pledges are on the
Slender Miss Diet,” he says.
“All I'm allowed are Slender
Miss shakes and only 1000
calories a day.”

“That sounds hard.”

“If a girl can do it, I can do
it. Besides, with my corsets
crushing my tummy, I have,
like, no appetite.”

I notice his hair is now
longer, tied up in a ponytail.
“Extensions,” he says. “Delta
girls are all required to have
hair at least down to our
shoulders.”

"Is it hard presenting as
female on campus? I mean,
being such a macho guy and
allz”

you
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KENNA EXPERIENCES JEERS AND DERISION FROM INSENSITIVE CLASSMATES AS
HE WALKS AROUND CAMPUS IN THE "8ABY &IRL" PLEDEE UNIFORM, WORN 8Y
ALL INITIAL DELTA GIRL PLEDGES- "THAT WAS HELL," KENNA SAID AFTER,
UNSTRAPPING ONE OF HIS SANDALS AND RUBBING HIS ANKLE AND CALF- "My
FEET ARE KILLING ME- HOW DO &IRLS PUT UP WITH THESE THINGS?
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ME AND THE GIRLS WERE SO WASTED
KENNA SAYS, EXPLAINING HIS TATTOO. "ONE
SEC, IT'M DANCING WITH A HUNKY &UY- THE
NEXT DAY I WAKE UP WITH A TRAMP STAMP-

IT'S SO HUMILIATING!"

I POINT oUT TO KENNA THAT HE
VOLUNTEERED THIS INFORMATION, THAT
HE SUGGESTED OUR PHOTOGRAPHER GET A

PICTURE OF HIS "EMBARASSING" TATTOO
AND THAT WE DO THE PHOTOSHOOT ON THE

QUAD IN THE MIDDLE OF CAMPUS WHERE
EVERYONE couLD SEE.-

HE TWISTS HIS HAIR AROUND HIS FINGER AND
FROWNS. "FINE! T WORKED REALLY HARD
TO GET THIS ASS- DO YOU BLAME ME FOR
WANTING TO SHOW IT OFF7

GO FIGURE/!

I meet Kenna for our regular
update at a cafe near campus.
He's gone blonde, but that's not
the only reason I find him
unrecognizable.

His walk and mannerisms have
become completely and utterly
feminine. I feel positively
inadequate as a woman sitting
next to him. His voice has gotten
even higher, and when he speaks
it’s with the singsong cadence of
a flirty female. I tell him I'm
impressed. “You really are
becoming a Delta Girl,” I say.

“Omigod,” he says, waving his
hands dramatically. “I’'1ll be glad
when it’s over! The backaches,
and my stupid bra straps are
always digging trenches in my
shoulders! Makeup takes forever,
and I have to shave my legs,
like, everyday. I never knew what
women go through. It’s, like, so
much work!”

I ask if there is anything else
he’s learned about the female
experience. “Men,” he says,
leaning forward, “are pigs.
They’re always hitting on me.” He
giggles and shrugs his little,
round shoulders. “Not that I can
blame them. I am pretty hot.”
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“We don’t have flatty patties in
this sorority,” Cassie says to
Kenna. I had come on Cassie's
invite. She told me Kenna would
"blossom" before my eyes. How
could I say no?

“What am I supposed to do about
that?” Kenna says, sassily
throwing his hip to the side.
His voice is higher, softer than
when he started.

Cassie opens a box and lifts out
a breast form. “Surprise! I
bought you a pair of boobies.”

“No,” Kenna says, disgusted.
“Hell, no.”

“So, you quit,” Cassie says. “I
knew you weren’t strong enough
to be a Delta Girl.”

Kenna slits his eyes.
“'Kay.Fine. Whatever. I'm not
scared of breasts.”

“Take off your bra.” Cassie
says, and when Kenna does, she
glues the bouncy breast forms to
his hairless chest.

“Glue?” Kenna says,“I’'m stuck
with these things all the time?”

"The other girls have breasts
all the time, so you should,
too." Cassie laughs.

When Kenna tugs his bra back on
over his- they must be D cups-
all the Delta girls file into
the room, clapping and cheering.
“Congrats, girl! You got your
titties,” one of them shouts.

Kenna has a defeated look in his
eyes, but he's learned to be a
Delta girl, and smiles through
the humiliation. He struggles
through yoga, gasping for
breath. “I could barely breath
as it was with this stupid waist
trainer,” he says, “and now with
my bra crushing these stupid
melons to my chest? I almost
fainted.” I ask him about his
voice. “Cassie ordered me to
take voice lessons,” he says,
twisting his bracelet around his
wrist. “For the sake of
sisterhood.”

