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The formula turned Mike into a woman, but there was much, much more work to be done. First Martin needed to collect data. This included recording Mike’s vital signs, drawing blood, taking urine samples, examining his body, and taking photographs—lots and lots of photographs.

“Why do you need so many photographs?” Mike asked, lifting his breasts in his hands. “We didn’t take this many photos before

“Trust me, you can never have enough photo documentation,” Martin answered. “Imagine this: you’re working on your first big project, and you need visual aides to document something. You might think that a few dozen photographs are enough, but further down the road you might start asking yourself questions about certain things that you didn’t think about back then. You look at the old photographs and realize that you don’t have a clear-enough photo of the body part that you want to look at. You can’t go back in time and get more photos, though, so you’re out of luck. I learned that lesson the hard way,” Martin explained, taking another dozen pictures of Mike’s bottom. “You should be as thorough as possible!”

Despite all of the data Martin was gathering, he still found time to work in the lab. While Mike was still cooking dinner and cleaning the house, Martin was hard at work in the barn, as usual. Mike admired his dedication. Seeing Martin at work in his lab only reinforced why it was so important to help him save his farm.

“Out in this place, he can do anything,” Mike sighed, resting his elbow on the windowsill. “Free from the prying eyes of the academic community and free from interruptions, he’s unstoppable.”

Mike continued cleaning the house. If only he kept the house a little cleaner, Mike thought, he could keep Martin working longer. He was the only way that Mike could return to normal. The better Mike took care of the house, the better he cooked, and the more he cleaned, the harder Martin worked. The harder that Martin worked, the sooner Mike would be back to normal.

Martin also found the time to drive to the thrift store to find some bigger clothes. While the selection was small, he managed to find some decent shorts and blouses that fit better than Mike’s first set of clothes. They weren’t perfect, but they fit well enough that Mike could drive back into town himself and choose his own outfits. 

Mike got many strange looks when went shopping, but the townspeople were less suspicious and more intrigued. Mike couldn’t find a large-enough bra in town, but thanks to some rolls of fabric and an old sewing machine that he discovered in the attic, Mike was able to sew a tube top that would support his chest and keep his breasts from flopping around when he ran—not that he had to run much, anymore. 

In fact, Mike found a pair of high heels. He had never worn high heels, but curiosity got the better of him. When Mike tried them on, he found that they fit perfectly. He started wearing them whenever he went to town. He wore them when he went shopping, when he went to the thrift store, to the science surplus store, and he even wore them in the kitchen when he was preparing dinner. He liked the sound of the heels when they hit the linoleum floor, and he especially liked how they made him look taller.

“Those shoes look really good on you,” Martin said once. “You’re really getting into this woman thing, aren’t you?””

“Well, I don’t know how long I’m going to be a woman,” Mike said. “I figured that I should try out as many womanly things as possible—for scientific reasons, of course.”

“Now you’re thinking like a scientist,” Martin chuckled.

“More spaghetti?” Mike offered.

“Don’t mind if I do.”

A few days later, however, Martin ordered one more round of pictures so that he could catalogue Mike’s physical appearance on the final day of his transformation.

“You finally have enough pictures?” Mike asked.

“Yes,” Martin said. “It never hurts to be thorough.” He finally put away his camera and pulled out the vial with the new serum. “Time to change back.”

“Wait a minute,” Mike said. “There’s just one more thing that I want to try before I transform.”

“What’s that?”

Mike beckoned him closer.

“What is it?” Martin asked.

“Come closer,” Mike said. “I wanted to ask you something.”

Martin knelt down so that he and Mike were face to face. “What is it?”

He kissed him. Martin was so surprised that he barely moved.

“That’s it,” Mike chuckled. “You can inject me now.”

“Hold up,” Martin said, a little flustered. “What was that for?”

“I told you, it was for research. I wasn’t going to go around, kissing random men in town, and since there’s only one other guy around here,” he giggled. “Why not?”

“Maybe I should leave you like this.”

“Come on,” Mike said. “You’ve got to test the second serum too.”

“Alright, alright.” He filled the syringe. “Are you ready?”

Mike nodded, and Martin plunged the needle into his arm. A small chill ran through Mike’s body, but aside from that, he felt little more than a pinch.

“Tell me when you start to feel it.”

Mike waited for a long time. At moments, he felt as if something was going on, but whenever he looked down, he realized that nothing was different. His breasts were still the same. His hips were still the same, and his thighs were still the same. “Nothing’s happening.”

“I guess it didn’t work,” Martin sighed. “Well, back to the drawing board.”
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