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Author's Note

This book is set in the X-Change universe, a fantasy universe seemingly originating in the anonymous, collective caldron of creativity that is Reddit (www.reddit.com/r/XChangePill/
 ). In that universe, a pill exists, containing nanites, which virtually instantaneously reshapes the user's body into the opposite gender for precisely twenty-four hours. Pink pills change men to women, blue pills change women to men. There are also other versions of the pills that change people for either a month (X-tra Strength) or permanently (Plus). (Further variations exist too, but those don't come into this story.) I first learned about the X-Change universe from Lexie X's erotic novels set within it, X-Change Temptations
 and its sequels.

My gratitude to the others on whose work and imagination this story was built.













 

Chapter 1

It was 6pm on a Friday night, and they were ready.

Adam carefully opened the box and took out the four sizable pink pills and handed one each to his three friends, keeping the last one himself. Tim had selected one of the two boxes and given it to Adam, setting the other aside. To make sure everything was on the up-and-up, earlier that morning Hank had been the one to take the pills and pack them into the two boxes. George had acquired the pills to begin with. Each of them wanted this to go well, but none of them quite
 trusted the others.

All four pills were identical, a large, pink capsule the size of a multi-vitamin. But there was a difference. Three of them were just placebos, specially made for the occasion at some expense and designed to look identical the fourth pill. "Damn fakes cost almost twice as much as the real," Hank (who had paid for them) had said, glowering when Adam pointed out that while there was a market
 for the real, the fakes
 had to be bespoke. The fourth, however, was something special.

It was about to turn one of the four friends into a woman for twenty-four hours.

Each of them held their assigned pink pill in their left palm. They weren't that
 big, really, but somehow knowing what it might do made it seem larger and heavier. Certainly nothing you'd want to try to swallow dry, though, so Hank had brought down four glasses of water, and, once Adam had distributed the pills, each picked up one of the glasses. They hadn't specifically agreed to the procedure, but out of an unspoken agreement they, waited, hands outstretched, and then picked up the water glasses simultaneously and held them as they eyed each other warily.

"Good luck everyone," said Adam, with a slight nervous chuckle.

"Good luck to me
 ," said Tim with a broad grin. "Bad luck to whoever is fucked."

"We just gonna sit here all night?" asked Hank.

Then all four gave a slight nod, and, watching each other out of the corner of their eyes as they did so, placed their pink pill on their tongue, raised their glasses, and swallowed.













 

Chapter 2

They had met, and had became more or less friends, in the most intense and awkward way possible: they had been thrown together by the random room lottery their freshman year at college.

None of the four were really the sort to be friends with any of the other three. Adam was, if not chubby, then at least a bit soft in the middle, with dirty-blond hair that never settled into order. He was shy and geeky, into fantasy books and computer games, and was getting straight 'A's as a physics major. Hank was handsome and fit with brown hair, but he was just a bit smaller than most college men, and it made you think that you were seeing him from a slight distance sometimes. He was from a wealthy family, and would probably go into his father's business (manufacturing uniforms for prisoners) when he graduated, and then take it over as soon as his father decided to retire. Tim—large, fit, muscled, with bright blonde hair and a frequent broad grin—was a football player on a full scholarship. Each of them fell in with their own crowd in that first, crazy week of college, and none had any other friends in common save each other.

It was George who brought them together.

George was an oddball. First of all, he was the only one of the four who wasn't an American; he was German—or Austrian, as Adam would be sure to say, correcting Hank and Tim, neither of whom could be bothered to get it right. George, however, took the confusion in stride. He was very thin, which made him look tall, although he wasn't particularly so, and he had jet-black hair. Although his English was otherwise flawless, he did have a slight but noticeable accent. Otherwise he was a bit of a loner, with few friends any of the others heard about. He was studying German literature. "You already know
 German, right?" asked a bemused Hank on the first day they met. "What do you want to study German
 for?"

George looked at him with a long, cold stare, as if he couldn't decide whether Hank was putting him on or was just stupid. "German literature
 ," he said, finally. "You know people who major in English, right? Americans?"

"Oh, yeah, I guess," said Hank, who was himself a pre-business major and probably knew English majors mostly as people to be avoided.

"Same thing," said George.

"But—" asked Adam.

George turned to him, and raised his eyebrows.

"But why come to the U.S.? Don't they have better programs in Austria? Or Germany? For German literature, I mean."

George shrugged; this, at least, was a reasonable question. "It turns out," he said, a hint of disbelief in his voice, as if he were relating some strange fact from Ripley's
 , "that this university has the very best German literature program in the United States, and one of the top ones in the world. A fair number of native German speakers come here to study."

Over the course of the fall, Adam, Hank, and Tim decided that they couldn't make heads or tails of George at all. It was one of the few things that all three of them agreed on.

George almost always dressed all in black: trousers or jeans, shirt, jacket, all solid black. He wore thin wiry glasses. He carried around a notebook and wrote in it frequently—in pen—and while he would show it to anyone who asked, this didn't help much, since it was all in German. Many of the books he read were in German, too, although he also read a fair number in French, along with many in English. They got the impression that he was a good student, but none of them were quite sure; he never volunteered anything about it.

He was a mystery. But he brought them together in two ways. First, the other three would occasionally sit around sharing observations and theories about him. None of the three were much alike, but they at least had categories for each other: nerd, preppie, jock. George was unclassified. They all wanted to know who this guy was
 who lived with them, kept odd hours, read strange books, and never talked about any other friends.

On the other hand, sometimes George would take the lead and arrange for them all to do something together, suggesting that they all go out to grab dinner or watch a movie. They all sort of enjoyed these occasions, partly because they were a relief from the drama of the rest of their lives. "I say something stupid in front of the guys," explained Tim once, on a slushy January evening when they all went out for pizza, "I hear about it for weeks."

"What if you say something stupid in front of us?" asked Hank.

"Then." said Tim with a grin, "You don't tell anyone or you find yourself picking up your teeth."

So for all the occasional tension, they grew to be, if not close friends, then friends. Over the course of the year, every possible pairing found itself at some point going out to pizza, or hanging in their dorm room, shooting the shit. Adam and Tim shared a passion for Star Wars
 , and watched through the Rebels
 cartoon together. George and Hank both liked old movies. Hank and Tim liked to watch girls together. George and Adam both liked Indian food and would duck out to a cheap local buffet from time to time. However they gathered, there was some sort of connection. So when George suggested that they all go get dinner a few weeks before school ended, they all readily agreed. And they became particularly curious when he said he wanted them to gather for a specific reason, that he had a proposal for them.













 

Chapter 3

"Have you heard of X-Change?" asked George.

They were in the Chinese restaurant near campus. They'd ordered a lot of food—Hank had said, magnanimously if also slightly condescendingly, that dinner was on him—getting too many dishes and passing them readily around. But the restaurant hadn't given them forks, only chopsticks and soup spoons. George picked up the chopsticks and ate with them as casually as if he'd been born in Beijing. Adam picked them up and made a game attempt, but it was taking him at least twice as long to eat as it should have, and he was clearly frustrated. Tim, with a showy lack of care, alternated between using the soup-spoon for everything and using his fingers to grab big chunks of General Gao's Chicken or Szechuan spicy pork and plop them straight to his mouth. Hank, after one or two lame attempts to pick up a piece of chicken with the chopsticks, broke down, waved over a waiter, and asked for forks all around. Adam and Tim accepted them gratefully; George declined with a shake of his head, and continued to use the chopsticks.

Now, as they had finally begun to slow their pace, having made a sizable dent in the mounds of food, George, at last, had gotten to the point.

Adam shook his head. "What's exchange?" he asked.

"X-Change," corrected George. "It's spelled with an X."

"Like X-Men," said Adam. Tim snickered. George simply nodded.

"None of you have heard of this?" George asked again.

Tim shrugged. "I think so," he said. "That's that pill that makes you a sissy, right?"

"It makes you female," said George. "For one day. Then you change back."

"I thought it was a myth," offered Hank.

George shook his head. "No. It's real. I know people who've used it. But it's rare—it's hard to manufacture, so it's expensive. And here in the U.S. it's illegal."

"Why illegal?" asked Adam. Tim rolled his eyes.

George shrugged. "The U.S. has been anti all kinds of drugs for forever. Banning it was probably instinct. Plus, you have a lot of fundamentalists here. They think men should be men, and women should be women. Furthermore, use of the pill encourages quick hook-ups, since people are curious about their new bodies and protected from any risk of pregnancy or disease. It's an easy way to get kicks, and fundamentalists hate fun."

"Is it illegal in Germany?" asked Hank.

"It's by prescription," George replied. "In Austria, to. Tricky to get without some medical reason." He paused. "But I could get some."

At that, they all stopped and looked at him.

"You want to be a girl
 ?" asked Tim.

"Not precisely," said George.

"Why tell us about it?" asked Hank. "Why not just get it and take it if you want to try it?"

"I thought..." George gave a slight, cool smile that in context was slightly creepy. "I thought that we might all play—Russian Roulette."

"Isn't that the game where you risk killing yourself?" asked Adam.

"Scared?" sneered Tim.

"If you're not you're an idiot," retorted Adam hotly.

"Not what I meant," interjected George, raising his hand, before the other two could push things farther. "Roulette, yes, but not with death as the penalty. Femininity instead. Being on X-Change."

And he explained his plan.

Hank's family, they knew, had a vacation house up in Vermont which they rarely used. In fact, over the winter break, Hank had had a bunch of his preppy friends up to the house for a few days. Out of some sense of obligation, he'd invited his three roommates too, which was how they knew about the place. Much to Hank's surprise, Adam had actually accepted, and had shown up and lounged around feeling isolated for a day and a half before leaving again. Tim had had better things to do; George had been back home in Austria.

"I could get a real pill," George said. "Then we make three fakes, good enough that no one can tell them apart. Then we each take one. One of us loses, the others win. Both the winners and the loser get a night to remember."

The four of them looked at each other. The idea was attractive, but terrifying. Each of them—well, who knew about George, but each of the other three anyway—were a bit desperate to get their dicks wet, as all three were having a slow spell, each for their own reason. But none of them relished being the one to change.

"What if we made it a contest instead?" asked Tim. "Some sort of competition. And the loser takes the pill."

"You were thinking football?" asked Hank sarcastically.

"No," said George. "We are too different. There is no area where one of us would not have a clear advantage. So we give no one an advantage. An even chance. Lady luck. A lady by
 luck."

"Or not," said Hank, and he and Tim snickered slightly.

"I dunno," said Adam. George smiled slightly. Adam glanced at him, and realized what George had seen at once: Adam had just ensured the idea's success. After all, nothing would get Tim and Hank on board faster than Adam's expressing doubts, and once the three of them had agreed, Adam would feel he had to go along too. Adam wondered, a little bitterly, if George had set a trap for him. Well, he'd walked right into it.

"C'mon, you pussy," said Tim. "What are you afraid of?"

"Pussy," said Adam, a bit embarrassed at saying the crude word out loud, but trying to make himself sound tough, or at least in their league.

Hank snickered. "I guess that does scare you, doesn't it?"

"Not having
 it," spluttered Adam. "Just— having
 it."

"Of course it's all a bit scary," said George, leaning back a bit. "That's part of the fun, yes? No one wants to get fucked over. But we all want to do the fucking. So..." He left the sentence unfinished.

"If we were to do this, how would we get the fakes?" asked Hank. And the conversation turned to the details.

They never formally agreed to do it. They just kept divvying up the tasks: Adam thought he knew how to get fakes made. Hank would front the money for them. George would arrange to get the real X-Change pills. Tim would bring beer. They all hashed out their schedules, and it turned out the weekend right after school got out would work for all of them.

"A nice farewell to freshman year," said George.

"For three of us," said Hank, thoughtfully. And Tim snickered again.













 

Chapter 4

The idea of X-Change—in particular, of someone else
 taking it—had a particular appeal to each of them. For by the end of their freshman year, all four of them—or at least three of them—had each reached a place, albeit by different paths, where they felt a bit desperate for some female company.

Hank had arrived at college still in a relationship with his high-school girlfriend, who had ended up attending a different school. They'd each visited the other a few times over the year, and had spent the winter break mostly together (she'd been at that fling at his parents' vacation house), and went somewhere together for spring break too—but then, in April, she'd broken up with him, dear-Johning him by email, and he got the very specific sense that it was because she'd found someone else, even if she didn't quite come out and say so. So he was hurt and frustrated and horny, and would be happy to have some cheap, meaningless sex, particularly with someone he wouldn't have to sweet-talk into it.

Tim had entertained a number of girls over the course of the fall, a seemingly endless series of flings and one-night stands that Hank and Adam were both jealous of. In fact, both of them wondered, a little, why Tim would agree to this chancy weekend at all. Sure, there was a good chance of some easy pussy, but there was also
 the chance of having to be
 that easy pussy. Adam, for one, was a little suspicious that Tim might try to rig the whole thing somehow. But though neither of them quite realized it, the truth was that Tim had sort of burned through his social circle. He'd hooked up with a lot of different college girls most of whom now hated his guts. Many of them had complained to their friends about him, and none of those friends would now give him so much as the time of day. Then there were all the girlfriends of the other football players (who were obviously strictly off-limits); they, too, tended to warn their
 friends about going out with him. In other words, although the other three weren't paying close enough attention to note the fact, Tim hadn't had a date in nearly two months. He had a foreboding sense that he might have permanently depleted the soil at his school even before finishing his freshman year. Sure, he was looking forward to going home again, maybe hooking up with some old flames or meeting some new people, but he was more than happy to have an easy weekend's spree before that happened.

As for Adam, he was a virgin, although he didn't like to admit it—not only because it was embarrassing in and of itself, but also because he was acutely aware of how well it fit his stereotype, a fact which made it bother him all the more. Sure, over the course of the year he'd made passing references to having had a girlfriend back home, and despite what the others sometimes thought, she was real enough; but he'd never gotten past second base with her, and before they'd left for college they'd agreed to break up so as to not limit each other's options. Or rather, she
 had said they should, and Adam
 had agreed. So while Adam was afraid that this was, somehow, a rigged contest, and that the others would arrange for him to lose—it was to placate his fears in particular that George had to come up with the overly-complex division of labor for the practical arrangements, including selecting Adam to be the one to pick and hand out the actual pills—Adam couldn't help hoping. Maybe he could finally shed that humiliating V that felt like a scarlet letter—or its opposite—hung on his chest for all the world to mock. On the other hand, though, he also had a different fear than the possible rigging of the contest: even if he won, he would be sleeping with one of them
 . What if they could tell
 it was his first time? Maybe the mockery would simply increase. But once the other three were all not only going along with the scheme but presuming that he was too, he couldn't back out without looking, well, pussy. He just had to hope that luck was with him.

None of them had any idea either way about George's love life. He never seemed to date anyone; he never referred to any girlfriend from home; he never even bitched about being single. A few conversational probes sent his way had been deftly deflected without offering any answers, seemingly without even noticing that they were
 probes. Adam thought (although he didn't say he thought) that maybe George was a virgin, like him, and was just even better at hiding it. The other two were less reticent in sharing their guesses: Tim was convinced that George was gay and was (unskillfully) hiding it; Hank had thought that George was somehow completely asexual, "like a mushroom or something". It was only after George had raised the idea of using X-Change, and they already had concrete arrangements underway—George was getting the pills shipped from Austria, Adam had arranged the fakes, Hank had confirmed with his family that the house would be empty and theirs to use—that, the next time the three of them found themselves alone in their dorm room, Hank admitted he must have been wrong. "Maybe he has a girlfriend back home," he suggested weakly, as Tim rolled his eyes. You could just see Tim thinking: fag.

"But it can't be that he's gay either," said Adam. "Or he wouldn't want to use X-Change. Not on us anyway. Not a pink pill."

Tim snorted. "I dunno. He wants to fuck one of us
 right? Doesn't thank make him gay?"

Hank shook his head. "No," he said, "He wants to fuck one of us as a woman
 . Whoever it is will have a pussy and tits and—and curves. You know this, Tim. Don't be a moron." Hank, of course, did not want to encourage the suggestion that wanting to have sex with a newly-produced X-Change girl made someone gay.

"Hmmph," was Tim's reply.

Maybe, thought Adam. Maybe I'm
 right. Maybe we'll even find out for sure.













 

Chapter 5

It was George who, a few nights after the initial discussion, raised the obvious question about their plans.

"These pills only last for 24 hours, you know," he said.

The three of them looked at him blankly. "So?" asked Tim.

"So," said George, "weekends are more than one day long, yes?"

They all thought for a while. Then Hank asked, "Are you saying we should get two? And force whomever got the first one to take another the next night?"

Both Adam and Tim objected to that. Tim said no one wanted to be a fucking chick for two days
 . Adam pointed out that whatever was agreed to, it would be hard to make
 someone take a pill. "Are we going to hold him down and stuff it down his throat?" he asked, all-too-willing to believe that they might actually do that to him.

Tim looked like he was about to say yep, that would be the plan, when George spoke up again. "I didn't mean that the same
 person should take another one," he said.

The other three looked blank. "What, then?" asked Hank.

"A second pill," George said, "A second person. A second spin of the roulette wheel."

"No way," said Tim. "That gives us each a, what, 50% chance of being a chick? What, do you want
 to suck cock?" he asked George.

George appeared unfazed. "Fairer than making one person do it for two days," he said.

"He's right," said Adam. He realized with a surge of hope that if there were going to be two
 of them, then even if he was
 picked once, he certainly wasn't going to be picked twice
 . "It's the only fair way. We'll get two more dummy pills, and make the other three have a three-person roulette the second night."

"No way," said Tim. "Fair's fair. If we do two nights, all four of us take the chance the second night too."

"Huh?" said Adam. "What if the same guy gets picked twice?"

"Then I guess he's double-fucked," said Tim with a grin that suggested that he knew it wasn't going to be him, anyway.

In the end, they agreed: George secured two real pills; Adam arranged to get six fake ones. Hank divvied them up. "Don't lose track of which is which until you've separated them," warned George. "What a bore it would be if none of us changed that first night, no?"

"I got it covered," said Hank, annoyed at the micromanagement.













 

Chapter 6

So yes, they were friends. It was an odd-couple type friendship; they all agreed on that. "Except not a couple, it's all four ways," said Hank, predictably causing Adam to say "six ways, actually", and equally predictably causing Tim to roll his eyes. But the friendship was real enough.

Yet at the same time, each sort of resented the others too. Adam felt a nerd's envy towards the others, with their success with women, their popularity, their willingness to blow off assignments and not worry about their grades. Well, Tim and Hank, anyway: they
 were the ones with the girls and the popularity, and as for schoolwork, Tim was protected from any consequences of poor performance by his coach and Hank by his father's money. They didn't need good grades; they just needed to pass. As for George, Adam didn't like him because he didn't understand him, but also because he felt that George scorned the things that were most important to him—fantasy novels, videogames, even physics. He thought that George was, somehow, cool without being, well, a football player or a preppie; and he resented that George had managed to pull that
 trick off.

Tim, who had grown up poor and athletic, hated Hank for being rich and hated Adam for being weak. He also resented—although he may not have realized it consciously—that he was in what was probably going to be the best period of his life. He was a star on his college football team; girls threw themselves at him; he partied hard every weekend. It was great. But what came next? He was good at football, he knew that; hell, everyone at the school knew it. But deep inside, he knew that he wasn't good enough to have much of a shot at being a pro. So what would
 he do? Yeah, he was a pre-business major, just like Hank, but he
 didn't have daddy's company waiting to employ him
 as soon as he graduated. Given the economy, it was going to be tough finding a job. Maybe he could coach, but he pictured himself as a high school coach and it seemed... lesser. Dull. Small. Helping other people to their
 lives' peak rather than having his own. He was a quarter way through the Good Times, and he was pissed that they were going by so fast. Hank had things to look forward
 to. Adam would do well too, he knew; he'd probably be some big-shot physicist or something. And even if not, there were always jobs for nerds these days; he could work in computers or video games or whatever. The two of them were all set. Like Adam, Tim didn't understand George, and thought he was probably a fag; he was at any rate unquestionably foreign. Tim couldn't imagine a future for him—hell, he didn't understand him now
 , let alone after college—but he suspected that George would be fine. It was only he
 that had peaked, and peaked too soon.

Yet by Hank's way of thinking it was the other
 three who were in good shape. Tim was a big man on campus; Adam was in training to be one of the nerd gods of the world, the next Zuckerberg, the next Bezos. And George, well, who knew really, but he'd go back home and do something. Hank was just going to go work for his dad
 . He knew that the others thought that that was lucky, but it made him feel sort of like a failure. He wouldn't earn
 what he ended up with. And anyway, it's not like it wasn't tense and uncomfortable, working for his own father. Bad as it was to get bawled out by your dad or barked at by the boss, it was more than twice as bad when it was both at once. At the same time, though, it also grated on him how... how uncultured
 the other three were—Adam and Tim in particular. Little things that everyone should have learned at prep school went way over their heads. And while he had plenty of money, and was happy with the swagger of splashing it around, it irritated him that his friends sometimes seemed to take it for granted. They could at least say thank you now and again, couldn't they?

None of them knew about George. But as for the other three, they each envied the rest, while simultaneously thinking themselves slightly superior to the others, too. It created a strain that lay beneath their friendship, binding them together in a web of tension.

They didn't know how long it would all last. They each planned to live separately next year—Hank had gotten into his father's elite fraternity and Tim into the football one; Adam had gone into the dorm lottery with a couple of his friends from his physics classes and his video-gaming circles. While George, it seemed, planned to get a one-person apartment off-campus. Would they ever get together without the strange, forced structure of a shared room? Or would they drift apart, only to hear about each other occasionally from third parties? They had no way to know. And that, too, created a tension between them that was, oddly enough, also in some ways a bond. Friends, or just strangers in a year-long way station? They weren't really sure.

And they certainly weren't sure what the forthcoming weekend would do to any of that, either.













 

Chapter 7

Hank drove all four of them up to Vermont together. He was the only one who had a car, and it seemed silly to rent one, when they all fit comfortably in his SUV. Tim sat next to him in the front seat, and the two of them laughed about this and that, while Adam sat nervously in the back, wishing he could somehow join the conversation, but feeling excluded by the combined weight of internal arrangement, social distance, and character. George just looked out the window.

"Hey, I think we should all be naked when we take the pills," said Hank at one point, when a moment of silence fell on the two in the front.

"What?" said Adam.

"No homo," said Tim.

"C'mon, don't you want to see your tits grow out of that chest?" Hank asked Tim. Tim hit him and the car swerved alarmingly. "Seriously, isn't seeing it happen part of the fun?"

"Compromise," said George. "We all wear boxers."

"Ok, but whoever gets the real pink needs to whip 'em off," said Hank, to disbelieving snorts from both Tim and Adam.

In the end, they settled on boxers.

"We should probably set some... ground rules," said George, after the outfits issue was discussed.

"What do you mean?" asked Adam.

"Well," George said, "It would be a shame if whomever changed didn't agree to have sex with each us at least once."

"Fuck," said Tim, "who says we give them a choice? Just hold 'em down and let 'em squeal."

"That'd be rape
 ," said Adam, really shocked. Somewhat to his relief he saw that Hank looked pretty shocked as well.

"No," said George. "No rape. Agreement
 . We all agree that the loser, whomever it is, will have sex with each of the others at least once,"

" And
 give each of us a blow job," put in Tim.

"Can't wait to get your lips on a cock, huh?" asked Hank, and Tim hit him again. "Ow. Stop it."

"Hell with fucking each of us," said Tim, "whoever it is should have to fuck all
 of us, at the same time." Adam blanched at the thought.

George blinked. "We shouldn't push things too
 far."

In the end, it was agreed, and promised by each in turn, that if it were they who changed, they would fuck each other guy twice and blow them each once; and that a threesome or foursome, if one occurred, would count against those promises for whatever happened within it. George had tried to hold out for a promise of just once, saying that they shouldn't be too coercive, but Hank had replied, "I didn't go to all this trouble to get my dick wet once
 ," Tim had agreed, and Adam had been too hesitant to back George before the moment had passed. So twice it was.

"What about anal?" asked Tim.

Adam and Hank were still trying to come up with a response to that when George, who had already gone back to looking out the window, turned his head inside with a small smile. "You can get fucked in the ass some other time," he replied. "This weekend is about fucking women,
 in the way only women can be fucked."

Ordinarily Tim would have reacted to any such remark with extraordinary fury, but he—and Adam and Hank too—was so astonished to hear George (who almost never cursed, and who had of course been bizarrely reticent to talk about sex over the entire year) say such a thing, that by the time he recovered enough to respond, George was looking out the window again, and then Hank said, "Here's the exit. We're almost there." So the moment had passed, and Tim simply seethed.

They arrived, brought in their bags, and ordered and ate a pizza. Then they went down to the basement, which was set up as sort of a rumpus room with an old couch, several armchairs, a thick rug, a coffee table, and a wide-screen TV. None of these were particularly fancy, so the slight nervousness about the possibility of damaging something which they felt while on the upper floors of the house didn't apply; spills, cracks and scratches would all go unnoticed down here. Hank looked at the clock; it was 6:00, which was about when they were aiming for. So, rather uncomfortably, they all stripped (although Tim snickered that one
 of them wouldn't need to get redressed at all), George neatly folding his clothes, Adam making a little heap of them near his feet, Tim throwing his to the far aside of the room, and Hank tossing his over the back of his arm chair. Then Tim chose a box; Adam distributed the pills; each held one pink pill in their hand, picked up their water and, after some nervous hesitation, simultaneously swallowed them.













 

Chapter 8

Each put down their cup: Tim as if he had to hit the table hard enough or it wouldn't stick; Hank carefully, as if concerned for even the basement furniture; Adam nervously, as if afraid of spilling the residue in the nearly-empty glass; George calmly, as it were simply water, and had meant nothing.

They each took a breath in, and then let it out. They looked at one another.

"How long does it take?" asked Hank.

"Could these have been duds?" asked Tim.

But even before Tim finished his sentence, Adam stood quickly up. "Oh God," he cried, and by the time the words came out, his voice was already cracking, except not down, but up
 . His hands flew to his pale, pudgy chest, and rode outwards on swelling boobs. His face reshaped itself; the bristle of a half-day's growth fell to the floor. On his head, his hair lengthened, flowing down onto his shoulders. He felt himself shrink, just slightly, creating that same strange vertigo when you see a car beside your own move and think briefly that you are moving, as, for him, the world grew. His hips widened; his shoulders narrowed; fat flowed from his paunch to thighs and butt. The tremors of his body began to still. He closed his eyes; she opened them. Her hands, clenched across her chest, were covering the largest, lushest set of tits that she could have imagined. She trembled.

Tim let out a whoop. "Oh hell
 yeah!" he said, jumping up and, clenching his fist, jutted his elbow sharply downwards, as if his team scored a touchdown. "Fucking A! I was hoping it would be you! I am going to fuck you so
 hard." His eyes ran up and down her greedily. Adam could feel the intensity of the gaze's hunger on her skin, light sunlight through a magnifying glass.

Hank had also stood, and was grinning despite himself. "Holy shit, Adam. You turned into a looker at any rate."

"Oh hell
 yeah," repeated Tim. He was breathing heavily, as if he had just run a few laps; it was as if he had been half-holding his breath and was now free to relax. "Drop those hands and let us see those tits."

Adam, hardly recognizable (if you looked closely at her face, she might have been a distant relation of the Adam they knew, but basically the nanites in the pill had remade her entirely), kept her arms across her chest. "You planned this!" she shouted accusingly. "You—you stacked the deal somehow."

Tim just laughed. "You dealt, sweetie," he said.

George stood up, and walked over to Adam. She stepped back, as if she thought George might grab her. But George placed his hands gently on her shoulders. "It's okay," he said softly, kindly. "I know it's a bit of a shock."

"Shock, hell," said Tim. "I want a taste of that sweet pussy. Get on your hands and knees, toots! It's time to pay up, baby." He grabbed his junk through his boxers and grinned.

George looked back over his shoulder, and snapped, with real anger, "Give him a minute, damn it! It's a big shock."

He turned back to Adam, and looked her in the eyes. "Do you want to step upstairs, maybe go to your bedroom, and just, I don't know, just live
 with this for a few minutes?"

Adam opened her mouth, but found herself unable to speak; she just nodded her head.

"Go on," said George. "We'll give you a few minutes."

Adam, without dropping his covering hands, turned and raced up the stairs.













 

Chapter 9

"What the hell dude!" said Tim to George, outraged. "This was all your fucking idea."

"Yes," said George, as if just realizing it himself. "It was."

"Well, he promised to spread, just like we all did. He just got the short straw. It's time to bend over and pay up." He hooted with laughter. "Oh, man, I can't wait to take that bitch from behind. I've been waiting
 for this."

George raised his eyebrows. "You've been waiting
 to take Adam from behind? Sometimes I wonder if your homophobia has a... personal
 source."

Tim's face went instantly hard. "That's the second fucking time you've called me a faggot today," he said darkly. "There better not be a third."

"You're so scared of being called gay," said George, laughing. "It's really pathetic."

" Listen
 you faggot," said Tim hotly, raising his fists and taking a menacing step towards him. "You b—"

"I'm not gay," said George. "And you're
 not gay. The only difference is that I
 wouldn't be scared to admit it if I was."

"Okay, hold on you two," said Hank, stepping between them, arms outstretched. "There's no need to get into a fistfight to prove you're both straight. Okay? We're all straight. We all want a taste of that sweet pussy. The question is, George, why did you send him upstairs?"

George took a breath, and let it out. "You said 'him.'"

Hank shook his head. "What?"

"You said 'him,'" George repeated. "Just now. Why did I send 'him' upstairs. Well, he's not him any more, is he? He's a she. I sent her
 upstairs. But the reason I did it is because in her mind, she's still
 he. It's still Adam. The X-Change doesn't affect your brain. And Adam isn't any more of a gay man than any of us. But he—excuse me, she
 —is going to have to spread her legs for three different men. It's just
 hit her. So there's no harm in giving her a minute."

Hank nodded. "Ok, that's fair enough. We don't want him—her
 —going batty. It's going to be tough. I'm glad it wasn't me." He walked back over to the arm chair where he had thrown his jeans and t-shirt, and started pulling them on. "By the way," he said, " did
 you rig the game?"

George stared blankly at him. "How could I possibly have done that?" he asked.

Neither of them answered.

Tim, blowing out, half in frustration, half to calm himself, went to get his own clothes. George, his neatly folded clothes besides his chair, sat down and began to pull his pants over his legs. Standing to zip them, he pulled his shirt over his head and then glanced at Tim. "We're cool?" he asked.

"Yeah, whatever," Tim said. "Just don't call me a faggot again." He finished getting his own clothes on. "And she'd
 better finish getting ready. We ain't got all night."

"Actually," said George. "We do. And all day tomorrow, too. We can afford to give her a few minutes."













 

Chapter 10

Adam walked hastily up the stairs, through the kitchen, up to the second floor, down the hall, and into the small room with the single bed that Hank had indicated she was to sleep in. She closed the door. Only then did she feel comfortable dropping her arm.

And looking down at her round, generous, wonderful breasts. Her breasts
 .—Her
 breasts.—Her
 .

She raised her hands and caressed them. Her girlfriend back home at let her—well, him then—touch her
 boobs. A bit. But it was a long time ago. And oh fuck! Her palm had grazed her nipple, and it sent a shiver through her. Adam shuddered, and sat down heavily on the bed. That felt heavenly. Is that how women always felt?

She buried her face in her hands.

Of course she had to go through with it. She didn't think
 that George and Hank would let Tim rape her if she changed her mind. Although could they really stop
 him, especially if he came in her room during the night? He'd feel perfectly justified, that much was clear. And even if George and Hank wouldn't let Tim hurt
 her, they'd be furious. This was a deal, a game, a bet, and she'd lost. She'd known the penalty. God knows what they'd do if she balked. What if Hank threw her out of the house? She'd have to walk into the local town, like this. Tits and all.

No, she'd have to go through with it. Christ, what was she thinking
 ? She gave a crazy laugh that cracked to reveal a sob inside it. She'd always told herself that she knew
 about peer pressure, knew the necessity of avoiding it, told herself that she never would
 give in to it; and she never had
 smoked pot, never smoked a cigarette, rarely drank and never much...

But now, when it counted, she'd given in. Gone along. And here she was. Fucked.

Or about to be.

She lay back, unsure if she was about to start sobbing or laughing. She breathed in and out, and, looking down at her own chest, saw her breasts rise and fall. She raised her hands—they were more delicate now, different—and lightly ran her fingertips around the base. That felt... nice. She let herself squeeze the entire boob, feeling them with her whole hand. Damn, that felt nicer. It was weird that it felt nice from both sides: her hand relished the soft, supple curve; but she also felt the pleasure of the caress. Then cautiously, almost frightenedly, she licked her index finger, and lightly touched it to her left nipple.

O!

That sent a shiver through her. She dropped her hand.

She was about to lose her virginity. She was about to lose it three times over
 . Hell, nine
 times, three each with each of three guys, counting blow jobs. In one
 day.

And she was about to do it as a woman
 . She was about to be... entered.

Why did that send a shudder through her? Was it just fright?—It was just fright and nervousness, right?

She stood suddenly. Was there a mirror in the room? She had to see.

She cracked open the closet and yes, there was a full length mirror attached to the inside of the door. She pushed the door fully open, and looked at herself.


Fuck
 she was hot. The nanites hadn't just turned her female. They'd turned her... amazing. Well, of course: that was the idea. She knew that. If you're going to program nanites to turn your dick into a pussy, why not program them to make an idealized body at the same time? Still, it's one thing to know it, another to see
 it. She swayed a little, causing her breasts to move too. Another shudder, this time lower down, went through her. No wonder Tim wanted to jump her. Hell, she
 wanted to jump her. If she hadn't been
 her, that is.

She stood there, topless, still wearing just the boxers she'd transformed in, and was perfect. Adam had never seen her girlfriend naked, not fully. And now here in the mirror before her was a babe who would have been perfectly at home in Playboy
 . Adam felt herself grow aroused, and felt something... tighten in her groin.

O shit.

She did look hot, in boxers. She guessed there was something tantalizing about the half-revelation. She'd always liked pictures of topless women, when she'd seen them online. In some ways they were just as erotic as fully naked women. Hell, in some ways more. But now...

Slowly, she pulled the boxers down over her hips and let them drop to the floor.

She looked down, and ran her fingers through the thick, soft hair that the nanites had left her. Well, of course they did. She didn't shave her pubic hair as a man, of course. And the nanites, within reason, were programmed to model the new body after the old. She reached behind her back, and felt her long hair, flowing halfway down her back. That was an exception. I guess
 , she thought, that when men turn into women they want to look like what they are used to women looking like
 . And that meant long hair.

She couldn't help notice the way her tits jutted out when she reached both her hands behind her back. She flushed, embarrassed. And then, with a tiny, desperate giggle, jumped up and down once or twice, just to see them jiggle. Wow.