>

THE BREAST OF MEN/
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WHISPERS

You're going to want to sit down for this.

FEOM BOSSY TO BUSTY!

HE DOESN'T SLEEP WITH THE FISHES.- HE SLEEPS WITH THE FRAT BOYS.

HE USED TO BE A BOSS- NOW HE'S 6OT A BUST.

“One thing I gotta tell ya up
front, I never wanted any of this,”
the woman federal officials now say
is none other than notorious mod
boss Luciano Luchesi, claims.

"The feds are tryin’ ta say I did
this on purpose, to escape from the
law and all that. Come on, already.
I'm a regular guy. You think I want
tits out to here?”

Luciano, aka Bria McCarthy, waves
slender hands topped with long,
glossy nails in front of his ample
bosom. “Freakin’ ridiculous.
Backaches? Fuggedaboutit.”

“So, if you didn’t do this on
purpose,” I ask, “how did you end
up- I try to think of proper mob
parlance from all the movies I've
seen, and I made an hourglass shape
with my hands and say, “vavavoom.”

“Whaddya think?” He says. “My
wife.”

I knew the cops was coming for me.
I got tipped off. A friend of mine
in the DA’s office. I can’t leave
the house without bein’ recognized,
so I figure I need a disguise. My
wife says, "I know just the place.
When they’re through with you, you
won’t even recognize yourself.’”

I got no better ideas, so, why not?
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“Oh, they can’t, but we have a saying here: If you do the mothering, then
you’re the mother. A boy like Zach? Stacey will hand the baby off to him
once it’s born, and he’ll take care of the feedings, changing diapers, and
later running to soccer practice, the dentists, dance class. He’ll be the
mommy. Mark my words.”

Back in Holly’s office, she explains more. “Keep in mind, puberty for boys
here is the same as puberty for girls. You know how kids are. They can’t
wait to grow up, and the boys here are excited and anxious for their first
periods. They can’t wait for the big trip to the store with their father’s
to get their first training bras. It’s a big, father-son moment here.”

“That's so sweet.”

"Girls here mature faster than boys, just like in the outside world, so the
girls have everything a boy wants a year or so before he does. They tease
the boys mercilessly, calling them “flat pat,” or “babies” because they
haven't had their first period. The boys here learn to envy girls, to
identify with them. Then, when the boys finally do get their boobs, there’s
a lot of bra snapping. The girls at that age tend to be taller, bigger. The
boys just learn to put up with it.”

“That’s an impressionable age,” I say, considering the ramifications.

“None of them would ever admit it, but I think most males here end up
suffering from female envy.”

“I just think it must be great that the males here menstruate,” I say.

Holly snorts. “You'’ve obviously never had to deal with a man on the rag.
Ugh. They are such bitches. And don’t even get me started on what hellborn
hags they are when they go through menopause.”

My interview with Holly over, my sojourn to fair Fair Haven came to and end,
mostly because I ran out of money.

I have learned a few things. Firstly, I actually find guys with big tits and
sexy little girl voices a huge turn on. Secondly, maybe it is better that
guys outside Fairhaven do not menstruate after all. Evidently, they are even
more incredibly annoying than usual when they are on the rag.

Let me sign off with this joyous news! Mike and I have already made plans
for him to come visit me in the spring. I told him to make sure to bring one
of those bras he keeps for a "special occasion."

ESTHER MEH BEPORTS
ON ALL THINGS
GENDER. THEY ALSO
HOST THE WEEKLY
PODCAST, "WHATEVER,"
AND SERVE AS
FOUNDING DIRECTOR OF
SNARKFEST, HELD EACH
YEAR IN TOLEDO, OHIO,
FOR PEOPLE WHO HAVE
NO FUCKS TO &IVE, BUT
LIKE TO HANG OUT AND
BITCH ABOUT STUFF
ANYWAY.

MIKE SENT ME A TIT PIC. SHOULD | BE TURNED ON OR
JEALOUS?
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I cough. My throat hurts this time, like I can feel it tightening, and then
I say, “You better let-”" I can’t even finish the sentence. Little girls have

deeper voices than me now.
“Your voice is so pretty!” My wife says, smirking.

“Just sit still. Be a good girl,” Tatiana says, and I am pissed, struggling,
but I don’t talk for a time because I'm so ashamed of what I sound like.
Tatiana plucks my eyebrows, jabs my lips with another needle, then she wipes
the cream from my face.

