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My first thought was that I was dreaming. Picture it: a circular room, capped with

an ivory-white dome, gleaming as though lit from within, underlain by a floor that

was darkness made solid. Three surgical-style tables were spaced about the room,

each surrounded by machines clearly of alien origin—I’ve watched enough sci-fi

to know what ‘alien’ looks like—and tilted halfway to the vertical. I was strapped

to one table, my wife Sarah to another table a few feet away, while beyond her a

hulking humanoid alien—awake and glaring—lay strapped to the third table like a

prisoner awaiting execution. I say ‘strapped’ not to imply the presence of physical

restraints, but to indicate that none of us could move. We seemed to be stuck fast

by some sort of ‘force field’, for lack of a better word.

Then Sarah woke up, and the scream that ensued removed all doubt as to whether

or not this was a dream. I told her to calm the hell down, not that it did much good.

“Derek? What on earth is this? Where are we?”

“I don’t know, babe, but it would seem we’ve been abducted by, well… aliens.”

Sarah put up with my SF addiction, but did not share it.

An oval door at the far side of the chamber swished open. Another alien entered,

clearly a member of the same species though not quite as bulky as the first one. He

(for lack of a better pronoun) was clad in a long white robe, while the creature on

the table wore only shorts and a form-fitting tunic. I was in my usual PJs, while

Sarah’s lithe form was draped in her favorite silk nightgown.

The robed alien stopped in the center of the room, gravely nodding first toward

Sarah, then myself. His eyes, nose and mouth were in the usual locations, in more

or less the same proportions, but the resemblance ended there.

“Welcome, Sarah and Derek,” he said, in perfect English. “You may refer to me as

‘Doctor’. You are currently aboard a spacecraft from the planet Oxtheria, which is

very far from here. We are Oxtherians.”

To my shame I couldn’t think of a damn thing to say, except “You speak English.”

Another nod. “We have been studying Earthican language and culture for several

of your planet’s years. Anticipating this encounter, I took the trouble to learn your

native dialect.” His lips twitched upward. “I had thought to inform you that we are

actually speaking Oxtherian and by an astonishing coincidence both our

languages are exactly the same… But I didn’t think you’d get it.”

What the—? Was that a Simpsons reference?
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“I believe you’ll find our two species have more in common than you might think.

A sense of humor, for example. However, to the business at hand.” He indicated

the other alien, who was struggling to free himself. “As my title might suggest, I

am a physician. Lars here is my patient. The purpose of your being here is to assist

me in curing, in Lars, what has proven to be a most vexing malady.”

I found my voice. “I don’t get it. What could we possibly do that you can’t?”

“An excellent question, Derek. I’m glad to see you’re paying attention. Your role

in this is critical.” The doctor nodded toward his compatriot, who was now lying

still and breathing noisily through oversized nostrils. “Lars is what you would call

a ‘pervert’, or a deviant. All he thinks about is sex-sex-sex, day in and day out.

You might think that’s not so bad, but among a species who only enter estrus once

every six months this is highly unusual—and disturbing.”

“What do you expect me to do? Psychoanalyze the guy?”

“That won’t be necessary. We have a very promising treatment, albeit untested.

However, it does require that his mind and body be separated for a time—a week

or two should suffice—so that specific therapies can be applied to each. To that

end, we’ll be transferring his mind into your body.”

“Say what? You can’t do that!”

“Resistance is futile, Derek. The transfer will occur in a few moments.”

“You mean—you’re gonna stick my mind into that ugly bastard?”

“Not at all. We’ll be placing your wife’s mind in Lars’ body. We have decided that

Sarah would be the more compliant subject. We have numerous procedures to

perform on that body—none of them painful or traumatizing, I assure you.”

“Huh? Then if she’s in his body and he’s in mine, where does that leave me?”

The doctor smiled. “I think you know the answer.”

My jaw dropped. “Oh, no way—no freaking way! I won’t do it!”

“I’m afraid you have no say in the matter.” He sauntered over to a control pad

mounted on the wall and pushed a button. My world went black.

~

I awoke back in my own bed. A quick check—long hair, breasts, nothing between

my legs but a fleshy slit—confirmed that I was no longer myself. “Holy crap,” I

muttered, in a voice that sounded an awful lot like Sarah’s.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was me, looking bright-eyed and hopeful. “I am the

one doctor in spaceship call ‘Lars’. We have sex now, yes?”
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I scrambled out of bed. “Hold your horses, buddy. It’s not that simple.”

He threw back the covers, revealing his readiness. “I was told humans have sex

often. Is that not correct?”

“Well, yeah, but—” I cottoned on to my near-nakedness and grabbed Sarah’s silk

robe from the wardrobe next to the bed, quickly pulling it around me. “We don’t

just ‘do it’ at the drop of a hat. You have to—I dunno—build up to it?”

