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  Chapter one

Belinda loved Lucy’s exclusive penthouse in Knightsbridge. She had been there many times since moving to London a year ago. Lucy had helped her financially and got her a job in the city. She was envious of Lucy’s wealth, but didn’t like Steven, her devious husband. Watching Lucy in the kitchen reminded her of their time at school. They were in love in those days and had a passionate affair until Lucy moved away with her parents. 
In the sunroom, they settled on the sofa with coffee and biscuits.
‘So, you have a new guy, Anthony Scott,’ Lucy said, sipping her coffee.
‘Yeah, he’s the one,’ Belinda insisted.
‘I’ve heard he’s a bit of a player, darling.’ Lucy raised an eyebrow and tilted her head.
‘Yeah, I know he’s been around, but he wants to settle down now. We both do.’ She chuckled, feeling happy about her relationship with Anthony. ‘He makes me feel good. And I want a normal life, marriage, and even kids.’
‘Marriage! Has he proposed?’
‘No, but I think he might.’ Belinda glanced out of the panoramic windows at the oriental roof garden and smiled. She could handle Anthony. If only he could keep it in his pants and prove he was serious, they could have a great future together.
‘What about Ruth? I thought she was the love of your life. Are you still seeing her?’
Belinda sagged and grimaced at the lingering hurt. She still loved Ruth. ‘Not anymore. I told you she got that job in New York, and we had some arguments over that. When I found out about her new girlfriend, she dumped me. I got a shit email, and she banned me from her social media pages. The bitch.’
‘Does Anthony know about her?’
‘Maybe? I don’t think it matters. We’ve made a pact to stay faithful and give our relationship a chance.’ She touched Lucy’s hand, and for a moment, she recalled their brief love affair at school. She noticed Lucy’s eyes glistening as if she also remembered. ‘I want this to work out. It’s been over a month now, and—’ She giggled. ‘Anthony is dynamite in bed.’
‘A little guy with a big dick.’ Lucy chuckled.
‘Yeah, he’s like a penis on legs, and he knows every position in the Karma Sutra.’ She blushed and sipped her coffee. ‘When he’s in the mood, he can manage two or three times a night.’
‘No way!’
‘It’s Tantra sex. He learnt the technique from a sex guru in India.’
‘Lucky you. So, this relationship is serious?’ Lucy narrowed her eyes with a look of concern.
‘It is.’ She frowned. ‘I’ve been with and hurt by guys and girls, and I desperately want this to be different. I hope he’s the one. We plan to visit his parents in California if things work out. That would be a real commitment.’ 
Lucy smiled but didn’t look pleased. ‘Good for you, darling. You’ll have to introduce me to him.’
Belinda nodded, happy to tell Lucy about her plans with Anthony. Not that he had agreed yet, but she was working on him. 
‘Didn’t expect to see you at the gym today. Is Steven away again?’ she asked Lucy and saw her tense and scowl.
‘He’s up north giving business lectures. He spends a lot of time working away these days, and it pisses me off.’
Belinda finished her coffee and regretted asking. She felt awkward knowing that Steven was having an affair with Gwen, his personal assistant. She wanted to tell Lucy, but if Steven found out who told her, he would retaliate, and that really worried her.

      ***In the boxing ring, Jason and Sengali were bare-knuckle fighting for the £10,000 prize money. It was the main bout of the night in the dingy cellars full of punters and noisy spectators. Jason had seriously hurt Sengali and was way ahead on points from the first two rounds. Using a flurry of blows to break through Sengali’s defence, Jason kneed his groin, head-butted him, and was about to follow with a knockout punch when the bell sounded to end round three.
Sitting in his corner, Jason eyed Sengali and smiled inwardly, thinking he almost had him. He looked up when Sean, one of his fight team, wiped his face and handed him a bottle of mineral water. He swilled his mouth, spat the bloodied water in the bucket, and took a long swig to cool his throat. Standing, he stretched and readied himself.
Before leaving the ring, Sean said, ‘You’ve damaged his right eye; work on that, and watch out for his uppercut and that back kick.’
The bell sounded for the fight to continue. 
Jason planned to take Sengali out in this round and was playing with him for the knockout when something felt wrong. His vision blurred. He paused, feeling dizzy, and broke out in a hot sweat. Focusing, he managed to fend off most of the blows and grappled his opponent, but a fist to his jaw staggered him, allowing Sengali through his defence. Within seconds, he was knocked down and brutally beaten until Sean and the Referee pulled Sengali off him.
The Referee counted Jason out, and Sengali stood with his arms raised, roaring aggressively in his victory.
The medics attended to Jason, and he heard them whispering that he appeared to have been doped with a nerve agent, but not to say anything. He understood their concern. There were too many dangerous people involved in the bare-knuckle fighting scene.
In the changing rooms, Jason punched his locker with anger, then cringed from the numbing pain of the beating. Before the fourth round, someone had changed his bottled water for one that was doped. 
Sean stood nervously by the door. ‘They think you took a dive and are fucking pissed with you.’ He paused, listening. ‘Better get out of here before the wolves turn up. Man, even that bottled water has gone.’
‘Lost the bout and my grand bet.’ He groaned in pain. ‘Fuck Sengali and his boss Kendal. Bastards planned this to get back at me for beating their champ. Why didn’t you stop the fight once I was down?’
‘I did try. We had to pull Sengali off you. Really sorry, man. Come on, gotta get you out of here. The van and team are waiting outside. Can’t stay—they’ll be coming!’
‘Diane’s going to blow her top. God, my fucking head hurts, and I feel like shit.’ He grabbed his gear from the locker, pulled on a coat, and paused, hearing angry voices getting closer. ‘Let’s go.’