“Nice,” my wife says, nodding.

Tatiana spins me around, and I just about shit myself. She didn't just wipe
off the cream. She wiped off my face, and now I look just like a freakin'
woman !

“You can’t very well go into hiding as a woman if you look like a man, can
you, you silly goose?” Tatiana says.

“A woman?” I meet my wife’s eyes, and she laughs.
“I told you, you wouldn’t recognize yourself.”
“Don’t do this,” I say, changing tactics. “Stop. I forgive you.”

“I don’t forgive you,” my wife says as Tatiana cuts my shirt off and begins
applying a warm gel to my chest.
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Next thing you know, I'm in a chair in some fru fru salon. My wife is there,
and the two of them- her and the stylist, Tatiana- are whispering, giggling

as they look at me, which pisses me off. ‘Can we get started?’ I say, pissed
that they’re laughing at me for some reason.

“0f course,” this chick says, and all of a sudden, restraints pop out from
the chair, binding my arms and legs.

“Hey! What the fuck?” I shout, struggling, thinking my wife set this up to
let the cops catch me. I wish.

“You may have an adverse reaction to the changes I am about to make,” the
woman says as she begins to apply cream to my face. “The restraints are just
to keep you from getting all scared and running away like a little girl,
Miss.”

“Let me out of here, you bitch!”

“Let’s do something about that voice, '' she says, and I feel her jab a
needle into my neck.

“Ow!” I say, only I don’t hear me say it. I sound like a little girl. “My
voice?” I say, and I am feeling sick because it is just like a little girl
now. “What the hell?”

“No more mean words,” Tatiana says, “or I’ll make your voice even higher.”

“Fuck you!” I squeak, but I sound ridiculous and- stab- right into my neck.

| CAN
ALWAYS MAKE
IT HIGHER!

ARTIST RECREATION- IN LUCIANO'S ACCOUNT, HIS HANDS WERE BOUND- HE ALSO DENIES WANTING HIS MOMMY .-
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“They look great,” my wife says.
“So perky.”

“You want them bigger?” Tatiana
says. “I can go up another cup
size.”

“No!” I gasp, looking at my wife,
pleading. They already feel huge,
heavy, and the way they jut out
from my chest is- I can’t even
fucking imagine having bigger
ones.

“I think D cups are perfect for
her,” my wife says. While Tatiana
starts to cut off my pants, my
wife comes up and runs her hand
under my breasts, and it tingles
and feels good, and then I feel my
nipples getting hard as she
caresses and squeezes my breasts,
lifts them.

“Stop it!” I say, sounding like
some shy teenage girl as I feel my
nipples getting hard, and the
pleasure scares me, even as my
dick, too, now freed, gets hard,
and my wife starts to play with my
nipples. I moan, I can’t help it,
it feels so good, and my wife
laughs.

They slapped a wig on me, makeup.
Stuck these long fingernails on. I
looked in the mirror and almost
puked. I actually wanted to, ah,
do myself I looked so hot.

Then, Tatiana says, “let’s do
something about that disgusting
penis.”

“My johnson?” I say, the threat

waking me up, allowing me to fight
against the pleasure overriding my
brain. “What are you going to do?”

“Cut it off,” Tatiana says.
My wife pinches my nipples, hard,
and I scream.

“Don’t worry,” my wife whispers in
my ear while she cruelly twists my
nipples. “We’re going to replace
it with a vagina.”

“Your wife sounds like a real
bitch,” I say, interrupting the
story.

ACTUAL PHOTO TAKEN BY LUCIANO'S WIFE
AFTER THEY DID HIS HAIR AND MAKEUP-

“You have no idea,” Luciano says,
drawing a strand of hair away from his
face with a long nail in a perfectly
feminine gesture. “I mean, I knew that
when I married her. Mob wives gotta be
tough.”

“What did you do to piss her off so
bad?”

“Who the fuck knows? Was it all the
times I cheated on her? The stripper I
invited home for thanksgiving? Bitches
be crazy.”

“Does that include you now that you’re,
um-?"
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I ain’t the smartest, but I 't the dumbest. I figured out real quick what
that was gonna do. “No! Don’t! Don’t!” I squeal, but my chest grows warm,
starts to ache, and then I watch as my hard, flat chest begins to soften,

swell, and in a matter of seconds I got a huge pair of tits, swaying and
bouncing as I struggled against my restraints.
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“You want everyone to
know you're a woman now
or something?”