She'd thought that if she lost—oh hell, when
 she lost, some part of her knew that she was going to; she was a loser, after all—that she might feel emasculated. But oddly enough she didn't. This body felt right
 . Oh, sure, it was strange, looking down, not to see a penis there. It looked different. But her entire
 body looked different. She moved her hand between her legs, half-expecting to grasp her dick with the familiarity of any nineteen-year-old. But instead she just felt the hair, and the mound.

And the slit.

Gently she ran her hand along its edges. It felt... wonderful, but slightly scary. Like rubbing her hand too roughly on the head of her penis. She licked her fingers, and, gently, tried again. That was better. She wondered if she should try sticking her finger in there. Inside
 her. In her... her vagina
 . No; it seemed like too much. It was
 too much.—But, of course, in a few minutes one her friends, one of her college roommates
 , was going to come stick something a whole lot thicker and bigger than a finger inside her. Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck. Why oh why had she agreed to this.

She sat down on the floor, rubbing her hands over her torso and then along her limbs. It was amazing how much the nanites remolded the whole body. Her figure was shaped like a woman's now, the waist, the hips, the arms, the thighs. Her thighs were thicker, her arms thinner; hips wider, waist thinner. She was every inch a beautiful woman.—She let out a sob. This would be wonderful, if it hadn't been her.

Trembling slightly, she faced the mirror, and slowly, hesitantly, as if opening a package she thought might explode, she spread her bent knees down to either side, so as to fully open her legs. To expose herself, to herself, before she was, mercilessly, exposed to her friends.

She'd seen women's vaginas before, in pornographic pictures. But here it was real. It was on her
 . It was—oh my God was it moist
 ? Just a little, but wet
 ? She put her fingers down, touched herself on the lower lips again, and brought them to her mouth. Yes, definitely. That's what happened when she was turned on—now, in this form. That was the tightness in her groin that would have meant an erection for a man. She slid closer to the mirror, and bent towards the reflection, studying the intricate folds, the hint of a fractal, waving as it vanished inside her.

She thought she caught a slight scent from her crotch. Oh God that was embarrassing. But then, why? Hadn't they all come here precisely
 to smell that scent? Yeah, but on someone else. And not caused by looking at herself in a mirror! She ran her fingers along her vagina and then raised her fingers again, this time to her nose. It wasn't a bad smell, actually. She felt her hairs raise all over, as in a cold breeze.

She looked again at the spread pussy in the mirror, and then slowly, carefully, gently, slid her index finger inside her new, warm opening. Oh God
 . Oh God. That felt weird. Nice, maybe. But weird. She moved it around, then in and out a bit. Oh Jesus. She pulled it out, wet with her own juices. She should wash her hands. But to do that she'd have to walk out into the hall. What if someone saw her?

At a sudden thought, she scooched over and looked into her bag. Just her normal clothes: a pair of jeans, probably the wrong fit for her now. A pair of shorts in case it got hot. Male underwear, socks, a couple of T-shirts. Nothing that seemed right. Why hadn't any of them thought to bring some women's clothes?—Because they didn't want to admit to themselves that they might lose, she thought. That's why. And who knew what would fit anyway.

Adam stood up, picked out a clean T-shirt with I'd just as soon kiss a wookie!
 written on it, and pulled it over her head. Then she paused to look at herself in the mirror again. The way her breasts contoured the shirt was heavenly. She could see her nipples outlined through the shirt. And while the shirt went halfway over her butt, it was not enough to cover her pussy, and she knew that any one of the men in the house would notice that at once.

She pulled back on her boxers. There. T-shirt and boxers. She looked like she'd slept over at a man's house and put on his clothes. On her, though, they looked hot.

She cursed, deeply and bitterly, the chance that had made her hand herself the real pill, the active one, the poison. That returned the question back to her mind. Had Tim somehow stacked the deck? He had
 been the one to hand her the box. But she had taken the four pills and shaken them like dice within her cupped hands. And then handed them out, one by one, selecting the one to place in each of her roommates' hands. Tim was right: she
 had dealt. If that could be faked she didn't see how. I guess I just have bad luck
 , she thought.

She turned, crept to the door, and cracked it open. She peeped through. She didn't see anyone. Trying to stay quiet, she pulled open the door, and stepped slowly into the hall. Then, suddenly, she dashed to the bathroom. Even the few steps at a running pace made her breasts bounce. Dang that felt uncomfortable. I guess that's why women wear bras.

Stepping into the bathroom, she rinsed her hands and then realized that she needed to pee. Blast. She sat down—somehow this was more embarrassing than looking at her own pussy, this
 was emasculating—peed, and then cleaned herself with a piece of toilet paper, as she'd heard that women did. Then she washed her hands again and went back into the hall. Still no one. She dashed back to her room.

George was sitting on the bed, waiting for her.













 

Chapter 11

"Oh!" cried Adam, jumping and feeling her chest jiggle.

"Sorry," said George. "Didn't mean to startle you. I thought I'd come and see how you were."

"I'm okay I guess." Adam stepped in and shut the door. She didn't know how to hold her body. She wanted to cross her arms, but with her... her boobs
 in the way it felt awkward. I mean, yeah, cross them under, but wouldn't that just emphasize them? She realized how much she was not
 a woman, not a real one: surely real
 women didn't worry about what to do with their boobs when crossing their own arms.

There wasn't another chair in the room, so Adam sat down on the floor, her back to the door, as if to keep anyone else out.

Adam waited to see if George would say anything further, but he just looked at her, scrutinized
 her, as if trying to figure out what species she was. After a moment, Adam said, her voice wavering slightly, "Are you here to fuck me?"

George sat back and frowned, as if Adam had asked him some complicated math problem. "Not if you don't want to," said George. "And not right away anyway. Really, I just wanted to see how you were doing."

"I'm super," said Adam bitterly.

"Look, I know we made those stupid promises," said George. "I'm not going to try to hold you to anything. And I'll go talk to the others—"

"No," said Adam. She stood up and sat next to George on the bed, looked him in the eye, and then looked down at her hands, as if she couldn't bear to meet his gaze. "I did
 promise. We all did. And if I hadn't..." She trailed off. "I mean, if it was someone else, I'd probably be pushing." She flushed, as if only now realizing what that would have been like. "Expecting, anyway. Hoping."

George reached over and, very gently, touched Adam's hair, pushing it out of her eyes. At his touch Adam flinched, but then, realizing what he was doing, stilled. He didn't even graze her face with his fingers. They sat silent for a while.

"I'd like to try something," George said. "If you'll let me. I think—I mean, I hope you'll like it."

Adam looked up, scared. "What?" she asked.

"Lie back," George said.

Adam, trembling a little, did.

"Relax your legs," said George, kneading her lower calf. "I'm going to go slowly, and I'll stop as soon as you say to, all right? I'm not going to hurt you." Adam nodded tightly. "Relax your legs," George said again. Adam tried, and George, slowly but not seductively, just carefully, as if trying not to shatter a delicate thing, pulled her boxers off.

Adam winced. Sitting there, her legs slightly apart—she wasn't spreading them, not on purpose, but wasn't making an effort to close them either—she felt as vulnerable as she ever had. As naked; she was far more naked as a woman in a T-shirt than she had ever been when fully naked as man. At the same time, George—now looking between her legs, at her vagina, her pussy
 , and she felt as if he had reached up into her, just with his eyes—was looking uncharacteristically taken aback. He was trying to be cool, but he was clearly filled with desire, and with amazement, too. And Adam saw that gaze. Saw this man, her friend, but whom she barely knew really, a man who was trying to be gentle, looking between her legs in wonder at a scientific miracle, but not only in wonder; and realized that his hungry look made her shiver all over,—and not, this time, with fright. She again felt something between her legs, and realized she was even wetter than she had been.

"Is this okay?" George asked.

"Mmm-hmm," said Adam in a small voice.

"I'll stop the instant you tell me," George said. "I'm going to go slow. Tell me if this hurts." Adam thought George might unbutton his pants and pull out what must be—George was sitting so she couldn't see, and she blushed at the realization that she was looking—a pretty serious hard-on. But no; instead he leaned forward, as if he were going to smell her, inhale her odor. He didn't stop, though, and before she knew it, Adam felt George's tongue move lightly about her lower lips.

"O!" she cried.

George stopped at once, and sat halfway up, looking at her. "Did I hurt you?"

"No," said Adam hastily, too hastily; she wanted him to do it again, but didn't want him to see that she wanted it, didn't want, above all, to ask
 him to. "No, it f—felt nice. Just... surprised me."

George smiled, and Adam was relieved that the smile was a kind one: there was no sense of superiority, no sense that George felt he was humiliating her by reminding her of her new womanhood. He was just pleased that she was ok. "May I try again?"

Adam wished George wouldn't made her say yes. She was embarrassed about wanting it. She didn't want to be responsible for resuming, even as she knew that asking was the right thing for him to do. "Yes," she said, in an even smaller voice than that with which she had previously assented.

George leaned gently forward and licked her again.

"Oh," breathed out Adam, and this time it was a sigh which exhaled all the heaped tension within her—the fear of what was to happen, the built-up nervousness from the weeks leading up to this moment, the insecurity of a year, and of a lifetime, all rushing out of her in one full breath that was more air than word. "That's nice." Feeling awkward about looking down, past her own tits, to the top of her friend's head nestled between her legs, Adam closed her eyes.

George had evidently done this sort of thing before—at least, Adam guessed that he had, because she felt shivers of pleasure emanate through her entire body. His tongue danced on her—oh lord was that her clit
 ?—and pulses of tension and relaxation, soothing pleasure alternating with nerve-sharp intensity, flowed from her center like waves. She felt it in her back, in her shoulders, in her fingertips, in her thighs. No, wait, that was his hand, stroking her. She almost burst out giggling at the thought, than the giggle subsided as another wave of intense joy crashed upon her and she felt herself gasp aloud.

She squirmed. She had never felt so open, so vulnerable, so exposed
 . He had his head right up against her. He was smelling her, licking
 her, and oh god was that a finger? She moaned, and then, realizing that she had moaned, that she had in fact been moaning for a while, tensed with embarrassment at the sound, a tension which released when the tip of his tongue flicked and her whole body jolted with a new current of sheer ecstasy. "O!" she cried again, and this time it was loud, oh god had Tim and Hank heard her, the thought was humiliating, and the humiliation made her legs tense, but it excited her, too, the thought of their laughter and the feel of his tongue and his finger dancing around her lips and slipping slowly inside her and oh god he was in
 her, and wave after wave of pleasure ran through her entire body, the touch and the tongue and the vulnerability and the embarrassment merging into a crescendo and she couldn't stop herself "O! Yes! O! O! O!" she cried, at what seemed like the top of her lungs. Then a rich, contented, profound shiver ran through her entire body, and every muscle within her relaxed.

Her breathing deepened and slowed. The thought that she might have been heard, which a second ago had colored her ecstasy, made it sharper, spicier, now began to hurt for real, like the first exhilaration of a wound turning into a dull ache as a battle frenzy wore off. At the same time, though, she was so relaxed, as relaxed as she had felt in... God she couldn't think how long. She realized she was sopping wet, and that George, his face still pressed against her, could see her excitement. Her pleasure. She squirmed a bit, kicking her legs in embarrassment at the notion.

"Ouch," said George.

"Oh god I'm sorry," said Adam, half sitting up.

"It's okay," said George. "You just knocked me." He sat half up, and pulled himself up in the bed so he was lying beside her. He lay so their faces were close, almost touching. "Was that ok?" he asked, with surprising tentativeness.

Adam felt herself blush furiously. She tried to say yes, but the pleasure of it, the intensity, was too fresh. George, however, took her squirm for an answer, and kissed her forehead gently. And then they shifted, so that her head was on his shoulder. She draped her left arm and leg over him in a half-hug, worried, for a moment, that her juices would dampen his clothes. But she was too relaxed to care.

"Where did you learn to do
 that?" she asked, breathlessly.

George smiled, and ran his hand through her hair.

"I had a girlfriend back home," he said. "We split up over winter break, but we'd been together, oh, two, two and a half years by that point. I've had plenty of practice."

"Oh," said Adam. "You never said."

"Well, you know how Tim and Hank are," said George. "I figured that's why you never said anything either."

At that, Adam blushed again, fiercely. But George didn't seem to notice. Adam's thoughts raced for a moment, realizing what George had assumed about her, and what she, in turn, had assumed about him.

They lay there quietly for a while, and Adam found herself drifting in and out of a light sleep, even having a sort of odd, light dream.

She dreamed that she was a woman.













 

Chapter 12

Adam woke for real when she heard a phone ping. She raised her head, and saw that George had sat up against the wall, and was texting.

"They're getting impatient," George said, still typing. "But I think I just bought us a little time."

"Ah," said Adam.

"Look, if you want I can go try to—"

"No," said Adam. "No, I..."

And then it hit her, like a wall of water, which at sufficient speed can hit as hard as concrete or steel. She wanted him. She actively wanted
 him. George, this man, this close friend she barely knew, who had given her such pleasure, who was protecting her from the ravenous men downstairs. She wanted to try it. To have sex with him. To feel him enter her, enter her where there ought to be no entrance, but somehow, magically, there was; the thought of its penetration made her shudder. She realized that she was growing wet again at the thought. I'm not gay
 , Adam told herself. She'd never been attracted to men before. A few of her friends were gay, and it never phased her, but she never noticed them the way she noticed the few women who hung around the physics department. So what did it mean that, right this second, she wanted George, wanted him to stay, to kiss her, to penetrate
 her?

"I'm—I'm going to do it. But I, I, I want you to be first."

George looked up from his phone. Adam winced reflexively away from his glance, sure she would see laughter or scorn on his face. But he looked genuinely, sincerely concerned, and nothing else.

"Are you sure?" George asked.

"I—" A flash of fierceness, what in her male body would have been range, flared in him. "Don't make me talk
 about how I want you to fuck me," she said, angrily. "It's humiliating."

George flinched, a little. "Ok," he said. "That's fair. I just... I thought we could, uh, count what just happened as ours. If you want."

Adam shook her head. "No," she said. "That's not what we agreed on. And anyway if Hank and Tim... It would be better to get this over with. With you first, I mean."

And then, astonished at her boldness, in a gesture that she never would have dreamed of as a man, with all the courage of a bullied kid standing and punching his bully, she reached out, and felt for what she knew was there: the hardness in George's pants. She rubbed it. It felt weird; she had never touched a penis before. Well, apart from her own, but that didn't count. "And it looks like you're, uh, up
 for it too," she said, with a teasing smile.

To her utter astonishment, George blushed fiercely. He mumbled something.

"What was that?" asked Adam coyly. She kept rubbing up and down. She realized it felt like a kind of power, this touch—a power she
 had over him
 , a type of power she'd never had before. She knew that what she was doing felt good for him, that it had
 to feel good. She could see it in his face, as he closed his eyes, and the relish flared around them, pried his lips slightly apart as he made with his mouth an O. So she smiled again, and made him look up, and repeat himself, while she rubbed his hard-on through his jeans.

"I said," said George, swallowing his embarrassment, "that you're very beautiful."

Adam laughed, unexpectedly delighted. She'd never been beautiful—that is, he'd
 never been beautiful, as himself. But now he was she, and she knew that it was the simple truth. This, too, felt like power. And the warmth between her legs felt like an eager blush. She realized that she was still naked from the waist down.

"So?" she said, and moved her hand off his jeans and sat back, deliberately keeping her legs open, her arms resting on her knees. "Why don't you come kiss me?"

George leaned forward, so that the bulge in his pants pressed against the wetness between her bare legs, and kissed her. At first it was a gentle kiss, just a little touch of the lips, but before either of them knew it they were turning their heads, tongues interlocking, kissing passionately, and then George was, perhaps unconsciously, rubbing his erection through the thick fabric of his jeans against her. After a minute George broke off and, bending his head slightly, gently kissed her earlobe, and then her neck, at which Adam gasped again.

Adam, feeling daring, sat up, and peeled off her T-shirt with a single motion, her breasts jiggling as it came off. She had never felt so bold, so sexy
 . It was intoxicating.

To her extraordinary delight, George audibly gasped.

"Can I..." he asked. In answer, Adam just leaned forward and kissed him again. George, suddenly shy, returned the kiss, and then, slowly, hesitantly, raised his hands to touch, lightly, her bared breasts. Adam shivered with delight. They sat that way for a timeless while, kissing deeply, as George, much as Adam herself had shortly before, ran his hands around her breasts, feeling, cupping, caressing, delighting in these things of wonder. Then George bent, and licked Adam's nipples; and Adam, again, audibly gasped.

Adam leaned back, pulling George along with her. They kissed again; George's hands returned to her breasts. And then Adam, quivering with shame and desire and embarrassment and need and excitement and fear, moved her hands down to his jeans, and undid the snap that held them closed. George, pushing himself up, pulled his jeans and boxers down just below his knees in one motion, causing his erection to spring out. Adam looked at it, astonished. She thought she should be grossed out, she thought she would
 be grossed out if she saw it at another time, but at the moment it felt fascinating, strange and familiar at the same time. She reached out with her fingertips and stroked him, lightly, with the same gentle caress with which he had touched her a moment before. George closed his eyes and shuddered, and Adam smiled at the feeling of control and desirability that she felt. She cupped her hand around his penis and pulled on it gently, back and forth. It was strange: so like, yet unlike, the familiar feeling of pulling on his own. George moaned. Adam lay back, pulling at George's shoulder to bring him upon her.

"Wait," said George, struggling to master himself. "You should be on top."

"Why?" asked Adam, surprised at this infusion of words. Weren't they past words already?

"It's supposed to be easier. For women. Their first time. Lets you control the pace." She could see that George was having difficulty restraining himself, to keep himself from flinging himself upon her, and into her. She thrilled to that thought, and part of her wanted him to, but she just nodded, and they, awkwardly, shifted in the bed, so that George, his pants and underwear now bunched around his ankles, was lying on his back. His shirt was still on but was pushed up. (When had it been pushed up? Had Adam done it? She thought she must have—she remembered running her hands over his chest—but she didn't remember deciding to do so). And his erection was sticking up, steel hard. And then Adam was on top of him, bridging him, her weight on her hands and knees, her breasts dangling, her legs hugging his thighs. George reached up and ran his fingers down her back, down to her butt, and around, as if tracing some magic sigil; and she shivered with delight and desire.

She lifted herself slightly, and inched forward, trying to impale herself upon his rod. Damn. It was trickier than she thought it would be. Where precisely was
 her opening? She couldn't quite get... Her whole body felt unfamiliar, her breasts tugging at her chest, her thighs and hips weirdly thick, the angle was wrong—

"Here," said George. He lifted his hand between her legs, and ran his fingers gently over her lips, like he was reading braille. She gasped. Then he reached out, placed his hand on her butt—not squeezing, just guiding—and pulled her a tiny bit forward. With his other hand he grabbed himself and aimed. And then, gently, he pulled her down, so that the tip of his penis slid into her.

"Oh!" she gasped.

It felt weird. It felt wonderful. Something was inside her, but something not in any way alien or strange, something right
 , something that felt like it was meant to be there, like the satisfaction when the final piece of a puzzle is pressed in. Oh glorious. She bounced, ever so slightly, moving a bit up and then a bit further down, working his dick down into herself like a carpenter forcing a beam in its slot.

"Go as slow as you like," gasped George.

She nodded, and kept moving up and down, pushing a little deeper with each downward push. Slowly he slid up into her. She gasped again. It hurt. It felt wonderful. Like the embarrassment and the desire, the pain and the pleasure mixed and mirrored off each other, tugging each other on, ratcheting up into the sky.

She settled down, leaned forward, and kissed him again. He kissed her back, and then, slowly, raised his hands to her breasts. When she didn't object, he kneaded them, gently, but with a fierce urgency revealed in his tight, rapid breathing.

They moved together. And then, for no reason, she seemed to sit up slightly—had she been kissing his neck?—and she caught sight of George's face, right against her own, his eyes staring intensely into hers. And in a sudden, bizarre moment, Adam felt lifted out of his body, and it was as if she were floating in the air, high above them both, watching them move. Oh fuck
 , she thought, astonished, bewildered, I'm fucking George. I'm fucking my roommate. Who am I?
 What am I?
 For a moment, panic gripped her. Her body seized. But that just made the muscles in her vagina tense, and George let out a low, helpless, grateful moan. And that sound pulled her back into her self, out of her imagined old self, floating in her mind somewhere above the bed, and into the present moment, in which this man was inside her, thrusting up into her, and it felt glorious. Yes, glorious: the pain was gone, and now it just felt wonderful. Each slow, delicious thrust sent joy pouring through her.

Adam leaned forward, about to whisper in George's ear, to ask if he wanted to flip over; she thought it might be nice to be on her back, to have his weight pressing down upon her, his self pushing even further into her. But before she could say anything, George gave a groan that was also a gasp, and she felt the strange sensation of his semen shooting up inside her. A warm splash. It felt good, to have it hit... whatever it hit. Damn, she knew nothing about anatomy did she? But it too sent a little shiver through her. Then their pace slowed. She felt him soften a bit. She leaned forward and kissed him again, neck, cheek.

"Sorry," said George.

Adam gave a very light, very soft laugh. "Sorry for what? Wasn't that the idea?"

George blushed, and Adam kissed his neck again, delighted at having made him blush. "I was trying to wait. Until you, that is, after you, I mean..."

"Oh," Adam said, understanding. "That's okay. It's all pretty new. And I, you know." She didn't really know what she meant.

"I'm sorry," said George again.

"Besides," said Adam, easing herself to one side, feeling George's softening penis slip out of her as she moved, and then lying down beside him in the bed, and snuggling closer in to put her head on his shoulder, "You already did that for me
 ."

"Women are supposed to be able to, uh, to multiple times," said George. He seemed really bothered.

Adam pressed against him. She felt relaxed and sleepy again, and also sort of wished he was still inside her. "I'm not a woman," she said cozily.













 

Chapter 13

After a minute of perfect stillness, they both moved, together, because George's phone buzzed again, twice in rapid succession.

"Fick dich, Wichser
 ," muttered George to himself, as he reached down—when had his pants come off his legs? wondered Adam idly—and fished for the phone, and started typing furiously.

"They're getting impatient," said Adam, not really a question.

"Fuckheads," said George, still typing. "I told them to put on a movie or something. We have two days. Did they think we were going to all get laid in the first five minutes?"

"It's ok," said Adam, sitting up, shifting, suddenly feeling that it wasn't. "I know it's coming."

George glanced up at her, and then down at his phone again. "There's no rush
 ," he said.

"It's ok," Adam repeated, trying to make herself feel it, clutching her knees to her chest, feeling her boobs squished between her legs and trunk. "Why don't you get dressed and send... Send Hank up. Maybe you can make sure it's Hank."

"Yes. Of course. You should at least pick the order, right?" His phone buzzed again. " Blödes Arschloch
 ," he cursed under his breath.

Adam sat, clutching her knees, watching George rapidly move his index finger. She felt a sudden flush of shame.

"God, it's like I'm a—I mean, it's set up like a, a whorehouse. I stay here, and a series of men come up and fuck me. Each in turn. One done. Next!"

George abruptly looked up, and clicked his phone off. The sentence seemed to derail him. He looked at her somberly. "I'm sorry," he said. "I'm—I'm really sorry."

Adam shook her head. "It's ok," she said yet again. Then she laughed a little bitterly. "What were you thinking
 when you suggested
 this?" she asked.

George blinked, keeping his eyes on hers. He seemed to be thinking about her question as if it were serious, not rhetorical. "I wasn't," he said. "Thinking, I mean. I didn't think through it at all. I'm sorry."

"Never mind," said Adam. She stood up, and fetched her boxers and T-shirt, and pulled on the boxers, aware, as she was with every movement, of its jiggling echo in her chest.

"I should get downstairs," said George, moving to the edge of the bed and swinging his legs off it.

"Wait one second," said Adam.

"Of course," said George.

"I have a, a, a favor to ask," said Adam, suddenly shy before this man who had just both taken her virginity and brought her to oral climax.

"Anything," said George.

"I know Tim and Hank are going to want—that is, they're going to want to... Going to want me to suck them. Blow them. To give them blow jobs."

George looked pained. "Well, we said—"

"That's not what I meant," interrupted Adam. "I was just hoping... I mean, it doesn't have to count as yours..."

"What?" said George, puzzled.

"I don't want it to be them the first time," Adam said. "I'd like to, to try it on you. First. Now. Just to be safe. I can give you another tomorrow if you want." She suddenly worried that this made her sound too eager. "It's just—I'd like to practice," she finished.

George shook his head, a little abashed, casting a quick glance down at his softened cock. "I'm not sure I can... I mean, I just..."

"Can I try?" pleaded Adam, flushing. She wished he wouldn't keep making her beg. She knew he was being nice, asking permission, tracking her feelings, just what he ought to do, but it kept putting her in the position of being the one to ask him
 . She stepped over and knelt, and looked up towards him. Her whole body surged yet again. She was kneeling right beside him, breathing in his thick, rich, sweaty scent, and there was his cock, softened, yes, but still partly tumescent, and covered with a residue that was partly him, and partly her. She shivered. She reached out and took hold of him, gently, and then looked up, and felt him pulse and harden, just slightly, in her hand. "It doesn't have to count," she repeated, moving her hand gently back and forth.

George shifted so that both his legs were dangling off the bed at the knees, and then lay back on his elbows. He was stiffening again. She saw something move through his face, and realized that he liked the touch of her hands. "Of course it counts." said George. "And yes, of course you can. I'd be—that is I'd—it'd be nice."

So Adam shifted, so that she was kneeling between his legs, sitting on her heels. George was stretched out, propped on his elbows, his head raised, looking at her. She glanced up at him, and he gave her a smile. Suddenly she felt self-conscious again. "I—I don't know how to do this," she said. She was suddenly conscious that no one had ever done this to her. Well, George a minute ago, but not when she was a man. Not sucked her dick. No one had ever given her a blow job
 .

George smiled at her without judgment. "Lollipop," was all he said.

So Adam leaned forward, feeling her naked boobs move as she did, and licked his shaft from the base to the tip. George let out a shudder. She bent forward and licked the base, where she most liked to be touched, well, when she masturbated, it was the best spot anyway. George stirred again. She flicked a quick glance up at him, and saw him staring, oh, he was staring at her boobs. Her tits
 . When his eyes raised and met hers, he blushed. She smiled. She loved how helpless he was against his own desire. Then, letting her tongue move away from the base, she licked her way up his cock and then in a circle around the head. She had never been that sensitive up there herself, but when her tongue went around his cock's neck it made George moan loudly and close his eyes. Maybe because he wasn't circumcised?

She bent down, and kissed the very tip of his dick. She opened her mouth, and paused for a moment. She was about to suck a cock
 . It almost felt like she was about to swallow that pill again, as if the onrushing act was something equally momentous, a genuine risk, one that might transform her in some new way. Even stranger: she realized she wanted
 to, that within her was an intense desire to put him in her mouth. She rose up a little, to get enough height, and, bending her neck, put her whole mouth on the head, and sucked.

George moaned louder.

She tried moving back and forth a little, but she couldn't put him too far in; it felt like it was going to choke her. Well, she thought, it's not like it could get lodged in my throat. Not stuck
 . She almost giggled at the thought, but managed to stifle it. Not good to laugh while giving someone a blow job, probably. So she just said to herself, "lollipop," and licked around with her tongue's tip, then rolled her tongue fully around the top, then tried sucking gently on the whole head. It tasted salty. Was that the cum? Her own vaginal juices? Whatever it was, it wasn't bad
 . She felt like she ought to be repulsed, but in fact it was almost fun. George was moaning, very softly, and something—his moans, the cock in her mouth, the thought
 of herself with a cock in her mouth, the thought of herself as her
 —caused yet another warm flush between her legs. She reached out and grabbed the base of his cock, jacking the lower part while she bent and took as much of it as she good into her mouth. She kept at it, moving her tongue around him, tickling, sucking, while her hand vibrated up and down this base like a violinist doing vibrato.

Then she squealed in sudden surprise as George spurted up into her throat. She jolted instinctively back. White cum shot out of him, straight at her. Part of it ended up in her mouth, the rest in her face and hair. She sat back, and without thinking spat out what was still in her mouth; it plopped onto her chest, where it slid slowly down and then stopped halfway up her left breast, like a mountain climber taking a rest. There was still some big gob down in her throat, too deep to spit out. She tried to swallow, but it just sat there, like mucus during a cold.

"Oh god," said George. "Sorry."

"No, that's okay," said Adam. "I didn't realize you were that close." Adam didn't think she
 could go twice that quickly, as a man.

"I guess I was readier than I thought," said George, blushing. And Adam realized, with a thrill that began between her legs and spread like fire up her backbone and through her entire body, that he was unusually turned on by her. And that he was embarrassed about it. She smiled.

Then Adam reached up and felt her hair. It was sticky. Kind of gross. She wondered what she looked like, covered in his cum. She used the side of her hand to try to wipe the side of her face, but that only smeared it around. "Well, I was thinking I needed a shower anyway," she said, with a self-conscious laugh. "I'm going to go take one. Can you..."

George looked around. "I'll get dressed and clean up," he said, standing and feeling around for his boxers. "And then I'm afraid that I'd better..."

"It's okay," said Adam. "I get it. Just... Make it Hank, ok?"













 

Chapter 14

The shower was glorious. Adam stayed in it longer than she probably should have, first scrubbing her face, and then washing her hair—God there was a lot
 of it—and then taking the soap and lathering her whole body, trying to make sure she was free of every trace of sweat and cum and vaginal juices. I don't even know what those are called
 , she thought. Is it just cum, too?
 She really knew nothing about women, didn't she? She wasn't sure how women washed their vaginas, for example, so she settled for cupping her hands, letting the shower water pool in them, and then splashing herself, upwards. She repeated this several times. Then she just stood under the nozzle and let the hot water drip over her head and through her hair, feeling it run down her back. She washed her breasts again, marveling at the fleshy reality of them, and then turned around and sprayed hot water on her ass, giving her backside as squeeze as she did so. She really was a dish, wasn't she. Then she turned around and rinsed her entire body again, and yet again, first marveling at its being there, its being that way
 , and then simply rinsing.

Eventually Adam realized that she was staying in the shower to hide, so she turned it off and stepped out into the small, steamy room. She dried her hair, although even after patting out the water with two separate towels it was still pretty wet. Then she took a third towel, and, briefly, tried to figure out how women hung it around themselves so as to cover their breasts and vagina at the same times. At least that's what they did in movies. She wondered if women did that in real life. She tried it a few times, but it didn't want to stay put, and if she got it up high enough to comfortably cover her boobs then her pussy started playing peak-a-boo at with the bottom edge of the towel. Well she was going to go get dressed anyway. Deciding to dash across the hall, she simply wrapped the towel around her waste as she would have as a man, and held it in place with one hand. Rubbing the condensation off the mirror with her free arm, she looked at herself, topless, damp, in a towel, and stuck her tongue out. Hottie. Then she took her free arm, put it tightly over her breasts, awkwardly got the door open, and stepped out into the hall, ready to run.

Hank was standing there waiting for her.

"Oh," she cried, startled; and with the jolt, her right arm fell out of place, exposing her breasts to him, and she lost her grip on the towel. She made a grab for the towel as it fell, which just made her jiggle, and left her flailing for a half-second before she then froze. She stood there, stark naked, unable to move. He couldn't have exposed her better if he'd tried.

Hank grinned, and then whistled a long, sliding whistle. " Damn
 , dude," he said. "You turned out incredibly hot. Look at those!"

Adam, her paralysis ended by his voice, put her right arm back over her breasts, and bent to pick up the towel, and held it up to her front. "Don't be weird, Hank," she said.

"No, I'm serious," said Hank. He grabbed her arm and gently but firmly tried to pull it away. "Let me see. C'mon, baby, I'm about to see it all anyway."

"Let me get dressed," said Adam. "Then we can find somewhere to go."

"What do you need to get dressed for?" asked Hank. "You're just going to take it all off again."

"I don't know, aren't we going to, I mean, talk first? Or something?"

Hank snorted. "What, you want to be wooed? Courted
 ? I thought these things didn't
 mess with your mind." He looked at her, up and down, his eyes taking their time with the trip. "Maybe it really does turn you into a chick, for real," he said.

"I just thought that—"

"Look, dude," Hank interrupted. "This was a bet, ok? A gamble. Loser turns female and gets fucked. We each took a chance. You lost. Now it's time to make good on your wager and bend over."

Adam didn't know what to say.

"Speaking of bend over, how's your ass anyway?" asked Hank, walking around Adam. Adam began to turn, to keep her slightly-covered front towards him, but Hank placed his hands on her forearms and stilled her from behind, holding her there as he took a long look. Adam thought about jerking away, but she certainly couldn't do it without risking uncovering her breasts and vagina. Best to endure, she supposed. Besides, he was right: he was going to see it all anyway. They'd made a bet, she'd lost.

From behind, Hank whistled again. "Damn, dude," he repeated, and Adam squealed as Hank reached out and squeezed her ass with one quick grab. "You really did turn out mighty fine, didn't you?" Adam yelped and jumped as Hank gave her a quick swat on the butt.

"C'mon, let's go to my room," said Hank, pointing behind her with one hand while prodding gently on her shoulder with the other to turn her around, "I'm in the master bedroom, it's got the nicest bed. Plenty of room." He looked at her, undisguisedly staring at her chest where her arm was still covering her breasts, and then smacked her on the ass again.

"Will you stop that," said Adam.

"It's foreplay, baby," said Hank, reaching out to squeeze her ass again. "I bet you don't have any experience with that
 , though, do you?"

And Adam felt rise in her again, like some ancient giant rising slowly from the broken hills after an age-long asleep, a strange sense of boldness, of agency
 , that she had somehow never felt as a man. She had felt the rumblings of it with George, when she had boldly reached out and rubbed his erection through his pants; but now it was fully within her, moving, alive. With one sudden movement Adam took her towel and threw it in Hank's face, and then stood there before him, naked, and not trying to cover herself at all. Hank's eyes bulged.

"I'll have you know," she said haughtily, "that George
 was a perfect gentleman. I just hope you—" and she allowed herself a quick glance down at Hank's crotch, where she noted with pleasure there was a visible swell. Hank, suddenly timid, shifted slightly, as though to try to minimize its visibility; it was all Adam could do not to laugh. "—measure up," she finished, her tone making the double entendre
 unmistakable.

To her surprise and delight, Hank blushed and stuttered and didn't say anything.

And then Adam turned and, conscious of a slight, feminine sway in her walk, certain even without looking back that his eyes were on her perfect ass, strolled proudly down the corridor towards what she hoped was the master bedroom.













 

Chapter 15

After a stunned moment Hank dashed after her, mindlessly bending to pick up the towel and bring it as he did. He stepped into the room which he had claimed, the one usually given to guests or grandparents when family would come stay. It was larger than the other bedrooms, and had a four-post, king-sized bed dominating its middle. Hank saw Adam stretched out on it, resting on her side, her head on her crocked elbow. She was looking at him as he stumbled through the door, her breasts and pussy—well, bush; he wondered idly if they could convince her to shave—unashamedly uncovered. God she really was
 gorgeous.