Four Months Later


Belinda climbed out of bed, feeling disoriented. She had been dreaming of being trapped in an unfamiliar place. It was someone’s home, and she wasn’t supposed to be there but had nowhere else to go. Then she was outside. It was dark, and something malevolent was hunting her through bleak, wet streets and narrow alleyways. The dream ended with her hiding alone in a dingy cellar, looking out of a dirty, cracked window, terrified of being caught.
‘It was just a dream,’ she muttered, wiping the sweat from her brow. But it was so real, and the terror of the dream persisted. She wanted to wake Anthony and be comforted, but he was sleeping deeply, and he could be a right grumpy sod in the mornings. 
Shrugging off the dream, she used the bathroom and dressed for work. She hadn’t intended to stay overnight, but they had a late session and got quite drunk. Her head ached, so she took some paracetamol from the cabinet.
Back in the bedroom, she found Anthony’s jacket on the floor by his bed. She picked it up and was about to hang it on the chair when his phone warbled in the pocket. Taking the phone out to switch it off, she saw he had a text from Lucy, one of her friends. Curiously, she opened the text: Hi, I can’t make it this afternoon, but maybe tomorrow if you are free. Lucy.
Her stomach churned with suspicion, then ached with hurt. Was Anthony having an affair with Lucy?
After scanning his messages, she realised they had been seeing each other recently. It could be innocent, but knowing Anthony, her intuition told her otherwise. She felt sick and didn’t want to confront him and hear his lies again. This wasn’t the first time he had cheated on her. Returning the phone to his jacket, she quietly gathered her things from around his apartment. They had been dating for several months and were thinking of living together. Hearing him snoring, she glanced in the bedroom and felt gutted. She had trusted him.
He was still sleeping when she left.
On her way to the tube station, some odd memories of his recent devious behaviour surfaced. He was still a player, and she should have known he wouldn’t change.
Feeling depressed and hurt, she decided not to go to work. It took an hour to reach her attic flat in Islington. Once inside, she called Sue at the office and said she had a migraine. After running a bath, she soaked while brooding over Anthony’s cheating and her resentment towards Lucy for seducing him. She was wealthy and helpful, but could be a real fucking interfering bitch sometimes.
Her phone jingled on the laundry basket by the bath. It was Anthony. She grunted, picked up her phone, and blocked his number. Angry, she deleted all the pictures of him and his messages. 
For no particular reason, she started to cry. Emotions surged within her, bringing up a flood of repressed memories of her turbulent affairs. She had tried several times to establish a normal heterosexual relationship, but as a bisexual woman, it never lasted long. Once again, she felt the weight of that deep hurt and despised her life. With the New Year approaching, she would soon be 24, and the thought of growing old and being alone filled her with dread.