He looked disappointed. “Doctor tell me I need to have lots of sex—to ‘get it out

of my system’, he explain. While old body is being de-sexualized.”

Silently, I cursed the Doctor. That was my ‘critical role’? To provide Lars with

enough hot, steamy sex to last him a lifetime? Suddenly whatever Sarah might be

going through back in the ship didn’t seem so bad after all.

“He tell me to not come back until sex no longer such a big deal. He say if you not

cooperate, he bring you back to ship and reprogram brain—make you want have

sex big-time. Only might not undo change afterward.”

My heart sank. So much for ‘Plan B’, which was stall, stall, stall… I was going to

have to do this—or rather, do him. Still, how bad could it be? After all, the body

he was wearing was mine. I’d made love to it often enough with my hand; maybe

this would be no different than doing the same thing with the rest of me. As a

hard-up teenager I’d even practiced kissing with a tube of lipstick and a mirror;

locking lips with Lars might be like that, only with a softer mouth. However… I

still wanted to slow this down, to give myself time to get used to the idea.

“Okay, but you have to understand—human women aren’t like men. They need to

be finessed. That means dressing up nicely, spending time together as a couple,

chatting, going out for dinner, that sort of thing. We women need to believe that

you really care about us before we put out.”

Lars stared, open-mouthed. “We go out to eat? Then sex?”

“More or less, yeah.”

He pointed to his crotch. “What I do ‘bout this?”

I bit my lip. “Think unsexy thoughts? Maybe a cold shower?”

He shook his head, pouting. “You woman. You help.”

Him Tarzan, me Jane? I sighed and climbed back on the bed. There was no getting

away from it, yet I wasn’t quite ready to be penetrated. Only one option. I took a

deep breath, licked my lips, and got down to business. I’d heard of guys agile

enough to drain their own balls, but I never figured on doing it myself.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long. Six months is a long time.
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Afterwards, I retreated to the bathroom to rinse. That’s when I caught sight of my

new self in the mirror. It shouldn’t have been a surprise to see the love of my life

gazing back at me, her eyes wide with horror, but it was.

She—or rather, I was stunning. Sarah must have neglected to remove her makeup

the night before, because my face was fully made-up and flawless. I recalled that

she liked to use long-wearing cosmetics, and maybe this was why: being able to

wake up the next day and just go, without having to dedicate an hour to fixing

one’s face every morning. That might make the next two weeks a bit easier on me,

but it was still hard to imagine replicating this look without long hours of practice.

Perhaps Sarah’s body had enough muscle memory of wielding cosmetic sponges,

eyeliner pencils and mascara wands, to get by, but I wasn’t hopeful.

What was truly mind-boggling was the undeniable reality that I was female.

Everything had changed: my body was soft and slender, with curves in all the

right places—for a woman. My hair was long and thick, resting heavily on my

shoulders. And my face was truly beautiful—in a thoroughly feminine way.
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Just thinking about it made me feel dizzy. Is anything more fundamental to your

sense of self than gender? I’d always been a regular guy, without any transgender

tendencies, yet all of a sudden I was the sort of hot girl that most men would be

wild to get in the sack. Heck, I’d never even cross-dressed before and here I was

with a pretty face, an amazing head of hair, and the sexiest figure I’d ever seen. It

would be a miracle if Lars managed to keep his hands off me for as much as an

hour at a time.

As it was, we made all the way to seven o’clock that evening—after a leisurely

brunch, a stroll through Stanley Park, and dinner at a fancy seafood restaurant I’d

always wanted to try—before I could think of no more reasons to deny the man

what he wanted. He was hard as a rock and with just as much finesse when it came

to making love, so I ended up pushing him onto his back and riding him like one

of those mechanical bulls in a country-and-western bar.

Curiously, once he was inside me, he lasted a lot longer than I figured he would. A

lot longer than I ever did, for that matter. He merely grinned when I pointed that

out, making me wonder if aliens have more control over when they climax than

humans do, even when they are human. Whatever the case, my female body came

twice before he did. I was worn out by the time I climbed down.

“You ready? Go again soon?” I couldn’t believe it: the flaccid member that had

only just slipped out of me was already coming back to life.

“Are you nuts? I’m exhausted! Gimme six or seven hours of shut-eye and—”

“You lie down this time. Relax. Me on top.”

So, after a pit stop to clean up, off we went once more. It was a little easier, being

the cow instead of the cowboy—to coin an unflattering phrase—but I couldn’t

stop my body from reacting to the stimulation it was getting. Here, Sarah’s muscle

memory was undeniable. There were times when I simply could not stop myself

from wrapping my legs around his hips and thrusting my pelvis to meet his.