“Everyone knows, anyway”
he says, adjusting his
bra straps. “When I got
arrested, shit was on the
news. Besides, I got
lawyers fees coming outta
my ass, and I need the
money.

"I gotta get out of
Hooters. Guys ogling me
all day. It fucking
sucks.” Luciana huffs,
then trots goes off to
live his new life as
Hooters Girl.

His demeanor changes
completely as he starts
waitressing tables. He's
giggly, smiley and
flirty, finding excuses
to show off those perfect
tits, his long legs and
hot ass.

Work it, girl, I think
watching him strut from a
table full of guys after
taking their order,
putting all kinds of
wiggle in those hips.

He sees me watching him,
winks and shrugs as if to
say, “It’s a man's world,

HELP BEIA GET D&UBLE DS/

TURNS oUT BRIA HAS
CHANGED HIS MIND ABOUT
THAT EXTRA CUP SIZE- HE'S
STARTED A SO FUND ME TO
GET A BooB JoB. "THERE'S
A LOTTA MOOLAH IN
MELONS," HE SAYS.

I ASKED HIS WIFE FOR A
COMMENT, AND SHE
RESPONDED, "I HOPE HE
GETS THEM, AND I HOPE £
THEY MAKE HIM FEEL
COMPLETE."
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“I'm the craziest bitch of them
all,” Luciano says with a smile.

“So, what happened next?”

“They turned me into a woman-

and I mean, a complete woman even
down there. Made me put on a
freakin' dress. my wife kept
laughing, taking pictures.

Two guys from my crew show up-
and they suddenly look a lot
bigger and scarier than ever- the
pricks start checking me out like
I'm just some dumb broad, staring
at my tits, my legs. I was so
ashamed and humiliated to be seen
that way, and it really brought
home to me that fact I wasn’t one
of the guys anymore.”

“Wow, boss, lookin’ good,” one of
them says.

“Shove it,” I say, but they just
laugh at me.”

“These gentlemen will escort you
to your new life, Bria” my wife
says. “Hug goodbye?”

“I'm gonna kill you for this,” I
say, and one of the men takes me
by the elbow and guides me toward
the door, which the other one
opens for me, and it’s so fucking
humiliating to be treated like a
dame by these pricks I used to
boss around.”

LUCIANO WAS ALWAYS BRAGEING ABOUT ITALIAN
HERITAGE, SO HIS WIFE MADE HIM AN IRISH &IRL -

“A couple days later, I'm sitting in a shitty little apartment, crying as I
look at the uniform they left for me. I have no money, and the identity
they created for me, Bria McCarthy, is a high-school dropout. According to
my ID, I'm a nineteen year old female. I swore I would never work the job
my wife had set up for me as a Hooters girl.”

“What changed your mind?”

“Hunger. Reality. I had a pretty face and a nice set of tits, what else was
I gonna do?” He checks his phone. “My break is almost over. I gotta get
back to work.”

“Just one more question,” I say.

He raises a sculpted, feminine eyebrow.

“Why ask for this interview? Why go public?”

“I'm trying to sell a book,” he says. “Maybe get a Netflix series."
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"This'll help you understand Fair Haven. Back in seventh grade, Zach was
the star quarterback on the football team, very successful athlete, and
Stacey was the head of the cheerleading squad. They dated, but then they
had a big argument and broke up.

Well, the summer between 7th and 8th grade, Stacey had a growth spurt.
Purely out of spite, she went out for football and took that quarterback
job away from Zach. He couldn't stand being his ex-girlfriend's backup,
so he quit the team and joined the cheerleaders. Well, Stacey sees Zach
walking around campus in that little skirt, and she can’t get enough of
those long legs. Pretty soon, she’s chasing him all over, and they end
up back together, their roles completely reversed. See, Zach realized
that if he wanted any status, he needed to be pretty and cute, land
himself a big, strong girlfriend. Now, he and Stacey are the IT couple
on campus, and he's the perfect, supportive little partner for Stacey.

It's genetics. Some girls are bigger and stronger, and some guys are
bigger and stronger. They end up as the athletes, and the more petite
students, male or female, find their places. The whole flute section in
the marching band is male.”

“Interesting,” I say. “So, it's Darwinian.”

“Yes. Once puberty left him small and curvy, Zach found his place, and
so did Stacey. Look how happy they are together. Zach will make a really
fine housewife and mother someday.”

“Mother? I thought the guys here can’t have babies?”
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WHISPERS

You're going to want to sit down for this.