      ***Jason woke to find Diane, his feisty girlfriend, harassing him to get up. He complained, but she pulled the duvet off him. He looked up at her and rubbed his head, feeling hungover.
‘I need to get to work, and I’ve missed the frigging bus!’ she yelled at him.
‘All right! Damn it. For fuck’s sake!’ He groaned, swinging his legs out of bed, and yawned. ‘How come you overslept? You set the clock?’
‘I thought YOU reset the fucking clock!’ She stamped her foot with a grunt. ‘Now, get dressed, and I’ll make you a coffee.’ She stormed out, leaving him nursing a thick head. Diane’s temper often pushed him to the limit, yet she was an attractive, loving woman who put up with his moods.
He found her in the kitchen, brushing her red hair. She scowled at him, but she had calmed down now that he was up and dressed.
‘Ron’s letting us use his car. The keys are over there.’
‘What a night,’ he muttered, regretting arguing with her and finishing two six-packs of beer and half a bottle of brandy. He noticed her annoyance and left the coffee on the worktop.
‘Linda is out today, and I have the keys to the Salon. They’ll be waiting for me to open up.’
‘Okay, better get going then.’ He picked up the car keys.
The traffic was congested as usual, and she continued the argument from the previous night. He had agreed to work Christmas and New Year’s Eve at the call centre because he didn’t want to visit her parents again. They didn’t like him or his agnostic views. Angered, she had decided to stay with her family in Cornwall without him.
‘You don’t have to work over Christmas. You can call the agency, phone in sick.’ She glared at him. ‘Why do you hate my parents?’
‘I don’t hate them.’
‘So, what’s the problem then?’
He sighed irritably. ‘They treat me with contempt over my fighting and beliefs.’
‘If you went to one of our church meetings, even once, they’d welcome you into their fold with open arms.’
‘Look, they’re nice people, but I don’t want to get involved with all that religious stuff.’
‘It’s my religion too, damn it!’
He shook his head, aware that she didn’t go to church except when staying with her parents. ‘Anyway, I’ve gotta work. They're relying on me.’
‘Fuck them. What about me?’ Her face was red, and she was shaking with her fist clenched. ‘You’re fucked up with those pills, and your bloody moods are killing us! I don’t know if we have a future anymore. I’ve just had enough.’ She scowled at him. ‘I want a break in our relationship until you sort yourself out.’
‘Yeah, right. If that’s what you want,’ he muttered. She went on, but he ignored her ranting.
Letting her off at Linda’s Beauty Salon, he felt a pang of sadness grip his heart. It was like he had already lost her. The feeling lingered uncomfortably, and he felt alone. Back at the block of flats, he dropped off the car keys and went back to bed, hoping to sleep before his next shift at the call centre.
He was fed up with Diane treating him like a dog’s body ever since he lost that last fight. She had stopped his fighting and made him sell his equipment. Now, even his mates at the fight club shunned him. Life was a bitch, his dark moods were getting worse, and he had run out of ecstasy pills. He couldn’t get back to sleep and decided to cycle to the call centre early.
When he returned after his late shift, Diane had packed and left to visit her parents in Cornwall. On the kitchen table was a note: I’ll be back after the New Year. And I don’t care if you've moved out!

      ***Jason spent Christmas alone and got drunk, then he worked long hours at the call centre. With Diane away, he had time to think and brood on his life. He wasn’t happy and didn’t see a future with her. She had changed recently and argued with him at every opportunity, just to punish him. Not that he didn’t deserve her anger, but she seemed to enjoy bossing him about and treating him like shit.

It was New Year’s Eve, and he decided to have a night out. After finishing his late shift at the call centre, he made his way on his bicycle through the traffic. The streets buzzed with people and New Year's celebrations. Thinking of Diane, he cringed, remorseful that he had not gone to Cornwall with her. She left without saying goodbye and would not return for at least three days. Despite her temper, he missed her and would call her at midnight, trying to make amends.
He hadn’t reckoned on the congestion and crowds. Even on the bike, he got held up in traffic. Annoyed, he wiped his face. It had started to rain. Some rowdies went by shouting and harassing people. To avoid them, he carried the bike and made his way through the slow-moving traffic. He was heading to a popular nightclub holding a New Year's rave. There, he had arranged to meet a dealer. After eight hours at work, he wanted to have some fun before going home alone.

      ***Belinda finished her makeup and sat looking at her glum reflection in the mirror. She wasn’t keen on going out. Since finishing with Anthony, she just wanted to be left alone, but her work friends had insisted, and she finally agreed. A car horn sounded outside, making her tense. Looking out the window, she saw the taxi and her friends waiting. Picking up her coat and bag, she went down and climbed into the back of the cab.
‘You guys look high already,’ she greeted the girls, and their excitement made her feel good.
‘We got some great weed. And you look dressed to kill,’ Sue said, hugging her affectionately. ‘I’m so pleased you decided to come to the rave. It’s going to be fun, and I’ve been worried about you.’
‘Yeah, I’ve been down recently.’ She smiled at Sue, recalling their brief love affair before she got involved with Ruth. ‘Are you guys going to get laid tonight?’
‘You bet, but first we’re going to get smashed,’ Sue insisted, and they laughed.
‘Why not?’ Belinda chuckled and relaxed.