After another two or three female orgasms, I couldn’t deny the truth: I wanted him

inside me, I wanted him in there deep, and I wanted it just as much as Lars did. So

what did that make me? If he was a deviate in the eyes of his own people, what

was I? Here I was, a man in a woman’s body, yet I craved sex—vaginal sex, no

less—far more than Sarah ever had. Maybe I was just as much of a pervert as

Lars, but the Oxtherians weren’t planning to cure me.

Far from it, in fact. You could argue that, over the next ten or twelve days (I’d lost

track by that time) Lars somehow managed to transfer his obsession with sex onto

me. Too late, I realized that that must have been the core feature of the treatment

Lars was receiving, and was what the Oxtherian doctor had intended all along.
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One morning I woke up and there he was, the man I’d made love several dozen

times over the last week or so, gazing down at me with a thoughtful expression on

his face. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, trying not to smudge my long-wearing

mascara. “Ugh, just lemme go tinkle and then we can get started.”

He shrugged. “If that’s what you want. Derek, it’s me—Sarah.”

That woke me up in a hurry. “Huh? They put you in my body? What happened to

Lars? When are—”

“He’s back in his own body, hon.” He glanced up at the ceiling. “They’re gone.

They aren’t coming back. The Doctor told me that himself.”

I blinked a few times. “But—I’m still in your body.”

“It’s your body now, babe. From now on, I’m Derek and you’re Sarah.”

I fought to avoid bursting into tears. “But… I’m a man.”

He chuckled. “Not anymore. I’m the man and you’re the woman.” He rolled out

of bed, struck a pose and flexed. “Hey, it’s not like we don’t look the part. You

wouldn’t get far trying to convince anyone you’re a guy. As for me—” More

flexing followed. “I am most definitely male.”

“I get it, I get it. So how come you aren’t freaking out about this?”

He stopped flexing. “You know, I’ve been asking myself the same question. I

think it had something to do with being stuck in a hyper-masculine body for two

solid weeks. That really messed up my mind, lemme tell ya. Then there was all the

weird shit they did to me—both mental and physical—to de-sexualize the body I

was in. I don’t know what effect that had on Lars, but I feel a lot less feminine

than I ever did in that body.” He pointed at me.

I pulled the sheet up to my breasts. “What are you saying? You don’t want to be a

woman any more?”

“I’m not a woman anymore. I’m just not. Honestly, though, I’m happy it worked

out this way. Fair warning: female bodies are high-maintenance. When you get

right down to it, I’d rather be the husband.” He grinned. “As for you, my dear

wife—two minutes after waking up you were all set to do get down and dirty with

Lars. Seems to me you and that female body are getting along just fine.”

“He needed a lot of attention,” I said, sounding not all that convincing even to me.

“I just got used to giving him what he wanted.”

He climbed back onto the bed. “You can’t fool me, girl. I know that look. You are

positively glowing—and that’s after a full night’s sleep. The only time I ever
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looked like that was on the second day of our honeymoon. If you’ve been getting

that kind of action, well… you’re as much of a woman as I ever was.”

I found myself blushing. “It was more like that day, plus twelve more just like it.”

He whistled. “No kidding? I take it back. You’re more of a woman than I was.”

I shook my head. “Not me. I didn’t grow up this way.”

He waved dismissively. “These days, growing up as a girl isn’t that different from

being a boy. I only had six or seven years of full womanhood, and less than that as

a married person. Give it a few years and what I said will literally be true: you’ll

be more of a woman than I ever was.”

Our eyes met. “It’s hard to imagine,” I said. “Ever since we met, you were always

so sexy and feminine.”

“Not me,” he said. “I’m Derek, remember? You’re Sarah, and yes—you are sexy

and feminine. Always have been, always will be.” He shifted closer. “By the way,

is that offer still on the table? You know, when you thought I was Lars?”

I returned his smile. “I’ll have to freshen up first.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way. Hurry back, my love.” He gave me a lingering

kiss, and then I did hurry back.

In one sense it wasn’t like being with Lars at all, even though I was making love

with the same male body. Derek was far more responsive to my actions, and also

attentive to my needs, which made our lovemaking more of a shared experience.

But in another, very important, way it was like being with Lars: my husband’s

time in an Oxtherian body had left him with a high level of self control over his

performance. He had no trouble lasting longer than me—very unusual for a

man—and often gifted me with two or three to his one. But ultimately he took

great pride in simply synchronizing his climax with mine.

I’m guessing that somewhere out there in space, Lars now has no difficulty going

six months between bouts of pon farr, or whatever the Oxtherians call it, but back

here on Earth this girl is getting a whole lot more action than she ever dreamed

possible—on the receiving end, no less, of the kind of quality boning I could

never have served up when I was a guy. As the saying goes, it’s a funny old world.

Seriously, you can’t make this stuff up.  