MEN WHO
MENSTRUATEZ AN
INVESTIGATION -

Hey,
once,
that men had periods.
with the bloating, the cramps,
tender breasts. Especially the
tender breasts. Let them go to work
and have to worry all day their
pads might fail, that they might
spring a leak and feel that warm
trickle of shame oozing down the
inside of their thighs. Let them
deal with the mood swings, the
tears, the rages.

I won't deny it. More than
I've wished with all my heart

Let them deal

the

I mean, let them. Just let them!
So, why the rant, other than the
fact that I am always ranting on
and on about how unfair shit is all
the time? Well, dear readers, it's
because I happened to hear a rumor
about an obscure little town way up
in the Rocky Mountains, where men
are on the rag. I know. It sounds
impossible, or maybe too good to be
true. How could men have to dance
with the red queen once a month?
And, besides, in this day and age,
wouldn't something like that be all
over the Intertubes?

I admit I had my doubts about a
town where the men need Midol.
Those doubts grew stronger when I
did a little investigating and
found out the reason , it is said,
the guys in Fair Haven suffer from
the girl flu. What is that reason?

WHY DID | WEAR
WHITE PANTS
TODAY?

ARTIST'S RECREATION FROM MY VIVID
DESCRIPTION OF A FORMER BOSS OF
MINE AND WHAT IT WOULD LOOK LIKE IF
HIS FEMININE PROTECTION SPRUNG A
LEAK. NOT THAT I'VE INDULEGED IN THIS
FANTASY, LIKE, A HUNDRED TIMES OR
SOMETHING - NO- IT'S MORE LIKE 47
TIMES, BUT WHO'S COUNTING ?
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THE SHAPELY DOCTOR GRAVES TELLS ME WHERE THE BOYS ARE-—
HIDING IN PLAIN SIGHT.

As I am ushered into Dr. Graves office by a perky little nurse--
aren't they all perky? -- I can't help but note that Dr. Graves looks
like a woman, and it isn't just his impressive rack. He has at least a
C cup, and is it weird for me to admit I was a little jealous? In
addition to his lovely mammaries, Dr. Graves has a smooth, heart
shaped face and a woman's figure.

“I guess you're wondering why I look like a woman?” Dr. Graves says
with a grin. His voice, while not unusually high pitched, sounds like
a mature woman's voice.

“Oh,do you?” I say, trying to be coy even as my eyes lock onto his
tits. “I hadn't noticed.”

He chuckles. “It's all part of the curse.” He has prepared for our
meeting, and he slides what appears to be an X-ray across the desk to
me. I pick it up and turn it sideways and then upside down, pretending
to be an expert at reading X-rays. “Fascinating,” I say. “It looks, if
I remember from 8th grade sex education class, like a womb and those
tube things. Either that, or an alien squid.”

“It is a womb,” Dr. Graves says, chortling, and I cant tell if he
laughs because he appreciates my amazing off-beat sense of humor, or
if he is just being polite (because no male ever appreciates my sense
of humor.) “It's my womb.”
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A witch. A curse. Yup. For the boys of Fair Haven, their monthly visitor
really is a curse. It took a lot for me to convince my editor to send me
all the way up into the mountains to investigate the Code Red Curse. Yes,
even a magazine like Whispers, which runs a story about aliens
impregnating men every other day, had doubts about the Rag Witch.
Fortunately, my editor, Edith Crane, thought the idea of a town where
desperate men run to the drugstore right before it closes hoping to snag
a box of HerShields Radiant with Wings was as hilarious as I did.

So, ladies, and I know the only ones still reading are ladies because
just the mere mention of the M word makes guys queasy, let me just tell
you before I dig into the deets that its all true. There is a town called
Fair Haven, and the men there are cursed to ride the cotton pony every 28
days or so, just like the gals.

Day One

As I drive into the quaint
and frankly adorable downtown
of Fair Haven, I feel like I
am driving into a Norman
Rockwell painting. It's that
cute. Right away, though, as
I gawk at the pedestrians
like the annoyingly curious
outsider I am, I notice
something strange. I actually
don't see any men, or at
least no one that looks like
a man. It's not that everyone
is wearing dresses. The
townsfolk are dressed like
you would expect rustic
townsfolk to dress: pants,
t-shirts, flannels, sure, a
few skirts and dresses, but
the thing I am noticing and
the reason everyone reads as
female is because everyone
has breasts. Everyone.

Secondly, the faces. I see
only smooth, feminine faces
on the street. What's up?