"Took you long enough," Adam purred.

Hank, still off balance, plopped the towel down onto a chair. Then he stepped towards the bed.

"Wait," said Adam.

Hank gritted his teeth, but stopped. "What is it?" he asked. He had tried to sound commandingly impatient, but it came out as more of a whine.

"Strip," commanded Adam.

Hank's eyes bulged. "You want to see me naked?" he asked, slightly grossed out, slightly afraid of this strange, confident woman who had assumed vanished Adam's place.

Adam just laughed. "You've seen me
 naked," she said, gesturing down her body. "Actually you've seen me naked before, going to and from the shower in the dorm all year. And I've seen you, too. This isn't about seeing
 you," although as she said it her eyes wandered undisguisedly down to Hank's crotch again. He shifted uneasily, aware of the unmistakable bulge in his pants, and this time Adam didn't bother to try to hide her giggle.

"Then—"

"We're supposed to fuck
 , right?" Adam asked. She rolled onto her back, and scooched up until her head was on a pillow. Then, slowly, deliberately, she bent her legs up so that, briefly, her knees covered her magnificent bust, and then separated them, pressing her knees down to either side of her, displaying herself fully to him. "Were you expecting to do it clothed
 ?" She looked down at her own chest, and briefly played with her own breasts, patently for his benefit. She glanced up, saw him gazing at her chest, mouth ajar, and then, as he felt himself stiffen further, she smiled. "C'mon, lover boy
 ," she said. "Strip."

Feeling pinned, unsure how she had gotten the upper hand over him, Hank unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. Glancing up, uneasily, he saw that Adam was tracing her hand around the edges of her slit, playing with herself or teasing him, he wasn't sure which. She saw him look and laughed again. "I'm waiting," she said with a singsong lilt.

Clenched with self-consciousness, not even totally sure he wanted to do this any more, but still palpably, almost painfully hard, Hank pulled down his shorts, and then his boxers, hearing her laugh and clap teasingly as his erection bounced up.

"You like seeing dicks?" he asked, somewhat more hotly than he meant to.

Adam didn't respond. She just put out her hand and curled her index finger inwards: come here.

Hank moved nervously to the bed. When he was within a few feet of it, he stopped. Adam moved forward, sliding so that she was sitting on the edge of the bed, then reached out and grabbed his cock, moving her hand up and down its shaft. Hank gasped.

"You like that, lover boy
 ?" she asked, with exaggerated seductiveness. She opened her mouth and bent towards him.

"Wait. Stop
 !" he said, just before she took him in her mouth.

She sat back, her confidence routine stumbling, spell broken; suddenly she was just another person in the room. "What?" she said, trying for the swagger of a moment before, but it had clearly evaporated however she tried to fake it. "You change your mind?"

"It's not that," said Hank, delighted to have the upper hand again. "You can't use your mouth."

Adam's brow furrowed. "Why not?" she asked.

"I promised Tim," he said.

She shook her head, puzzled. "Huh?"

Hank sat beside her on the bed. "You can touch it with your hands if you want," he said.

Adam paused. As with George—more so, really—she didn't want an accepted invitation to be read as a desire. She glanced down. It was a penis, as gross and silly looking as they all were.

"Touch it," ordered Hank sharply.

That helped. Adam reached forward—aware, as she did so, that he would take this as an act of submission, as his having ordered her and she obeyed. She was also aware that, as she bent forward, her boobs dangled slightly, and she saw George's eyes flicker towards them and felt his dick pulse in her palm. She moved her hand up and down his shaft.

"That's better," said Hank, with a contented sigh, more given for her benefit than truly felt.

Adam, moving her hand up and down Hank's penis, waited for his explanation. Hank closed his eyes, luxuriating in the feeling.

"Tim," said Hank, his eyes still closed, Adam's hand still jerking him off, "Was annoyed that each of us would not get to enjoy a virgin hole. Particularly since you're taking him last. But he was already bitching about it even before that, while George was up here tickling your g-spot." With that he opened his eyes and looked straight at Adam's face. Adam, realizing that Tim and Hank had, in fact, heard her—whether while George was giving her head or was fucking her or both, whatever, at some point anyway—blushed deeply. Hank grinned, relishing her embarrassment, and she felt his cock harden yet further. She didn't remove her hand, though, and kept stroking Hank's dick.

"He was saying, oh, you know, 'George gets the cunt and you get the mouth, I don't get shit.' That sort of thing. He wanted to talk about anal again. Said it wasn't fair that you said no." Adam's eyes bulged, and Hank laughed with delight at her expression. "Don't worry, sweetheart
 ," he said, pouring sugar on the word. "He's not going to take your cute little ass. Not unless you want him to anyway," he smirked, and then ruined the effect by trying to spank her while she was sitting down, and ending up only slapping her side awkwardly. "But I had to promise him that I'd let him
 take your throat cherry, assuming that George took your cherry-cherry," he reached over and tried to grab Adam's pussy; it was fortunate the angle was wrong, as he wasn't being gentle.

Then Hank frowned at her with a sudden hard suspicion. "You gave George your vag cherry, right?" he asked, "Not your throat cherry?"

Adam, still moving her hand, thought for a second about how to answer that. "I fucked him," she said after a moment. "Vaginally."

Hank didn't seem to notice the ambiguity. "Ah," he said, grinning with relief, "Thought so." He closed his eyes again, and then sighed contentedly, letting her continue to work his dick. He looked like he was enjoying himself. Adam wondered idly if Hank might just come from the hand job, and then realized that he would probably say that that didn't count for anything and that she still owed him two fucks and a blow job. She didn't want that to happen. Christ
 , why had she ever agreed to this?

She stopped abruptly. Hank opened his eyes, puzzled and annoyed. Adam shifted back to her earlier position, propped against the pillows, and opened her legs again.

"Well then," she purred, "I guess it's sloppy seconds for you."

Hank once again felt the situation slipping away from him. "That'll do, bitch," he said, climbing fully onto the bed, then crawling over to her. He slid up, between her legs, while still largely sitting up. He grabbed himself, angled, and then, in one, quick, angry thrust, shoved himself into her.

Adam cried out. That hurt
 . George had been so gentle. She had hardly expected this. It chafed
 .

"Oh, you like that baby, do you?" asked Hank, misunderstanding her cry. "You like getting fucked by a real
 man?" His face was inches away from hers. She felt his hands push up and roughly fondle her boobs.

Adam wanted to deny it, to order him off, to tell him to go find some lube or something. But she hesitated; better to get it over with, maybe. And the truth was, after the first couple of thrusts, the chafing subsided. She felt herself moisten in response to the thrusting. And then, after a minute, she realized that it wasn't merely not hurting; despite herself, she actually liked it, a tiny bit.—O!—A bit.

"Oh yeah baby," said Hank, looking at her, leaving one hand fondling her tits while his other one reached down and pushed under her ass to grab and knead it, "You like it. You like a real cock in you, don't you?"

Adam felt disgusted with herself. George had been gentle, peeling away the mask of strangeness to reveal a genuine friend, a sensitive lover. Hank was simply enjoying her. She stared into his triumphant eyes, and knew that it was his sense of winning, of victory, of being on top
 —in both senses—that was giving him pleasure just as much as the physical sensation of his cock inside her. He'd hated it when she was teasing him; he loved it now that he was watching her squirm, watching her try not to enjoy it, and fail. His face, normally pleasant, even slightly handsome, was twisted by victory and contempt into something ugly. Adam felt debased that she was letting this man, this friend of hers, use her like a god damn sex toy.

But at the same time, she couldn't deny it: she did
 like it. More than a bit. She wasn't sure why. Partly, she was sure, it was just physical: the biology of piston in shaft, the emission of juices, the rubbing of flesh: it just felt nice. Women's bodies were built by evolution to enjoy this, and the nanites had mimicked that design. But it wasn't just
 that. George had been kind, sensitive, caring; Hank was being nasty and petty and mean. But that
 turned her on, too, in a different way. There was something incredibly intoxicating about just being used
 this way, about knowing that this man, this guy she knew, who she'd roomed with and gone to dinner with and borrowed laundry money from, was just taking
 her, enjoying
 her. She felt like a slut, having her schedule of lovers come through, each in turn, and now he, Hank, was stuck into her, and damn. She really
 liked it. She felt him thrust deeper.

Unaware that she was going to, she let out a long, low moan. "Oh yeah," said Hank triumphantly, "take that big cock you slut. Take that you little fucking nerd
 ." He thrust in as hard as he could. Adam, wanting to object, wanting to snap back, opened her mouth, but found that she just moaned some more.

Then neither of them spoke. Hank was breathing hard, looking at her, triumph in his face, but also concentrating, focusing on moving his hips. Adam felt him grope her frantically, tits, ass, hips, but above all felt his dick moving in her, inside
 her, pushing deep into her body in ways that, somehow, felt pleasurable, a knife that did not cut but gave bliss, little spear thrusts of delight. Adam, surrendering, let herself go, and simply enjoyed being pressed back, having this weight on her, this cock
 in her, and feeling the pleasure within her building. "O," she said, and wondered if she was going to climax again. Hank's eyes were closed, as if he was focusing; he was panting. He thrust, hard and fast, hard and fast, hard and fast. She shut her eyes and just felt it.

But then, without any warning, she felt again the strange sensation of having a man spurt inside her. A blast of something shot into her, touching some organ, making her shiver with its touch. It felt nice. But it wasn't quite enough to push her over the edge. She felt herself stuck almost atop a cliff, struggling in vain to summit. Instead, he slid down. Hank's breathing slowed, his pace ebbed, and a minute later he just lay across her chest, spent. He was suddenly heavy, dead weight; not at all sexy. It was just mass, pressing down on her chest and making her breathing a bit labored.

Adam waited a moment, wondering if he was going to move. Was she supposed to push him off? Then Hank opened his eyes, raised up slightly, and looked at her gleefully; but she couldn't miss the self-doubt in his cocky triumph. "Was that nice, sweetheart?" he asked. "That do it for you?"

"Let me up," Adam said. She pushed, and Hank, just a little too slowly, slid to one side and let her up. She got up, walked across the room—not trying to cover herself, feeling no embarrassment at his seeing her now; I guess he was right that it didn't matter in the end
 , she thought—and picked up the damp towel that Hank had tossed on the chair, and began wiping herself down, cleaning off the sweat, then using it to wipe her crotch, and holding there to soak up the semen leaking from her.

"Hey, that's our family's towel," said Hank, annoyed.

"What?" asked Adam, fiercely, recklessly. "You don't think your mom uses it to clean up after your dad fills her?"

Hank's face went suddenly dark and angry.

"Oh grow up," said Adam, still cleaning herself. "Everyone's parents do it. Where do you think babies come from? Anyway, don't you have a cleaning staff?" She took the towel, balled it up, and tossed straight at him. "Go put it in their work pile, and then go tell Tim I'm ready for him. Might as well get this over with."













 

Chapter 16

Hank made her move out of his room—"go do your slutty business in your own bed," he said, pushing her shoulder so she took a step or two down the hall. Adam glanced over her shoulder in disbelief, and then Hank, none too gently, slapped her ass. "C'mon, slut," he said. "Go."

But Adam knew that he was slapping her, and calling her that, because she'd gotten to him. So she laughed, which caused him to frown; then she sashayed down the corridor as sexily as she could manage.

Going into her room, she sat on the bed. Should she get dressed? She'd just have to undress again. What was more... well, dignified? To dress in male clothing, awkward as it looked on her now, and then to give Tim the pleasure of insisting she remove it? Or to be naked and ready? She did prefer to meet him dressed—it made her feel more like a person—but she also just wanted to be done. After hesitating a long minute, worrying that Tim might come interrupt her while she was still dressing, she hurriedly pulled her T-shirt back over her head, and pulled it down. God she really did have amazing tits. She stood up, pulled the shirt taught, and admired them in the mirror, outlined in the cloth. She ran her hand over the front of her shirt, feeling herself gently. She gave a sound that was half-laugh and half-sigh when she thought to herself that she'd probably never feel tits this perfect ever again.

Well, except tomorrow night. Oh fuck, tomorrow night. In the intensity of the evening it had slipped her mind. What was going to happen tomorrow? Around 6:00 she'd change back. They'd wait a little while—you were supposed to give it at least half an hour after a reversion before you took another pill, and even that was too close together to do regularly. But around 6:30 they'd gather again, and she—no, 'he' by then, right?— he'd
 hand out the four pills again. They'd all swallow. And then...?

She suddenly wished, strongly, that her suggestion had carried the day and that whomever had changed the first time wasn't required to take part in the lottery the second time. Of course even as it was the chances were only 25%—if it was fair, that is, and she still couldn't see how it could have been rigged—but somehow she just knew, knew
 , that she'd lose again. And have to do the whole thing a second time.

She'd have sex all weekend, twelve times, with three different people, and still end the weekend a virgin. Well, a male virgin. A female slut, but that didn't matter. Didn't count.

She sighed, and sat on the bed, wondering idly if she should put on her boxers. Or maybe if she left herself bottomless Tim wouldn't think to make her take of her shirt and fondle her tits; she could just bend over and let him jack off inside her, using her as a toy, no more than a blow-up fuck doll, really. Shit, he wouldn't try to take her ass if she did that, would he? When she'd said no?

She wished she could be sure.

And tomorrow.—Well, one day at a time. Get through tonight. This night's nightmare was two-thirds done; then she could get some sleep. Let tomorrow deal with tomorrow.

It wasn't even all a nightmare, was it? With George it had been... nice. She blushed to think that, to admit it to herself; but it was. She was glad he'd been first. He was a decent guy, someone it was no shame to lose her virginity to. And he made it nice for them both. And even Hank... Hank was an asshole, but getting one up on him had been fun, hadn't it? She'd never been able to do that as a guy. Sure, she couldn't keep
 the upper hand— couldn't keep it up
 , she thought, and giggled, her hand moving down to her smooth mound—but it was fun when she could. And actually the sex, after the painful beginning anyway, had even been sort of nice too, in a 'he's-a-jerk-but-has-a-nice-dick' sort of way. She just wished he'd lasted longer. She wanted to come again.

A nice dick
 ? Jesus, when had she started thinking that there was such a thing as a nice dick
 ? Even her own she'd never thought of in that
 way.

She sat back against the bed, idly running her hand around her own vaginal lips, fiddling with her clit. She really was still horny. She'd come when George had eaten her out, but not since—and that had included having sex twice, plus giving George head.

Wait. Tim was going to want head, wasn't he? Wasn't that what Hank had said? Shit. That was going to be unpleasant. And she wouldn't come from that, either.

Still, one more dick inside her, and then she could get some rest, at least until the morning.

She closed her eyes, and began to rub faster, slipping a finger inside herself. Oh lord that felt good.

"Am I... interrupting anything?" leered a voice from the doorway.













 

Chapter 17

Adam was sure that, even an hour ago, she would have started, jumped up, slammed her legs closed, felt humiliated. Which Tim would have relished; that was the whole point of the remark, to provoke that reaction. Now, however, she just opened her eyes and looked at him, stopping her rubbing but not even bothering to shut her legs.

"Hi Tim," said Adam, wearily. "Come on in."

"I can wait," said Tim with exaggerated politeness, barely suppressing the snigger. "I mean, if you need some alone time."

"Nah," said Adam, standing up and stretching, aware as she did so that it lifted her shirt well up onto her tummy and gave Tim an eyeful of her pussy. Well, he'd just gotten an even bigger eyeful anyway, and was going to get a dickful eventually, so what did it matter. "You know how it is. It's hard on a girl when not everyone..." she let herself glance pointedly at his crotch, "...measures up."

A similar remark had made Hank wince. Tim only smirked. "Those two weren't quite man enough, huh?" he said. "Well, baby, if you want a real cock on a real man, I'm here."

"Oh?" asked Adam. She sauntered up to Tim and boldly reached out towards his swollen pants. He didn't flinch, but grinned as she touched him. Adam said, breathily, "And here I thought you wanted me to... blow you." She tried to remember that old movie clip—who was it, Katherine Hepburn? Marilyn Monroe? someone like that—where the woman had said 'blow' in some really exaggerated way; but although she could kind of hear it in her head, she couldn't reproduce it.

"We've got both ahead of us, toots," said Tim, reaching around and smacking her ass. "I thought I'd start by letting you have a real man in your mouth, but if you want to stick around for a little extra fun afterwards, I think I have a window in my schedule."

"If I stick around," said Adam, still rubbing, "that will be two of the three I owe you."

Tim frowned. "No, it's one tonight, two tomorrow," he said.

"Not if we do
 two tonight," said Adam, still feeling Tim's dick through his pants. For all his bragging, he didn't seem any different then either Hank or George had been. All three of them were just, well, penis-sized.

"Well, too bad for you, baby," said Tim, with a slight edge in his voice, as if he realized that she'd won a point. "Because right now I want those lips to touch what they've never touched before."

Adam briefly considered saying, "Except on George," but she bit her tongue. She knew that if Tim had said anything about receiving her first blow job, George hadn't ratted her out; and Hank had fallen for her little half-truth. But if Tim found out that he wasn't
 going to be the first to stick his dick in her mouth, he might try to force his way into her ass. And she was sure she didn't want that
 . So she didn't slip, didn't contradict him, but simply said, "Well, sport, why don't you get on the bed and show me what you've got?" in the sexiest voice she could manage, gesturing back at the bed, and stepping back, as if to let him by.

Tim stepped in, closed the door, and stood with his back to it, as if baring her exit. Then he undid his fly, and pulled out his fully-erect penis, and grinned when he saw her eyes go to it. "Uh-uh, bitch," he said, with a triumphant grin, " you
 get on your
 knees."













 

Chapter 18

Adam was slightly thrown, she had to admit. There had been something... equalizing about George laying back on the bed, her kneeling beside him as she pleasured him, just as he had done when he pleasured her. To make her kneel, right here, with him standing, looming over her, clothed except for his exposed dick, felt like a power-move. It was
 a power-move. She realized she wouldn't have minded if it was George, and even Hank wouldn't have been as bad. She tried to will her knees to bend, but she couldn't quite get herself to do it.

"First," said Tim, enjoying her obvious hesitation, "take off that stupid nerd shirt. I want to see those luscious tits bounce while you're at work."

Adam tried to summon her inner giant, to tell Tim off, to insist that he go lie down; but the giant had fled back under the earth, and it was just her standing there, bottomless, small, female, with Tim's leer and exposed dick before her. Seeing no way out, Adam slowly peeled off her shirt with a half-hearted seductiveness, aware, as she did so, that her slowness probably came off as reluctant, not seductive—and that that was what would please Tim more. She felt her breasts jiggle as she did, trembling with the tug of her shirt passing over her head and still more with the toss; and then she felt Tim's rough hands on her chest, kneading none too gently.

"Damn, they were right, those are
 fine," he said.

Adam felt a sudden stab of pain at the idea that George had gone down and bragged to Hank and Tim about what good tits she had. She wasn't bothered that Hank had—he did that sort of thing all the time, just as Tim did, even when he had had a steady girlfriend, talking about this rack or that pair of knockers. But George never talked that way. Maybe, she thought, maybe he didn't. Maybe Hank said something, and George had just shrugged, and Tim just said it that way.

But Adam couldn't keep her thoughts there, because Tim, having played with her breasts for a minute, was pushing down on her head. Adam, resigned, knelt, first down on one knee, then two. Damn, it felt so submissive
 . So small. She was literally on the ground, on her knees, face to face with...

...his cock.

It stuck out at her, looming in the strange end-on perspective, ramrod straight. She saw the distinctive slope of the head, the small hole in the tip. Sticking in her face, it seemed huge. Jutting at her like a spear, its shaft foreshortened, its head hanging right before her face. She saw, below it, the strange, wrinkled balls that hung there, threatening to land on her chin like a soiled dishtowel if she took him into her mouth. When she did.

"C'mon sugar honey," said Tim, and Adam could tell how much her humiliation was delighting him, crowning his pleasure. "Have a taste." Adam still hesitated, and Tim, holding himself, smacked her on the face with his dick: twice on the left cheek, once on the right. Adam recoiled, but apart from a flinch didn't move. So Tim reached roughly down with his right hand, grabbed her jaw, and tried to force it open.

"Hey!" shouted Adam, waving her arm to knock his away. "Give me a fucking second, ok? I'll suck your goddamn dick, but let me take my time."

Tim snorted. But he didn't say anything.

Adam still knelt there, the penis still starting her in the face. She remembered how putting her lips on the head of George's penis had felt like a huge step, an unbridgeable gulf; but in fact, she thought, it wasn't. It was just more sex. This, though...

"Any time this year, bitch," mumbled Tim.

Adam opened her mouth, took her hand, angled Tim's dick up, and licked the bottom of it, slowly, from just above his balls to the tip. Tim breathed out a big contented sigh. Adam took her hand and started to work the bottom of Tim's cock with it while she licked around the top, thinking: lollipop. Lollipop. O lolly lollipop. She almost laughed at the thought. Don't laugh; if you laugh, he might hit you.


"Swallow it, bitch," said Tim.

Adam, basically eager to get this over with, parted her lips, intending to take the head in her mouth, as she had done with George, and roll her tongue around it. But as soon as she took the tip into her lips, Tim put his hand on the back of her head, and shoved himself roughly down her throat.

Adam felt herself gag horribly. She thought she might vomit. Her body seized with the sensation of choking. She couldn't breathe. Tim hardly seemed to notice; he was holding her head with both hands now, mostly keeping it still while he humped her face. His balls, just slightly warm and moist, touched her chin every time he thrust in. After a minute Adam felt her muscles relax just a little, no, not relax, but not about to spasm either, as she found herself growing slightly used to it. She found that if she concentrated she could breath through her nose. And at least she had managed to not vomit. It still felt terrible in her throat. Her eyes flicked upwards, glancing up at Tim. He was staring down at her, greedily, triumphantly, his face looming above hers.

"Oh, yeah, like that, bitch," said Tim. "Keep your eyes right here. Look at me while I fuck your face."

Adam realized, distantly, that she didn't have to; that she had promised—oh god, why, why, why
 had she promised?—to give him a blow job, to suck his dick, but not to look him in the eyes as she did it. But she just wanted it over
 . She kept looking up.

Tim grinned triumphantly down at her. His delight in her humiliation seemed to be outweighing whatever pleasure her mouth was giving his cock. Adam's throat was starting to hurt. With George this had felt nice—everything had felt nice. Even with Hank there had been some pleasure. This was just an ordeal. She wished he'd finish already. Oh god he's going to come down by throat, isn't he? She wondered if that would make her vomit for real.

She saw Tim's arm move. She blinked, puzzled; what was he doing? Then she realized: Tim had brought out his phone and was aiming it straight at her. Her eyes widened and she tried to pull back, but Tim had a tight grip on her hair and kept his dick jammed deep in her throat. He tilted the phone slightly, and then she heard a buzzing click. He'd taken the picture—a picture of her with his cock buried in her mouth, staring up wide-eyed at the camera, her bare tits visible below.

Adam let go of Tim's dick and hurled herself back, pushing with her hands on his hips, trying to get his damn cock
 out of her mouth so she could speak again. To her surprise, Tim no longer held her in place. She gagged once and spat, trying to get the feeling of a big piece of flesh out of her mouth, and then, looking up at him, she opened her mouth and began to say, "Wait just a fucking m—"

But as she was pulling back, composing herself, and readying her aching mouth to protest, Tim had taken his phone into his left hand and grabbed his dick with his right, and given himself a few quick jerks. Just as Adam opened her mouth to speak, he splurted right into her face—soaking her hair, her open mouth, her eye. She blinked as the white goo shot straight at her. A second blast followed it up.

Adam rocked back onto her heels, in total shock. A third blast hit her tits. And then, as Adam looked down at herself, Tim switched the camera back once more to his right and, and took a photo of her, covered in his cum. She looked up; a third picture, this one with her staring straight into the camera, her face covered in cum. The phone angled slightly, and took yet another photo, this time of her tits. And one more—was that her whole body? Then, lowering the phone, Tim laughed.

"You total bastard," shouted Adam. She tried to swing her fist into Tim's balls, thinking, vaguely, that she might grab the phone when he doubled over, but she was unused to this shape her body was in; and, of course, Tim was far quicker and nimbler than she even in ordinary circumstances. He slid effortlessly out of the way, and she ended up punching the door, then grabbing her fist and clenching it to her chest at the sudden pain in her knuckles. Tim chuckled. He stuffed his dick back in his pants and zipped up. Then he raised the phone for a few more shots.

"Give me that phone you asshole," said Adam, her hand stinging.

Tim laughed. "You are such a good little cocksucking whore," he said. "Don't you want to have a souvenir?"

Adam stood unsteadily, feeling sticky and gross. She was all too aware of how her tits moved when she did. Her hand still hurt. Tim looked like he was taking a video of her. Adam looked at him, fully dressed, laughing, pointing his phone at her, while she stood, naked, helpless, and sticky with his semen. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, and then opened them and said, more calmly than she would have thought she could manage, "Give me your phone, Tim. I want to delete those photos. We didn't agree to that."

Tim clicked off the video and shoved the phone into his back pocket. "Sleep well, bitch," he said with a leer. He looked like he was about to grab her tits for a farewell squeeze, but covered as they were with his own cum, he seemed to decide against it. Instead he winked. "Lots to look forward to tomorrow," he said, and sniggered at his own humor. Then he turned, and opened the door, and walked out, not even closing it behind him.













 

Chapter 19

For the second time that night, Adam walked across and down the hall to take a shower. This time she didn't bother to dash or to cover herself. They'd all seen her naked, anyway. They'd all fucked
 her, one way or another. They were all going to again tomorrow. What did it matter if she was seen? Even this way, humiliated, covered in Tim's cum.

But it turned out no one was there to see. She wasn't sure where the others were, but she got to the bathroom without any sign of them. She locked the door, and turned on the water. Again she stood in the shower, again she washed her face and shampooed her hair. She thought about how different the two times she had done this was. Both George and Tim had come all over her face. But with George it was an accident, and anyway, she wasn't even sure she minded. She liked being with George. He was sweet. She'd never thought she'd liked men, not that
 way, but now she wasn't so sure. Because she had
 liked that
 . Him. Being
 with him.—Was she actually gay? Or was it simply a different thing to be with a man while embodied as a woman then while embodied with a man? She wondered, distantly, if this whole experience was changing her somehow.

But Tim... Christ what an asshole. He was probably uploading those photos somewhere right now—her on her knees, looking up, his dick in her mouth; her face and tits covered with his cum, looking shocked and violated and degraded. Video of her begging for the phone. Adam tried to think if she minded. She did look a little
 like herself, in the face anyway. And Tim might well say it was his college roommate on X-Change. With those two facts, plus a general knowledge of what X-Change is
 , it would be pretty undeniable that it was her. And, of course, knowledge of X-Change could only spread as the years went on; even if it stayed illegal, everyone would know what it did soon enough, just as everyone knew about coke or ecstasy even if they've never taken or even seen any. Her reputation as a pink pill slut could follow her for the rest of her life. And, of course, if she ever wanted to use X-Change again...

Use it again
 ? Where had that
 thought come from?

Adam turned in the shower. By this point she felt pretty clean. She took the soap, rubbed it into a lather, and spread it on her tits. God that was sexy. She was used to seeing it on other people—well, seeing pictures
 of it on other people—but even looking down at herself it was sexy. And now, rubbing her hands all over her own boobs, covered with a soapy sheen...

Was it weird to be turned on by her own body? Well, not really her
 body, her altered
 body. And even while it was
 hers, it wasn't, because it was actually his
 . But it was hers for the moment.

She washed the soap off her tits, moving her hands over them even once they were clean, seeing the rivulets of water cascading off them. Then she soaped and washed her ass. Damn. She couldn't blame them for going a little nuts. Well, couldn't blame Hank anyway—George hadn't
 gone nuts, and Tim had been just plain mean.

She took the hose down from its hook, and pointed it up between her legs. Oh my. She kept the water there, holding the hose in her left hand, and let her right move about her wet body. She imagined herself as a man, meeting such a woman, and taking her into a room, and putting his hands on her breasts. She imagined George, his mouth tickling her, and then inside her, beneath her, and then, somehow, on top of her. She imagined Hank, lying on her, thrusting inside her. She thought of the power she felt over him, when she felt brave enough to use it, how tongue-tied her sexy routine had made him. How stiff he'd gotten. How stiff and hard George was. George in her mouth, George in her body. Oh my goodness. She felt streams of pleasure move from the hose into her specialness, flowing out and down every limb and into every corner of her body. And then she imagined, no not Tim, he was gross, but she imagined those pictures, those horrible humiliating pictures being seen. Being laughed at. Being jerked off
 over. She imagined her friends
 seeing them. O my god is that Adam?! Look at her! She has a dick in her mouth and she's covered
 in cum and O! O! O! O! O!

She leaned heavily against the side of the shower stall as she cried out, the pleasure having crested within her and cascading throughout her body, a torrent, a tidal wave, flowing to every part of her. She realized she was screaming. She felt lightheaded. Taking a few very deep breaths, she stood, shaking all over with relief and lingering sensation. She hung the shower handle back on its nob, turned the water up even hotter, and stood and let it run over her face and down into her hair, feeling the pure bliss of the heat.

God she hoped no one had heard her just now. She hoped the water had drowned her out.

Still, she'd needed that.

After a few more minutes she shut off the water, got out, and tried to dry her hair, her incredible, long hair, Christ how did women deal with this. She took a towel—the last clean one, she'd gone through half a dozen just this evening, they'd have to find more—and wrapped it around her waist, and walked back across to her room, again encountering no one. She closed the door, locked it, and then lay down in the bed, and was asleep before she could even think how overwhelmingly strange her life had so suddenly become.













 

Chapter 20

Adam awoke. The sun was pouring in through the one, small, high window, casting a bright, sharp, quartered square on the wall opposite. Where was he? he wondered. And what... Oh.—Oh god.

She yanked back the covers. She had fallen sleep naked: she saw, on her body, the full, glorious tits that her three college roommates had variously caressed, squeezed and kneaded last night. Looking down further, between her legs, she saw a full tuff of hair, and nothing else. She reached down, unsure, even as she saw the rest of her, if it was really... nope. No penis; no balls; just a mound, a small, gently-slopped hill, crested down the middle with two pairs of—O gosh!—very sensitive lips.

She let her hand remain there for a moment, and contemplated jacking off again— I guess jilling off, now
 , she thought—but the notion of any of her three roommates hearing stopped her. Could she just be quiet about it? It's not like she ever made any noise when jacking off as a man, well, a few barely audible grunts maybe. But whether because women's bodies were different or because she just wasn't used to those sensations, so far she'd been pretty loud while coming. So she decided not to risk it. She didn't want to be overheard. The embarrassment about the photos Tim had taken, which had begun as violation and outrage but then morphed during her shower (she blushed, remembering) to an erotic humiliation, a spice which pleasantly flared the senses, had again settled down to plain-old humiliation, with a thin hard slice of fury alongside it. Damn Tim anyway. Those fucking things were forever.

Adam sat up and looked around. There was a small pile of clothes right beside the door, as if someone had opened it, placed them gently inside on the floor, and softly closed it again. She stood and moved over, aware yet again how her breasts were bouncing with each step. She wondered if real women were always aware of their breasts jiggling, or if it was just because she was not used to them. Probably just me, she thought. Women might wonder if men think about their dicks moving around, but we never do. Well I never do. Does anyone? She realized she didn't know. No one talked about it, but then, no one would, would they?

The clothes turned out to be women's clothes: blue jeans, but a woman's cut; a plain bra; plain green panties (which despite the lack of any ruffles or lace or anything still managed to be very feminine); and a T-shirt with a colored pattern but no words. Was it Hank who left these? she wondered. She didn't think anyone else had the money to spend on women's clothes, but it seemed, well, uncharacteristically thoughtful.

She tried the clothes on. The jeans fit magically well. The panties felt, astonishingly, unmistakably feminine. But so did she, she supposed. The bra was tricky to get on, and once she managed it, it felt a little tight. Was it too small, she wondered, or did they always feel like this? She thought she remembered seeing women say things on social media about how they always took off their bras when they got home because they were uncomfortable. So maybe this was normal. But still it pinched. She thought it might be too small. Taking it off, she read the label: 34C
 . Was she D? 36? What did those numbers really mean, anyway? She gave her own breasts a feel, but, of course, she had no idea as to their size. She didn't even have any idea what size her girlfriend had been. Adam was pretty sure that her tits were bigger than her girlfriend's, though, even it was hard to judge from the different angle. She put the bra back on.

The t-shirt, too, was tight—very tight. It really accentuated her breasts, the fabric wrapping around them so as to make her feel as exposed as if she were naked. She couldn't wear this. She took off the T-Shirt, rummaged in her bag, and found one of her own shirts, a Game of Thrones
 shirt with Don't make me add you to the list
 and a dagger printed on it. That'd do. Luckily she always bought her t-shirts extra large, out of laziness really, but now it had the side benefit that it still fit her. It was even just a bit big on her. And t-shirts were pretty gender-neutral clothing anyway, so it ought to look fine.

She stared at herself in the full-length mirror. She looked... casual. Like a normal college girl. Woman. Whatever. She thought, briefly, about changing out of the panties. She was glad they weren't pink or frilly or anything, but she was still worried about what Hank or Tim might say when they saw her in them. And they would
 see her.—Hell and damnation, what a day she had ahead of her. She had unbuttoned the jeans and begun to pull them down to change when she stopped. At first she was just arrested by the image in the mirror: an incredibly sexy woman, in a nerdy T-shirt, with her jeans and panties pulled down to mid-thighs. She felt a shiver run through her at the sight. Then she felt weird about that. Did gays and lesbians get attracted to themselves? Well, hardly the same situation she supposed. But looking at herself, she shivered all over.

She'd had the thought of taking the panties off and putting on some of her own underwear instead. But standing there, the pants around her thighs, she realized that there'd be a different sort of teasing if she was wearing patently masculine underwear with, well, this. (She cast her eyes at the image in the mirror.) After thinking about it for a moment, she concluded that the panties would probably
 draw less notice than the boxers, and decided to stick with them. She pulled the panties back up, and then her pants, and buttoned them again. Looked herself over in the mirror. God her hair was a mess. But she had no idea at all what to do with it. So she just stuffed it back behind her ears so it was out of her face, went to the door, and went out to confront the world.













 

Chapter 21

George was sitting in the large kitchen, alone. He was sitting on a stool at the marble-topped center island, eating a bowl of cheerios and reading a book. He looked up and nodded as she walked in. He was dressed, as usual, all in black, casual this time, just jeans and a t-shirt. She glanced at the cover of his book, which he placed down, open, to keep his place; she couldn't tell what it was—it was in German. She sat down at the island, catty-corner from him.

"What are you reading?" she asked.

