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Chapter 1: Sick

For the august personage of Charlie Milton, a
less than courageous man who feared sickness above all, the coming
of the Plague had been difficult. A hypochondriac who worked from
home, Charlie had cut off all ties with the outside world at the
first rumors of the epidemic which had ravaged the Earth.

His plan had been straightforward. Hide out
until a cure was developed, an inoculation for the Plague.
Fortunately, Charlie possessed the means to remain isolated
indefinitely, taking every precaution imaginable including from
stockpiles of food, an entertainment and a heavy-duty filtration
system. Then his genius plan encountered a fatal flaw; he had
gotten sick!

Flu like symptoms had begun two days earlier
and Charlie was racked with anticipation. Day Three was here and he
would discover whether he had contracted the ordinary flu or
something much, much worse. He glanced down at his hands nervously,
the first symptoms of the plague usually began there. However, his
hands were still unchanged. He tried to sigh in relief but was
instead assaulted by a vicious sneeze, which covered his hands in
mucous. If it was the mundane flu, it was a vicious strain.

Charlie rose from his favorite armchair and
shuffled to the bathroom, washing his hands thoroughly with the
most antiseptic hand wash available, as if it mattered. Even the
most fanatical scrub wouldn’t save him if the Sickness was indeed
upon him.

He studied himself in the mirror, inspecting
and scrutinizing every inch of his plain, unremarkable face for
signs of the plague. He’d heard that the first changes were subtle.
It was reassuring to observe that nothing had changed, and he tried
to calm his nerves.

Charlie was short, with narrow features and a
receding hairline that was neatly trimmed, a hairstyle unchanged
since high school more than two decades ago. His frame was gaunt,
but a bit of a belly had developed from a year of being a miserable
shut in. Other than the droopy eyelids from lack of sleep and red
nose from tissues, nothing had changed. However, it was another 5
minutes before he could stop checking and double-checking.

“I’ll go watch TV, that will take my mind off
this miserable flu,” he said aloud to himself. A habit developed
form extreme cabin fever.

Charlie collapsed back into his armchair and
turned on the TV. Unfortunately, it seemed he would be unable to
forget his sickness today; Every channel was carrying the same
story. A pretty, dark haired newswoman was dispassionately
describing the latest details of The Trial.

“The prosecution today presented evidence in
the form of the defendant’s journal. Details have been leaked to
NBC 13 concerning the content of the diary submitted for testimony,
for more we’ll go to our on-the-spot reporter Rebecca Tines.”

The screen changed to show the outside of a
courthouse, surrounded with people. A blonde woman in a neat
pantsuit holding a microphone was standing off to one side and
began to speak, “Thanks Maria. Although of course the trial is
closed to the public, details have emerged from the personal
journal of the accused, recounting the means of producing a gender
bending substance. These included notes describing the process of
its fabrication dating from almost two years ago. Evidently the
initial concept was a good deal more frightening than the plague
currently ravaging the world.”

A display of infographics ran as the report
continued. “This prototype was developed to affect the entire
population, not just the males. Unlike like the Plague, the
substance would have rendered ALL women suggestible and turned and
estimated 99.5% men into women.” She said it matter-of-factly, but
it sent a chill down Charlie’s spine.

The reporter reappeared on the screen. “My
sources inside the courthouse insist that the defendant was
surprised when his final product had no influence on genetic
females and two-in-three men would be immune. Testimony from his
co-workers, Emily Farhold and Matthew Arnold is expected- “

Charlie shut the TV off. Yes, he thought
sarcastically, how lucky we are that only one-in-three men
worldwide could change genders and become totally malleable slaves.
What are one billion lives? The world had already been irrevocably
changed.

The women on TV could afford to be glib, they
were immune, but he was sick, damnit! He sneezed again, and his
stomach lurched this time, making him want to throw up. Not again.
In protest he sat stubbornly in his chair, knowing that if he got
up he’d find himself in front of the mirror again. His stomach felt
all twisted up, like it was switching places with his lower
intestine. He retched and held off vomiting with an effort.
Suddenly, the pain ramped up dramatically, and a tingling itch
spread everywhere at once.

“It’s just the flu, it’s just the flu, it’s
just the flu,” he repeated in his mind as he scratched and tried
not to barf all over his favorite chair.

Even repeating his mantra couldn’t stop him
from considering the plague. After all, it was a mutation of the
flu, widely attributed to some chump who had seduced a biotech
major. The bastard must have studied biochemistry in his spare
time; It had originally been sexually communicable only, becoming
airborne after substantial tinkering. Now it was a global pandemic.
The creator was on trial, but in the minds of the public, he was
already guilty.

Scientists believed that the flu moved
through the body, replacing DNA strands, substituting Y-chromosomes
with X until some critical threshold was met and through a
cataclysmic chain reaction rendered the male body into a fully
female one.

The strangest part was that the resultant
women possessed two qualities almost universally. Point one: While
they were generally very pretty, they were often gorgeous. Only
rarely could a victim be described as plain. An ugly victim was
practically unheard-of. Anything from blondes to brunettes, short
or tall, dark skinned and light, an endless variety of lovely
ladies all physiologically 20 or so came from the disease. Usually
one’s own race stayed constant, but even that was no hard-and-fast
rule.

Point two: these new women were highly
suggestible.

In the early days of the Plague, men who knew
of transformed women would take them as slaves. While it was not
quite as straightforward as simply saying, “You are my slave,” it
was nearly so.