A loud booming sound came from the hall, and music blasted out when they opened the doors. Inside, revellers packed the nightclub, and they joined in the fun. Belinda had several drinks and enjoyed the mayhem and excitement. The loud music, alcohol, and rave atmosphere allowed her to forget the past. Also, she attracted a lot of male attention, but mostly from players looking for sex.
In the bar, she saw a large man finishing a glass of beer. He sensed her and turned around. She smiled at him, liking what she saw, and he winked at her. There was something familiar about him, as if she had known him from somewhere. Moving closer, she became aware of his strong, masculine presence.
‘Fancy a drink?’ he asked pleasantly and motioned the barman over.
‘Why not? It’s New Year’s Eve. I’ll have a Bloody Mary.’ She stood by him, admiring his physique. This guy obviously worked out, and his familiar presence interested her.
‘Are you a bouncer here?’ she asked, and downed her drink.
He chuckled and shook his head. 
‘You on your own?’ she asked, admiring his handsome Swedish features and his dark, close-cropped beard.
‘Yep, just having a few beers before going home. And you?’
‘Same. I got an empty flat waiting.’ Again, something about him intrigued her. She took a slow, deep breath that caused her skin to flush and tingle.
Ed Sheeran’s song, The A Team, sounded from the huge disco speakers.
‘Wanna dance?’ he asked, and she agreed.
On the dance floor, when they embraced, she felt an erotic thrill. He nuzzled her neck while running his hands down her back and squeezing her bottom. She squirmed, rubbing her breasts against his chest, enjoying the contact and the softness of his beard against her face. Looking up into his dark brown eyes, he smiled at her, and she melted. Was it the alcohol or the rave atmosphere, or both? She didn’t care. When the music finished, they kissed until it started again, then continued dancing.
Leaving the dancefloor, they returned to the bar.
Have we met before?’ he asked, giving her a strange look. ‘It’s like I know you.’ 
‘I don’t think so, but you do seem familiar.’ Feeling attracted to him, she smiled. She had been depressed and lonely since dumping Anthony. Maybe a night with this guy would help get over it, or at least be a bit of fun, and it was New Year’s Eve.
‘I feel a strong connection with you.’ He touched her face tenderly.
‘Since we’re on our own, why don’t we get out of here?’ she suggested, trembling from his touch.
‘Yeah.’ He looked surprised and a little unsure at first, then nodded with a smile. ‘Why not? Let’s get some fresh air.’
‘I’ll need to get my coat and let my friends know. Then I’ll meet you back here.’ She smiled at him, feeling aroused. She liked this high and didn’t care if he was a player.

Belinda found Sue in the cloakroom, smoking a cigarette. They hugged and kissed.
‘I’ve pulled this guy, and he’s a real hunk.’ She made a weak smile, recalling her brief affair with Sue.
‘With a man again.’ She frowned disapprovingly. ‘Anyway, you have a good time, and I’ll see you at work next week.’
‘There’s something about him…something strange like a sort of chemistry.’ She pulled on her coat, smiling at Sue. ‘I’m so glad you got me to come out tonight.’
‘It’s good to see you back to normal.’ She glanced around when a young woman called her impatiently. ‘That’s my date.’ She winked at Belinda, then left with the girl.
Returning to the bar, she found him talking to a young man, who exchanged some small bags for money and hurried away. She guessed he was a dealer.
‘What you got?’ she asked.
‘Just some Raver E pills and stuff, fancy one?’
‘Sure.’ She took one with a swig of his beer.
Outside the nightclub, they kissed passionately, clinging to each other. She liked being with him and sensed a deep mutual attraction. He looked like a bad boy–her kind of man. When a taxicab dropped off a group of revellers, she hailed the cab and took his arm.
‘If you’re up for it, we can go back to my place for the night,’ she offered, giving him the eye.
‘Okay,’ he agreed with a smile, then chuckled with a bemused expression. 'I’d better leave my bike inside, I know the doorman.’ He went to the side of the building and gasped. ‘Oh, fuck! Someone’s nicked my bike.’
‘Can’t trust anyone these days,’ she said, smiling at the thought of this big man on a push bike.
‘It was an old bike, but that has really pissed me off. Fuck!’
She took his arm. ‘Come on, we've got a taxi waiting.’ 