"Hmm? Oh." George picked up the book, his finger keeping his place, and turned it as if suddenly forgetting what it was. "It's by Robert Mussil. Die Verwirrungen des Zöglings Törleß
 . Early twentieth century modernist novel." George carefully placed the book back down, open, and then glanced down at Adam. If either Hugh or Tim had done it, it would have been checking her out, but with George it didn't feel that way. "The jeans fit ok?" George asked.

"Mmm-hmm," said Adam. "Were those from you?"

George nodded. "I thought they might come in useful. Of course I wasn't sure whether they'd fit. But I figured it was worth a try."

"Where'd you get them?" Adam asked.

"My sister sent them to me," said George. "When she sent me the pills."

Adam knew that George had an older sister, a lawyer somewhere in Austria. "You told your sister
 about this?" she asked, incredulously.

George smiled. " She
 talked to me
 about it. She and her husband are... switchers, I guess is the translation? They take the pills together. On vacations. Weekends, maybe. That sort of thing."

Adam goggled. "Y—you talk about this stuff with your sister
 ?"

George shrugged. "Not the details, of course, And I didn't tell her about..." he waved around. "All this. I just said I might want to give it a try, and she sent me the pills and some of her old clothes." He looked at Adam again. "I take it the shirt didn't fit?"

"It was a—bit tight," said Adam, a little embarrassed.

George just nodded. "She's pretty thin," is all he said. "Or maybe these are her husband's, for when he's on X-Change. I don't know. But I'm glad that at least some of the clothes fit."

After a moment's silence, Adam got up, found herself a bowl and a spoon, poured herself some cheerios and added milk. At her first bite, she realized she was famished. She ate rapidly; George just watched her at first, and then continued eating his own breakfast.

"No sign of..." asked Adam after having all-but inhaled half the bowl.

George shook his head. "Haven't seen them." Then, after a moment, George asked, seriously, "How are you... managing?"

Adam shrugged. "It was a really weird night."

"I bet."

Adam took another bite or two. "Tim took pictures of me last night. On his phone."

George raised his eyebrows. "You let him take pictures
 ?" he asked incredulously.

Adam shook her head. "He just did
 it. I actually told him not to, and then tried to get his phone away to delete them."

"And...?"

"He laughed at me and left," Adam said, embarrassed that she hadn't found some way to stand up for herself.

George scowled. "That's not
 okay," he said.

Adam felt herself sob, suddenly overwhelmed at the support. She was embarrassed she'd vocalized it. Was this some hormonal thing from suddenly being in a different body? She cried occasionally as a man, but not all that
 often. Or did she? Images of herself sneaking off to find a corner to hide and sob in, after some petty high school bullying, flashed back to her.

"Hey," said George, and got up, and put his arms around her shoulders. "We'll talk to him this morning. Make him delete them."

The further sympathy simply caused Adam to sob harder, with tears starting to leak down her face. "He won't," she said, trying to control her breathing.

"We'll make him," said George, darkly.

"How can we make
 him?" asked Adam hopelessly.

George lowered his arm, took her by both shoulders, and looked her squarely in the face. " You
 can make them," he said.

"How?" asked Adam again.

"Tell him to delete the pictures, in front of you where you can see him do it, or the whole thing's off."

"Off? What..."

"If he doesn't delete those photos, your promise is null and void. He broke the contract. Delete them or that's it for him. Or maybe for all of us."

"He won't accept that," said Adam, feeling the tears still sliding down her cheeks.

"What could he do?" asked George. Adam just looked at him. "No," said George. "He will not
 rape you. We will not let
 him rape you."

"I don't know if I could stop him," said Adam in a small voice. "He's a lot stronger than I am. Certainly normally."

George frowned. "I'll back you. I think even Hank might back you. You know—it's not 'sporting', it's not 'good form'. 'It won't wash.'" These last three phrases he said in a remarkably plausible imitation of Hank's way of speaking, even as his native accent still came through, causing Adam to smile while still crying. George reached to one side, plucked a tissue, and handed it to her. While she dried her face, he added, "We won't let it happen. Hell, if he tries anything I'm going to call the police and tell them there's a rape in progress."

"You can't do that," said Adam.

George shook his head. "I don't care if we all do
 get busted for drug use," he replied. "It's not happening."

"I didn't mean that," said Adam, who had never thought of that possibility, realizing, for the first time, that she was now a drug criminal. She could be arrested. Would she put in women's lock-up? What about when she reverted? What was the punishment for a first offense of using X-Change, anyway? "I mean, I don't know if it would count as rape. Because I already promised I would."

"Of course it's still rape," said George with cold conviction. " Whatever
 you promise, with sex you never give up the right to change your mind. Hell, if you want to you can change your mind regardless of the pictures. For all three of us. If you just don't feel like it. You should
 , if you want to."

"I thought that you wanted this whole promise thing," said Adam. "It was your idea." She was still drying her face off.

"I was being stupid," said George, with what sounded like real self reproach. "Besides, you already went through with it once. You don't owe us anything further."

"I'm not sure Hank and Tim would agree."

"It doesn't matter what they think," said George. "They can call you a backslider or a welsher or whatever. Tell everyone you're a cheat. But legally you can change your mind. Morally too."

"It wouldn't be fair to you," said Adam, still softly. She looked down at her half-eaten bowl of cheerios, growing soggy.

"You don't owe us anything," repeated George.

"I wouldn't want to cheat you
 ," said Adam, pointedly, looking straight at him; and then, realizing what she'd just said, she dropped her spoon with a clatter. It fell into the bowl and splashed milk and cheerios onto the marble counter top. But she had raised her hands to her mouth, her eyes gone wide. She hadn't meant to say that, she hadn't known she thought it, it just slipped out. Even in her panic a part of her realized that by overreacting she had given up whatever possibility there might have been of writing it off as a slip of the tongue. She had just said
 it: she wanted George.—And, she realized, it was true. Some part of her anyway. She stared in horror at George's face.

But George just smiled, very gently, and bent forward to give her the lightest of possible kisses on the forehead. "Thank you," he said, very softly. "You don't know how good it makes me feel to hear you say that. How much it means to me."

Adam blushed, and gave another sob. Maybe it would be okay.

George put out his finger and put it under her chin, raising her eyes to his. "You're a good man, Adam," he said seriously.

And Adam, tears still in her eyes, her breakfast still splattered on the countertop, burst out into wild, hysterical, body-shaking laughter. Which George, a moment after, joined in.













 

Chapter 22

"Hey, ladies," said Tim, walking into the kitchen a few minutes later. He was wearing shorts, but no shirt. His eyes seemed fixed on Adam's, as if daring her to dart her eyes down at his bare chest, or simply to blush in memory of the night before. Adam stared stonily back.

George just nodded perfunctorily, and silently got up to get a paper towel to clean up the spilled cheerios and milk that were still on the table.

"An especial good morning to you, sweet lips," said Tim, coming over to Adam, leaning in to give her a kiss on the head, and grabbing a quick feel of her breasts at the same moment. Adam slapped his hands away, and Tim just laughed. "Is there anything but cereal? I could use a real breakfast."

"I'm sure our host would want you to feel at home," said George, waving expansively towards the kitchen.

"I've always thought that cooking was more girl's
 work. Don't you agree, Adam?" asked Tim with a chuckle.

Adam opened her mouth to try to answer, but before she could think of anything to reply, George said, calmly, "That's because you're a barbaric Neanderthal with more muscles than brains." Tim stopped short and stared at him. George had said it so levelly, so matter-of-factly, that he might have been talking about the weather. Tim blinked, as if unsure that George had really said what he'd heard.

Before Tim could formulate a reply, Adam said, "I want you to give me your phone, Tim. I want to delete those photos. That wasn't part of the deal."

Tim, angry and thrown off-balance, snorted. "Sweet tits," he said, "photographs are always
 part of the deal with a blow job. Didn't you know that?" Then he sniggered. "No, I guess you wouldn't know that, would you?"

Adam kept her emotions in check. "Give me your phone, Tim," she said again.

Tim took it out of his pocket held it up as if he were considering. "Well, aaaaaah... no," he said, snapping the final word and sticking the phone back in his pocket.

"If you don't give me the phone—" began Adam, softly and clearly. She cast a quick glance at George for support. He nodded: go on. Then she drew a breath and continued, "—then the deal's off. We said two fucks and a blow job. Not pictures. Give me the phone or you can damn well use your hand for the rest of the weekend."

Tim looked at her, astonished. She could see rage and defiance flashing across his face, and he looked like he was about to refuse. He met her eyes. Adam didn't flinch; she just stared coldly at him. Then Tim looked at George, who was also silently staring, and then at her again. He adopted a contemptuous sneer.

"Whatever," he said, "you pussy
 ." He pulled out his phone and began typing in his password.

Adam smiled. "One of us was going to be," she said with poison sweetness. "And another will be tonight. Maybe even you, Timmy dear."

He scowled again, but he slid the phone across the marble counter-top. Adam picked it up, opened the photo app, and deleted each of the photos. Going through them, one by one, she felt, along with renewed fury that Tim had taken them, a flush between her legs at how she looked. Was that her
 , looking up, cock in mouth? Covered with cum? So vulnerable, so... used
 ? Was that really her? Really him
 ?

She deleted them, and then checked the settings to make sure they were deleted from the cloud, too.

"Ok, that's enough," said Tim, reaching for his phone and pulling his fingers rapidly towards himself with a 'come on' gesture. "I said you could delete photos not go through my entire life."

Adam handed the phone back to Tim. Tim glanced at it, pocketed it, and then went to the cabinet to get himself a bowl and poured himself some cereal. George gave her a nod, and then picked up his book again.

"Today's the main event, eh?" Tim said, slurping his first bite, and then grinning, showing mashed-up cheerios on his tongue. "More of that sweet X-Change pussy on that no-longer nerdy body." He smirked, and let his eyes move conspicuously up and down. "When do we start?"

"Let's wait until Hank gets up," said George flatly from behind his book.













 

Chapter 23

Hank came in soon after, and made himself some eggs and bacon, serving some to Tim when the latter asked. George and Adam shared an eye-roll. Adam excused herself to use the bathroom again. What was
 it about having to sit down to pee that was so humiliating
 ? It made him feel like a woman
 like nothing else. Was it just that everyone thought of it that way? She washed her hands carefully, and, looking in the mirror, made a halfhearted attempt to get her hair in some sort of order. Then she gave up and returned to the kitchen. There were dirty dishes all over the center island—she repressed a temptation to pile them in the sink—but it was otherwise empty. She went downstairs to the rumpus room in the basement. The three of them were sitting there.

"Damn, girl," said Hank, running his gaze up and down at her as she sat down. "Your hair looks terrible."

Adam gave a pointed smile. "Yes, I'm not so good at styling it," she said sweetly. She leaned forward. "How are your
 hair styling abilities, Hank darling? Maybe you could help me with it."

Tim chortled. Hank scowled but didn't say anything.

A long moment's awkward silence passed.

"Well," said Tim eventually, "I don't know about the rest of you but I feel like taping some of this fine X-Change ass. Shall we get this show on the road?"

"That's up to Adam," said George evenly.

"The hell it is," replied Tim. "We had a deal."

"'Adam' is too weird," said Hank. They all turned to him, puzzled. "I mean as a name," he explained. "When he's..." he waved at Adam. "She."

"It's still his name," said George.

"No, Hank's right," said Tim. "It's too homo."

George emitted a soft, derisive snort.

"We should re-name him," said Hank.

Adam sighed. "Why don't I be Amy?" she suggested. "Until tonight."

"You'll always be Amy to me," said Tim with a sweet, nasty smile. Adam, despite herself, flushed slightly.

Hank frowned, considering. "Not the sexiest of names..." he mused.

"It'll do," said George.

And, just like that, she was Amy.

"So," said Tim, slapping his knees with his hand, "let's get fucking. I've still got two coming. Both pussy unless 'Amy' here wants to offer her ass. I'd make that
 trade."

Tim's bravado, having puffed into the room, hung in the air like flatulence. There was an awkward silence.

"Ad—Amy," said George, speaking to her directly, "It's really up to you."

"I think she should do us both at once," said Tim conversationally.

"It would move things along more quickly," said Hank.

Amy signed. "Fine," she said. "I'll do you both. If
 you give George your phones."

"What?" said Hank.

"I don't want any more
 photos taken without my permission," said Amy, casting a dark look at Tim. "I trust
 George. He can give them back once we're done and I'm dressed again."

Hank took out his phone, and looked like he was about to object. "Whatever," said Tim, taking his phone out of his pocket and thrusting it forcefully into George's hands. Hank, more slowly, with clear awareness that he'd missed something, did the same. George nodded, and slid them into his pockets.

"Now. Strip, bitch," said Tim.

"Okay," said Amy mildly, ignoring the insult. She stood up.













 

Chapter 24

It was the least sexy stripping any of them could imagine. Amy stood up and removed her clothing like she was changing in a locker room. She folded the jeans and the shirt, and then dropped the panties on top of them. She found herself stuck on the bra, though, reaching around to unhook it. Hank chortled at her awkward flailing. Thankfully after a moment George stood up and, gently, detached the latch for her.

"Thank you," she said softly. George sat back down, and she removed the bra the rest of the way, and dropped it onto the pile with the rest.

And then she stood there, arms by her side, waiting.

The three men looked at her. Amy saw that even George, who seemed to be trying to keep his eyes on her face, glanced down at her chest. When he snapped his eyes guiltily back up, only to see her tracking his gaze, he blushed deeply. But somehow, she actually felt warmed by his inability to look away. She gave him her kindest smile, and tried to mouth, "it's ok."

"Damn that pill makes some fine ta-tas," said Hank approvingly.

"She's quite a piece of ass," agreed Tim.

Amy just sighed. "How are we going to do this?" she asked.

There was a sudden awkwardness in the room. "She still owes Hank a blow job," said Tim, as if working out a complex dinner order, "and me a fuck. So he can get in front and I'll get behind."

"Fine," said Amy. She didn't move. "You both need to strip first," she added.

"You want to have something nice to look at while we do this, baby?" asked Tim mockingly.

"Well," Amy replied with a smile, "since Hank's going to be the one in front me, I guess that's a yes." Tim scowled.

Hank pulled off his shirt, and then his jeans. Tim, his hands on the band of his shorts, hesitated, and looked towards George. "You just going to watch, faggot?" he asked George, who was just placidly sitting, showing no signs of moving.

"If, as you keep saying, I am a 'faggot,'" replied George, "wouldn't I want to?"

"You're not really staying?" asked Hank, a bit uneasily.

George shrugged. "It's up to Amy."

Hank looked a little nervous. "Isn't it up to all of us?" he asked.

Amy looked at George and said, as sincerely as she could without sounding like she was begging, "Please stay, George."

Tim and Hank exchanged a glance, but didn't say anything. Tim, casting dark looks at George and turning slightly to try to hide his penis, pulled off his shorts.

Amy waited until both of them were naked. Tim was already erect; he saw her notice, and then leered. Hank, mostly erect, gave himself a few quick, surreptitious strokes, as if trying to move himself along. Amy, remembering the night before, looked him straight in the eye, and said sweetly, "Need some help?" Before Hank could do any more than blush slightly, she glided over and, standing casually beside, him, took his dick in her hand. She felt it stiffen at her touch. She looked at him, gave him a smile, and pulled a few times.

"If this is just you two, you can go get a room," growled Tim.

"No," said Amy, "Let's get this over with."

She moved until she was roughly halfway in between them. She pushed the coffee table aside; she didn't want to get knocked during, well, during. Bending and shoving it back, she was conscious of her breasts swinging below her; conscious of three pairs of eyes on them. Well, two pairs: Hank was staring at her ass as she bent, probably seeing pussy, too. Then, having made space to do so, she got down onto her knees, relieved that the room had a nice, thick rug. She put out her hands, leaned forward, and raised her ass in the air. Then, on all fours, she looked up, and just waited.













 

Chapter 25

Hank and Tim looked at her, then at each other, awkwardly. I guess men really do
 like some
 foreplay, thought Amy, smiling inwardly. Going from breakfast, bickering, and negotiation straight to sex was a bit of a leap. But that wasn't her
 problem. She was doing what she'd agreed to. She cast a quick glance at George, who gave her a quick smile, as if he knew what she was doing. Even as she looked back, though, she saw, out of the corner of her eye, George shifting, as if he was trying to conceal an erection of his own. That made her smile, and flush slightly between her legs. Then, straightening her head, she looked straight ahead of her—which, unfortunately, turned out to be at Tim's dick. She waited again.

There was another long silence. "Ok, let's stuff this bitch," said Tim, with the tone of an athlete telling a losing team they can still pull it off. He walked around behind her, stood there for a moment drinking in the sight, and then gave her ass a loud slap.

"Ow," said Amy.

"Watch it Tim," said George.

"Oh, fuck this hall monitor bullshit," said Tim, turning on him. "If you're going to sit there and get off on this, you damn pervert, you have to fucking keep quiet."

Amy turned her head and, again, mouthed "it's ok" at George, who nodded.

Amy sighed. "Come here Hank," she said. Hank walked over and stood in front of her. She reached up. She found she could balance all right as long as she had one arm on the floor. She took his dick in her hand again and gave it a few more strokes. Hank was looking down, mouth slightly open, looking just a bit shell-shocked. She smiled sweetly at him, and then, returning her attention to his cock, licked slowly around the head. Hank gave a low, intense moan.

At that moment, she felt Tim's hands knead her buttocks, roughly. Then he pulled her cheeks apart a little. Amy was afraid for a second that he was going to try and take her ass, regardless of what she'd said. She arched her back to make the angle work better for her vagina than her anus. She heard him spit into his hand—at least he
 had heard of lube, she thought—and he rubbed himself for a moment. Then, grabbing her hips, he plunged forcefully into her pussy in one push.

Amy gasped, from surprise and discomfort at the suddenness. Tim snickered. Hank looked down at her. She smiled up at him again, ignoring Tim's frantic thrusting against her backside. Mostly it felt weird, although she had to admit that as his cock thrust into her, it did feel a little nice too. A little. O god that spot. She tried not to make a sound. She reached up and put Hank's dick in her mouth, and tried to move her head up and down, without choking herself the way Tim had choked her last night.

For Amy, it hardly felt like sex. She was working, moving her mouth, trying to please Hank without gagging. But it was a task to concentrate on, not enjoyable. And of course she felt, every second, Tim pushing into her, thrust after thrust. She tried to focus on getting Hank to finish.

Tim felt far more awkward about the situation than he had imagined. He'd seen it in porn, but he'd never actually been
 in a threesome. Sure, there was a fine-assed bitch on her hands and knees, that was nice, but if he looked in the wrong direction he saw Hank
 . Once or twice he even met Hank's gaze. They both slid their eyes away like they had accidentally looked at the sun. Then, once, he cast a quick glance over at George, watching them, and damn it that faggot was looking straight at
 him. he looked down. Focus on the nice ass, bent before him
 , he told himself. He ran his hands over her curves, and throbbed as he saw her shiver. Focus on getting his dick wet. Focus on fucking this little nerd, humiliating him forever.

Tim reached down and smacked Amy's ass, and then again, as if frustrated she hadn't responded at all to his thrusts. The second time Amy felt herself gasp, as much as she could with Hank's cock in her mouth.

"You like that, don't you, you slut?" asked Tim, pounding hard.

"Mmm!" Amy moaned. She didn't want to. She didn't want to like any
 of it, but especially didn't want to give Tim the satisfaction. But having something inside her felt so nice.

No, it was more than that. It was the image of herself: she, Adam, being Amy, down on all fours, getting spitroasted, double-teamed, fucked twice. It was so dirty, so degrading, so humiliating; but that very degradation, the fact that she was being used
 , she found arousing. She realized she was still moaning, as much from the image of herself as from the physical sensations she was experiencing. It felt weird to have this big piece of hard flesh in her mouth; it was a bit deeper than was comfortable. But some part of her liked it, too. She tightened her mouth on it; Hank moaned. Meanwhile Tim was pounding away behind her. He closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the warm tightness on his dick. Then he opened, and saw her, bend over, and heard her soft moans. He grinned at the thought that neither of them would ever, ever
 forget it. Even if they were friends for decades, they'd remember this time he became she, and let them both have her, at once.

Amy looked up: Hank seemed to be sharing some sort of triumphant glance with Tim. She pulled her head back, letting his dick fall from her mouth, and Hank looked down, unhappy at the interruption. She grabbed him with her hand and jerked him off while she took a few big breaths, feeling like she had been swimming under water.

"O!" she gasped, as Tim pounded her especially hard from behind.

"You like that big cock, don't you slut?" asked Tim.

"O, o Hank
 !" Amy cried theatricality, looking at his cock and then up into his eyes, " you're
 so big
 !" Eyes still meeting his, she gave him a big smile before she looked back down and put him back in her mouth. She felt strange but she was almost relishing it, relishing being taken at both ends. She sucked rapidly.

Tim, of course, was furious. He knew she was trying to humiliate him; but that didn't keep it from working. She couldn't see him, but she could tell by the way his thrusts changed that he had gone from fucking her out of lust and joyful domination to fucking her out of anger. Hank, meanwhile, had to know that she was playing it up to dig at Tim, but even knowing full well why she said it he couldn't help be pleased. She glanced up again; he was looking down at her with a stupid grin on her face, delighted to get his dick sucked, delighted at her seeming delight in at his manhood. She winked at him, and she felt his dick pulse.

Then all of a sudden she felt Tim spurt into her, that weird feeling that she'd had—was this already the third time? His thrusts slowed. She renewed her focus on Hank, and in a moment he said, "I'm—I'm gonna—" Amy hadn't thought about it, but rather than have her spray her in the face or hair or anything, she pushed forward, kept him in her mouth until suddenly the salty stream went down her throat in two big globs. She pulled back, gagging slightly. It was like swallowing pudding too fast. Except yuckier. Hank stepped awkwardly back. Cum dribbled out of her mouth. Tim pulled out of her.

"You are such a great piece of ass," he said, slapping her one more time on the butt.

With a sudden fear of how she might look, she glanced over at George. He was looking at her; he clearly saw her, her degradation, her humiliation. But she saw no scorn or revulsion in his eyes. He was—well, yes, he was horny, she could see that, his erection was plainly visible beneath his jeans. But he was worried
 about her. She gave him an uneasy smile, and he smiled back. It was as if he didn't mind
 . Then she looked down at the floor, and spat out a huge gob of mixed semen and spit.

"Hey, that's going to stain the rug!" cried Hank.

Amy staggered to her feet. "Just tell your parents you were jacking off," she replied.













 

Chapter 26

At some point while they were fucking her, George must have gotten up and fetched a towel, because as she stepped away from the two naked men he stood up and handed it to her. She took it gratefully, and used it to wipe her mouth and chin, and then to wipe the sweat off of her trunk. When she felt Tim's cum dribbling down her leg, she took the towel and wiped it off her leg and then wiped her vagina, too.

"Fuck, Adam," said Hank, looking at her use of the towel.

"You can do laundry before we go," said Amy, carefully enunciating the 'you'. He just grunted. Amy tossed the towel onto the damp patch on the floor where the sex had taken place and, still naked, but hardly caring any longer, sat down exhaustedly on a chair. Her body ached, as if she'd just done some exercise. Well, she thought: I guess I did.

"So who's next?" asked Tim, still clearly somewhat angry over her tease about his cock size. "George, you're still owed a BJ. Want to front her while I take her from behind again?"

Amy said at once, "George and I are going to get together this afternoon. After—" she waved around at the rumpus room. "In private
 ," she added pointedly. She hoped George would back her play; to her relief, he nodded to the others with unhesitating agreement.

"We talked it over last night," George said. Amy managed not to wink at him, but she blessed him inwardly, and told herself to remember to thank him later.

"No fucking way," said Hank, who still seemed to be upset about the towels. "You get to perv at us, we get to watch you, too."

"Fuckin' A," agreed Tim.

George leaned back. "It's really not up to any of us," he said. "It's up to Amy." His voice was calm and flat, as if he were discussing the weather, which only made it more creepy. For the first time since she'd met him, Amy wondered if he did that on purpose.

"That's right," Amy said, "And we decided. You two wanted a threesome—"

"A threesome," muttered Hank, casting a glance at George, "not a four
 some."

"—and you got one," Amy continued. "George and I decided we want privacy."

"Bitch," said Tim, but his tone was one of defeat, and they all knew it.

Hank looked around. "So... what? We go again now? The three of us?" He didn't sound all that enthusiastic.

Tim shook his head. "That won't work," he replied. "We're both owed an actual fuck. No way to do that at the same time. Unless," he went on, in a thoughtful voice, "Amy wanted to try DP. You could take her pussy and I'd take her ass."

"We already discussed this," said Amy, coldly.

"No other way to make it work," said Tim, egging her on.

"Sure there is," said Amy. "We go in private. Upstairs. First me and Tim, then me and Hank, and lastly me and George." Hank and Tim nodded, feeling that they'd lost, but also not able to think of any arrangement that sounded better.

"And then," added George, "we try set number two. If anyone still wants to." Everyone was surprised at the implication—particularly since doing two rounds had been George's idea in the first place. But it had already been a longer, more awkward, and more stressful weekend than any of them anticipated. No one was ready to call it off, but each of them privately felt more temptation to do so than any of them suspected the others did.

"Gonna be Amy again," said Tim, with hollow confidence. Amy shrugged. She actually agreed. It seemed inevitable; it was just fate; but somehow, having endured it so far, enduring another night and day didn't seem as bad. There was a moment's silence.

"Ok, fine," said Tim. "Me first. But not in public."

"No," said Amy. "We can go to your room."

"Well, come on then," said Tim, bending and grabbing his clothes.

"Oh?" said Amy sweetly. "Don't you need some time to..." She pointedly looked down at his dick, which had shrunk into its normal wrinkled huddle. "...recover?" she finished, with a sympathetic smile. Tim growled, like a dog. I better be careful how much I tease him
 , Amy thought. I might push him too far
 .

"I'll be fine, bitch," said Tim. "Get up to my room."

He turned and stomped off.

Amy shrugged, picked up her neatly folded pile of clothes. "Will you stick these in my room?" she asked, handing them to George. "I'll probably shower right after..." she waved towards the stairs where Tim's stomps could still be heard.

George nodded. And then Amy, stark naked, but feeling oddly confident, walked up the stairs, somehow delighted to realize that both Hank and George were watching her rear as she ascended.













 

Chapter 27

Amy opened the door to Tim's room without knocking. Tim's room was slightly larger than the one she was staying in, and had a full-sized window and a chair. He was sitting in the chair, naked, and seemed to be touching himself to try and get himself hard again. Amy went in, shut the door, and leaned against it. He looked at her, his hand remaining on his larger but still-limp cock.

"You can be a real asshole," she said matter-of-factly.

"You fucking geek," said Tim. "You're one to talk, standing there after taking it at both ends."

To Tim's disconcertion, however, Amy just laughed. "It was your
 idea," she said. "Anyway, we'll see what happens tonight. Maybe that'll be you tomorrow."

"Fuck you," said Tim.

Amy laughed again. "It's just odds, Tim," she said. "One in four. Could be me. Could be you. Could be Hank or George. Just the luck of the draw." Amy didn't really believe it; she just knew
 , with cold certainty, that it would be her again. But she managed to say it with conviction.

The thought clearly disconcerted him. Tim focused on massaging his dick hard again, as if to reassure himself of his manhood. Amy stood and watched him work his cock, neither attracted nor repulsed. It looked a bit pitiful, really.

"Ok, slut," said Tim after a moment. "Go over to the bed and bend over."

Amy just giggled. "Gosh, you suave man you, no wonder you got so many girls this year," she said with mock amazement. "What with poetic lines like that."

Tim scowled. "Got more than you, you nerdy little virgin."

Amy laughed yet again. "I'm sorry, are you ragging on me because I'm a slut
 or because I'm a virgin
 ?" she asked. "You... do
 know it can't be both, right?" She felt like she was playing with fire, teasing Tim like this; but she couldn't bring herself to stop.

He was looking at her, hungrily. His eyes were mostly focused on her tits, but they roamed too, particularly returning to her face and the spot between her legs. His cock had mostly recovered; it stuck out, even if it was not entirely back to full tumescence. If he wasn't such an asshole, thought Amy, feeling slightly weird about it but still letting her eyes run up and down his body, he might even be good looking. There was no question he was in excellent shape. Better than any of the rest of us. Then her eyes returned, drawn as if against her will, to his cock. She knew he was watching her look at him, knew he would revel in her looking at his dick. But she couldn't help herself. She had a sudden impulse to step forward and grab it, but she suppressed it. She wanted to have things out, to get past whatever this was. She looked up, and sure enough, there was Tim, tracking her gaze, leering.

"Bend over, bitch," he growled.

Amy took a deep breath, and made a huge effort not to continue parrying his anger with flirtatious teasing, even though that seemed to work. Because
 it seemed to work.

"We're friends, Tim," she said. "I mean, we were before this weekend anyway. Ok, sure, I'm a nerd, you're a jock, eternal hostility and endless war, law and chaos, yin and yang, Marvel and DC, yada yada yada. But we were
 friends. And then this." She gestured about, as if the house embodied the tension. "You won, I lost. Fine. I admit it. Bravo. Well done. I'm a woman for a day, and you all get laid. Does it have to be so... I don't know, hostile? Can't it just be, like, fun? I mean, you like sports, right? What if we just had a pick-up game? No big rivalry, just shoot some hoops?"

Amy then cursed herself for the double entendre. Fuck, it was hard to think of things that didn't
 have to do with sex.—Even curses, she then thought, noticing the sentence her mind had just come up with, and giggled. Come up. Damn, she couldn't stop.

Tim stood there, cock erect, looking at her. Trying to decide if she was trying to put one over him somehow. Maybe trying to master his emotions. Amy couldn't tell. After a long silence, he finally said, "Fine. Whatever. How do you want to do it?"

She looked at him, walked over to the bed, and bent over.













 

Chapter 28

Tim's cock throbbed at the sight of her bent over. She was
 willing to bend and take it. She knew where she was. Who
 she was. She just was yanking his chain, that's all.

Feeling back in control, he walked over, put his hand on her ass, and rubbed it for a moment, ending with a squeeze. "God look at you," he said, more to himself than anyone else.

This is what turned him on: a woman, bent before him. Agreeing to it. Doing it. They could be bossy or bitchy or high maintenance, but then, in the bedroom, they bowed, and let him at their rears. Surrendered in the most primal and absolute way possible. He loved it. He looked at her again. His cock throbbed.

Amy just waited. She wanted to just despise him, pity him for being so—so nasty, so petty, so mechanical
 about sex. He didn't want to have sex with her; he wanted to use her to jack off, just for the raw physical feeling. But no, it was more than that: he wanted to fuck her so he could say he had. And in truth Amy blushed to think that some day, walking through campus, she might run into Tim and some of his football buddies: and that after they passed with silent nods, she'd hear him talking about X-Change and her bending over and showing her ass and him taking it. In her mind, the football players turned, looked at him, hooted with derisive laughter, as he blushed, furiously.


She
 blushed. Now, here, it was she. And she, now, bent, blushing, couldn't deny that there was something so amazingly vulnerable, so sexy
 , about being like this. She didn't want Tim, not really; but she wanted someone: someone to take her, to thrust into her, to have bent her over
 . She realized she was wet. She trembled slightly with anticipation.

As if reading her thoughts, Tim laughed. "You slut," he said, and Amy yelped as he stuck his finger inside her without warning. "You're sopping
 ." And at the taunting Amy felt herself moisten further.

Tim laughed again, as if egging himself on. Then he took a hip in each hand; paused to give a rough squeeze to her left ass check, angled her, positioned himself, and then, suddenly thrust inside her.

"O! O God!" Amy cried.

Tim cackled triumphantly. Amy knew that her enjoyment was pleasure for him: for him it meant triumph, domination, power, a mark of her humiliation and submission. But her very knowledge of that fact flushed through her, and the heat of the embarrassment became indistinguishable from the heat from her pussy as he plunged into it. He was hard; he was a man; he was having his way. With her
 . She was soft; she was taken; she was subsumed. She cried out again; he laughed again; and with each cry, his mocking laughter stirred her to greater heights, which simply caused her to cry out yet louder.

Tim thrust hard. This, this, this
 was what he wanted. To have her there, at his mercy, at his will. Neither of the first two times had done it, but this did. He bent forward, reached out, and let go of her hips to grab those supple, swinging tits. He squeezed them hard. She moaned again and, as with every moan, the sound just intensified it for him. Then she started to gasp "O! O! O!" and he realized she was going to come, she was going to climax to his taking her, to his having his dick in her, and look at her, the little nerd, she just couldn't help herself. He wanted to shout triumphantly.

Amy was humiliated by her cries, but she couldn't stop them: the embarrassment drove them, each ratchet up of humiliation bringing another cry, which in turn brought another bit humiliation, and on and on, rising, and she felt it rising inside her too, it just felt good
 , this man, this asshole, taking her, having
 her, her bent, submitting, helpless, and his triumphant laugh and her helpless moans and cries made her "O!" she screamed, and at that he laughed, and she just screamed again, "O! O! O! O! O!" The feeling washed over her, it was in her face and ran down her stretched arms and into her ass and her cunt and her swinging breasts and her legs and her shoulders and her whole body, she vibrated and screamed, and just when she thought it was over it returned stronger still.

And Tim was triumphant: riding her, riding her like a bitch, like a captain who had captured a ship, her luscious round ass and her swinging tits all his, with her screaming, moaning, whimpering
 at the majesty of his dick; he felt like a king, like an emperor, he had her, he would always have
 had her, she could never deny those screams, and then Tim felt himself tighten, and he shot into her, marking her, sealing her, making her his forever. Tim was here
 , he thought, as his dick pulsed again, squirting into her. Tim was here.


They slowed. Amy, resting her head on her arms, still feeling her tits swaying even with Tim's slowing thrusts, squirmed, the humiliation still there, the humiliation of having enjoyed it, at having bent over, god she could have done anything why did she chose that
 , and now that she had climaxed it was no longer a spiced, sweet humiliation but just a dull aching one, even as her body relaxed. Tim pulled out of her. She moved, and let herself rest on the bed.

After a moment, she looked up at Tim. He grinned, as if the look itself was the crowning moment. He pursed his lips and make a kissing motion. "You're a good fuck, sweetheart," he said. He bent to his suitcase, pulled out a clean pair of boxers and slid them on. Then jeans. "A glorious piece of ass." He got out a shirt and pulled that on too. "It was a pleasure having had you."

Amy, lying in his bed, exhausted, just sighed.

"And by the way," said Tim, moving to the door, opening it, and then turning back with a grin and one last parting shot. "I uploaded all those photos of you last night. You may have gotten them off my phone, but I bet there are guys all over the world jacking off to you right now." He looked thoughtful. "Probably some who know you, too," he said, as if just now realizing it. Then, snickering, he went out, closing the door behind him.













 

Chapter 29

Amy took her third shower as a woman. Unlike all the others, there was nothing wondrous or sensuous about this one. She just felt dirty
 , and was cleaning up.