Being the skillful reporter
that I am, I had pre-arranged
to meet a few people in the
know. So, resisting the urge
to jump out of my car and
just shout, “Is it true all
the guys here are on the rag?
And, where are all the guys,
anyway?” I drive to the
offices of Doctor Richard
Graves, the town physician. I
2] am ready to ask my questions

WHY DID THE POPULATION OF THE TOWN LOOK 8nd get. Xe Some answerss
100% FEMALE? I WOULD SOON FIND OUT.
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Having learned all I could from the lovely Dr. Graves, I leave him to
play with his hooters in peace and head to my next appointment. She is
someone I am sure believes in curses, mostly because I am ignorant and
think all wiccans go around cursing people all the time. Her name is
Mother Sun, and not surprisingly, she lives on the edge of town in a
magical, mystical glade, in a cabin right out of some kind of modern
fairytale where witches not only eat children, but have solar panels on
their roofs.

As I park my gas guzzling Land Rover outside her cabin, I am consumed
with shame and bracing for a lecture on my carbon footprint, but Mother
Sun comes out to greet me with a big smile on her aged face and the
kind of warm, loving hug I never got from my hateful, unloving mother.

She welcomes me into her crafty little cabin, and does not offer me
herbal tea, but a bottle of the local craft brew, cleverly named Eve's
Curse. Sipping the brew, because it's five o'clock somewhere, I am
pleasantly surprised. It doesn't taste at all like discharge, though I
am pretty sure I detect just the hint of a coppery aftertaste. I ask
Mother if she believes in the curse.

“I believe a magic spell was cast,” she says. “I don't believe it's a
curse. It's actually a blessing that the men in this town find a crime
scene in their panties once a month.”

“Preach it, Sister.” I ask her what happened. “Who cast the spell?
Why?”

“Her name was Winnie Masters,” Mother
Sun says, looking off into the
distance. “She came into town back in RIDE THE

i COTTON PONY,
the Gold Rush days, and one night she N g BITCHES!

was at the saloon and had an
accident. Well, the men all started
hooting and hollering, making fun of
her. The bar keep, a nasty old man by
the name of Jedediah Malone, started
yelling at her for making his whole
bar smell like pennies. Winnie didn't
like that. Not one bit. She raised
her hands and began to shout in a
strange language. Well, right then
and there, all the men in that tavern
were struck with the worst cramps any
of them had ever known!”

Mother Sun stops her story at that
point, overcome with laughter. When
she finally regains control of
herself, there are tears of joy in
her eyes. “Next thing you know, all
those poor dears felt something hot
and sticky in their pants! They were
screaming, panicking, thinking they
were about to bleed to death! Leak

k for the men r righ hen AUTHOR NO' TOTALLY MADE UP
Zig thgreY"e en started ght the WINNIE'S DIALOGUE IN THIS PIC-
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“Okay, and forgive me if I sound
just a little bit skeptical, but men
dont have wombs.”

“We do,” Dr. Graves says. “The men
in Fair Haven. That's why we
menstruate. Every male born in this
town has ovaries, fallopian tubes, a
womb. My body is swimming in
estrogen. I have the same chemical
makeup as you do, as any woman.
That's why I have a rack like a
stripper.”

“Oh, wow, you do have huge bongos,”
I say. “I hadn't noticed.”

He peers at me over his glasses and,
deadpan, says, “Ill show 'em to you
if you give me 10 dollars.”

“Tempting,” I say, and I mean it,
but I am here on business and my
editor wont reimburse me for paying
some busty dude to show me his tits.
“So, since you have wombs, can you
get pregnant?”

“We could if there was some way for
our eggs to get fertilized.”

It's even weirder hearing a guy talk
about his eggs than his womb. I
don't like these men invading our
space, taking all our girl's only
things. "Oh, so the little tadpole
thingies?"

“Right. We don't have a swimming
hole for them,” Dr. Grant says.
"But, we could carry a baby if you
put one in us."

I ask Dr. Grant about the curse.
“The curse is just superstitious
nonsense. I believe there is a
scientific explanation for the
phenomenon we have experienced here
in Fair Haven.”

“Which is?”

“Yet to be determined.”

DESPITE MY REFUSAL TO PAY Doc 10
DOLLARS TO SHOW ME HIS LADY
LUMPS, HE EVENTUALLY WHIPPED
OFF HIS SHIRT AND PRACTICALLY HIT
ME IN THE FACE WITH THEM-

"PRETTY AMAZING, RIGHT 7" HE SAID.