They’d since passed laws banning such acts,
and penalties were harsh (after all, it was akin to rape), but it
was almost impossible to stop. If a Snatcher tried to ensnare a
woman and she was a Plague victim, no report would ever be filed.
If Snatchers propositioned a normal woman, they’d disappear before
police arrived. The problem was so overwhelming that the government
had set up man-free shelters where Plague victims could live
without men, theoretically safe from being controlled.

Although it was uncertain which factors
contributed to immunity, typically boys before puberty were safe,
as were the elderly. This had naturally led the belief that
immunity was tied to testosterone levels. For a while,
experimenters had had dabbled in providing estrogen and
testosterone based compounds, but every mix had proven
inconsequential to the Plague.

“And I’m bloody sick!” Charlie thought, in
annoyance.

He doubled up to scratch his ankle while
fighting off another wave of nausea. Then, as Charlie switched back
to scratching his arm and he suddenly stopped. A large chunk of
skin had come away, leaving his natural dark, thickly hairy skin
surrounding a swath of lighter skin, with nearly transparent fine
hair.

“No, no, no, no, no, no, no,” he thought
wildly, this is a hallucination from the fever, not the Plague.

Charlie’s stomach continued to twist and
jump, but he tilted his head and a similar patch of skin was
exposed on his ankle. Suddenly his skin was aflame with sensation.
He tore off the bathrobe he’d been wearing and began to scratch
everywhere. His scalp, his armpits, between his toes, everywhere.
He scratched hysterically, scraping at his face wildly before
tearing off his underpants and scratching everywhere he could
reach.

“Bedbugs, maybe I have bedbugs?” wondered
Charlie. Nevertheless, he scratched and scratched for what seemed
like an eternity, panting with the exertion, before eventually
finding himself on his back to reach hard to scratch areas.

Eventually the itching sensation subsided,
leaving his skin raw and sensitive to the touch, particularly
around his nipples. Looking down was a bit of a shock; his hairy,
Italian nature was almost indistinguishable. His chest was now
hairless, so were his arms and legs. Even the bush around his
member seemed less wild. His skin wasn’t as light as it had
appeared, but all the hair had made the old skin seem significantly
darker. One part of Charlie’s mind worked frantically to come up
for an explanation to avoid the reality of his situation.

Cramping in his stomach remained violent and
Charlie became aware of a dull ache associated with his face. It
started just under the eyes, but quickly spread to the rest of his
body. He couldn’t sit still as the ache drove him to stand. The
sensation was impossible to describe, but he could only think, “My
bones are melting!” His face hurt the worst, but the dull ache in
his face was replaced with an excruciating pain in his hips and as
quickly as he had risen from the ground, he returned to it,
writhing in pain.

The way his hips burned, it was as if they
were pushing outward from either flank, but this was countered by
tightness in his waist. This time the sensation arrived coincident
with the stomach pains, too intense to endure and Charlie did
finally vomit. The volume was so much it put the sum of his
collegiate career to shame. For the first time in an hour, his
stomach pain had relented, but Charlie could feel something inside,
below his stomach, which the pain had temporarily masked. A curious
tingle that had no analogue in his experience.

With the pain in his bones gradually
subsiding, Charlie sat up slowly. He managed to remain somewhat
upright for a moment before sinking back down. Every muscle
contracted simultaneously and began twitching. He convulsed on the
floor for what seemed like an eternity, aware of a tremendous
tightness in his chest and ass. Meanwhile, his body shuddered and
twisted in the thrall of leg, arm and stomach cramps as his muscles
quivered out of control.

Minutes passed, as his muscles gradually
began to relax, Charlie became aware of yet another sensation.
Tingling of his scalp had not dissipated after the itching ordeal,
but still lingered. He suspected what was occurring there, but
having just regained control of arm and hand muscles, he preferred
to lie inertly if only for a moment.

The tingling below his stomach now rose to
the forefront, accompanied by a prickly sensation in his cock and
balls. The ordeal had been trying, but Charlie, fearing what was
next, engaged in the oldest human defense mechanisms and promptly
passed out, saving himself what would have been the most painful
part of his experience, both physically and emotionally.







Chapter 2: Safety

Charlie awoke nearly an hour later, feeling
surprisingly spry; sweaty and tired, but otherwise better than he
had in days. Excitedly, he wondered if, perhaps, everything had
been a fever-induced hallucination. He had just slept off what
remained of the flu and things could return to normal.

The joyful illusion shattered immediately
when, upon sitting up, a long lock of silken chestnut brown hair
fell across his vision. He reached up to move the hair but stopped
when he saw the petite hand.

Turning it over slowly, he studied the small
smooth digits. “Whose hand is this?” he wondered. Using the strange
hand, he pushed the lock of hair behind an ear that seemed smaller
than he remembered.

Charlie pulled himself from the floor,
shuffling with stiff muscles and fighting vertigo. He was having
trouble finding his center of gravity but eventually reached the
full-sized mirror in his floor level bedroom.

Standing in amazed silence he studied the
person standing in the mirror. Small pixie like features, including
large blue eyes, curly dark hair 6 inches or so past his shoulders,
flawless skin, small but perky breasts, a flat stomach revealing
the hint of his bottom ribs. Overall, a petite body with shapely
legs and arms. Her body was lithe and alluring, but compact and
short, perhaps not more than 5’4”. Her appearance recalled images
of gorgeous fairies of the kind which seduced villagers in ancient
Camelot. It wasn’t until he looked down to observe two mounds, with
nipples poking out
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