What an unbelievable shithead. Fuck him anyway. She knew that he was taunting her—about getting fucked, about liking it, and about those damn pictures—just to try to make her miserable. She tried, as best she could, to master her emotions. She tried not to care. It was her only defense. She thought about those images, about guys seeing them, which the previous night had somehow seemed sexy, and tried to be clinical about it. Who would recognize her, really? I mean, sure, if someone closely studied the images they might think she was her own cousin or something. But do people really look at a woman covered in cum and think, Oh, that must be that guy I know, but on X-Change? Or do they just look and beat off? She knew what she did.

What sites had he put them on? Amy closed her eyes, the water still pouring over her. She knew that she had to go, find out where he had posted them, get them down now
 : the longer she waited, the quicker they would spread, until eventually there would be no containing them any more. But she was tired, and didn't feel like she had the strength to go one on one with Tim again. Or even two on one, assuming George backed her.

Tim had said people who knew her were looking at them. Was that true? Where had
 he uploaded them? Some social media page connected with the school? Had he labeled them with her real name? Or said that it was his roommate on X-Change? Or was that part just a lie to try to humiliate her further?

She tried to shake it off. She was done with Tim anyway. Done with that dick. She giggled a bit at her own pun.

Done until tonight, she then thought, with a sinking feeling in her stomach. When it would all start again. Christ she wished that she wasn't at risk a second time.

She got out of the shower, dried herself, and walked, uncovered and still damp, into her room. George had left the clothes she'd been wearing on the bed. She dressed and then went downstairs into the kitchen.

Hank and Tim were sitting there, talking and laughing. Amy knew what they were talking about, because as soon as she walked in they looked up and burst into laughter.

"So, uh..." said Hank as Tim smirked. "I heard you, uh, had a good time." They both laughed uproariously at this too.

Amy smiled sweetly, suddenly feel the ancient giant stirring inside her again. "Well, you know how it is, Hank sweetie," she said with a voice rich with honey, "If I can't have your
 glorious member, I have to settle for—" she let her gaze shift pointedly to Tim for a moment, and then back "—third best," she finished.

Tim scowled angrily. Hank tried hard not to look pleased, and failed. It had worked, Amy thought; divide and conquer.

"Where's George?" she asked.

"What is it between you and that faggot anyway," asked Tim grouchily.

Amy shrugged. "There are only so many real
 men in this house," she retorted.

Hank cleared his throat. "He, uh, went out to the store. He'll be back in a bit."

Amy just nodded.

And then Hank, suddenly embarrassed, said, "Do you want to, uh..." He trailed to a stop, with a quick nod in the direction of the stairs.

Amy sighed. "Let me get some food first," she said. "I know it's still a bit early for lunch, but I'm oddly famished."

"Got some exercise," growled Tim, but the insult landed flat, and Amy went to rummage around for some bread and sandwich fillings.

While Amy was eating, George returned. He simply raised his eyebrows at her to ask how she was; she shrugged, and then somehow she and George both snickered. Tim, feeling that he was the butt of some joke, looked up angrily; but nothing was said, and Amy kept eating while George unpacked the groceries he'd bought.

Amy finished, drank some water, closed her eyes, and breathed out. "All right," she said to Hank with a sigh. "Let's go."

She could tell that he was disappointed by how much like a chore she made it sound.













 

Chapter 30

Amy and Hank went up to the master bedroom. She sat on the bed. She was going to fuck him, she'd promised, but damn if she'd let him make her initiate things. If he wanted her, he had to ask.

Hank looked embarrassed, sat down, stood up, and moved about a bit nervously. Obviously he didn't know where to begin.

"I'm sorry I said that before," he said. "About the towels and the rug, I mean."

Amy shrugged. "We'll just do laundry," she said, softening the statement with a 'we', "before we leave."

Hank nodded, already distracted by something. Amy watched him fidget for a moment. "Can I ask you something?" he said, not meeting her eye.

"Sure," she said.

"Do I—I mean, just now. What you said, about me and Tim. You were just—I don't really—" he stammered.

Amy shook her head. "Sorry, Hank," she said. "I was just trying to wind up Tim."

Hank looked like he'd both heard what he'd expected to hear and received a terrible disappointment at once. "Yeah," he said. "That's what I thought." He paced again. "He can be sort of a dick, can't he?"

"Sometimes," said Amy. "Particularly with women, I'm guessing."

"Yeah," said Hank.

She watched him shuffle again.

"Do I—" he said awkwardly. "I mean, just compared to—"

Amy sighed. "Do you really want to know the truth?" she asked.

Hank nodded yes, although his petrified face belied the gesture.

"The truth is that as far as I can tell, you all just have penises
 ," said Amy, feeling a little awkward admitting out loud her intimate familiarity with them. "It's not like any of you are that different than anyone else. I mean, I don't know, I didn't, like, measure
 or anything. But so far as I can tell you're all about average. Or all about the same anyway. No one is tiny, no one is particularly hung like a horse or anything."

"Oh," said Hank, "Yeah, that's what I thought." He seemed intensely relieved.

Hank sat on the bed, got up, locked the door, and sat on the bed again. He looked at his hands, and then at Amy. "This is a lot more awkward than I thought it would be," he said.

Amy snorted. "You're telling me," she said.

"I mean," continued Hank, "I think I was thinking of it as like, well, like hiring a hooker. I mean, yes, sure, ragging on someone for being
 that hooker too. That chance, and that risk
 , was part of the fun, no question. But I didn't connect
 them, you know? I thought about ragging, well, who ever
 it was, afterward, and I thought about fucking a hooker, but I didn't think about, you know, fucking one of you guys."

Amy nodded. "That makes sense," she said. It was unusually self-reflective for Hank, she thought.

"So I just, I mean, I don't know, if you..."

Amy braced herself. "If you make me say I want it, then you're making me say I want it," she said. "If you say I owe it to you, then I'm doing it because I have to."

"Oh. Right." said Hank. He paused. "Do you like it?"

Amy sighed. "I don't know. I mean, it feels horrible to say I do. But yeah, I guess, maybe." She shuddered. "Maybe I am really gay, like Tim kept saying."

"I don't think so," said Hank quickly. "I mean, I expect it's just a side effect of the pill or something."

"It doesn't effect the brain," said Amy.

"No, but it affects the body. What feels good in the body might change, right? And the fact that you are
 in a different body probably changes things too."

"Probably," said Amy. "I guess we'll see."

They sat in silence for a moment.

"So do you want to, uh, I mean, could I..."

Amy, with one swift motion, pulled her T-shirt over her head, and then reached behind and, by some miracle, managed to unhook her bra in one go.













 

Chapter 31

"Damn," said Hank in a throaty whisper, looking at her still-jiggling tits. Then, looking up, he met her eyes, and he blushed a little, and said, "I mean, sorry, but you know, dude, they're... I mean..."

Amy laughed. "It's okay," she said. She raised her hands and moved them playfully. "They are
 nice, aren't they? I gotta admit I'd probably love them if they were on somebody else." Inwardly, she thought, with some surprise, that she loved them on herself, too. But she decided not to say that.

"Yeah," said Hank with a relieved grin. "I wonder if X-Change always turns everyone into such a looker. What are they, anyway? Cs? Ds? Double-Ds?"

Amy rolled her eyes. "How the hell would I know?" she asked.

"Oh, yeah, right," said Hank. He paused. "Can I...?" he asked, filled with desperate desire but embarrassed too.

Amy nodded, and he moved over, and he held out his hands, and traced them around her breasts, cupped them in his hands, felt her nipples. At that last gesture Amy gave a slight sigh of pleasure.

"Do you... like that?" asked Hank.

"It feels nice," said Amy.

"Good," said Hank. He seemed to mean it.

They leaned forward simultaneously, as if on telepathic cue, and kissed. They kissed for a while, as Hank kept fondling her breasts. Then Amy pulled back; for an instant Hank thought he had done something, but she just unbuttoned her jeans, pulled them off, and dumped them on the same side of the bed she'd thrown her T-shirt and bra. Where the hell did she get a bra
 anyway? wondered Hank. But before he could ask, Amy gripped the edges of her panties and, meeting his gaze, looked at him as she pulled them off. Hank felt his dick, already hard, stiffen further.

Amy sat back and spread her legs. He saw her pussy—wet, hairy, rich, real. He ached at the sight. He wanted to bend forward and kiss it. His cock was straining at his pants.

"Your turn," said Amy softly.

Hank pulled off his shirt, and then his jeans. Amy giggled slightly as his jeans came off and showed his erection tenting his boxers. Hank blushed deeply. "Oh, it's fine," said Amy. "Really it's cute." She reached over and felt him through the thin fabric, and kissed him again as she fondled. Then she sat back once more. "Go on," she said.

Hank pulled off his boxers, and was naked. His erection was rigid before him. Amy, leaning back, her legs again spread, beckoned with her finger. He slid forward, somewhat embarrassed by his own eagerness. They kissed, with him right beside her, running his hands over her breasts and hips and thighs.

Actually Amy was eager too, and if anything more embarrassed by it. After all, Hank was eager to fuck a beautiful woman—what was embarrassing about that? Well, ok, it was his roommate, but still, transformed almost beyond recognition. Almost. Fuck
 . The notion of those pictures being somewhere on the web came into her mind again. She'd meant to do something about it, before it was too late, but instead she was here, desperate for Hank to thrust into her. And now that she was aroused, the embarrassment, the humiliation at the thought of people seeing the pictures, people jacking off to them, to the cum on her face, to the cum on her tits, to her tits
 , was again charged with erotic electricity that made her feel more desirable still. Damn it, Hank, she thought, don't make me beg. It's embarrassing if it's me who initiates it. Just come take me already. She felt intense, wet heat between her legs.

But without her noticing, Hank had reached out, and, causing her to yelp a little bit in both surprise and pleasure, he inserted his index finger into her. She closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation, but wishing it was more. Wanting his cock. wanting him.

"Are you going to make me beg?" Amy asked, almost gasping.

Hank smiled—and while, last night, it would have been a smile of triumph at reducing her to begging, here it was a different smile, an eager smile, the smile of one who wants desperately and is told, at last, that he is wanted in return. He pulled out his finger, causing her to intake her breath sharply in what sounded like a pleasured sound. He shifted and moved toward her. Amy slid down so she was no longer propped up on the pillows, and then grabbed a knee with each hand, and pulled down to spread herself wider. Here, she thought. I am vulnerable. I want you. Take me.

Hank tried to position himself, but seemed a little shaky, with excitement or nervousness or desire, Amy wasn't sure. She leaned forward again and kissed him, releasing her right knee as she did to massage his rigid rod at the same time. Her touch made him gasp. Then she lay back once more, grabbed her knee again, and he, steady now, leaned forward, and, slowly, oh my god so slowly, please please please just take me—pushed into her.













 

Chapter 32

Amy let go of her knees, and wrapped her legs around him, as though grabbing him for a wrestling match. But she just pushed him further in. Hank kissed her, his hand still roaming about, caressing her ass, her hips, her breasts, oh my god her breasts. He put both hands on them. She kissed him on the lips, closed her eyes, and told him by the pull of her legs—no, now it was her arms too, she was wrapped around him, clinging to him, as though to keep from falling—to push harder and harder.

Amy could hardly believe how good it felt. "Go deeper. Harder, Hank. Harder." And then realized, with an intense blush, that she had said it aloud. Hank hardly seemed to notice, unless his pressing in more fiercely was in response. She felt engulfed in him, swimming. She loved the feel of his hands on her, of her limbs wrapped around him, of his stiff cock thrusting inside her. Oh God she loved
 that cock! She could barely understand what it meant, to have that rigid flesh inside her, but somehow it caused shivers in every part of her body.

Hank, too, was in ecstasy. She was so gorgeous, so sexy, she wanted
 him, he, his cock, was bringing those moans from her. She, who was not a woman at all, was made one by him. He kissed her, and roughly grabbed her breasts. She moaned. He pushed and pushed, inside her, his hands on her, and then O shit, he realized, too late, that he had overreached, that it was too much, and for half a second he tried desperately to hold himself back, but it was like willing gravity not to work, and he felt himself shoot inside her, and heard her gasp as she felt it.

Hank felt instant, burning shame. He'd come too soon. Again
 . Just like last night. George had brought her to orgasm—they'd heard her, and to his shame now that he thought about it, he and Tim had snickered over it; Tim had even tried, unsuccessfully, to record the sound on his phone. And then Tim had, loudly, brought her to orgasm this morning. But he! He had lost control. He had been so intoxicated with her smell and the soft swells of her breasts and the tight embrace of her cunt that he had just let go, and was now spent. He could feel himself soften, still within her. They were slow now, then still, and she looked at him as if trying to figure out why he had done it.

He slid off, and looked down at himself, filled with shame and self loathing. God he was pathetic.

Amy sat forward, covered in slight sweat, her breasts still swaying alluringly as she moved. "What's wrong, Hank?" she asked.

"I'm sorry," he said, meaning to say it calmly, matter-of-factly, but as he said it his voice broke, and before he knew it, his body was shaking with sobs. As if his humiliation at his not lasting had not been enough, he wept with wild shuttering sobs, like a little girl, while Amy, her soft, fragrant flesh pressed against him, held him and said "Shhhh," and "It's okay," and "What's wrong
 Hank?"

And so he had to tell her.

Slowly, still heaving great breaths, barely able to enunciate for his continued sobbing, he spoke in a long, rushed mumble: how he'd tried to continue, how he'd lost control, just like last night, and he wasn't trying to be selfish, he was trying to be good to her too, and he was just weak and pathetic, and Amy just sat there, holding him, stroking his back, cooing to him, while he cried.

And before he knew it, somehow he was talking about his girlfriend, too, about how he was always unsure with her, sexually anyway, and even though normally she seemed to like his company, she seemed bored in bed, and he would always come too early then too, and what was wrong with him, and he was no man, he was pathetic, he was the least masculine man on the face of this Earth...

At that, Amy reached out, put her finger under his chin, and raised his face. She was smiling; she was all right; she understood. "The least manly man?" she said. "What does that make me?"

He started to blubber, again, about how anyone would be a woman on X-Change, but he, he wasn't a man even as
 a man.

Amy sat there listening. She hardly knew what to say. She was astonished at this outpouring of grief and shame and embarrassment. As a man, she would hardly have known what to do. But now she had something to
 do. She pulled him close beside her, she held him. And—though he hardly seemed to notice it—she reached out and began to stroke him again.

They lay there a long time. She stroked his dick gently, and listened to him recriminate himself for being bad in bed, a fuck-up, nothing without his daddy and his daddy's money. And as she listened she kept stroking him. And eventually, after who knows how long, he realized he was hard again, hard enough to keep going.

"We only said twice," he whispered.

"This still counts as number two," Amy replied softly.

And, now lying side by side, he slipped into her. He grabbed her ass and she gasped with pleasure. He used it to push her against him, and he bent his head and sucked her nipples, which caused her to gasp further still. After a minute she rolled over, pulling him on top of her, and spread her legs, and he pushed, just as he had before, hard into her. And rather than drive him on, she just kissed, him, and hugged him with only her arms, and then let go even those as she started to moan. She didn't hold back, and let herself moan, loudly, and then gasp, and then cry out, as Hank, thrusting into her, brought her to her second climax of the day.

After that, they lay, pressed closely together, for a long while.













 

Chapter 33

Eventually, Amy rose. She told Hank she needed a shower—yet another shower!—and asked him to go downstairs and ask George to meet her in his room. Hank, smiling gently, agreed. Amy gathered her clothes and held them against herself. Hank got dressed, and then stood next her as she stood, naked, but covered with the clothes pressed against her. Hank looked at her.

"Thank you," he said.

She leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the cheek. "You're a good man, Hank," she said. And then she blushed and looked away, and he almost didn't catch her next words. "And I don't know anything about being a woman really, but as far as I can tell, you're a good lover, too," she said.

And then she darted quickly out the door.

Hank took a moment, looked in the mirror. He was disheveled; his face was still somewhat obviously streaked with tears. He stepped cautiously out into the hall. He heard Amy running the shower. He wondered, briefly if, given everything, he could step in and just use a washcloth to clean his face. They'd shared a bathroom when they were in the dorm, of course, and they had just made love. But somehow walking as she, as a woman, showered was within the uncanny valley of the relationship, and he felt he couldn't. So, not running, but walking quickly, he stepped down the stairs and went straight into the downstairs bathroom, and washed his face. There. Now he looked just disheveled. But it's not like they didn't know what he'd been up to. The sex anyway.

Then he went into the kitchen. Nothing. But he heard sounds from downstairs, and he went down to the rumpus room, where he saw Tim playing a video game; George was reading some German book on a couch. They both looked up as he came in.

"Took you long enough," said Tim sourly. "You hit her G spot?"

Hank shook his head. "You really are
 an asshole, Tim," he said. Then he went to the fridge off the rumpus room, and got two beers. He offered one to George, who shook his head, so he handed it to Tim, who seemed grumpy and out of sorts, but took it. The second he opened for himself.

Tim looked at the clock on the video console. "You better hurry, George," he said. "She turns back into a pumpkin in just under three hours. Don't want to be there for that. Unless, you know, you actually do."

George ignored him, and turned to Hank with a wordless question.

"She's showering," replied Hank. Tim sniggered. Hank went on, "She said she'd meet you in your room."

George nodded, stuck his finger in his book, and walked up the stairs.

"Damn faggot probably wants Adam's dick more than Amy's pussy," said Tim, looking up the stairs.

"Shut up, Tim," said Hank. "C'mon, switch to two player mode. I want to play too."













 

Chapter 34

George stopped in the kitchen and, pausing, got one of the apples which he had bought while at the store out of the fridge. He washed it, dried it, and then went up to his room. He knocked on the door. "Come in," said Amy. Hank opened the door, went inside, and locked it.

She was naked. She was sitting on his bed, with her knees pulled up to her chest, her arms on her knees, her chin on her arms. George couldn't help but notice her pussy peaking out from between her legs. "Are you okay?" George asked, and was relieved when she laughed.

"I'm fine," she said. "It's been a really, really weird day."

"Yeah," said George. He walked up and handed her the apple. "I know you had lunch, but it was a while ago, and I thought you might be hungry."

"Thanks," she said, and took the apple from him. He sat beside her on the bed. She bit into it. "That's good," she said.

"How are you... holding up?" George asked. "Really?"

Amy smiled. "Don't worry," she said. "I'm up for one more round before the cock crows," and then she giggled at her own unintentional pun.

George looked wounded. "I didn't mean that," he said, and it was true: he would never pressure her. She'd been through enough. But at the same time, try as he might, he kept stealing glances at her breasts, her legs, her pussy. She was utterly gorgeous, and he felt himself stiff with desire. He tried to tell himself that if he needed to he could just wait and jack off. If she doesn't want to, she doesn't want to.

"I know you didn't," replied Amy, still eating the apple. "I didn't mean to say you did. But a deal's a deal."

"You know, you really don't have to go through with it if you don't want to," said George. "That whole promise thing was the stupidest idea I've ever had."

Amy smiled. "Stupider than getting X-Change in the first place?"

George gave a small laugh. "You'll have to tell me."

Amy laughed, but didn't respond. She finished the apple, stood up off the bed, and went to the corner where there was trash bin. She dropped the apple core in, and then turned to face him. She was still wet from her shower; the light came in through the window and drops of water on her moist breasts reflected it. George felt himself almost mesmerized. He pulled his gaze away, shifted to try to deal with the awkward intensity of his erection, and then looked up at her again, making a great effort to look her in the eyes.

"I mean it though," he said. "Only if you want to."

Amy smiled. "You really like to make me say that I want
 to have sex with you, don't you, George?" she asked. But George realized that she was not as uneasy about it as she had been when she'd said something similar the night before. So he found he could answer honestly:

"No," he said, "Not exactly. But I am really glad that you do."

"Stand up," Amy said. He did. "Walk over here," she said. He obeyed. Then, without another word, she got to her knees, and began to open his jeans.

"Wait," he said, "I thought—I mean, last night—"

"I told you that didn't count," she said. She pulled his jeans aside, and reached through the slit in his boxers and pulled out his cock. She began stroking it, lightly.

"I don't think we have time to go twice," he said, although his resistance was weakening.

Looking up at him from below, Amy winked. "Then we'll just warm you up this way," she said. "Consider it an hors d'oeuvres." And, leaning forward, she ran her tongue around the head of his penis.













 

Chapter 35

George moaned with pleasure. The feeling of her tongue on the tip of his penis made him shiver. He looked down. Amy was looking at his cock with the expression of one trying to solve a puzzle. She licked the base, and then along the side, each time flicking her gaze up to see what its effect on him was. George tried to be an upright guy, not to pressure her, just because of some stupid promise he'd extracted on a brain fart. But he had to admit he was shaking with desire.

Amy having teased and licked him, opened her mouth, and put him inside, moving her head gently back and forth. George moaned again. Her mouth full of him, she looked up just as he looked down. It was the same pose she had been in with Tim: mouth full, looking up, he all but dressed, she stark naked. But it felt totally different. She felt safe with George; she loved him.

Wait, she what
 ?

She pushed the thought aside. That was probably just the unfamiliar hormones and the strangeness of the day talking. But she liked him; she wanted to please him; she wanted him to please her. And she knew that he would. He was a kind, considerate lover.

She sucked for another minute. Then, pausing for a breath, she pulled away, taking him in her hand and moving up and down while she did.

"If we're going to stage two," said George with a slight tremor in his voice, "we'd better do so now. Because if you keep going—"

Amy nodded. She released him, went over to his bed, lay down, and spread herself open. George felt himself tremble with desire. He pulled off his shirt, off his pants, off his boxers. He moved over to the bed and climbed on. Crawling over, he crouched over her; they shared a long and deep kiss. He reached down and ran his hands over her breasts; she reached up and gently stroked his cock. Then, aching and brimming with desire, he shifted, put the head of his cock against her vaginal lips, and moved it gently up and down. She moaned with pleasure and need. And then, steadying himself, George pushed slowly into her.

As he did, she gasped. She had now felt a lot of men in her—well, three, each several times. It always felt nice. But somehow George felt the best. She turned away from that line of thought—she could see love waiting down the road, like a police car by the highway, and turned to avoid the arrest. She looked up at him and enjoyed the moment. She felt his hands, so much more confident, so much more skilled
 then either of the others moving around her body, sending shivers everywhere they went. She kissed him, and then pulled slightly back to gaze into his eyes. They looked, inches apart, as she felt him move within her, and he felt her move with him. She reached with muscles she didn't know she had, that she didn't
 usually have, and squeezed, and was repaid with a gasp. She smiled, and then he did too: they felt good, together, interlocked, he in her, she holding him.

And then, after a moment, she looked away, because all of a sudden it got to be too much, and she began to gasp: "O! O! O! O!" She was embarrassed by the sounds, but then realized he was making noises too, grunts, punctuated by sharp breaths. He pushed his hands under her, gripped her back with one, and her ass with the other. She did the same, grabbing his ass which, she was startled to find, did not feel grotesque and angular as she would expect a man's ass to feel, but shapely and perfect and which sent a thrill emanating down from her hand through the rest of her. They kissed; the moved up and down, like a single creature, joined, united. Then the kiss broke, as she screamed even louder "O! O! O! O!" And he too was shouting "Ohhh, Ohhh," and at the very moment she crested the infinite wave, she felt him explode inside her, and their bodies shivered and trembled together as the waves from one amplified the waves from another, and they merged together in a final, ecstatic, spasmodic scream of union and bliss.













 

Chapter 36

Afterwards they lay there, clasped together, for a long time. They had a long, slow kiss; and then another. He slid off her so he was beside instead of on top of her and put his head on her shoulder and embraced her. They held each other tightly. Time eddied. They each might have briefly slept.

"Is it always like that?" wondered Amy aloud, and suddenly shut her eyes in an onrush of embarrassment: she realized what she had admitted. And George, she knew, was too smart not to notice.

But he didn't remark on it, not right away. Looking into her eyes, he said, with a little smile, "Well, no, I suspect for you it will almost never
 be very much like that
 ," and they both laughed softly. And lay in silence for another while.

"I wish it was though," said George at length, softly.

"Hmm?" said Amy.

George smiled at her again. "That was the best sex I
 ever had," he said.

"Me, too," said Amy, aware that she was not really admitting anything.

There was another long pause.

"If I'd known that you hadn't ever, well, that you were a virgin," said George, without any mockery in his voice, just concern, "I wouldn't have suggested this weekend."

"That's kind of why I was looking forward to it," said Amy, and they giggled again. She began doodling with her index finger on his chest.

"I can see that," said George. "Still. I wonder."

"What?" said Amy.

"Well," said George, "You're a man. Maybe you deserved to have your first sex as
 a man."

"Not feeling too manly at the moment," Amy said, but her voice contained no particular worry over that.

"It's just the pill," said George. "Doesn't mean anything. Unless you want it to."

They lay together, still, as the angle of the light through the window shifted slightly further along the wall, west to east.

After a while, George said. "It's sort of ridiculous to be embarrassed, but I am..."

"What?" asked Amy.

"I just—this is so ridiculous. But you said about Hank, being big..."

Amy laughed, very gently. Men were ridiculous, she knew; but she was one too, or would be again soon, and she pledged to herself to try and remember how silly it seemed now when she became 'him' again, later.

"All three were about the same as far as I could tell," replied Amy. "Not that I'm a connoisseur. But, you know, they're all just penises. They look and feel and taste about the same."

George nodded "I thought that would be it," he said, laughing self-consciously. "But I couldn't help asking."

"I get it," replied Amy.

After a long while, she replied, "But I liked yours the best."

"Hmm?" said George, turning his head to look at her. "You said they were all the same."

Amy leaned forward and kissed him on the nose. "I like the man it's attached to best, silly," she said.

And George laughed lightly again, as if to say, I guess I knew that.

And they lay still once more.

And then a strange shimmer came over Amy, a shiver, not at all like the shiver of desire or embarrassment or orgasm, but still a trembling, a shifting, as if some wave without water had hit every part of her skin at once.

Adam started violently, aware of what had just happened. He was flooded with humiliation and shame and oh god George—

George held him, gently, firmly. "I know," he said. "You can get up if you want. But don't dash off. There's nothing to be ashamed of." And he turned his head and smiled at Adam, naked in his arms.

Adam, tense, trembled for a moment. His chest felt thin. Then George ran his hand lightly over his, Adam's, shoulder, and Adam relaxed again.

"I thought you might freak out," he said quietly.

"I always knew who I was having sex with," said George, equally quietly. "I liked the way you looked on the pink better, I admit it, but I knew it was you
 ." George kissed his forehead lightly. "I'm not Tim, you know."

"No," said Adam. "You're really, really not."













 

Chapter 37

After a few minutes, however, they stood up, and, with a sudden awkwardness, turned to avoid the sight of each other's naked bodies. Although for each, of course, the other was in the periphery of sight: bodies, familiar from a year of casual cohabitation, and familiar too to some degree from their recent altered lovemaking; but each also found a strange, new fascination in the other. Each felt—and each was sure the other would be horrified were they to know of it—a strange desire to go and kiss as men
 , just to see what it was like; to take the other's penis in their hands, and stroke it; even, perhaps, to kneel and try putting it into their mouth, and seeing if they could give the other that pleasure which they had each so recently bestowed upon the other in slightly different form. But neither admitted it, not then: indeed, each scarcely admitted it to himself.

George quickly pulled back on his clothes, and then, without looking directly at Adam, paused at the door. He desperately wanted to look at Adam's penis, to see what it looked like, to really
 look the way he never had as a roommate, had never wanted to or even thought
 of wanting to as a roommate, possessed with an intense desire to see
 what had recently been hidden, seized with an intense curiosity about that which he had never felt any interest in before; but George was afraid that even a glance would horrify Adam, even as the latter felt the same. Instead, George said, "Stay here, I'm going to go get some clothes from your bag."

"Thanks," replied Adam, awkwardly. George stepped into the hall and was back in a moment, and Adam, to the relief of them both, pulled on his boxers, then his jeans, then a T-shirt: a picture of a spaceship with I aim to misbehave
 written around it.

"We should go downstairs," said Adam, and George nodded, quickly.

They found the others in the kitchen, with a half-eaten pizza on the counter beside them.

"At last," said Tim scornfully, as they walked in. "What took so long? It's, way past 6:00 already. Did you suck each other's dicks after
 she changed back too?"

And Adam and George, although each feeling a momentary flash of shame over their own deeply hidden curiosities, nevertheless met each other's eyes, and, as one, blew a derisive raspberry.

"Jesus, Tim" said Adam, "You're pathetic."

"You're one to talk," said Tim, "Given the photograph I have of you with my cock in your mouth,"

George frowned. "I thought you deleted those," he said to Adam.

"He says he uploaded them somewhere the night before," Adam explained. "I deleted them from the phone but they were already on the web."

" Der Scheisskerl
 ," said George hotly.

"What'd you just call me, faggot?" asked Tim, shifting as if to stand up.

"It's not worth it," said Adam, putting his hand on George's arm. "Whatever. It's pathetic really."

George looked at him as if trying to see if he was sure, and then nodded. He leaned over and whispered in Adam's ear, "Not hard to see who the real
 man here is". Adam giggled. Tim frowned.

"What pictures are you talking
 about?" asked Hank, looking from one to the other.

"I'll tell you later," Adam said. He picked up a piece of pizza. "Any soda?" he asked, looking around.

"You fucking pussy," said Tim. "Have a fucking beer." He waved to a half-empty six-pack on the counter.

"I got some root beer," said George, starting for the fridge.













 

Chapter 38

It was after 7:00. There was a lot more tension in the room than there had been a bit over twenty-five hours before. Each of the four of them had a much stronger, more visceral sense of what this risk they were about to take meant
 than they had had the last time. Both the losing and the wining were far more vivid, far more real. It was no longer some vague scene from an imagined porn film; it was the sticky, messy, pungent jizz of real life.

This time, none of them suggested that they wear only boxers; they each sat in the standard vacation uniform of jeans-and-T-shirt which each had, somewhat mindlessly, chosen to pack. Tim's was the football team shirt; Hank's had a collar and colored pattern; George's had a McDonald's logo with something in German underneath it. None but Adam recognized the quote on his own.

Hank was the last to come in, carrying down four glasses of water from the kitchen, pressed together for stability, moving slowly so as to neither spill nor drop any. He put them on the coffee table—someone had shoved it back into place—and handed them out. Tim picked up the remaining box, which had been knocked off the table at some point that morning, and handed it to Adam.

"You're doing it again," Tim said, and Adam was unclear if was a question or an order. "After all," he added with a leer, "you did such a good job last time."

"You know," said George, "We don't have
 to do it again."

"You scared?" sneered Tim.

George stared back at him without blinking. "I just know more than I did twenty-five hours ago," he said calmly. "About a lot of things."

"Well, shit, we aren't going to back out are we?" asked Hank with a laugh.

None of them quite managed to suggest that they do.

"Same fucking promise as before," said Tim. He glared at each of them. "No pussying out if it's you."

"So to speak," said Adam, and he, George and Hank all laughed.

"I don't think we should do promises," George said, after the laughter subsided. "That was a dumb idea of mine. People should be allowed to refuse."

"No fucking way," said Tim. "If we're not going to get our dicks wet what's the fucking point? Anyway, not promising ruins it. Any one of us could sit here, hoping it was someone else, and then back out if it was us. Or, worse, blow just one
 of us off."

"Whoever might that
 be," muttered George.

"It's ok," said Adam, with a resigned shrug. "It's going to be me again. I can just feel it."

"Can't wait to have tits and a pussy again?" asked Tim with a leer.

"Give it a fucking rest," said Hank, somewhat to everyone else's surprise.

"Whatever," said Tim. "You promise, though, right? Just like last time?"

Adam looked at him. "If you agree to take down those photos," he said. " Before
 anything else happens. And not to take any more. And to be a fucking gentleman
 , or at least as close as you can come."

"Fuck," said Tim. "You're such a cunt. For real."

"Right back at you," said Adam steadily.

"All right, fine," said Tim. "If it's you, I'll take down the pictures. Will that be enough for you to spread your legs?"

Adam could see George shaking his head minutely at him, but he honestly didn't care any more. "Sure, " he said. "On that condition, yeah, I promise."

"This faggot wants
 to have more dick," said Tim to the other two, who ignored him.

"I promise too," said Hank. "Fair's fair."

"And you?" Tim asked George.

George shrugged. "If it's me, I'm happy to sleep with anyone who's halfway decent about it," he replied. "So Hank and Adam would be no problem anyway."

"Fuck this bullshit," said Tim, starting to get genuinely angry.

"That means," said George coolly, "Yes, but only if you're minimally polite."

"Fine, fine," said Tim. "I promise that whichever one of you sissies ends up with the cunt, I'll smile and buy you flowers before I bend you over."

All three rolled their eyes.

"But for real, we're all agreed?" Tim asked one last time. All three nodded.

"Ok, Amy," he said, pointing at Adam. "Pass out the pinks. Get it right again."

Adam took the pills out of the box. The truth was he didn't know what to think. He almost wanted
 it to be him. He felt transformed from a mere twenty-five hours before, and some part of him wanted to see what would happen after a second day. And some part of him yearned for the pleasure he would get. Also, he had the sudden thought, If it's George, or even Hank, I need to try to be there for them the way they were there for me
 . The idea made him nervous; a lot more nervous, honestly, then the notion of confronting Tim as Amy yet again. Only his strange, inner certainty that it would
 be him, that it was inevitable, fated, written, made him able to go through with it.

He poured the four pills into his hands. As he had done before, he shook them within his cupped hands, like dice. And then, carefully, holding them in his left hand, he picked each up between thumb and forefinger and placed them carefully into their outstretched hands, first George's, then Hank's, then Tim's. Tim leered at him as Adam paced the penultimate one in his palm. "Best for last," he said.

Adam sat down, still holding the final pill, and picked up his glass. Each of the other three already had theirs in hand. "Bottom's up," he said, raising the glass.

"Can't wait," said Tim.

And then, each warily eyeing the others, they each put a pill in their mouth, raised their glass, and drank a long drink, swallowing the large capsule, feeling its odd bulk momentarily pass through their throats.

Each lowered their glass: Adam held his loosely in his right hand; George leaned forward and placed his on the coffee table; Hank cradled his in his lap, Tim all but dropped his on the floor.

They all looked at each other. Each had the same thought: it's a dud!—No, wait, we thought that last time. Just takes a second.

Adam closed his eyes, and waited for the strange sensation sweeping his flesh that meant that he had taken the real pill again. He thought he felt a slight tingle on his back, and gasped ever so slightly: was that it? But then he opened his eyes, as a much louder scream, a bellow rising into a shriek came from across the room.

Tim had stood up. Her shirt bulged out, tented with her new, sizable tits.

"No way! No fucking way!" she shrieked.

"Karma's a bitch, eh?" Hank said, laughing. "And now you are, too."













 

Chapter 39

"Tina," said George.

All three of the others looked at him, puzzled. "What?" asked Hank.

"Her name," explained George. "Since we're giving each other new names. I think she's Tina."

"You little cunt
 ," shouted Tina hotly at Adam.

"I wouldn't talk, man," said Hank, sniggering.