  
  Chapter two

In the taxi, Jason rubbed his forehead and eyes. He was annoyed about losing his bike, and if it didn’t turn up, he would have to replace it, which wouldn’t please Diane. And even though she had insisted they have a break in their relationship, he felt a moment of guilt. With a heavy sigh, he frowned, and the woman beside him gently touched his arm. Looking at her, a surge of well-being made him smile. They seemed connected energetically in some way. He hugged her, enjoying the contact, and she snuggled up to him. It felt good, and he relaxed as if he knew her, or someone like her. 
Entering her flat, he removed his coat. She took it and threw their coats on an armchair, then stretched her back and smiled at him.
‘Fancy a snack?’ she asked, opening the fridge. ‘I’ve got some leftover pizza we can reheat in the air fryer  and half a bottle of chilled red wine.’
‘Sounds good. Nice place you got here,’ he said, looking around at the spacious, untidy flat.
They sat at the kitchen table, eating pizza and drinking wine in silence. He felt comfortable with her and sensed that she felt the same with him.
‘Got any more of those ecstasy pills?’ she asked.
‘Sure, they’ve got a great high.’
They had the pills with the last of the wine and finished the pizza. 
‘I feel in the mood,’ she said, stood, and offered her hand to him.
Standing, they embraced with a long, wet kiss, and he felt a surge of erotic chemistry between them. He trembled with a moan as she excited him with her touches and kisses.
‘You’re like an Olympian God,’ she purred while undoing his shirt and running her hands over his muscular chest.
He pulled her into his arms, caught her fading perfume, and smiled. She was an attractive woman with dark hair and hazel eyes. He liked that she was tall and shapely. ‘You are one sexy lady.’ He experienced a rush, paused to shake his head, and said, ‘God, I’m frigging buzzing from those pills.’
‘Me too. Let’s have some fun.’
In the bedroom, he kissed her passionately. She pulled his zipper down, slipped her hand in, and freed his growing fat penis while he pulled her dress up and grasped her soft bottom with his big hands. For a moment, they paused, gazing at each other. They were strangers about to have sex, and it enhanced their erotic mood. Hastily, they stripped and lay on the bed.
Slowly, they explored and caressed each other with fingers and kisses, building up the sexual tension to a fever point. Jason shuddered as she slithered down his body, grasped his erection and sucked it avidly. After enjoying her skilful manipulations for several minutes, he abruptly pushed her back on the unmade bed and slid between her legs. She opened up and encouraged him, then gasped as his large penis thrust into her. He started to ride her slowly at first, enjoying the feel of her hot, silky wetness, their sweaty skin, and his throbbing penis. When she began to shake with the tremors of orgasm, he massaged her breasts, tweaking her nipples, then started thrusting hard as if he was possessed. She responded, likewise possessed, clinging feverishly with her arms and legs wrapped around him and her nails and teeth digging into his flesh. Suddenly, she shuddered. Her body began shaking, and she moaned while clinging to him.
It was the most extraordinary drug-enhanced orgasm. He climaxed, slumped physically, and they merged in a sleepy bliss. In a dreamlike state, they seemed to roll and float in a curiously intimate way. They were one consciousness, like kindred spirits from the same soul, entwined, sharing feelings and traits of identity. Gradually, their breathing synchronised, and they entered a transcendental state of incredible peace that seemed to have no beginning or end. As they basked in the afterglow of this surreal divine experience, a surge of dark energy flooded their inner beings, and they passed out.
***
Belinda woke slowly. Feeling sick, she turned and vomited on the carpet. She was on the floor by the bed, and her body felt heavy and awkward. Something was very wrong, and her mind was annoyingly confused. Even thinking was difficult in this numbed state. She lay in this thoughtless daze for a long time, with her head throbbing painfully and her stomach churning. Confused, she shook her head, slumped exhausted on the floor, and passed out.
In the dream, she experienced an intimate connection with a large, rugged man who seemed mentally entwined with her. They were both seeking something in each other, struggling, lost, until a connection was made, and they separated. But it felt disturbingly wrong.
She woke gradually, feeling confused and sick.
Moving to sit up, she groaned from the physical strain and awkwardness of the body. Focusing her vision, she saw a naked woman on her bed. For several minutes, she was numbed, not knowing what to do and unwilling to move. The atmosphere was thick and dreamlike.
‘It must be the drugs,’ she muttered. Gradually, her thoughts returned in a scattered internal dialogue with a vague memory of the New Year’s rave and getting drunk.
She hurriedly woke the girl, and they froze open-mouthed, gazing intently at each other. There followed a long, uncomfortably silent lull, with her heart beating painfully and her breathing strained.
‘What is this? Who are you?’ she managed to ask, then stopped. Her voice was gruff and deep. ‘What’s happening?’ She gasped, shaking uncontrollably.
Jason sat up, focusing he saw himself and froze. He had been dreaming of a girl who exchanged something intimate with him. It felt good, but later, he realised he’d lost something important. As the dream memory faded, a thought came to mind. ‘I’m not myself anymore.’ Abruptly, his thoughts returned with a confusing rush of mixed memories that weren’t all his.
‘You're me!’ Jason whispered, his voice light and feminine. 'What the fuck!’ he mumbled, confused, and he had difficulty moving.
‘You have my body!’ the girl cried in panic. ‘This must be a bad dream. Please, please let it be a dream.’ She looked down at the male genitalia, sagged and started to sob, then shouted, ‘I don’t want this. Oh, God! No, NO!’
Jason flopped back on the bed and ran his hands over his female body, exploring it in utter astonishment. ‘This can’t be?’ he muttered, feeling sick and doubled up. He turned and tried to stand, but fell off the bed and vomited on the floor. Lying on his back, he felt the room spinning, clenched his fists in disbelief, and briefly passed out.