I JUST NODDED AND MUMBLED,
"THERE IS NO 6OD" AS T COMPARED
MY OWN SAGEY, MISMATCHED &
CUPS TO HIS 6LORIOUS GIRLS- HOW
A GUY HIS AGE coulLD STILL BE SO
PERKY?
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WHISPERS

You're going to want to sit down for this.

MEN WHO MENSTRUATEZ AN
/NVEST/&AT/ON- PART 2
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| MEET A CUTE &UY WITH A PREMIUM RACK.-

As I enter Clancy’s, I am hard pressed once more to try and spot any
men. Everyone here looks like a female to my eyes, with feminine faces,
curvy bodies. No one is hides their figures under baggy clothes.
Everyone seems okay with their bodies. There are a few skirts, a few
dresses, but a lot of the folks wear unisex clothing- jeans and t-shirts
or flannels. No one here is dressed to the nines for a night on the
town. This is an after work crowd just looking to unwind.

Country music churns out of the jukebox, an old song about a tear in a

beer. Hey, you all know I have a weakness for country. I do not
apologize.

I can’t help but notice I am being noticed. I am a stranger, and not too
many strangers come through town. I find a table in the corner, meaning
to observe, but by the time I sit down, I am approached by a slender
waisted and buxom stranger I have no doubt is wearing a push up bra. No
man or woman's tits ride that high on their chest.
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"Oh, they didn't want to believe
it, couldnt accept what had
happened to 'em, but their wives
knew, their mothers. A lot of the
womenfolk had a grand old time!”

“What happened to Winnie?”

“0Oh, she vanished without a
trace. The men went out looking
for here for a year, at least
when they weren't on the rag, but
no one ever did find the first
trace of Winnie nor any clues as
to where she had gone.”

“What happened next?”

“The men started shoving wads of
cotton in their pants once a
month, getting crying spells,
throwing tantrums. The usual.
Course, they all got the shock of
their lives a few months later
when their chests started aching,
budding, and they all popped out
the nicest pair of soft little
boobies a girl could ever dream
of! It was a glorious time, I can
tell you that. The modern bra had
only just been invented, and it
ain't made its way all the way up
here to Fair Haven.”

“So, the men?”

“Honey, the men had to wear
corsets! The ladies in town had a
field day.”

By the time Mother and I got done
chortling over the idea of men
wearing corsets and dealing with
periods, the sun had set. I was
tired, and I should probably have
gotten some sleep, but I decide
to head down to Clancy's, the
local dive bar. I want to meet a
few locals and get their
perspective on life in Fair
Haven.

And maybe pay some dude 10
dollars to show me his tits.

I'M
BLEEDIN'
AND MY
BREASTS ARE
SO TENDER!
I'M DYING,
ESTHER!

YOU AIN'T
— DYIN- YA
MENSTRUATING,
JeEB!

AUTHOR: | MADE UP THE DIALOGUE- IF THIS
DIDN'T HAPPEN, IT SHOULD HAVE!

ESTHER MEH REPORTS
ON ALL THINGS
GENDER- THEY ALSO
HOST THE WEEKLY
PODCAST, "WHATEVER,"
AND SERVE AS
FOUNDING DIRECTOR OF
SNARKFEST, HELD EACH
YEAR IN TOLEDO, OHIO,
FOR PEOPLE WHO HAVE
NO FUCKS TO &IVE, BUT
LIKE TO HANG oUuT AND
BITCH ABOUT STUFF
ANYWAY -

COMING NEXT WEEK: PART IT

MORE FAIR HAVEN SECRETS REVEALED AS WE LOOK IN ON HOW THE YOUNGER
GENERATION IS DEALING WITH THE "CURSE." T ALSO MEET A CUTE &UY WHO LOOKS KIND
OF LIKE MY EX-BOYFRIEND'S SISTER, BUT HAS BETTER TITS-
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The next morning, I drop by
Rachel Hollister, Fair Haven’'s
K-12 school. to meet with
Principal Holly Durham. Walking
down the hall, I am surprised to
find Mike’s lessons do not seem
to serve me here. The halls in
the high-school wing are teeming
with what look to my eyes like
leggy, bright-faced females and
just about all of them dress
cute in girls’ clothes that look
straight off the rack at Hot
Topic or Abercrombie and Fitch.
I do see a few of the short,
boyish haircuts, but I see a lot
more messy bobs, ponytails. I
mention this to Holly.

“The younger generation,” Holly
says, chuckling. “For decades
there was a boy and girl code,
you could say. I mean, with our
figures, just about everyone in
town has always bought their
clothes from the girls or
women’s departments, but guys
were always trying to dress like
the guys they saw on television,
the girls the same.”