" You did this to me on purpose!
 " shrieked Tina.

"What, I rigged it? And last time against myself
 ?" asked Adam. "I did the same thing both times. Just like you
 said the last
 time."

"What is it with you guys not understanding that four-in-one chances happen?" asked George. "I mean, in this situation one
 of them has
 to. Being surprised is—is idiotic." Then, as if realizing what he'd said, he turned hastily to Adam. "No offense," he added.

"No, it's a fair point," Adam replied.

"This can't be happening," said Tina, seeming to fight back tears.

"And the beauty of it is," said Hank, laughing, "that you
 made us promise and cross our heart and everything!"

"I'm not—I'm—I'm—" Tina stuttered to a halt, unsure what to say. Should she refuse? Should she man up and fulfill her promise? Man up, fucking hell, she had a cunt
 . She reached down and rubbed through her jeans, feeling the absence, the gentle swell of the mound, and the hidden entrance within it.

"Fair's fair," said George, and Tina gave a very slight indrawn breath. But he continued, "Adam took a while to get adjusted, I think Tina should take some time, too."

"Yeah, dude," said Adam, suddenly realizing he was completely serious, even if Tina would never believe it, "You really should. We can wait. You can come get one of us when you're ready."

George looked like he was about to contradict the last point—to say she didn't have to do that, Adam guessed—but he didn't say anything. " If
 you're ready," added Adam.

"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," wailed Tina, distraught.

Hank counted on his fingers. "And one more fuck, and three blow jobs," he said happily.

Tina bent down, her tits visibly moving through her shirt, grabbed her glass off the floor, and hurled it at Hank as hard as she could. Hank ducked but it still grazed his head, ricocheting off, its angle altered.

"Ahh! What the fuck, dude!" Hank said. He brought his hand up to his head. "You could have killed me."

George stood and hurried over. "I don't think it's bleeding," he said, gently pulling back Hank's hair to look.

Adam scrunched his face sympathetically. "Probably have a bruise, though," he said. "Ouch."

"I—" began Tina.

"Go," ordered George, turning and pointing up the stairs. "Go get used to it. Or don't. Whatever. Just calm the fuck down before you come back."

Tina, seething, looked like she wanted to refuse; but then her shoulders slumped, and, looking defeated, she walked up the stairs. Adam noted that, about halfway up the stairs, she raised her arm as if to steady the bouncing of her tits. He felt a burst of sympathy. He knew what that was like.













 

Chapter 40

Waiting a minute until after Tina had safely gone, to make sure she had had time to get to the second floor, Adam went upstairs to the kitchen. He got some ice out of the freezer. wrapped it in a paper towel and brought it back down to Hank. "Here," he said, holding it out. "You should put this on it."

"Thanks, man," said Hank, accepting it gingerly.

"I have some ibuprofen in my bag," said George. "I'll go get you some."

"There's some in the bathroom off the main floor," Hank said, holding the ice to his head and wincing. "You might want to stay off the second floor, give Tim some space."

George nodded, went upstairs, and returned with the painkiller. Hank swallowed them dry. Then, shifting the hand that held the ice, and pressing the cold, damp one against his hip to warm it, Hank breathed out heavily. "Damn," he said. "He did not
 take that well."

George shrugged. "Man has masculinity issues," he said. "No one's that homophobic in this day and age without being insecure."

"You think he's secretly gay
 ?" asked Hank incredulously.

"No," said George. "I don't mean that. I just mean he's insecure."

"It's his tiny dick," said Adam confidently. Hank and George both turned to gawk at him. "I'm kidding
 ," said Adam.

Once they were sure Hank was ok, they talked for a little while. With Tim, or rather Tina, gone, conversation seemed easier, like walking on a sidewalk instead of sand.

"You know," said Adam after a while, "If you don't mind my saying so, I think all three of us have mellowed. Over the last day, I mean."

George nodded. Hank, wincing a little at what seemed to him perilously close to Adam's spilling his secrets, nodded too, if a bit more warily.

"You think Tina will too?" asked George.

Adam thought for a long moment. "I don't know," he said.

"Good answer," replied George.

"We should watch a movie or something," said Hank. "While we're waiting. I bought one thinking we could watch it this weekend."

"What movie?" asked George.

" Tootsie
 ," said Hank, and giggled. Adam gave a laughing snort. George looked puzzled.

"It's thematic," Adam explained. "Well, sort of."

Adam went upstairs and popped some popcorn. When he returned, George was looking at his phone while Hank, ice seemingly discarded, flipped a TV remote from hand to hand. Hank looked up as Adam walked back in.

"Popcorn's up," Adam said, lifting the bowl slightly.

"Movie's ready," said Hank.

"Actually..." said Adam, handing the popcorn to Hank. "I think maybe I should go check on Tim. Tina. Whatever."

Hank muttered, "I dunno man." Gingerly, he felt the spot on his head where the glass had hit him.

George said, "Are you sure that's a good idea? Maybe I..."

Adam shook his head. "I know what he, what she
 , is going through," he said. "More than any of us."

George nodded. "That's fair."

"Just be careful," said Hank, once again lightly running his fingers over his head.

"Yeah," said Adam. "No kidding."













 

Chapter 41

Tim, as Tina, sat upstairs in her room. She had rushed upstairs, climbed into bed, and wrapped all the blankets and sheets tightly around her, up to her neck, so as not to see herself. The rushing itself had been torture: her tits— Her. Tits.
 —had bounced like crazy. It was uncomfortable, and awkward, but mainly it made every step a reminder of what had happened to her.

Sitting in bed, her body hidden away, she stewed. Why had she never thought it might be her? It just seemed so unlikely. She thought Adam again, or maybe George. Maybe even Hank. This sort of thing didn't happen
 to football players.


You thought you were too manly
 , said a voice in her head scornfully. As if that matters to nanites
 .

And now she
 was going to have to spread, and bend, and suck, for the three of them. Bad enough with Hank and George. But that little fucking nerd was going to take it out
 on her. Force her to pay for whatever he thought she'd done to him, when he was her. A her.

Thinking it over, she had to admit she didn't much like the idea of him doing to her what she had done to him, back when it was he and her, the other way around. I wasn't thinking
 , she thought. And now I'm fucked
 . She laughed a little bitterly at that.

She thought: I bet the little cunt isn't strong enough, not to push me around
 . Although she wondered if that was still true. But the nanites were supposed to make you like your old self, only female, right? Wouldn't they have made her a strong, athletic woman? Stronger as a chick than he was as a man?

But really it didn't matter anyway. She'd promised
 . Her word was at stake. Her manhood
 . Weird as that
 was. A man keeps his word. Even if he's a woman.

She stewed. Those three assholes were probably laughing their asses off at her predicament.

Finally, after a long while, as the summer evening finally faded, she found herself wrung out, and climbed out of bed. She felt up under her shirt. Damn. That was quite a rack. Even better than Adam's, maybe. It'd be pretty tasty if it was on someone else. She rubbed her hands over the front of her shirt for a moment. Then, with enormous trepidation, she reached slowly down and felt her dick.

Where her dick should
 be. Of course, there was nothing but a hole. She was utterly unmanned. The knowledge of that fact was a dull ache so intense that it was sharp, accompanied by a powerful nausea —a feeling rather like being punched in the balls, she thought bitterly. Oh the irony. Or maybe it was simply to be expected, since her balls had
 been punched, punched all the way to nonexistence. Of course being unmanned, castrated
 , felt like being punched in the nuts. What else?

She had a cunt. She was
 a cunt. Oh damn it all to hell, how had this happened
 ?

She sat back down on the bed and leaned her back against the wall, pulling up her knees protectively. She felt so very weak
 . How did anyone stand
 this? She shivered, although the room felt warm.

A moment later, she heard a knock on the door. She was tempted to say "go away"; but she had to face them sometime, she supposed. "What?" she said, and the door opened.













 

Chapter 42

Adam stepped in the room, carefully closed the door, and sat in the chair. He looked at her.

"Come to gloat?" she asked, bitterly.

"No," said Adam.

"Just to fuck me over, then" she said, even more bitterly.

"Actually," said Adam, "I came to see if I could help."

Tina blew a disbelieving raspberry.

"You know," said Adam. "I was sort of where you are now, just a day ago."

"Yeah, sure," said Tina.

"No," said Adam, trying not to smile. "I really was. Don't you remember?"

"It's not the same," said Tina, refusing to look at him.

"Why?" asked Adam.

There was a long silence. Tina mumbled something. "What?" asked Adam.

"I said," Tina said hotly, raising her head and looking at him, "because you're
 a little fucking pussy in real life
 . That's the fucking difference."

"Hmm," said Adam. He just looked at her. He realized that if she'd said that to him two days ago, he would have retorted hotly; as it was, he just didn't care.

They sat silently for a moment, Adam looking at Tina, Tina with her head buried in her arms.

"I suppose you want me to bend over," she said at length, without raising her head. "I suppose you think it serves me right."

"Maybe it would," said Adam. "But what I actually want you to do is listen."

Tina raised her head, and looked at him, but didn't say anything. Her face was filled with apprehension and misery and humiliation.

"If you said to me," Adam said slowly, "what you just said, about my being a pussy, just two days ago, I would have gotten really angry. I might not have done
 anything. But I'd have been pissed. It would have hurt
 . Hell, if you'd said it to me just last night, I would have been crushed. But now..." he shrugged.

"Why," asked Tina, still bitterly, "You realized it was true?"

"No," said Adam slowly, as if explaining something to an angry teenager, "I realized that it doesn't matter."

Tina lowered her head again.

"I mean, yeah, it's just words, sticks and stones, all that" Adam said. "That's part of it. But it's not just that. Or even mostly that. I mean, we all know words can
 really hurt, right?"

Tina grunted in what Adam thought was agreement.

"But not those
 words. Not me. Not any more. Because having gone through, well, everything, I realize..." But Adam wasn't sure precisely what he had realized, except that it was something important and deep. It was a sense, a feeling in his head, strong, solid, impossible to articulate. He flailed for words. "It's all just people," he said at length, aware that that didn't quite capture it. "Bodies. Penises. Vaginas. They're all just parts. And we're all just, just bodies
 . We can use them to hurt each other, or use them to feel good. But that's all. It doesn't mean
 anything else. It's just fact
 . Flesh. Nothing more."

Tina sort of grunted.

"Anyway, I'm sorry this upset you," Adam continued. "We really shouldn't have tried this—" he gestured around to encompass the whole weekend, "—if we weren't all prepared for a fun roll in the hay, whoever
 it turned out to be. But now?" He shrugged. "I don't think anyone's going to hold you to any promises. If you want to, you know, come downstairs, grab a beer, and watch a movie with us, that's fine. Or just stay up here while we watch one. Go to bed. Whatever. It's your call."

When Tina made no reply, Adam got up and began walking to the door.

"Wait," Tina said. Adam stopped, and looked at her patiently. She took a few deep breaths. "I did promise," she said slowly. "That may mean fuck all to you three, but it means something to me
 ." She stood up. "So yeah. I'm going to do this. And if it's embarrassing, well, serves me right I guess. But whatever I am, I'm not a welsher."

Adam nodded slowly. "Ok," he said. "If you're sure."

Tina pulled her shirt over her head. Adam's gaze, despite himself, fell upon her breasts. As his had been, they were full, round, firm, perfect. Were they larger than his had been? The same? He wasn't certain. After too long a moment he wrenched his gaze back to Tina's face. She smiled sadly. "Yeah," she said mournfully. "My turn."

"You're very beautiful," said Adam, a little embarrassed.

"I'm a hot fucking chick," said Tina, "Of course I am." She reached down, undid the snap of her jeans, pulled down her pants and boxers in one motion, and kicked them at the wall; they hit it and slid down into a corner. "So tell me the truth, Adam," she said. standing straight, without covering herself at all, hands on her widened hips. "When's the last time you saw a gorgeous, stark naked woman, hmmm?"

"About.... two hours ago," said Adam, "in a mirror."

At that, they both cracked up.

"Besides that, I mean." Tina sat down on the bed; Adam sat back down in the chair.

"Well," he said, "Not counting the internet—"

"No, duh. Real life."

"And not counting that one time I accidentally walked in on my mom taking a shower—"

"Ew, no."

"—and not counting myself this weekend—"

"...Yes?"

"...I never have." Adam, for all his brave talk, felt suddenly shy with the admission.

Tina gave a quick, puzzled shake of her head. "Never?"

"Nope," said Adam, also shaking his head, but more slowly. "Never ever."

Tina looked down at herself, then up at him, and said, with somewhat surprising empathy, "You're still a virgin?"

Adam shrugged. "Well," he said, "unless you count the fact that in the past day or so I've had sex six times with three different guys. Nine if you count blowjobs. Once in a threesome."

And at that, they both laughed again.

"Fuck," said Tina, "Dude, I'm sorry."

"It's all right," said Adam.

"I shouldn't have made fun of you all those times."

"Yeah, maybe," said Adam. "Spilled milk under the bridge, though."

They looked at each other.

"You want to do this?" asked Tina.

"Only if you want to," said Adam.

Tina grinned, and looked for a moment a bit like her old self. Then she got up, walked over to Adam, and grabbed his lap crudely. "I'm pretty sure you do
 want to," she said, meeting his eyes.

"Busted," he said with a laugh, looking away.

"All right," said Tina. She walked back to the bed. "Come on. Deflower me."

"Actually," said Adam, "I think you're
 going to deflower me
 ,"

Tina laughed. "Well, I guess we're both old hands at this, each from the other side," she said. "We should be able to make it work." She lay back on her elbows. "So how do you want me?" she asked.

"Well," said Adam, standing up, and pulling off his shirt, "I've heard that it's better for the woman when she's on top, the first time anyway."













 

Chapter 43

Tina moved aside, and let Adam lie down on the bed. He lay on his back. Tina reached over, and carefully, like it was a package of moldy bread and she was trying not to get anything gross on her hands, unbuttoned his pants. Adam, lifting his hips, pulled them down, along with his boxers. His dick sprang up.

"Fuck," said Tina. "You're going to stick that into me?"

"It feels nicer than you think," said Adam. "I mean, it did for me anyway."

"You fag," said Tina, but automatically, as if it were the line of a play she had to run through.

"We might want to kiss or something, you know," said Adam. "Or you could let me go down on you. For foreplay. Otherwise it might hurt."

Tina sighed. "You really are a pussy," she said, "And right now I feel like I can say that from a position of authority." Then she laughed.

"Your call," said Adam, putting his hands behind his head.

Tina bent forward, so that her head was close to his cock. It was... it was there
 . She felt something shift, and looked down at her chest, and there were her boobs, too, dangling. It was all so familiar. Just... backwards. She looked at Adam's dick again. It was gross, of course, and it was weird. It looked small—not in some teasing way, not him compared to others, but like whoever it was, it would have looked small. Just a tiny, disgusting little stick. But for some reason she got it into her head to bend down and kiss it. On impulse, she did, sitting quickly back up again. Adam gave a small squeal.

"Hey," said Tina, "I owe you a blow job too, right? If I do both tonight does this count?"

"Sure," said Adam casually.

Tina took a deep breath and let it out. She began to bend down, but, an inch from his dick, glanced up to look him in the eye. "You ever tell anyone I did this and I will fucking kill you," she said.

"Your secret's safe with me," said Adam, "Although I think that George and Hank might guess."

Tina laughed deeply at that, took another breath, and then thought: here goes.

She put her mouth on Adam's cock.

The first thing she thought was that it was hard to get the whole thing down
 . Christ no wonder women didn't like to deep throat. As she was still trying to move her head down she felt herself beginning to gag, and pulled back a bit. Now it was just half in her throat. But still, it was big. It filled her, a hard slab of meat. She glanced up to see if Adam was annoyed she'd pulled up, or gloating that he'd gotten her to suck his cock, or just leering at her. He actually gave her a sweet smile.

Fuck, she thought, I'm going to be a pussy by the end of tomorrow too, aren't I?

She moved her head up and down, making sure not to go down too far, not to push him too deeply up her throat. With a slight inward wince, she moved her hand up to grip the base of his shaft, and started moving it slowly up and down. It felt a little like touching herself, but different. It made her skin crawl, somehow even more than having him in her mouth did. But she kept at it.

Adam groaned.—And Tina, to her overwhelming surprise, felt a thrill go through her body at the sound.


I'm
 doing that, she thought.

It ought to be a source of shame, or embarrassment, or something. It ought to be awkward. But it made her shudder with a wicked delight. She opened her mouth and licked his penis, continuing to move her hand up and down the shaft as she did. And then, remembering something a girlfriend had done to her once, she cupped his balls, very gently, in her hand. "Oh," he cried. And she smiled to herself. There really was something amazing about making him moan
 like that. She remembered the women she'd made gasp and cry out. Most recently Amy, this very morning. No, not Amy;Adam—this man here. She continued licking. Before, as a man, whenever a woman she was fucking had gasped, it had always had given her an incredible sense of power
 , of strength, of vitality
 , a thrill that was almost sexual in nature. Well, this was power too. The same sort of power, really, even if she wasn't thrusting into anything.

She took him in her mouth again, and kept moving her head up and down. "Slow up," croaked Adam, seemingly embarrassed too, "Or I'm not going to last."

Tina pulled her head off, readjusted her hand, and kept it moving up and down. Her hand on his cock, she met his eye. "Naughty, naughty," she said, wagging her other finger at him.

Adam blushed deeply at that.

"We can move on," she said, slowing but not stopping her strokes, "just so long as you agree that this counts for both even if you only come from the fucking, and not the blow job."

"Yes! Yes!" cried Adam, desperately.

She laughed delightedly, seeing the need in his eyes. She slowed her stroking almost to a crawl. He looked like he was about to beg. She felt another thrill go through her—and this time she realized it wasn't a thrill: it was a pleasure emanating from between her legs. She reached quickly down, and felt a dampness there.

Oh fuck, she thought. I'm wet. My pussy. My. Pussy
 . Is wet.

She let go of his dick. Adam gave a small little whimper, and Tina smiled again. Then she shifted up, and tried to position herself above his cock. Wait, where was the hole anyway?

"It's hard to angle at first," he said. "Here—" and he reached up, and touched her ass, but not to fondle, just to move her forward a fraction of an inch, and then he held himself and angled. And then Tina felt the head of his cock on her pussy lips.

And she felt another shiver run through her and the touch. A cock, on her
 lips. Her lips
 .

She pushed down.

She and Adam both gasped as one. She pushed with her legs, and raised herself up and down, slowly. Adam gave a long, low moan, mingled satisfaction and further yearning. Tina wanted to too, wanted to push down and feel him plunge all the way into her, but it would mean giving up a little of the control she felt, and that was too delicious to let go.

Adam stared up at her, wondrous pleasure in his face, as she crouched above him, moving her rear up and down. Then, tentatively, he reached up his hands towards her swaying tits. Impulsively Tina slapped one of his hands. "Naughty!" she said. "Not until Mistress says you can."

Mistress? she thought. Where the hell did that
 come from?

But Adam gasped. "Yes Mistress," and this time Tina laughed aloud.

She continued to move up and down his shaft, each stroke sending shivers of delight not only through her, but through her whole body—her spine, her arms, her legs. She pushed all the way down, feeling him, this little wimp, hard and firm and strong within her. It felt amazing; she felt complete, like he had touched some switch deep inside her. She let herself throw her head back and give a loud, satisfied sigh.

For a moment they thrust together in silence.

And then, still thrusting, looking in his eyes, smiling at him, she said, slowly, seductively, "All right, little Adam. Mistress says you can touch..." And then waited, until he eagerly raised his hands, and when they were an inch from her swelling, swaying boobs, she said, "—her ass. But only
 her ass." Adam stopped short; but from the throb in his cock she knew she had gotten to him, and again she laughed. Damn. This was actually fun!

Adam reached behind her and grabbed her ass, squeezing hard with both hands. As he did, they both moaned. Tina realized that his touch, his hands kneading hard her supple flesh, felt good
 . And the leverage helped Adam pull her towards himself, pressing harder, and that felt good, too.

Adam started to pant louder. "I think—" he gasped.

"Go ahead," Tina said.

"You sure?"

She nodded, tightly. It felt wonderful, but she didn't know how close she was. And she had a lot of cocks to get through. Damn what a fucked-up weekend.

Adam closed his eyes, squeezed even harder on her ass, and thrust upwards with all his might. Tina gasped at the feeling; but Adam gasped louder, pushed with his pelvis, pulled with his arms, and, with a sharp, breathy cry, she felt him shoot up into her. It felt, weirdly, sort of nice, although also really strange
 , a liquid, a goo, a sudden warmth, suddenly inside her, touching some inner organ.

Their breathing slowed, and their pace. Adam let go of her ass, and dropped his hands. He looked up at her, looking a bit awkward. "Sorry that..." he said.

Tina shook her head. "It doesn't matter." Then she grinned. "Lots of times left today, eh?" she asked. They each let out a long breath, having finally stilled, and sat there, posed for a moment. Then Tina pulled herself up and off him, and slid to the side of the bed, where she leaned against the wall. "Damn," she said, feeling her thighs, where his cum was dribbling down her legs, and then felt her vagina, oozing cum. "This stuff really just leaks everywhere, doesn't it?"













 

Chapter 44

George and Hank were more than halfway through the movie when Adam walked in again. Hank grabbed for the remote, and hit pause.

"Everything... all right?" George asked.

Adam gave a little laugh and sat down. "Fine," he said. "She's fine. I'm fine. She's washing up a bit."

Hank gave a snort that sounded like a stifled guffaw. "You two..." he said.

Adam shrugged. "Why did you think I was gone so long?" he asked with a shy smile.

"And she's really okay?" asked George doubtfully.

"Really," said Adam. "I mean, I don't know if she's on cloud 9 about it—"

"Then you
 didn't do your
 job," said Hank, raising an eyebrow. Adam laughed, a little shame-facedly.

"But , yeah, she's... fine," Adam concluded. "Hard as it is to believe."

"And what... now?" asked George, carefully.

"She asked Hank to go up," said Adam. "Meet her in the master bedroom." Adam looked at Hank. "I told her you preferred it there."

Hank reddened at that.

"Well, I guess I'd better, that is..." he said.

"Sure," said Adam. "Go." And before anyone could say anything else, Hank got up and dashed up the stairs.

Once Hank was safely upstairs, George, as if still addressing him, said, softly, with a slight sing-song in his voice, "Have fu-un!"

At that, he and Adam both laughed. Adam sat on the other end of the couch.

"What did you do
 up there?" asked George, marveling.

"You should know," said Adam. "You did it for me."

George blushed a little. "I did my best," he said.

They sat in awkward silence for a while.

"Well," said Adam, cheerfully but not too loudly, "I guess I'm not a virgin any more." They both laughed again at that.

"I don't think you were a virgin after last night," said George, "by any
 definition."

"Well, in one
 sense," said Adam.

"In that case," said George, "I'm still a virgin, too." Adam looked puzzled. "I haven't had sex as a woman," George explained.

"Oh," said Adam. After a long pause he said, not looking at George, "Would—would you want to sometime?"

George didn't answer, and Adam looked up to see that he looked embarrassed. "It's okay to say yes," Adam said. "I mean, after the last two days, you can say anything at all to me. Really. But this
 I even get. Better than you do maybe."

"I was curious," said George. "But a little... nervous too. That's actually why I, well..."

"Why you what?" asked Adam.

"Suggested all this," said George, waving upstairs.

Adam looked puzzled for a moment. "You thought it would be you
 ?" he asked in astonishment.

George shrugged. "I thought it might
 be. Suggesting a chance was easier than admitting to myself that I wanted to try it. I could tell myself I just wanted to fuck someone else on it, you know? And that the whole roulette angle was to get you guys to agree. But some other part of me knew that was bullshit. I was curious. I wanted to try it. And I wanted a real, decent chance, too. Why do you think I suggested two nights?"

"Huh," Adam sat back. "That sort of explains all that, I guess." He hadn't realized he was puzzled, but now that the explanation came in, it fit.

"I'm sorry," said George.

"Hmm?" said Adam.

"I didn't think this out very well," said George. "How the person transformed would feel. How Hank and Tim would react. The whole..." He waved his finger in a circle. "Well, you said it felt like you were in a whorehouse. And I get it, it's all pretty, uh, structured
 . Assembly line. Awkwardly so. But I just hadn't thought it through. Hadn't envisioned what it would actually be like."

Adam nodded. "Took all of us by surprise," he said. "Once it was real." He leaned in slightly closer.

"Anyway, I'm sorry," repeated George.

Adam thought for a long moment. "I'm not," he said.

George looked at him closely. "Really?" he said, inching closer himself.

Adam nodded slowly. "Really," he said. "I'm not saying it wasn't hard. Especially at first. And parts of it were tough all through. But it was... nice."

"I'm glad it was nice," said George. From anyone else it would have been a teasing leer, but from George, it was a simple, sincere statement.

"And more than that," said Adam. "It taught me, well, it sounds corny, but it taught me about myself."

"It's not corny," said George. "It taught me about myself, too. And it wasn't even me that was on it."

"I think I'm coming out of this weekend a better, well, a better man. Ironically enough. And one who might be interested in trying out being a woman again." He looked up, sharply. He hadn't even quite admitted that to himself before blurting it out. But George just nodded.

"And I'm definitely in a better place with, well, with Hank. And I might even be with Tim, too, by the end of this."

"And me too, I hope," said George.

"Yes," said Adam. "Not that it was ever bad. But yes. Really really yes."

Over the last few exchanges, they found themselves moving, slowly, towards each other. And then, without either quite realizing how it happened, they leaned towards each other and shared a long, slow kiss. Then they broke apart, just a little, and looked at each other with surprise and wonder and vulnerability.

"Are—" asked George. "I mean..."

"Was that okay with you
 ?" asked Adam.

George nodded, tightly, slowly. "I wanted to before," he said. Gently, hesitantly, he reached out his hand to put it behind Adam's head. "Earlier today. After you changed. I was afraid of freaking you out."

Adam laughed lightly. "I thought the same thing," he admitted, "and I
 was afraid of freaking you
 out."

After a long moment's hesitation, they moved towards each other, and then kissed again, for longer this time.

"What would Tim say if he saw us," said Adam, after they pulled back a faction, and they both smiled.

"Good thing Tim's away," said George with a wink. "And Tina's here instead."

They kissed a third time, embracing as they did so, tiling their heads, their tongues dancing.

"Do you—" asked Adam. "I mean, do you want to try—"

George seemed to think about this, without looking away. "I do," he said. "I really do. Want to try that. With you. I never thought that was something I wanted to try, but yeah, I actually do. But sometime. Maybe not here. That is, not now. I mean, not here with Hank, and Tim, or even Tina..."

Adam pulled slightly back. "Yeah," he said. "That makes sense. I mean, you're right." He didn't manage to keep the disappointment out of his voice. He saw George read his expression. "No, really, it makes sense," Adam said again. "I just... But no, yeah."

"Although," said George, leaning back closer to Adam, as if he was about to try to kiss him again, and running his hand along the back of his head, which sent an odd thrill down Adam's spine. "There's one other idea I had, too."

Adam shook his head, puzzled. "What's that?"

George gave a small, secret smile.

"My sister actually sent me three
 pills," he said.













 

Chapter 45

When Hank got to the master bedroom, he found Tina there, wrapped in a bathrobe she seemed to have taken from one of the closets. She was clearly, unmissably naked underneath it. Hank came in, shut the door, and leaned against it, not sure what was next.

Tina, oddly, seemed more certain.

"You were right," she said.

Hank, puzzled, shook his head. He didn't know what she was referring to.

"I was being an asshole."

Hank, with sudden relief, barked with laughter.

"Yeah," he said. "You really were, dude."

"I'm sorry," Tina said.

"Ehh..." said Hank, shrugging. "Actually I was being an asshole too."

Tina looked at him mock-seriously, with the badly-acted air of someone considering this for the first time. "You really were, weren't you?" she asked.

"Well," Hank replied, "Not as much of an asshole as you
 were. But an asshole."

Tina stood up, and stood in front of him, lowering her head, clasping her hands before her. Hank still felt like a player without a script. "We both deserve to be punished
 , I suppose," she said, in an oddly little-girl voice.

"Well..." said Hank.

"Don't you think..." began Tina, then paused: and then looked up, and opened her robe. Hank felt a surge of stiffness and lust in his member as he saw, through the gap, her incredible cleavage, the thick hair down where her dick used to be. Tina, almost smiling at his reaction, cast the robe onto the floor, and then resumed her demure pose, clasping her hands just in front of her pussy, and looking down, her arms pushing together her breasts just enough to emphasize them. "Don't you think I've been punished enough
 ? Looking like this?"

She looked up at him. Hank's cock pulsed slightly. He sighed, with mingled confusion and lust. "I would say so, yeah." he answered.

"Well," said Tina, again in a little girl voice, but a little more assertive, "What are we going to do to punish you
 ?"

"Uh..." said Hank, now really unsure where this was going.

Tina raised her head, and Hank saw that her eyes were flashing with delighted wickedness. "Because I
 think you deserve a spanking
 ," she said with a tight, evil smile.

Hank wanted to laugh, wanted to say, "Dude, what the fuck", wanted to remark how crazy
 this was. But he found that all he could do was swallow, hard, while his erection surged against his jeans. "I..." was all he managed to say.

"Don't you
 think you deserve a spanking?" asked Tina, evil wrapped in innocence.

Hank, swallowing again, only managed to nod.

Tina gave an intense, wicked smile, and sat primly on the edge of the bed. "Well, come here," she said. "Pull your pants and underwear down, and lay across my lap."

Hank was frozen. This was insane. Although the throbbing in his cock showed that some part of him was responding
 to it.

"If you make me wait, it will go worse for you," said Tina in a slight singsong.

And Hank, unable to believe what he was doing, shuffled over to stand beside her, his own hands now clasped in front of his bulging crotch.

"Lower your pants, and
 underwear," scolded Tina.

Hank, slowly, as if unable to stop, raised his hands, unbuttoned his jeans, grasped them and his boxers, and in one move pulled them about halfway down his thighs, clasping his hands behind his back. His erection sprang out, and Tina looked at it, and tsked.

"Somebody's having naughty
 thoughts," she cooed.

Hank found himself blushing, even though it was not he
 who was acting like he was in some weird sex farce, wasn't him
 who had gotten turned into a fucking chick, complete with tits and pussy. But there he was, his lust made manifest, his need sticking out before him, undeniable, and he blushed about it.

"Time for your punishment
 ," said Tina, and in one motion she reached behind him and pulled his upper body down so he draped over her lap, his arms by his head, his erection stuck right between her legs. She pressed her legs together, and he gave a slight groan. Tina cackled wickedly.

"Now," she said, gently rubbing his ass with both her hands, "On a scale of one to ten, precisely
 how much of an asshole would you say you have been?"

Hank felt just slightly dizzy. But mostly he felt utterly helpless, his arms and head dangling down, pressed against the side of the bed, his jeans locking his legs closed, his dick trapped in the soft vice of her thighs. He couldn't have moved if he wanted to.

"Oh!"

Hank gave a little yelp as Tina, lightly but firmly, smacked him on the ass. "I asked, how naughty
 ?" she said firmly. "One to ten?"

"Five," croaked out Hank.

Tina laughed, delightedly. "That's ten
 spanks then," she said in an official tone, "with one more for taking so long to answer, and one to grow on. Here we go."

Hank tensed. Nothing happened. His breath was shallow. His dick was so hard it ached. He felt helpless, humiliated, and desperately, painfully aroused. What was going on? He felt himself unclench just slightly.

"Ahh!" he cried, as Tina brought her open hand down, hard, on his right cheek.

"That's one," she said.

He waited again. He felt so helpless, so humiliated
 . What had happened
 ? Why was he letting her do
 this? He squirmed a little bit. He really was trapped, now.

"Ah!" he cried again, as she slapped his left cheek. That really stung
 . But he realized what stung even more was the feeling of powerlessness, of being dominated.

"That's two!" said Tina cheerfully.

Slowly, over the course of several minutes, Tina gave him ten more hard slaps, five on each cheek. The worst part was how long she waited between each spank, as Hank squirmed with anticipation and fear and humiliation and desire. His ass started to sting. God
 he was hard. He felt shame and defeat and oh my God such lust
 .

Finally, finally it was over. Tina struck number twelve, cried, "All done!" and then rubbed his ass gently. "There," she said with a smirk, "Isn't nice to feel like you've paid your debts?"

Hank just grunted. He pulled himself up—now that Tina had moved her arms and was no longer holding him down he found he could stand, although if she'd continued to hold him he honestly didn't know if he could have. He stood, dizzy for a moment, and pulled up his pants. He took a deep breath.

"Now, now," said Tina scoldingly. "Don't sulk. You were
 a naughty boy
 ."

And then, somehow, that gave him an idea. He took a deep breath, in and out, and then turned around with a wicked smile of his own.

"And you," he said, "were a naughty, naughty, naughty
 girl. Far, far
 naughtier than I was. And now it is time for your
 punishment." He smiled, ice and daggers. "Get on your hands and knees," he ordered.













 

Chapter 46

Tina was taken aback; Hank had grabbed the script which she had come up with while waiting for him (thinking back on that one, marvelous moment with Adam when she called herself "mistress", and how much she had relished his flinch), and flipped it. She opened her mouth. He smiled wickedly at her, and didn't blink. She felt herself fold. "Yes, sir," she said. And she turned, climbed onto the bed, and got on her hands and knees.

She waited there, suddenly wishing she hadn't pushed the spanking script so far. She tried to turn her head to look at him. "Nuh-uh-uh," said Hank as she did, wagging a finger. "Eyes forward." So she turned and looked straight ahead again.

She felt her breasts, pendulous, on the under side of her body. She felt her ass, exposed, open
 , and knew he was looking at it, knew he was looking at her
 . She trembled with her sudden vulnerability. God, the waiting. What was he doing? He—

"O!" she squealed.

He had given her a spank of her own. She felt her body, tense and tingling, as her ass stung, and she crouched, not moving, not having any idea what would come next. She flinched as she felt his hands rubbing her ass. She felt defenseless and blind. She realized that she was wet
 . She felt the hot, needy moisture between her legs.

"If spanking
 is a punishment for being something
 of an asshole," said Hank, and now his voice was commanding and strong as he kept rubbing her ass, and now began squeezing it, causing Tina to squeal slightly at the first pinch, "What do you think the punishment for being a complete
 asshole is, hmm?"

Tina was trembling with sudden realization. Oh God no he couldn't he wouldn't.

Hank reached forward and stroked the lips of her vagina. She felt an intense shiver run through her entire body, and she heard herself moan, loudly. She wanted him to do that again. She wanted to reach down and touch herself, but she felt trapped, frozen, pinned.

"What do you think that
 punishment should be?" Hank asked, now fondling her ass again. "For being a complete
 asshole?"

And Tina, to her astonishment, heard herself say, in a tiny voice, almost a whisper. "My ass." Her entire body flushed as she said it, the hot embarrassment she felt in her face matched only by the wet heat she felt in her throbbing pussy.