      ***‘What’s happened to us?’ Belinda demanded. Her memories were distant and mixed, yet she knew herself in some sense. She wanted to scream and shout, but her mind was confused, and her brain felt numb. 
‘I don’t fucking know. This can’t be, no way!’ He rubbed his head and shuddered. ‘And I find this body awkward to control. My thinking is strange, and there seems to be a disconnection with my memories, as if I'm trying to recall a dream. Is this a dream?’
She shook her head with a grunt. ‘Does this look like a frigging dream!’ She took a deep breath and tried to calm the agitation in her gut. ‘I’m so confused, odd memories that aren’t mine!’
‘When I focus on what happened, just fragments surface. Hey, maybe they weren’t ecstasy pills? I’m not sure. But you know this is impossible, no way. And I still can’t remember much, just meeting you, but not how we even got here. Where is here?’
‘This is my flat in Islington. And I can’t remember much either. Not after the disco, that is.’
‘We need to think about this. My mind is clear, but it’s different…strange.’ 
There followed several long, thoughtless lulls with glances of bewilderment between them.
‘I feel like a ghost in the machine,’ she muttered, inspecting her big male hands.
‘What’s your name?’
‘Belinda and you?’
‘Jason–’ He gasped. ‘Oh, fuck, no! I should have called her at midnight.’
‘Called who?’
‘Diane, my girlfriend. We had a bust-up. I had to work, and she stayed with her folks over Christmas and New Year. I wanted to make amends, but…’ He paused, holding his head, looking at her. ‘I don’t know what happened between us at that nightclub. I’ve never cheated on Diane before.’
‘I thought you were just a player. Anyway, no one is going to believe us. This is not a dream. I don’t believe it’s happened.’
‘Damn! I can’t speak to her now with this voice. What are we going to do? How do we change back?’
‘Well, I don’t know, do I? All we did was get drunk and take those bloody pills, and we had sex. Hmm, are there any left?’ He didn't move, so she got his coat to check. In one pocket was a small plastic bag with four yellow E pills. She took the bag. ‘I’m going to clean up.’
Belinda washed her face and hands, then had time to explore her muscular male body. The broad shoulders, big hands, and that flaccid penis dangling from her front intrigued her. Stretching, the big male body felt good, but she found it clumsy and awkward to control. Looking in the mirror, she stopped, bemused by her male reflection, and felt numb. The thoughtless states persisted, and she worried she might be losing her mind. Or maybe she was already insane? Or was this a crazy drug-induced dream?
Jason sat on the bed in a prolonged, mindless state. When he noticed his phone on the chair, he picked it up and swooned as a flood of memories returned. Switching it on, he found Diane had left several voice and text messages. She was not pleased and would be returning tomorrow.
He wanted to call and explain, but couldn’t because of his female voice. He decided not to text her. What would he say? This was going to be awkward. Switching off the phone, he dropped it on the bedside table.
He stood awkwardly, stretched, and the feeling of the female body became quite

      ***
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