“What changed?” I asked.

“Kids being kids, rejecting the
ways of the older generation.
The boys dress like girls to
defy their fathers, plus the
girls seem to love it.”

ZACH POLANSKI- PUBERTY CHANGED HIS LIFE.

HIGH SCHOOL BOYS IN FAIRHAVEN- | HAVE THE EXACT SAME
OUTFIT AS THE BOY ON THE RIGHT- HE PULLS IT OFF WAY
BETTER THAN I DO- NOT COOL - SERIOUSLY-

She takes me on a tour of the
school. “There’s been a total
breakdown in gender roles. Half the
football team is girls now, and half
the cheerleaders, boys, and all the
cheerleaders wear skirts. Look
there,” she says, nodding toward a
couple walking down the hall
together holding hands. One is
petite, smiling, pretty, wearing a
cheerleader uniform, clinging to the
arm of the taller one, who wears a
football jersey. “Which one do you
think is the guy?”

“Well, since you asked, I am
guessing he’s the perky little
cheerleader.”

“Right. That's Zach, head
cheerleader and homecoming queen."
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“Name’s Mike Finn,” he

bright, feminine voice.
case you'’re wondering,

You mind?” He says. He

glasses of beer, so of

say, “Not at all.”

says in a
“And in
I'm a dude.
has two
course I

As I introduce myself, Mike sits
and slides one of the beers across
the table toward me. “Welcome to
Fair Haven,” he says with a
crooked smile, “where we put the
men back in menstruation.”

That does earn him a laugh. We get
to talking, and I ask Mike, at the
risk of being rude, how people in
town are able to tell the men from
the women. “Well, we all grew up
here, so there’s that,” Mike says,
“but given we all look like what
to your eyes are females, we do
tend to differentiate through
style, mostly hair. We copy the
outsider styles. Guys tend to have
short hair. Most of the girls have
longer hair. Makeup. Jewelry. That
kind of stuff, but there are
couples you couldn't tell at a
glance who was the guy or the
girl. What does it matter, anyway?

MIKE FINN EXPLAINED THAT HE AND MOST GUYS CHOSE
"MASCULINE BRAS" IN DARK, SOLID COLORS- HE DID
ADMIT, HOWEVER, THAT HE HAD A COUPLE LACY THINGS
FOR "SPECIAL OCCASIONS."

FAIR HAVEN CITIZENS USE STYLE TO DIFFERENTIATE
BETWEEN THE SEXES, ESPECIALLY WHEN SEEKING A MATE-

Looking around the bar, I see what he
means. Plain faces with butch hair
cuts, and just about everyone with
longer hair is made up. It’s obvious
now that he points it out, and I
can’t believe I didn’t notice. “So,
it’s all locals?”

“Once and awhile, some girls from
Nightingale, that’s the next town
over, will drop in to have some fun
with what they call BoyGirls, but
mostly it’s just the natives.”

“Do any men ever pop in?”

“Hell, no,” Mike says, laughing.
‘They’re all terrified of the curse.”

We chat some more, and he tells me
about life in Fair Haven. He'’s sweet,
has the prettiest big, green eyes and
a bright, sexy smile. I go home with
him. I’'ve never slept with a man who
had such soft skin. Or, his own
bouncy fun bags.
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WHETHER THE ALIENS HAD MADE IT HAPPEN O SOMETHING IN ME HAD BEEN
AWOKEN, I DISCOVERED | WAS NOW INTO GENTS, ESPECIALLY ANDY.- WE STARTED
OFF AS FRIENDS- THEN, WELL, ONE THING LED TO ANOTHER, NATURE TOOK ITS
COURSE, AND WE WERE MAKING WHOOPIE -

WAS IT WEIRD FOR ME AS A MAN, OR FORMER MAN, TO FALL IN LOVE WITH ANOTHER
&Uy? YESSIREE, BUT I'D GOTTEN A SECOND CHANCE AT LIFE, AND | WASN'T LET ANY
HANGUPS GET IN THE WAY OF THE SECOND SHOT AT LOVE.

TRYING TO HELP ME ADJUST TO THE MODERN WORLD, ANDY EVEN BOUGHT THE
BROWNSTONE I'D BEEN BOEN IN, AND WE LIVE THERE NOW- THE WHOLE BLOCK IS
EXACTLY AS IT WAS IN 1943, ONE OF THE ONLY THINGS THAT HASN'T CHANGED
SINCE | WENT OFF AND GOT TUENED INTO A DAME.