"What was that?" asked Hank, delighting in making her repeat herself. He reached around and touched her pussy again. "Ohhh...." moaned Tina as he did.

"Tell me," insisted Hank.

"My ass," said Tina, only slightly louder. "My punishment is my ass."

She could almost hear
 Hank grin in triumph. He stepped away; there was a sound of a drawer opening, closing, opening. She heard him do something—was he putting on lube? God she hoped so. She felt needy and ready, her entire body a surrender waiting to happen. Then she heard him approach, somehow felt him behind her, as if feeling the heat of his body or the change of pressure in the air, and then heard his voice from right behind her.

"All right, my naughty, terrible girl," said Hank, cooing in triumph. "It is time to be punished for all
 your sins."

And she felt the very tip of his cock brush against her asshole. Then, in a stage whisper, like a player breaking character, he said: "Tell me if this hurts, okay?" And Tina almost laughed, her trembling shifting slightly from what was on the cusp of becoming genuine fear, sliding back into pure shame, pure defeat, pure longing. And then, louder, back in character, Hank said, "Time to surrender your manhood," and thrust the tip of himself into her.

"O!" she heard herself cry.

It hurt. It was splitting her apart. Oh my God it also felt good. She bent slightly further down until her head was resting on her arms, and she was pointed up in complete supplication, total surrender. Oh God don't oh God do Oh God please please do.

After a pause, Hank pulled out, and then pushed in again, a little further this time. His cock was slick with some sort of thick lube, but in that oh so hard. "Ohhh..." moaned Tina.

Slowly, taking a long time, trying not to hurt her but also drawing out her shame and her punishment and her surrender, Hank pushed, centimeter by centimeter, inside her being. And with each inch Tina knew that Hank was right: she had
 surrendered her manhood, had ceased to be a man, now and forever: whatever happened after, even if she got her dick back, some part of her would always be here, bent, female, helpless, with a strong man taking her ass, as she trembled and screamed and moaned. She was undone, forever.

And then, before she knew it, he was pounding away at her, his steel-hard rod thrusting in and out, seeming to penetrate her entire self; she was full of it. He was grunting with effort and pleasure, and she was crying out "O!" and she didn't know if it was pain or pleasure or some undissolvable, chemical mixture of both. She felt her tits bouncing below her, and the shame of their presence just fed into the chemistry of her surrender.

As he fucked her in the ass, Hank reached around and began touching her moist lips, and lightly circling his finger, wet from her own juices, around her clit.

"O!" she cried again, and this time there was no question that it was pleasure, pure bliss, the physical bliss radiating from her cunt and ass through her entire body, and the other bliss, the bliss of having completely surrendered, of having been taken
 in the most primal way possible.

And then, before she knew it, everything, from before with Adam and from spanking Hank and from right now, being bent, being fucked, being fucked in the ass, and his playful fingers dancing on her clit, and having
 a clit, and from the feeling of her own tits bouncing on her own chest, and from her manhood having been fucked away stroke by humiliating stroke, and from a lifetime of need and insecurity now all blown away in her total capitulation, all crested like a tidal wave washing through her entire being and she heard herself shouting at the top of her lungs "O! O God! O! O! O! Yes! Yes! Yes!"

And at that moment she felt a flow inside her, almost cold, but no, warm, just startling, a stream shooting up into her, and she felt all at once her body relax as the passing bliss left nothing but calm.













 

Chapter 47

Hank pulled out of her. He'd never fucked anyone in the ass before. (He once suggested trying anal to his girlfriend, who had given him an incredibly nasty look and he'd never brought it up again.) God that felt good. She was so tight
 ! And the feeling of her ass clenching as she came. It was amazing
 .—Although it was also (he thought, looking down at his softening dick, covered in Vaseline and he didn't like to think what else) a little gross. He stepped back. He had left his shirt on, which had made him feel, throughout, all the more powerful, with Tina, Tim
 , bent naked and helpless before him, as he saw her round ass obedient to his will, as he felt her helpless moans as he ran his fingers around her clit. But he was
 naked from the waist down. He thought about pulling up his pants, and then decided that, before he did, he really wanted a shower.

God, what had gotten in
 to him? He had never been like that before. But something about the painful pleasure of being spanked rankled, and he had felt irritated that he
 was somehow being punished by her
 . So, on instinct, without thought, he had tried to flip the scales. And once he'd begun, everything else just followed. He hadn't meant to fuck her in the ass when he told her to get on her hands and knees; he was just thinking of fucking her in a submissive posture. But it was as if his voice knew what was inevitable before he had fully realized what he was saying. And she had said it! She
 had said it! Prompted, but not specifically asked, she had given up her ass. And he had taken it.

All these thoughts took but a split second. Hank stepped back. He wondered if he should keep up the role, keep up the act, but he felt spent, tired, and he didn't want to any more. "Are..." he began, and his throat caught. It was a lot harder to talk seriously than to pretend he was in a porn flick. "Are you okay?" he asked. "Did I hurt you?"

Tina shifted. It was harder for her, too. If Hank had said she was now punished for being a naughty girl, she would have cast her eyes down, or gotten up and tried to spank him again, or something
 . But now, with the heat of the moment dispelled, all that remained was a dull ache in her butt, and a strong sense of genuine humiliation. She had been ass-fucked
 . She had bent over and let
 it happen. There was no coming back from that. Was there?

So she didn't meet his eyes, but looked down and nodded. "I'm okay," she said.

"Really?"

It was nice of him to ask, but she really wished he wouldn't. "Yeah," she said. "It hurt a little, but I'm ok. I can take it."

"Did you... I mean, I thought..."

But Tina just shook her head, and didn't answer.

Hank blew out, unsure what was next. He looked around.

"Uh, I, uh, I feel like I should take a shower."

Tina nodded a little. "Ok." She sat there for a moment, now curled up, clenching her upraised knees, her chin on the left knee, staring moodily at nothing. Then she glanced at herself, and then said to him, "Just knock when you're done, ok? I want to shower after you."

"Yeah," said Hank. "Ok." He turned to go, still bottomless, his penis now flopping around slightly as he moved. "You sure your ok?" he asked.

Tina didn't answer.













 

Chapter 48

Nothing had happened
 , said Tina to herself. She was washing herself, using the hose, trying to feel clean again. She crouched, to open herself up, and then aimed the powerful water spray straight up her own ass, trying to wash out the lube and cum and whatever else was in there. She just felt dirty
 .

I can't blame Hank, she thought. I said it. I agreed. If I'd said no he would have stopped. It was basically my idea.

So what was wrong? Why did she feel... soiled?

She stood in the shower, letting the water cascade over her tits, and washed them, feeling the lovely heat of the spray, rubbing her hands on the supple wet flesh. It really was something to have tits, wasn't it. She liked it, she thought, and then felt an intense shame at having had the thought.

And that made her realize: it wasn't the sex. She'd expected to be fucked. Hell, she'd expected to bend over and get taken from behind. It wasn't even the physical oddity of having someone else have his member in... there, pushing her open in a way nothing ever had before, although the strangeness of that feeling—stranger, really, than being penetrated in the pussy, even though she always
 had an asshole and she shouldn't
 have a pussy—was intense. No, what made her feel weird was the fact
 of it. Not the action, but the knowledge that she had done the action.

She, as a woman, had bent over. She'd said, "My punishment is my ass," and invited him to take her in the most... not degrading. Submissive sort of way. She had bent over and taken it
 .

God, how often had she said something like that? Shouting at a losing team after they scored a touchdown, bend over and take it, sissies
 ! Or chortling as she pushed some nerd out of the way in high school. Bend over and take it, nerd
 . She'd said something like that to Adam—Amy—this very morning.

Or, even, with her girlfriends. She'd thought it was, well, sexy. Dominant.

And it was. It was when Hank had said it. Hell, she'd come from his doing it (although she burned in shame at the thought). But when Hank had said it, it was sexy because Tina knew he was only playing. And even then it also really stung—her ass, of course, but her pride most of all. And still, she knew he was playing.

Tina suddenly wasn't sure that his girlfriends had always known that.

In fact, she wasn't at all sure it was always true.

I really was an asshole, she thought. Maybe I did deserve that.

She climbed out of the shower, wrapped her hair in a towel, and then realized she had to pee. She stood before the toilet, reached down, laughed a little, turned and sat. People think peeing sitting down is feminine, she thought, as she did it. But really, it's not that big a deal. We sit to shit, anyway. She flushed, washed her hands, and then found a towel large enough to cover both her sizable boobs and her pussy. She took an extra one too. Somehow she seemed to have more nooks and crannies to dry than she usually did.

She stepped quickly, although not running, back to her own room. While in the hall, she heard a weird hooting from two floors down, Hank screaming something, someone shouting back. What the hell was that? She thought she heard a female voice. Was that a wolf-whistle? Were those idiots watching porn?

She closed the door to her room behind her. She started drying herself off a second time. Shit, her old clothes were still in Hank's room, weren't they? Fuck it, she could get them later. She pulled new clothes out of her suitcase. It felt weird putting on men's clothes. Wait, hadn't Adam—Amy—had a bra
 ? And panties
 ? Where had she come up with those?

Compromising, she pulled on boxers and a T-shirt, just as Adam had. It seemed right, a sort of improvised casual outfit that a girl might wear.

You know, a girl like her.

She shivered.

No reason to beat herself up, she decided, thinking back to what she had been like. She'd been a bully, and mean—an asshole, the word fit, she couldn't deny it—but she hadn't ever really hurt
 anyone, had she? She cast her mind back, thinking first of her various girlfriends—well, not just girlfriends. Also... partners. One-night stands. No, call them what they were: conquests. That's how she'd treated them, anyway.

Had she hurt
 them?

She didn't think so. Not that
 way. Hurt their feelings, maybe. But they'd always said yes. She relaxed slightly, realizing that however bad she'd been, she hadn't been that
 evil. Although, she realized with a shiver, she could have become so. If she'd kept going.

Well, if nothing else, maybe this whole experience had saved her from that. Maybe it wasn't too late. Maybe she could just... not be an asshole any more. Let the memory of her aching ass remind her of her own commitment.

Yeah, she said with a wince and a small laugh. That'll drive it home.

There was a knock on the door. Must be George.

"Come in," said Tina, with only a slight sigh.

The door opened, and a strange woman walked in the room.













 

Chapter 49

Tina blinked. And then sat quickly down, trying to cover herself, even though she was, by some standard, dressed enough. "Who are you
 ?" she asked. Had Hank invited some other friend here? Why would he do
 that?

But the woman, who was wearing women's jeans and a woman's T-shirt (although a fairly tight one), just laughed. "Right now," she said, with a mild but unmistakable German accent, "I'm calling myself 'Greta.'"

Tina blinked, uncomprehending. But how....

"George?" she said, almost whispered.

Greta laughed. "Yes," she said. "Well, basically. Give or take—" and she indicated her body with a wave of her hands.

"Oh my God, George
 ?!?" said Tina, leaping up (feeling her own sizable tits bounce uncomfortably as she did so), rushing over, taking her by the shoulders, and looking her up and down. "What did you do
 ?"

Greta was still chuckling. "Now, Tina," she said teasingly. "You're a smart girl. Surely you can figure out what I did."

Tina blinked. "But—but yours was supposed to be a dud. A placebo."

Greta waved the thought away. "Oh, that. That was a placebo. But I had... let's say, a back-up."

Tina sat on the bed, her mouth open, her first pressed together up against it. "You brought a back-up
 ?!" she cried, astonished and delighted.

Greta, for answer, did a slow spin, showing her form.

Tina blinked once or twice. "But—but why did you—I mean, you won. I lost. Why did you take
 it?"

"Well..." said Greta hesitantly.













 

Chapter 50

"Your sister what
 ?" Adam had cried, in response to George's revelation.

"She sent me three pills," said George. "I asked her for a few, and she sent three. With a note saying she could send more if I liked them." He smiled. "Obviously, she thought I'd be trying them by myself. For that, three is plenty to start with."

Adam blinked, taking it in. "And you brought the third one? With you, this weekend?"

George nodded.

"Are you offering... I mean, are you suggesting I take it? Take another?" He ought, somehow, to resist the idea. To resent it. He could only imagine what Hank and Tim (even as Tina) would say. But at the notion that he could become Amy again he felt a thrill through his body, and in his spine. And he felt his cock stiffen. He wanted to say: he felt himself moisten, although of course that was just a somatic memory from earlier that day. He wanted
 it. Because he wanted George? Or the others? Or just the state itself, just the fact of being she?

But George was shaking his head. "No. I mean, you already did. If you want to try again some time I'm sure my sister will get me more pills. I can bring some back after the summer. But I meant..." He looked suddenly shy. "I thought it was my
 turn."

"Oh," said Adam, for a second disappointed: and then he looked in his friend's eyes, and felt himself stiffen further. "Oh!" he said with a smile. "Are you... I mean, are you sure?"

George shrugged. "I don't know about sure
 ," he said. "But it's only twenty-four hours."

"I guess that's right," said Adam, taken aback by how small a thing that made it sound. It hadn't felt small. "And I guess you aren't making any promises," he added, realizing that that was a big part of why the whole experience had felt so momentous.

"Nope," said George, smiling. "No promises. So anything I do
 do is just because I want to. It's not at all... compelled. It's just my own slutty self."

Adam's mouth fell open.

George said, "Shall I... go upstairs and fetch it?"

Adam felt a surge of excitement. All he could do was nod.

Adam did nothing but sit there stunned, grabbing at thoughts that buzzed like insects around him, fast and close and unable to be grasped, and then George was already back, his clenched left fist held out before him, and a glass of water in his other hand. "It really is too big to swallow without water," he said, as if Adam had asked. Then he uncurled his fingers. There in his palm was a large, pink capsule, just like the other two, or was it the other eight, that Adam had seen before.

"Wow," said Adam. He sat down. He felt oddly jittery, like he was about to run a race or something.

George stood there, looking at the pill in his hand thoughtfully.

"You don't have to," said Adam.

"No," said George slowly, still looking at the pill. "No, I think I want to." Still, he didn't move.

Adam waited. After a minute he said, "It's different when you know for sure what it is," he said. "When there's no roulette about it."

"Yeah," said George. Oddly, he sounded almost disappointed. Then he placed the glass of water on the table, and carefully placed the pill beside it, looked at Adam, and grinned.

"Want to see it happen?" he asked, and before Adam could answer, George pulled off his shirt.













 

Chapter 51

In moments, George stood stark naked before him. He seemed pretty fit, not as fit as Tim, but not as flabby as Adam suddenly felt himself. Adam couldn't keep his eyes from going down to George's cock, that cock that he had taken so willingly into his mouth, into his very body, just a few hours ago. George traced his gaze, and Adam felt a flush of embarrassment, but George only smiled. "Ready to see it disappear?" he asked with a grin. At his words, as if the very thought aroused him, his penis stiffened and straightened up a bit.

Adam said, rushing the words before embarrassment made him think twice about saying them, "I'm almost sorry to see it go."

George smiled at him, but sweetly, without mockery. "It'll be back," he said. "It will be better waiting for more privacy. To try that. In the meantime," and in a swift motion he bent down, grabbed the glass and the pill, popped the small pink capsule in his mouth, and drank the water down.

Then, before anything happened, he bent and put the glass back on the table.

"I don't know why there's always this..." George began, and then cut himself off with an "Oh my".

His skin moved, like molded clay without visible fingers. It rippled. He seemed to shrink. At the same time, his hips swelled out and his chest began to balloon. George himself looked down—with fascination and not horror, it appeared to Adam—while his cock seemed to retract and his testicles receded back into his body. When the nub of the cock disappeared, it keep going in, causing first a ridge, then a thin furrow, then finally a valley where there had been none before.

Adam didn't know where to look. He wanted to look at every part of his friend at once: his face, which was reshaping itself too, his hips, his legs, his breasts. And it was all so fast
 ! Even as he cast his gaze desperately around, trying to take everything in, it was over. George let out a sigh.

" That
 was weird," she said. She shook herself; her breasts jiggled. She reached up and held them lightly in her hands. "This is nice though," she said.

"You're gorgeous," breathed Adam. He had just seen Tina, but that moment had been fraught, tense, filled with emotion. Now he felt his heart swell with love—yes, that was the word, he couldn't deny it—for this man, this woman, who had been his friend for months but whom he was just starting, somehow, to really draw close to. "George, you're—you're incredible."

George smiled at the compliment, but then frowned. "George won't do," she said. "Even if it's a female name sometimes..."

"It's a female name?" asked Adam.

"'I built this tower for my wife George,'" quoted George. "But obviously it's mostly male."

"You could be, I dunno, Georgina" suggested Adam.

George made a face and shook his head. "How about... Greta," he said.

Adam shrugged. "Sure. It's a nice name. Sort of an old ladies name nowadays."

Greta just shrugged. "Not in Austria," she said.

Adam stood up, and smiled. "I like it," he said.

"Good." Greta walked carefully across the room, seemingly self-conscious of her swaying tits. She sat down on the couch where she had been sitting before. "Now," she said brightly. "Where were we?"













 

Chapter 52

Adam's cock swelled at the words, at the suggestion. Greta just smiled and beckoned him over. He went, so eager he was almost nervous, and sat down where he had been. Without a word, Greta, still naked, leaned forward and kissed him.

They kissed deeply and for a long time.

After a minute, Greta took hold of his right hand and placed it on her left breast. Adam needed no further encouragement, and soon both his hands were cupping, stroking and squeezing Greta's generous tits. Greta gave a little moan at his touches and kissed him more deeply. Then, pulling back, she took her hands, grabbed the hem of Adam's T-shirt, and pulled it up over his head in one swift motion.

Adam felt suddenly self-conscious, dropping his arms and putting them over his stomach.

"No," said Greta, reading his mind, knowing what he thought. "You're beautiful. Because you're you." She leaned forward and kissed him on the chest. Adam felt his cock throb. "You were beautiful as Amy," said Greta, kissing him to punctuate the sentence, "You are beautiful as Adam." She kissed down, nuzzling past Adam's arms, and kissed him, lightly, sweetly, on the belly. Then she took the button of his jeans and undid them, pulling them open and apart. She reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock and his balls. Adam shivered at her touch. Her hands were cold, and the chill turned into a tingle of pleasure that ran through every bone in his body.

"I really wanted to do this," said Greta in a low voice, almost a whisper, as she took his cock in her hand and gently stroked it. "When you changed back before. I wanted to hold you," she kept stroking, and Adam felt his cock throb, and he moaned. "I wanted to look
 at you," she continued, moving her own hands and looking down with undisguised wonder and admiration and desire. "And I wanted to taste you," she said, in a genuine whisper now, and bent her head over and took Adam in her mouth.

Adam leaned back, overwhelmed by the sensation. She took him whole into her throat, and then pulled back, running her tongue around the base and the head. She moved her hand to the bottom and began stroking, and sucked for another minute, and then raised her head, looked Adam in the eye, and smiled with genuine love.

"Do you want to... make me a woman?" she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

Adam lay down on the couch, his dick rock-hard and sticking straight up. Greta tried to angle herself onto it, but the back of the couch got in the way. "There's not enough room," she said. "Here. On the floor."

She lay down in the thick, luxurious rug, stretched out, and opened her legs. "Take me," she said.

Adam felt on the verge of coming just at the sight of her. "Don't you want to be on top?" he asked. "It's your first time."

But Greta shook her head. "I want to feel you on me. And in me. I think it'll be all right." She moved down and felt, with a flash of wonder that Adam read in her face, her own vagina. She stuck a finger in, and gasped slightly, and then pulled it out and held it up, first to her eyes, and then towards him. "I'm pretty wet," she said, and laughed with delight.

Adam pulled off his pants and boxers and, naked, crouched before her. He angled himself towards her, and placed his cock on her labial lips.

"Oh," breathed Greta.

"Are you ok?" asked Adam.

"Take me," was all Greta responded.

So Adam, slowly, steadily, thrust himself into her, as she gasped with every inch. By the end he was lying on top of her, and he moved his hands up to caress her magnificent breasts.

"Harder," whispered Greta.

So Adam started to thrust harder. He was worried for a moment that he was close, too close, and that he wouldn't be able to last. But then Greta began to cry out, "O! O! O Gott! O! Oooo!" at the top of her lungs, without any fear of being overheard seemingly, and Adam realized that it was time, and he shot into her just as her screams reached a crescendo and her nails scratched hard enough on his back to leave a stinging welt.

Then they lay there, exhausted, holding each other, Adam still inside her, atop her, kissing and saying soft words. Until, a minute or two later, they heard feet on the stairs and, before either of them could move, they heard Hank exclaim, "Holy shit!"

Adam jerked with embarrassment, but Greta seemed completely at ease. She slid out from under him, and stood up, and stretched, fully naked and glistening with sweat, making no effort to cover herself. "Hi Hank," she said brightly. "Is Tina ready for me?"

Hank looked from Adam, who was still lying on the floor and who shrugged a little sheepishly at the unspoken question, and then back to Greta, who jutted out her hip just slightly, assuming a sexier pose, and winked. Then Hank looked back to Adam again.

"You lucky son of a bitch," he breathed, his voice filled with awe.













 

Chapter 53

"Why did you take
 it?" asked Tina.

"Well..." said Greta hesitantly. "Let's just say I was curious." She gave a beaming smile. "I wanted to see what it was like."

"Damn," said Tina blinking. "Does... does this mean I can't fulfill my promise? To you, I mean?"

Greta smiled wickedly. "Oh, sweetheart," she cooed, "You are not getting off that
 easily." And she stepped forward, reached down, and pulled Tina's shirt over her head.

Tina, with some instinct that needed no time to develop, pulled her hands up to her chest and covered her boobs.

Greta, her eyes wandering over Tina's cleavage, then pulled her own shirt over her head. She was wearing a bra. Tina had a fleeting thought that it looked like the same bra that Amy had worn. Greta unhooked it, tossed it aside, and then stood there, letting Tina look at her uncovered bosom.

"Oh my God," breathed Tina, and lowered her own hands to reach out and fondle Greta's tits. As she did so, Greta stepped slightly closer, and then raised her hands to fondle Tina in turn. They kissed. Then the two women stood there, feeling each other, and kissing, for a timeless while.

Finally breaking off, breathing a bit hard as if she'd just run up a flight of stairs, Tina sat down on the bed. "I get that instead of a blow job, I can give you head," she said, a little uncertainly. "I've done that before. To women, I mean. But what do we do instead of, I mean, without..."

"Honey," said Greta in a silky voice, "just lie back."

Trembling slightly, Tina did.

Greta stretched up alongside her, until they were lying face to face, their breasts pressed close together. She kissed Tina long and slowly, running her hands all over her body as she did so, feeling her hips, her ass, her breasts, her legs. Tina, more hesitantly, did the same.

At length, Greta brought her hand up to Tina's vagina. She pushed slightly, to indicate to Tina that she should spread her legs. Tina shifted and complied. And then Greta took her hand and started running them over Tina's vaginal lips.

Tina moaned.

Greta kept moving her fingers around, causing Tina to shiver as her fingers traced lightly over her clit. Greta leaned forward, sucked for a moment on Tina's earlobe, and then whispered, "And you do me, too."

So Tina did. Tina felt more awkward than Greta was. Greta somehow knew what to do, her one hand caressing Tina's body while the other tickled her pussy. Then, gently, smoothly, Greta took a finger and pressed it inside her. Tina gasped loudly. She tried to do the same back to Greta, but she found it hard to reach, and anyway it was so distracting
 , having these magic fingers dance around and in her.

In a moment Tina gasped again, as Greta slid a second finger into her, and then, with her thumb, began to trace little patterns on her clit. Tina's moans became continuous; she tried to reach Greta but she was paralyzed by the waves of rapture that pulsed out of her center. Greta bent down and sucked on one of her nipples. And it was like some cord was stretched, from the nipple she sucked on to the fingers pushing back and forth inside her, to the thumb, to the other hand delicately caressing her ass, and it all came together and Tina began to scream in ecstasy, dimly aware that she could probably be heard throughout the house, maybe through the neighborhood, but unable to stop as her entire body became a conduit of electrifying bliss, every part of her soared, and then, with a sigh, she sank exhausted back in the bed.













 

Chapter 54

Tina opened her eyes to find Greta looking at her, but gently, still tracing with one lightly touching finger little patterns on her chest, between her two breasts. "It's nice as a woman, isn't it?" asked Greta.

Tina just nodded, and then frowned. "How do you know?"

Greta gestured with her head. "While you were with Hank. Adam and I. Downstairs."

"Oh." The sentence, "You really are
 a pair of homos," flashed through her head, but she decided to try not saying it, as part of her new not-being-an-asshole policy. Greta just smiled at her, still stroking her chest.

"I'm sorry that, uh, I mean I, you didn't..." said Tina.

Greta looked at her over the top of imaginary glasses. "You're not done, baby," she said. "It's time for part two." Greta shifted, sitting with her back against the wall, and let her legs fall open. Her eyes went to Tina's mouth.

"Ok," said Tina, feeling suddenly inadequate. She bent forward and licked, tentatively.

"Try along the sides," said Greta, "And then just tease the clit with your tongue. Don't poke it, don't lick it hard. Just—lightly."

Tina felt a flash of humiliation at this woman, younger as
 woman than she herself (even if only by a few minutes), having to give her directions. But she bent down, breathing in Greta's sweet, womanly scent, and tried. Greta moaned. Then, between moans, she would occasionally make suggestions or give instructions. Tina, feeling another flash of humiliation at realizing that no girlfriend she'd ever been with had said anything like this, that she had thought she was pleasuring them but maybe she wasn't, and even wondering if they had faked orgasms just to get her (him) to stop. But then, continuing to lick Greta's pussy, she realized that she was now
 doing it right
 . Or at least better. Greta's suggestions were getting fewer; her moans were taking over more and more. And Tina felt like she now understood. She shifted, and began stroking Greta's inner thighs while she danced her tongue around her pussy. Greta cried out, loudly. Tina kept stroking, and, in a few moments, as her tongue flicked back and forth over Greta's clit, Greta, her legs propped Tina's shoulders, arched her back, and cried out "O O O O O" at the time of her lungs, and then her entire body shuddered, and she breathed deeply out.

Tina crawled up fully on the bed—she had sort of been half on, half off while giving head—and lay down beside her lover.

Greta looked at her with a smile. "That," she said softly, "was even better than I had thought it would be." And Tina realized with a start that, of course, everything that Greta had told her to do must have been things she had been told before by lovers of her own. After all, she herself had never experienced
 it before. She wasn't saying what she liked; she had been saying what other women had told her they
 liked. Because she'd asked.—Tina winced again, but then put on a brave face.

"You're a good teacher," she said.

"Well," said Greta with mock seriousness, "I think I'd better have you try again tomorrow. Just to make sure you learned it properly
 ."

Tina smiled. "Ok. But maybe you should demonstrate it first, to sort of let me see it from the other side as it were."

Greta laughed. "It's a date," she said. Then she got up, and began putting on the panties and bra she had discarded before.

Tina sat up and watched her, not lustfully, but feeling a tingling contentment everywhere. "Where did you get those anyway?" she asked.

"My sister," Greta said. "She included them when she sent me the pills."

"Ah," was all that Tina replied. But as Greta pulled the shirt over her head, she asked, "I don't suppose that she sent you two sets?"

"Sorry," asked Greta regretfully.

"'s ok," said Tina. "We're just lounging around the house tomorrow anyway."

Greta winked at her. "So to speak," she said. And then, moving to the door, she turned back and blew Tina a kiss. "Sweet dreams," she said. And, closing the door behind her, she left.













 

Chapter 55

They all came down around the same time the next morning. Hank cooked eggs and bacon, this time for everyone; Greta made some toast. Except for the barest necessities to organize—"hand me the butter", "where are the plates"—they didn't say much. There was a deep, intense silence in the room, a silence made partly of awkwardness, partly of tender closeness, partly of new and raw intimacies. Eventually the food was ready, and the four of them sat at the four edges of the center island, and ate.

Halfway through, Hank put his fork down on his plate, a bite of egg still on it, and shook his head in wonderment. "Damn, dudes," he said.

They all smiled at that.

Hank looked at Greta. "Now I'm suddenly feeling left out
 ," he said. "I thought I was winning."

Greta grinned. "I can get more," she said.

"By sometime this afternoon?" asked Hank, and they all chuckled.

"Sadly," Greta said, "I'm flying back to Austria tomorrow night. For the summer. But I should be able to bring some back when I return in the fall."

They all nodded in reply. Then they finished eating in silence.

Out of nowhere, Tina said, "I just wanted to tell you, Adam—I, I deleted those pictures last night. From the sites where I posted them. They're off the web now."

"Thanks," Adam said.

"I hope—I mean, someone might have copies."

"I know," said Adam. "Thanks for trying."

Tina nodded.

Hank sighed and gave a rueful grin. "In one way it's too bad," he said. "I never saw them at all. And I wouldn't mind some photographic memories of this weekend.

"Maybe another time," Adam said.

"Maybe," said Greta carefully, "The idea of photos would be easier if it was planned. And we all participated. Sort of a mutual-assured-destruction sort of scenario."

Tina nodded vigorously. "That makes sense."

Hank sighed again. "Fair enough," he said.

"Oh, and by the way," said Adam, turning to Tina, "I gave George a blow job the night before last. Before you, I mean."

Tina opened her mouth, then closed it again. It looked like she was struggling with anger, or perhaps with whether to be angry. Eventually she laughed and, shaking her head, said, "You lying asshole." But she was grinning as she said it.

Adam raised his eyebrows. "I didn't lie," he said. "You assumed."

Tina laughed again. "Honestly, I don't know why I cared any more."

Adam looked at her as if he was about to say something, but just smiled instead, and reached out his hand; Tina took it, gave it a squeeze, and smiled back.

The four of them looked at the empty plates, at the warm bright sunshine outside, and then at each other.

"So," said Tina, in a loud, businesslike voice, slapping her hands on the table. "Let's get downstairs. Who am I fucking first?"

And at that they all laughed quite loudly.













 

Chapter 56

But of course, in one sense, it hadn't been a joke. They quickly cleaned up, piling the dishes in the sink—"You know you're all helping me clean before we leave tonight, right?" asked Hank grumpily, to which they all replied "Yes, yes"—and then trooped downstairs, but once they were seated about on the couch and in the armchairs, an awkwardness fell again.

"Well," said Tina, visibly summoning her courage, "What's good for the goose is good for the gander, I guess."

"What's good for the gander is good for the gander even when he's a goose," said Greta, at which Adam laughed.

Tina began counting on her fingers, speaking just a little too loudly, her plain, undisguised speech designed to hide a nervousness and embarrassment which it didn't quite manage to cover, "Ok. I owe Hank a fuck and a blow job, Adam a fuck, and Greta..." she didn't quite know what to say.

"One more something." said Greta smoothly.

"Right," said Tina. "Just like yesterday then. Hank, you're in front, and Adam, you switched places with me, so you're behind, and you—" She waved at Greta nonchalantly, "Can perv again from over there." But this time she said it with a smile.

"Maybe," said Greta, "I can figure out a way to be a bit
 more involved than that."

"Well," said Tina, and stood up. There was a moment's intense awkwardness—how do
 you go from breakfast to foursome with nothing but logistical planning in-between, Adam thought, and then realized what the answer was. He got up, stood behind Tina, who shook herself in a way that made them all notice, undulating slightly, and then Adam peeled off her shirt to reveal her perfect tits. Sanding behind her, he kissed her neck.

"Ooo," said Tina. "Hank, get over here."

So Hank stood, and with an embarrassed grin walked over, stuck out his hands, and started fondling Tina's boobs. Tina leaned forward and added a kiss into the mix. Adam pulled Tina's boxer's down, and began caressing her ass. Then he was shocked to feel hands on him
 , from behind, removing his
 shirt. He glanced over his shoulder, and saw that Greta, now behind him, had already stripped bare.

Tina, now naked, pulled off Hank's shirt, kissed him down the chest until she got to his belt buckle, and then undid his pants and let them drop. She giggled upon seeing his erection poking out of the slit in his boxers. Hank grinned embarrassedly, and then Tina, with a wink, pulled down the boxers too, grabbed his penis, and stroked it a few times. Hank moaned. Tina got down on first one knee, and kissed the tip of Hank's penis, and then, getting on both knees and letting her fingertips rest gently on the floor, ran her tongue along it's length. Hank shuddered. Meanwhile, Tina scooched her rear back until she was balancing more fully on her hands, and then crouched on all fours. She broke off sucking Hank (who gave a big, shuddering breath as she did) to turn and wave her head at Adam. Then Tina returned to sucking, while Adam lined up behind her. She felt the tip of his cock against her lips and then, with an almost terrifying force and suddenness, he trust into her, and, despite her full mouth, she gasped.

"Like that, sweetheart?" asked Adam, and then instantly regretted it; it sounded like he had abandoned their truce of the previous night, as if he was revealing in whatever masculine absurdity makes a man feel that fucking a woman from behind is triumph instead of pleasure, or that a woman's pleasure is a conquest not a gift. But Tina just said "Mmm-hmm," and wiggled her ass a little, and Adam felt an overwhelming surge of lust and thrust into her all the harder, holding her hips, and occasionally caressing her ass with his fingertips. Tina, her mouth still on Hank's cock, moaned in pleasure, which made Adam redouble his efforts.

Tina looked up at Hank. She had so often looked down, relishing the sight of this or that woman's mouth stuffed with her cock, their eyes looking meekly back up, that she felt it only fair to play the role now. So she kept her eyes up, on his, as much as she could. But Hank only intermittently looked back; he kept closing his eyes to moan or gasp. When he looked down, there was no superiority, but a sort of deep embarrassment and incredible gratitude mixed together. But for her part, Tina found she liked the feeling of looking up. She had surrendered; she was free. She was being taken, taken from both ends, spitroasted; she had bent, she was a cocksucker. There was nothing more to worry about. Now that it had happened, that it was accomplished, all she had left to do was to relish the pleasure of meeting bodies. All she felt was the physical joy.

She wished, for a second, that she could reach behind her and stroke her pussy, which was wet, but she had one hand on the base of Hank's cock and needed the other for balance. But then, suddenly, something was
 touching her, touching her pussy, and her clit. She moaned even harder. Something was darting in and out, up and down, adding a thick layer of pleasure to the bursts she received from Adam's thrusting into her and from the fact of the thick cock in her mouth as palpable and undeniable as steel. She glanced very quickly down and realized that it was Greta: on her back, her head under the bridge Tina's back made, bending up to lick Tina's pussy. Tina moaned in intense pleasure as the delicious agony and humiliation and bliss all merged into one.

Then Hank, gasping, stepped back, and aimed. Tina looking up stared straight into the head of his thick cock. He gave it two quick strokes, and then she blinked as the thick goo shot all over her eyes and into her hair and onto her cheeks. He pulsed: a second shot, then a third, and suddenly Tina's entire face was sticky and warm.

Adam was still thrusting behind her, his hands shifting from gripping her hips to kneading the sides of her ass. For a second he reached forward and grabbed a chunk of her hair, not to hurt, but just to hold on to, to pull her head back. The image of herself, on all fours, cum all over her face, her head pulled helplessly back, another man skewering her from behind, merged with the flick of the tongue on her clit and she cried, in an exquisite and humiliating shout, "Oh! I'm, I'm, I'm, Oooooooh...." and then the word merged into a scream, which unfolded into a low and pleasurable moan.

And then, somehow, Hank had stepped back, and Greta had scooched forward, and there was her
 cunt, open and moist before Tina's mouth. She dived in hungrily, licking and lapping and playing with the clit with the tip of her tongue. Balancing carefully on one hand, still feeling Adam's intense and increasing grunts behind her, shaking her, making her boobs sway beneath her, she raised her right hand and slipped her index finger into Greta's moist cunt while still licking around the edges and top with her tongue. Greta's whole body convulsed, as if hit by lightning. Tina heard Adam moan loudly, and slam one last time into her, grabbing her ass with all his might as if he were trying to keep from falling off a cliff, as he came into her, shooting up into her, and now she was both covered and filled with cum. Adam, his breathing slowing, still stood behind her, his dick still in her even as he softened; and then Greta began to cry out too, and her body shook as Tina pushed in a second finger and danced on her clit with her tongue, and Greta shrieked loudly enough to hurt Tina's ears.

And then they all collapsed in a heap on the floor.













 

Chapter 57

Eventually they roused themselves to restore the room to some sort of order. Adam had been afraid that while they cleaned up there would be the same awkwardness as there had been at breakfast, but instead all of them trotted around, all naked, laughing and joking and occasionally reaching out to pinch a butt or stroke a cock or a tit. Adam very carefully did not touch or look at Hank, nor Hank him, but otherwise all four of them were a real unit. They cleaned up various spills, climbed into boxers and panties (neither of the women bothered with bras or shirts, which Adam and Hank found distracting, much to both Tina and Greta's delight), and clambered up into the kitchen, where they did all the breakfast dishes and then sat around the table. It was almost noon. Hank phoned up to order a pizza.

"Well," said Tina, "Unless I miss my count, all that's left is one fuck for Hank. Am I wrong?"

"No," said Hank, and Greta and Adam nodded their agreement.

"I will admit," said Hank, looking at Greta: his eyes were on her chest, until she bounced a little in her seat, causing her breasts to jiggle, whereupon Hank's eyes flew guiltily up to her face, which caused Greta to giggle. "It's just, it's too bad that..." Greta circled her mouth into an O and raised her hand to cover it, in mock shock.

Tina pouted theatrically. "Oh, my love, my stallion
 , you break my heart," she exclaimed, holding her hand up to her forehead like an overwrought actress. Hank reached over and squeezed her exposed left tit, and Tina swatted him in the arm.

"Ow," said Hank.

"Not while I'm performing," scolded Tina.

There was the doorbell.

"Shit!" said Hank. "That was quicker than I thought."

He ran over to the pile in which all their clothes were heaped and started digging for his pants.

Tina, feeling a strange mood come over her, stood up. "Never mind," she said. "I'll get it."

Hank and Adam's eyes bulged in their sockets.

"Why not?" asked Tina. "It's not like he'll ever see me again. Not like this." And she pulled down her boxers to stand stark naked.

Greta stood up. "I'll come with you," she said pulling her own panties down.

Tina put her arm around Greta's shoulders. "C'mon, sis," she said.

"Wait!" said Hank, shoving two bills into Tina's hand, "You'll need these."

Adam and Hank watched bug-eyed as Tina and Greta walked slowly towards the door, where the bell was rung again. Tina's arm was over Greta's shoulders; Greta's arm was around Tina's waist and resting on her hip. Greta, slightly awkwardly, reached out with her other hand and opened the door.

There, on the stoop, stood two young Mormons, probably around their own age, wearing black slacks and white, short-sleeve, button-down shirts, thin black ties, and little black name tags identifying them both as "Elder" something.

Neither woman blinked.

"Two fine young men," cooed Tina. "And here I thought it was the pizza."

Greta said, "What might they
 have for us instead?" and let her gaze drop conspicuously to their pants.

The two young missionaries looked at each other, turned, and raced down the steps as fast as they could go. Once they hit the sidewalk they broke into a full sprint. Tina and Greta were laughing, arms still about each other.

Then Adam and Hank, who were watching from back in the kitchen with their mouths open, heard another voice outside.

"Damn, ladies, you scared those two kids all the way back to Utah, I think," said the voice. Tina and Greta saw the man standing besides the walkway, holding a pizza box, seemingly having stepped out of the way to avoid being run over by the fleeing messengers of God.

"We'd thought it was you," asked Tina with a pout.

"Sorry my dears. They beat me up the stairs. Here you are."

Greta disentangled herself from Tina and took the pizza box with both hands. Tina reached over, giving her boobs a bit of a shake as she leaned, and handed him the money.

"Thanks, dearies," he said.

Tina turned to go, but Greta lingered. "If you don't mind my asking, kind
 sir," she said, with a curtsey that caused her breasts to tremble invitingly, "You don't seem to be too surprised at our... welcome for you."

The pizza man laughed. "You'd be surprised what I see sometimes. Have fun ladies. Enjoy the... pizza." And, with a wink, he turned and walked off.

Greta closed the door with her foot and turned around, holding the pizza box in both hands. "Who's hungry?" she asked brightly.













 

Chapter 58

They took their time eating. Neither of the women had bothered to dress at all, and lounged about in the nude, occasionally teasing the men. One might put a foot in one of their laps, stretching out revealingly, and saying with mock casualness, "Rub my foot, sweetie?" And then they'd laugh as Adam and Hank tried to keep their eyes from going straight to their spread pussies. At one point Tina, snapping in Hank's field of vision as he gazed at her spread majesty, said, "Hey! My tits are up here!" And they all laughed except Hank, who blushed. Tina and Hank got themselves beers, Tina bending over provocatively while rooting about at the bottom of the fridge, swaying her exposed ass back and forth, and then glancing over her shoulder with a wink. Adam and Greta stuck to soda.

Finally, Tina sighed. She again raised her foot to Hank's lap again, this time rubbing his erection through the thin fabric of his boxers. She said, "Well, Hank, my stallion, my steel-hard spear," at which Adam and Greta laughed while Hank just further blushed, "Perhaps it's time I pay the last little bit of my... debt." As she said this last she was basically jacking him with side of her foot, and he, not meeting anyone's eye, groaned slightly.

"Should we, uh, go upstairs I guess?" Hank asked.

"I suppose," said Tina, and dropping her foot she leaned towards him. "What exactly is that four-poster bed
 there for anyway? Because I
 have some ideas." Hank's eyes bulged, and he opened his mouth, but no sounds came out. Then Tina, getting up, walked over to the stairs, conscious that the eyes of all three were on her ass, watching as it swayed slightly on her way up the stairs.

"Uh... excuse me..." muttered Hank. He got up, blushing at the obvious tenting of his boxers, and rushed to follow her.

Greta and Adam looked at each other and laughed. "You were right," said Greta thoughtfully. "Tina's loosened up remarkably. I wouldn't have thought it possible."

Adam scotched his chair over beside Greta, and kissed her lightly on the cheek, and then put his head on her shoulder. "I wasn't sure for a while," he said dreamily, "but this weekend turned out to be a very nice idea."

Greta put her hand on Adam's leg, and rubbed it. Adam caught his breath as she rubbed up towards his boxers, where his erection was no less obvious than Hank's had been. She moved her hand towards it but, at the last moment, stopped, moved her hand to the other knee, and began stroking up it. She teased him like this for several minutes, moving her hands all over his body—rubbing his legs and back, running her fingers through his hair, kissing his chest as she ran her hands along his hips—everywhere but his aching cock. She ended by kissing him deeply, as she put her hands on his hips and rubbed them, always stopping just short of where her hands might touch his cock. Then she pulled back and gave an innocent smile.

"Want to go downstairs and... watch a movie?" Greta asked.

Barking with laughter, Adam grabbed her by the arms, pulled her up out of the chair, kissed her full on the lips, and then smacked her ass once, hard. Greta squealed happily at the slap.

"Get downstairs," said Adam.

And then Greta, reaching down, grasped his dick, and gave it two or three slow strokes, stopped abruptly, and said, "Ok," and walked off down the stairs, with a sway to match Tina's.













 

Chapter 59

Hank raced upstairs after Tina. He found her in the master bedroom, again wearing the bathrobe she had worn the night before. Hank came in, and closed the door. He looked at her, and, trying to maintain a light, joking tone, said, "No more spankings, I hope. We both purged our sins last night, didn't we?" The tremor in his voice belied his attempt at chirpiness.

Tina gave him a wide smile that managed to send shivers through him. "Oh, no," she said. "No more... spankings." Then she gestured at the bed. "Why don't you... lie down? On your back, please."

Hank, trembling with both excitement and trepidation, walked over, and lay down on his back, his hands at his sides, his legs together, his entire body a single, stiff board, with his erection poking up in the middle like an unhammered nail.

"Relax," cooed Tina. She walked over to him, and took what looked like a scarf from one of the pockets of the bathrobe. "Close your eyes," she said sweetly. Hank, nervously, complied. She then bound the scarf around his head as a blindfold, and tied it at the back. He tried to open his eyes, just to see if he could, but she had done it well: they were tied shut. Then he felt his limbs—first his left leg, then his right, followed by his right arm, and lastly his left—each pulled out to the side. She took some sort of cloth—towels, maybe, or shirts, he couldn't quite tell—and tied each of them in turn to one of the four posts of the bed. By the time she finished, he was splayed, spread-eagle, and utterly helpless.

He waited, each moment increasing his desire and anxiety. He heard her giggle. Then, he felt the bed move, and then nothing; and then, out of nowhere, he felt her tongue on his balls. He cried out "Ohhhh," and his whole body shuddered. Then the bed moved again, and he heard her whisper in his ear, close enough that he felt her breath with the words: "I'll be back in a moment." Then he felt the bed shift as she rose and heard her open the door, but not close it.

The room was still.

"Tina?" he asked. But there was no answer.

He had never felt so exposed, so helpless. He had thought that when she was spanking him that he had been helpless, but that was nothing. He was blind; he couldn't move. He wondered where she had gone. She wouldn't leave
 me here? He thought. He wondered what would happen if Adam or Greta came upstairs for some reason and saw him. The thought, somehow, made his cock throb. There was something about this, something about being at Tina's mercy, that he responded to.

He thought he heard something. Was that the door closing, softly? "Hello?" he said. Silence. He tried to open his eyes, tried to move his arms and legs. Nothing. He could shake in the bonds, but that's all. As he struggled, his erect cock swayed like a tree in a wind. "Hello?" he said again.

And then, out of nowhere, he felt an intense, almost painful cold run up his thigh. He shrieked. He heard Tina's giggle. Then he waited for a matching chill to hit the other side. But it didn't. He waited; he waited. He almost cried out just from the anticipation. Then, suddenly, he felt a sudden shocking cold in his arm pit. He shrieked again. It was ice, of course. And then she was rubbing it over his stomach and chest and legs, and he howled and shook and found himself begging her to stop, please stop, oh don't stop, please, please.

And then, all of a sudden, he felt warmth: her mouth, surely, on his cock. She licked him. He shuddered with satisfaction. And then yelped louder than ever as a piece of ice rubbed against his balls. He found himself saying "Oh please ow ow ow Mistress Tina please," and herd her low, satisfied chuckle. And then where there had been cold there was warmth, as she licked the moist, cold residue of the ice off his balls. He moaned again. And then she licked his cock again, and again, and he wanted to move his arms, to feel her, to hold her, to grab her and squeeze her tits and ass and spank her, but he couldn't move. She took his cock in her mouth, and moved her head up and down several times. He moaned loudly. And then there was a shuffling, and he felt her over him, and he felt her mount him from above.

And then she was on him and kissing him, while she pistoned up and down on his rock-hard member. She rubbed her hands all over him, and pulled off his blindfold, and he saw her gaze, wild with domination and ecstasy and lust. He thrust his hips upwards, the only part of his body he could move, and then it was her turn to moan. She kissed him and grasped him, and pushed down as he pushed up, and then she cried "O O O" as she orgasmed right on top of him.

He was still rock hard, but she climbed off, bent down and, looking up at him with a wink, swallowed his cock again. She moved her mouth on it, going rapidly up and down, until, just before he could feel himself explode, he said, "I'm gonna—" and she pulled her head off, gripped in him her hand, and in three quick pulls caused him to shoot up, arcing over his chest, his cum landing all over his own face. He sputtered, and spat a bit that had landed in his mouth out, as Tina laughed uproariously, and, as further spurts came out and covered his chest, continued to slowly pump his now-softening cock.













 

Chapter 60

Adam raced into the rumpus room, unsure what he'd find, but wildly aroused from Greta's teasing. He looked around, puzzled, and then felt her grab him from behind, spin him, and kiss him passionately. They stumbled over to the couch, moving their hands over each other's bodies. Greta felt Adam greedily move his hands everywhere, wanting to feel her back, her ass, her tits and her thighs all at once. And she absorbed him, too, moving her hands on his arms and back, and feeling his ass, so different from a woman's, yet tight and nice, and she squeezed it with delight. And all the while they were kissing, and he was thrusting his still-clothed cock against the outside of her slit.

"I want you inside me," Greta whispered to him. "I want to merge with you." Adam did not respond in words, but bent down, pulled his boxers down slightly, and then, shifting so they were side by side, thrust into her. Greta gasped. Her hips moved, as if trying to drive him deeper and deeper into her, and he moved against her, thrusting as she did, so that they flowed apart and then together like curtains in a breeze. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them, and then pulled, trying to thrust even deeper into her. And she did the same, grabbing him, mirroring him, as their bodies merged. After a few moments they stopped kissing and shifted so their noses were almost touching, each with their face right before the other's. Their eyes locked. Adam could see each thrust he gave in her eyes, see the pleasure and joy and love as she took in his rock-hard member; and she could see him, see his throbbing desire, his melting love. She squeezed her internal muscles, and smiled as his eyes widened with pleasure. Their breathing rose, increasing in intensity, as they stared, each drinking in the sight of the face of the other as they crested together to orgasm. They never broke eye contact, each seeing every moment of ecstasy flooding the other's face, until Adam let out a long continuous moan and Greta shrieked "O! O! O! O! O!" just as he spurted into her, and their bodies convulsed as one, slowed as one, shuddered contentedly and relaxed as one. And still they stared into each others eyes, Adam's softening member yet within her, and then at last they kissed again, first softly, then passionately, then softly once more. Then they just lay together, entwined, gazing into each other's eyes.

"I love you," whispered Adam, his heart in his throat.

"I love you, too," whispered Greta, and Adam's delighted, astonished smile was mirrored in hers.

Again they kissed, lightly, delicately; again they lay still, their gazes entwined just as their bodies were.

"I wish you weren't flying to Austria tomorrow," whispered Adam.

Greta moved her head in a slight nod. "I wish so too," she whispered back. But after a moment she added, "But I'll be back in a few months. And I'm here all next year."

Adam smiled a shaky smile, delighted at the promised return, torn by the impending separation.

"And I'll bring pink pills when I come," added Greta with a mischievous smile.

And at that they both laughed—lightly, silently—looking longingly ahead towards pleasures to come.













 

Chapter 61

By the time Hank and Tina, now dressed again (the latter still in her outfit of just T-Shirt and boxers), came down to the rumpus room, creeping in carefully, afraid of interrupting them (although each also wishing, with a small wicked hope, to specifically catch them, too), they found Adam and Greta lying on the couch, she resting upon him, nestled in his arms. They too were both dressed.

Greta looked up and grinned and evil grin. "Did you pay your debts?" she asked.

"Oh she did," said Hank, stretching as if stiffened by something. "She did."

"And I see," said Tina, "that no promise is needed to encourage the two of you."

Greta craned her neck up, and Adam looked down at her, and they shared a quick kiss, whereupon they looked at Tina as Adam said, plainly, "No."

Tina gave them both a surprisingly warm smile. "Good," she said.

Hank and Tina plopped into chairs. Hank pulled his phone out of his pocket and checked the time.

"We've still got a while before the X-Change wears off," he said. "But I should probably run around cleaning and such."

Tina smiled a wicked smile. "It's too bad," she said, "that all the promises are paid off and there's no more fun to be had."

"Well..." said Greta. She glanced at Adam, who shrugged. Then she extracted herself, went over to the chair where Tina sat, crouched beside her, and cupped her hands and whispered for a long time into her ear. Tina whispered back; then Greta again. Tina looked down, looked at Adam, then at Hank, then at Greta, and then down at her own strange, beautiful body. And she giggled. She pursed her lips, and raised her hand to it in mock scandal. Greta laughed. And then Tina cupped her own hands, whispered back once more, more briefly, and the two women looked at each other and nodded.

They both stood.

"Go on upstairs, boys," said Tina sweetly.

"Just briefly," said Greta, with a twinkle in her eye.

"Give us, oh..."

"Two minutes," said Tina.

"Two minutes," agreed Greta.

Adam and Hank stood reluctantly. They looked apprehensively at each other.

"Go on," said Tina.

The two men climbed the stairs. Halfway up, they heard the two women giggling.

They reached the kitchen and glanced at the clock on the wall, and then looked at each other. "I'm kind of nervous," said Hank.

"I'm terrified," said Adam.

They looked back at the clock, watching the second hand swing slowly around its orbit. Adam thought, if time moved this slowly all the time, I'd be practically immortal
 .

Finally, Hank said, "That's two minutes."

Adam asked, "One more for luck?"

Hank nodded, and they watched the second hand move around one more time.

Then they crept down the stairs.

The coffee table had been shoved aside once again. And there, on all fours, side by side, their asses in the air pointing at the two men coming down the stairs, were Greta and Tina. They were whispering with each other and giggling. At one point, they leaned towards each other kissed.

Then, noticing the two of them, Tina's voice sang out. "Oh, bo-ooys." And the two women waggled their bottoms invitingly.













 

Chapter 62

Adam thought he might cream his jeans on the spot. Glancing at Hank, they both realized their erections were at full extension. After a brief, embarrassing moment of realizing their mutual recognition, they each pulled off their shirts and jeans and boxers and, naked, moved towards the two women. Adam headed towards Greta, but Hank grabbed his arm, shook his head, pointing in a quick Z shape: you take Tina, I want Greta.

Adam shook his head, fiercely. He felt connected to Greta, he loved
 Greta. She was going away for months. He wanted his last time to be with her, not Tina, nice as she was.

Tina and Greta both turned their heads to look back at them, giggling slightly at their outstretched swords. "Now boys," said Greta reprovingly.

"Share and share alike," put in Tina.

Adam met Greta's eyes, and tried to put a question into his gaze: Are you sure? Greta gave the slightest of shrugs with her eyes, the tiniest of nods with her head: It'll be ok.

So Adam relented. They advanced and, side by side, knelt behind the two women, who giggled with excitement: Hank behind Greta, Adam behind Tina.

For Adam, it felt wrong; but he gritted his teeth, deciding to try to be a good sport.

Hank and Adam glanced at each other. Hank gave a delighted grin, the grin of a man about to fuck a brand-new gorgeous woman for the first time. Adam smiled back, as gamely as he could. And then, as one, they grabbed themselves and aimed, lining themselves up, brushing the tips of their cocks on the already-wet lips of the women's pussies. Both Tina and Greta gave little gasps. And then, as one, the two men each took hold of the hips of their woman, and thrust inside them.

For Adam, it was a strange experience. It felt, of course, amazing, and he thrust in and out with wild abandon, moaning and grunting as he did so. He heard Tina's squeals, and felt the extraordinary pride and power of having her before him, her round ass in his hands (here he gave her cheeks a squeeze, which added a brief spike to Tina's squealing) while taking her with all his force. He leaned forward, and ran his hands over her back, down her sides, and cupped her swaying tits in his hands, all of which caused Tina to moan.

But if his eyes happened to turn to Greta—also on all fours, also gasping, also with large, swaying tits moving in time to her rocking back and forth—it simply made the whole situation a bit strange. It was hot to watch this woman, whom he loved, get fucked by another man. It made his cock throb to watch as she raised her head, her eyes closed, and gasped, or screamed in a rising crescendo "O! O! O!" He thought he felt a stab of jealousy, but then realized that in fact he only felt that he ought
 to feel jealous. He relished Greta's cries of delight, and he thrust harder to try and make Tina's match hers.

And, of course, even as he fucked Tina, Adam also could feel Hank's body right beside him, working away, and heard his
 little grunts of effort; and once or twice his eyes happened to meet Hank's, provoking an odd, sheepish grin and quick glance back. Adam tried to focus on the woman he was inside.

For Tina, however, the entire situation was simple delight. She had felt deliciously wicked, deliciously submissive
 , bending over, waiting for Adam to come up behind her. Or Hank; she didn't much care. But she guessed, correctly, that Hank, offered a seeming choice, would want fresh pussy; and Greta, after only a moment's hesitation, had nodded her consent. There was that awkward moment as they came in, but now it was just glorious: she was there, her back arched, emitting noises as she felt Adam's rock-hard cock thrust inside her, felt his hands grab her ass or reach forward to knead her tits. She was free; she needed only crouch there, let him work, and feel the bliss that now threatened to brim within her.

She glanced over at Greta, her sister, as she called her jokingly, but somehow, side by side, each submitting, each bent, it felt like they really were. She glanced over, and Greta, perhaps sensing the movement, looked back at Tina. They smiled at each other, each seeing the intensity of the ecstasy in the other's eyes, each feeling the delicious vulnerability of another witnessing as you are pleasured by a third, seeing the helpless ecstasy in your face. They moved their heads together and shared a passionate kiss. And then broke it off as first Tina, then Greta moaned, then shrieked, and then cried out at the top of their lungs "O! Oh my god! O! Harder! O! Don't stop! O! O! O!" The two woman, side by side, came together, their cries merging to indistinguishability.

And then first Adam, and then Hank, moaned the low moan of men, and spurted themselves into the woman they thrust within.

The two men glanced at each other. Hank, grinning, held up a hand for a high five. Adam rolled his eyes; but Hank held it out again, and Adam, embarrassed, perfunctorily high-fived him. Seeing them do so, still side by side on their hands and knees, Greta and Tina sniggered.

"Men," said Tina scornfully.

She crawled forward and flipped around so that she was sitting on the floor, her back against an armchair. Her legs were splayed open. She reached between her legs and felt the huge globs of sticky cum. She pulled her hand back and held it up, noting the slight residue. She opened her mouth to say something, but then, to everyone's astonishment, she gave a cry, not of ecstasy, not of pain, but of strangeness. The other three saw her skin ripple like waves on the water. Her breasts shrank back into her chest; her arms thickened; her frame elongated; her hips and thighs narrowed; and her slit, sticky with cum, shallowed, and then, as if expelled from his flesh, testicles and a half-erect penis, both thickly covered with Hank's cum, emerged in a flash.

And there was Tim, sitting, legs spread, his genitals covered with his roommate's cum.

The other three cast quick, nervous glances at each other, waiting for some explosion of rage or shame or revulsion. But Tim just laughed lightly, put his hand on his cock, and wiped off a big gob of cum.

"Well that's weird," he said with a chuckle. And then, raising his hand and looking at it closely, added, "A little gross, maybe."

And all four laughed.













 

Chapter 63

For the next hour the four of them raced about, shoving towels and clothes in the laundry, trying to scrub stains out of the rumpus room rug (in the end, Hank deliberately spilled two cans of beer in the worst spots, saying that it was a less incriminating mess), changing the sheets, stuffing pizza boxes into recycling bins, and packing up their weekend bags. Somewhere towards the end of the frantic cleaning, Greta went into her room, and emerged George, now dressed in his customary black jeans and black T-Shirt. When he came out, Adam smiled at him, nervous and vulnerable; and George gave him a smile that felt like a hot drink warming his insides on a cold winter's day. And also, he was a bit embarrassed to realize, caused him to stiffen slightly, too. Fortunately, everyone was busy and no one seemed to notice.

Finally Hank declared them finished, and the four of them walked outside, Hank leaving last as he locked and tested the door. Then they climbed in his SUV and drove off, through the evening twilight, towards the town where their college lay.

For a while, none of them said anything. In a now all-male company, each found himself a bit shy, hesitating to give any voice to the intimacy which all four, nevertheless, were conscious that they had all together shared.

The headlights of the passing cars winked on, two by two. Full darkness rose out of the earth and spread up into the sky. The stars, one by one, began to wake.

After a long while, Tim, riding shotgun with Hank, said, "I think that next time we shouldn't do the whole roulette thing. Get four pills and draw straws. Two change day one, and then the other two day two."

They rode in silence for a while.

"You're definitely up for doing it again, then?" asked Adam, slightly nervously.

Tim turned and smiled. "Aren't you? Don't deny it, you know you are."

"We all are," said Hank. "But next time I'm first. No straws."

Adam looked across the back seat at George, who smiled and, across the seat, reached out and took his hand. Adam squeezed it tightly.

By the time they arrived back in town it was late. Tim had an overnight flight home in just a few hours; Hank said he'd take Tim to the airport and then just keep going and drive home. "Yeah, I'll get there at three or four a.m.," he said, "But honestly whatever they think, it won't be half
 as bad as what I was really
 up to."

All of them chuckled at that.

Hank offered to have Adam accompany him, saying he could put him on a bus the next day—Hank's home lay in the right direction—but Adam said no, he was going to get a motel and just catch a direct bus in the morning. And George, of course, was going to get a room for the night and then fly out the next day.

Adam and George glanced at each other, and then at Hank and Tim. Hank shrugged, and Tim gave them a genuine and warm smile. "See you guys next fall," he said.

"If everyone can get back early," said Hank, "We can go up to the house for a weekend right before classes start."

"Let's do it," said Adam.

And then Hank and Tim each hugged them both, slapped them manfully on the back, climbed in Hank's car, and drove off.













 

Chapter 64

George and Adam looked at each other in the dim light of the nearby streetlamp. "Want to split a motel room?" asked George. Adam nodded. They shouldered their bags, and walked down the street towards a Super 8. On the way, they stopped at a Chinese buffet—"Unlike you Americans," said George, "I can't survive only
 on pizza"—and wolfed down some food. Then they went to the motel to check in.

"King size bed, or two twins?" asked the man behind the counter, typing into his computer.

Adam and George glanced at each other. "King is fine," said Adam.

The man nodded without looking up, and then prepared their key cards, and gave them directions. The two men shouldered their bags, walked to the room, tried to enter it, ran back down, explained the key cards were faulty, got new keys, returned, and then, finally, entered the room, dropped their bags and fell, side by side, onto the bed.

Then they rolled over and looked at each other. George reached gently out and touched Adam's face. Adam kissed his hand. Then, gently, he put it down.

"I never—" Adam began, then swallowed and started again. "I never thought I was interested in... swinging this way."

George gave an all-but motionless nod. "Me neither," he said. "Really. Honestly, I always thought it sounded a bit gross. Except..."

"Except what?" asked Adam.

"Well, except when thinking about X-Change. Then it seemed, I don't know, kind of exciting. In a sort of 'cross-the-forbidden-line' sort of way."

Adam nodded. "I know what you mean. And then, after looking at... at... at you, through that lens, somehow the idea of, uh, touching you, kissing you, doing all those things, just as me, sounded less scary. More exciting. Nicer." George nodded, and they looked at each other for a while. "I wonder if that means I'm gay," said Adam. "Or, well, bi I guess. Because I definitely got turned on by Greta." And at that George smiled.

"I don't know if makes you bi," George said. "Maybe. Who cares, really. Maybe X-Change teaches us just to see, I don't know, just bodies. Bodies capable of pleasure and kindness and love."

"Or just people," said Adam.

"Exactly," said George. "I don't know if I'm bi or not. I do know that I am an Adamosexual, though, whether you happen to be Amy or Adam or anything else you decide to try to be."

Adam leaned forward and kissed George on the lips. They kissed a moment, and then lay back again, side by side, although closer this time.

"Actually," said George, with a smile, "I know
 that's true, because I was attracted to you right after you changed back. Back from Amy. Even before I had become Greta. I wanted to grab you, to hold you, to—to make love to you. I was afraid that you'd hate the idea of it. Be disgusted by it, horrified. But I wanted you at that moment. Just as badly as I'd wanted Amy."

In answer, Adam kissed George again.













 

Chapter 65

They moved very slowly. They kissed each other for a long time. Then Adam removed George's shirt, and George Adam's. Each kissed the other's chest, and ran their hands over their back, and then pressed together, skin to skin.

And then George, trembling with eagerness, and perhaps with a little bit of nervousness too, bent down and unsnapped Adam's jeans. George pulled the jeans and boxers down, and Adam's cock, erect, sprang out. George took a breath, looked in Adam's eyes, smiled, and then bent down and took him in his mouth. Adam closed his eyes and felt his lover's mouth on his cock. George cupped his balls, licked them, and then licked up and down the long, hard shaft. Adam moaned, and for a while George sucked his cock.

Then Adam broke away, shifted, and pointedly crouched near George's jeans' clasp. He undid it, and George lifted his hips to help as Adam pulled down his jeans and boxers. And then Adam took George into his mouth, and he, too, moved his head up and down. The shape and taste and texture felt familiar, but the act felt different, somehow, in a man's body. George lay back on the bed with a moan. Adam reached up, and George grasped his hand, and the tightness of the grip linked them further.

After a while Adam stopped, and got up on the bed, stretched out beside him. They kissed; they rubbed each other's arms and legs and back. Each took the other's cock in his hand, and pulled it, gently; they moaned as one.

Looking into his lover's eyes, George ran his hand along Adam's ass. "Do you want to try...." And then, after a pause, George added, "Either way, I mean."

Adam, stretched out beside him, pressed his naked form against George's, their cocks touching like the beams of an archway. They kissed long and passionately. Then, their heads pressed together, Adam said, "I do want to. But not now. Let's... let's save something new for when you get back. A treat to welcome your return." George nodded.

And then George rotated, so that each had their face facing the other's cock. Each reached out and grasped the base of the other's member, and moved their hand up and down it, each emitting their own loan moan. Then, as one, each took their lover into their mouth, swallowing first the head, then more of the shaft; and the pleasured gasp of each was muffled by the other's cock in their mouth. They lay, moving their heads, now trying something new, now copying the other. Each drank of their lover, a circle of pleasure running in a circle down their torso, through their shaft, and into the other's mouth, and then back, picking up steam as it went. Adam was the first to reach out and grab George's ass with his spare hand; George followed suit, and, clinging together, they brought each other to one last, passionate climax in a weekend full of them. George held Adam in his mouth while Adam's essence poured down his throat, and then lovingly cradled his softening penis in his mouth, running his tongue lightly around it; Adam tried to swallow, choked a bit, and ended up spitting a huge glob of cum onto the bed. "Ah well," he said. "Practice makes perfect." They laughed together. Then George rotated back again, and they hugged, and kissed, and clung together as lovers do.













 

Chapter 66

They lay together, entwined in the dark, their masculine bodies pressed together, kissing occasionally, running their hands up the other's thighs or across the other's chest.

After a long time, George asked, "Were you upset? At the end of our time in the house, I mean. When Hank wanted to switch, and I said to let him."

Adam thought about it, stroking George's hair with his hand. "A little," he admitted. "I would much rather have been in you."

"I wanted to have you in me," said George. "That's why I was so hoping you'd stay with me tonight."

"I'm glad I did," said Adam, and they kissed again, and were still.

"I guess," said Adam, as the faint sounds from the highway outside swelled and faded like a tide, "I guess that there's making love, and then there's sex. And making love is better. But that doesn't mean that sex can't be fun."

He felt George nod, in the dark.

"So you won't mind if we, you know, do another weekend? The way Tim and Hank seem to want to?" George asked.

Adam peered at George's face in the shadows. "No," he said. "I'd like to. It'd be fun, I think. I just want to be sure that you know that I love
 you. That I love you
 . Whatever happens with them."

George squeezed his hand.

"Well," said George, "I trust we'll have lots of other
 occasions next year, to show each other that."

"Yes," said Adam. "Lots and lots." And then, after a moment, "But if it wouldn't hurt you... I must admit, another weekend sounds fun. With you it's more than fun. But maybe fun is okay too."

George nestled closer to him, his face resting in the crock of his neck. "I agree," he said.

Then, after a long pause, George said, "Hannah."

Adam shifted to look at him. "What?"

"I was trying to think of what Hank's name will be," he explained, "When he tries X-Change, next year."

"Oh," said Adam, and laughed lightly. "Hannah sounds right."

The sounds of the distant traffic rose and fell.

After a while George said, "I'll come back a bit early. Before the weekend. Maybe we can... take a trip or something. Just the two of us."

"I'd like that," said Adam.

And again they lay in the quiet dark.

After a long time, Adam asked, "Do you... I mean, do you have a preference?"

George thought. "I prefer you
 ," he said at length. "I'd rather suck your cock as a man then get any X-Change pussy in the world. I don't think I would want anyone else's cock at all, unless I was Greta."

"Yeah," said Adam.

"But if the question is just about us, between Greta and Adam, or Amy and George, or George and Adam..."

"There's Amy and Greta," giggled Adam. "We should try that, too."

George leaned forward kissed Adam passionately, and then let his hand lightly touch Adam's cock. "Can't wait," he said, and shared Adam's giggle. Then, after a moment, he went on, "But of the three we've tried... I like one of us as a woman. Not that I didn't love this," he added hastily.

Adam reached out, and gently caressed George's arm, and kissed him.

"It's okay," he said quietly. "I understand what you mean."

Then Adam, clasping George's hands again, asked, "Did you like it more when you were the woman? Or when I was?"

George thought again. He always takes every question so earnestly
 , thought Adam. That's one reason I love him
 . And he laughed, very softly, almost a sigh, at how far he had fallen, how fast. At last George responded, "Honestly? I think I liked them both equally." Then he looked at Adam with a shy smile. "Maybe that's strange."

"I don't know," said Adam. "No stranger than everything else."

Then George asked, "Did you have a preference?"

Adam closed his eyes, and opened them. "I love you," he said. "And us. Like you said, the rest is—just fun. And I love all
 of us. You and me, here, now. You as Greta. All of it. But of the three... I think I liked being a woman best. I don't know. It just felt comfortable
 . Felt right
 , somehow."

George kissed him again.

After a time. George said, "I'll see if I can get an X-tra Strength. In case you want to see how it feels for a longer period."

"I'd like that," said Adam, starting to feel sleepy. "Although it'd be complicated, with friends and classes and everything."

"Yeah," said George.

"I'd need a lot of clothes," said Adam, his thoughts drifting to skirts and brassieres, already half asleep.

Adam felt himself drift for a while. He snuggled closer to George's naked form. His thoughts broke apart like an image in a kaleidoscope. After a while, he woke just slightly as he heard George whisper,


Das Ewig-Weibliche



Zieht uns hinan.


"Mmm-hmm," agreed Adam sleepily, and each stirred, and clasped again to the other; then first Adam, and then George, dropped into full, deep sleep, each dreaming of love in their lover's arms.





THE END
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